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When reading poetry on an eReader, it is advisable to use a small font size and landscape mode, which will allow the lines of poetry to display correctly.
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9 Wine Street, Bristol — Southey’s birthplace. The building was lost due to bombing in WWII.
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A contemporary drawing of the poet’s birthplace
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Southey, 1800, aged 26




JOAN OF ARC
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The Lake Poet Robert Southey was born in Bristol in 1774 to Thomas Southey, a Bristol linen draper, and Margaret Hill. In his early years Southey was mostly brought up by his mother’s half sister, Miss Elizabeth Tyler, while living in Bath. The spa town was a centre to which rich and influential visitors regularly retired and the young Robert enjoyed frequent cultural events, including visits to the theatre.

He was later educated at Westminster School, London, where he underwent a rebellious phase in his adolescent years and was expelled for writing an article in The Flagellant that condemned the practice of flogging.  As a result of this expulsion, Southey was refused entrance at Christ Church, Oxford. Nevertheless, he was accepted at Balliol where he matriculated in November 1792. Southey was famous for later claiming of Oxford that, “All I learnt was a little swimming... and a little boating.”

When studying at Oxford, Southey had formed an important friendship with Samuel Taylor Coleridge, who was then visiting from Cambridge. The two became great friends and, along with other fellow political dreamers, they made rash plans for a communistic settlement in America to be independent of any government, except that of the settlement itself, titled a ‘pantisocracy’. It was at this time that Coleridge and Southey collaborated together in writing the play The Fall of Robespierre.  They later moved the intended location of the pantisocracy to Wales, but Southey was the first to reject the idea as unworkable.

Shortly after this, Southey published his first major poetic work, the epic poem Joan of Arc in 1796. The idea for the work came from a discussion between Southey and his literary friend, Grosvenor Bedford, when they agreed that the story would be suitable for an epic. The subject further appealed to Southey because the events of the French Revolution were popular to contemporary tastes at that time, serving as a parallel to current events. Eventually, Coleridge helped rewrite parts of the poem for a 1798 edition. Later editions removed Coleridge’s changes to the text along with other interpolations. The edition featured in this collection is Southey’s final collected 1837 edition.

Joan of Arc is divided into two parts, with the first part describing Joan’s quest to meet Charles, the Dauphin of France. Eventually, she manages to gain the Dauphin’s support and begins to lead the French army. The second half of the epic describes the French defeat of the British army at Orléans. After many victories, the poem concludes with Charles crowned King of France. The epic serves as a way for Southey to express his views on history and on politics, including his republican ideals, his claims that political tyranny was a common element in Europe and his opposition to Christian practices that he thought were superstitious. 

Following its first publication, the poem received mixed reviews from critics, with some emphasising the quality of the images and themes of the poem. However, others believed that it lacked original merit and some claimed that the subject matter was inappropriate to the time. Many critics felt that Southey was rushed in composing the work and had not devoted enough time to his epic. William Wordsworth wrote to William Matthews in 1796: “You were right about Southey, he is certainly a coxcomb, and has proved it completely by the preface to his ‘Joan of Arc’, an epic poem which he has just published. This preface is indeed a very conceited performance and the poem though in some passages of first-rate excellence is on the whole of very inferior execution.” Charles Lamb, in a 1796 letter to Coleridge, stated, “With Joan of Arc I have been delighted, amazed. I had not presumed to expect of any thing of such excellence from Southey. Why the poem is alone sufficient to redeem the character of the age we live in from the imputation of degenerating in Poetry… The subject is well chosen. It opens well… On the whole, I expect Southey one day to rival Milton.”  Coleridge, in a1796 letter admitted, “I entirely accord with your opinion of Southey’s Joan… the poem tho’ it frequently reached the sentimental, does not display, the poetical, Sublime. In language at once natural, perspicuous, & dignified, in manly pathos, in sooth & sonnet-like description, and above all, in character, & dramatic dialogue, Southey is unrivalled; but as certainly he does not possess opulence of Imagination, lofty-paced Harmony, or that toil of thinking, which is necessary in order to plan a Whole.”
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Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772-1834) was to become, along with his other close friend William Wordsworth, one of the key founders of the Romantic Movement and a member of the famous Lake Poets. Coleridge was a great source of inspiration to Southey early in his literary career and helped him in the first edition editing of ‘Joan of Arc’.
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A 1485 artist’s interpretation of the legendary warrior leader — the only known direct portrait has not survived.
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Charles VII (1403–1461) ruled as the King of France from 1422 to his death, although his legitimacy was initially contested by Henry VI of England. He is a principal character of the epic poem.




Perlege, cognosces animum sine viribus alas
Ingenii explicuisse leves, nam vera fatebor;
Implumen tepido præceps me gloria nido
Expulit, et coelo iussit volitare remoto.
Pcenitet incoepti, cursura revocare juventae
Si liceat, mansisse domi cum tempore nervos
Consolidasse velim.
 

PETRARCA.
 




PREFACE TO JOAN OF ARC.
 

EARLY in July, 1793, I happened to fall in conversation, at Oxford, with an old schoolfellow upon the story of Joan of Arc, and it then struck me as being singularly well adapted for a poem. The long vacation commenced immediately afterwards. As soon as I reached home I formed the outline of a plan, and wrote about three hundred lines. The remainder of the month was passed in travelling, and I was too much engaged with new scenes and circumstances to proceed, even in thought, with what had been broken off. In August I went to visit my old schoolfellow, Mr. Grosvenor Bedford, who, at that time, resided with his parents at Brixton Causeway, about four miles on the Surrey side of the metropolis. There, the day after completing my nineteenth year, I resumed the undertaking, and there, in six weeks from that day, finished what I called an Epic Poem in twelve books.

My progress would not have been so rapid had it not been for the opportunity of retirement which I enjoyed there, and the encouragement that I received. In those days London had not extended in that direction farther than Kennington, beyond which place the scene changed suddenly, and there was an air and appearance of country which might now be sought in vain at a far greater distance from town. There was nothing indeed to remind one that London was so near, except the smoke which overhung it. Mr. Bedford’s residence was situated upon the edge of a common, on which shady lanes opened leading to the neighbouring villages (for such they were then) of Camberwell, Dulwich, and Clapham, and to Norwood. The view in front was bounded by the Surrey hills. Its size and structure showed it to be one of those good houses built in the early part of the last century by persons who, having realized a respectable fortune in trade, were wise enough to be contented with it, and retire to pass the evening of their lives in the enjoyment of leisure and tranquillity. Tranquil indeed the place was, for the neighbourhood did not extend beyond half a dozen families, and the London style and habits of visiting had not obtained among them. Uncle Toby himself might have enjoyed his rood and a half of ground there, and not have had it known. A fore-court separated the house from the foot-path and the road in front; behind, there was a large and well-stocked garden, with other spacious premises, in which utility and ornament were in some degree combined. At the extremity of the garden, and under the shade of four lofty linden trees, was a summer-house looking on an ornamented grass-plot, and fitted up as a conveniently habitable room. That summer-house was allotted to me, and there my mornings were passed at the desk. Whether it exists now or not I am ignorant. The property has long since passed into other hands. The common is inclosed and divided by rectangular hedges and palings; rows of brick houses have supplanted the shade of oaks and elms; the brows of the Surrey hills bear a parapet of modern villas, and the face of the whole district is changed.

I was not a little proud of my performance. Young poets are, or at least used to be, as ambitious of producing an epic poem, as stage-stricken youths of figuring in Romeo or Hamlet. It had been the earliest of my day-dreams. I had begun many such; but this was the first which had been completed, and I was too young and too ardent to perceive or suspect that the execution was as crude as the design. In the course of the autumn I transcribed it fairly from the first draught, making no other alterations or corrections of any kind than such as suggested themselves in the act of transcription. Upon showing it to the friend in conversation with whom the design had originated, he said, “I am glad you have written this; it will serve as a score where you will find good passages for better poems.” His opinion of it was more judicious than mine; but what there was good in it or promising, would not have been transplantable.

Toward the close of 1794, it was announced as to be published by subscription in a quarto volume, price one guinea. Shortly afterwards I became acquainted with my fellow-townsman, Mr. Joseph Cottle, who had recently commenced business as a bookseller in our native city of Bristol. One evening I read to him part of the poem, without any thought of making a proposal concerning it, or expectation of receiving one. He, however, offered me fifty guineas for the copyright, and fifty copies for my subscribers, which was more than the list amounted to; and the offer was accepted as promptly as it was made. It can rarely happen that a young author should meet with a bookseller as inexperienced and as ardent as himself, and it would be still more extraordinary if such mutual indiscretion did not bring with it cause for regret to both. But this transaction was the commencement of an intimacy which has continued, without the slightest shade of displeasure at any time, on either side, to the present day.

At that time, few books were printed in the country, and it was seldom indeed that a quarto volume issued from a provincial press. A font of new types was ordered for what was intended to be the handsomest book that Bristol had ever yet sent forth; and when the paper arrived, and the printer was ready to commence his operations, nothing had been done toward preparing the poem for the press, except that a few verbal alterations had been made. I was not, however, without misgivings, and when the first proof-sheet was brought me, the more glaring faults of the composition stared me in the face. But the sight of a well-printed page, which was to be set off with all the advantages that fine wove paper and hot-pressing could impart, put me in spirits, and I went to work with good-will. About half the first book was left in its original state; the rest of the poem was re-cast and re-composed while the printing went on. This occupied six months. I corrected the concluding sheet of the poem, left the Preface in the publisher’s hands, and departed for Lisbon by way of Coruna and Madrid.

The Preface was written with as little discretion as had been shown in publishing the work itself.

It stated how rapidly the poem had been produced, and that it had been almost re-composed during its progress through the press. This was not said as taking merit for haste and temerity, nor to excuse its faults, — only to account for them. But here I was liable to be misapprehended, and likely to be misrepresented. The public indeed care neither for explanations nor excuses; and such particulars might not unfitly be deemed unbecoming in a young man, though they may be excused and even expected from an old author, who, at the close of a long career, looks upon himself as belonging to the past. Omitting these passages, and the specification of what Mr. Coleridge had written in the second book (which was withdrawn in the next edition), the remainder of the Preface is here subjoined. It states the little which I had been able to collect concerning the subject of the poem, gives what was then my own view of Joan of Arc’s character and history, and expresses with overweening confidence the opinions which the writer entertained concerning those poets whom it was his ambition not to imitate, but to follow... It cannot be necessary to say, that some of those opinions have been modified, and others completely changed, as he grew older.




ORIGINAL PREFACE.
 

The history of Joan of Arc is as mysterious as it is remarkable. That she believed herself inspired, few will deny; that she was inspired, no one will venture to assert; and it is difficult to believe that she was herself imposed upon by Charles and Dunois. That she discovered the King when he disguised himself among the courtiers to deceive her, and that, as a proof of her mission, she demanded a sword from a tomb in the church of St. Catharine, are facts in which all historians agree. If this had been done by collusion, the Maid must have known herself an impostor, and with that knowledge could not have performed the enterprise she undertook. Enthusiasm, and that of no common kind, was necessary, to enable a young maiden at once to assume the profession of arms, to lead her troops to battle, to fight among the foremost, and to subdue with an inferior force an enemy then believed invincible. It is not possible that one who felt herself the puppet of a party, could have performed these things. The artifices of a court could not have persuaded her that she discovered Charles in disguise; nor could they have prompted her to demand the sword which they might have hidden, without discovering the deceit. The Maid then was not knowingly an impostor; nor could she have been the instrument of the court; and to say that she believed herself inspired, will neither account for her singling out the King, or prophetically claiming the sword. After crowning Charles, she declared that her mission was accomplished, and demanded leave to retire. Enthusiasm would not have ceased here; and if they who imposed on her could persuade her still to go with their armies, they could still have continued her delusion.

This mysteriousness renders the story of Joan of Arc peculiarly fit for poetry. The aid of angels and devils is not necessary to raise her above mankind; she has no gods to lackey her, and inspire her with courage, and heal her wounds: the Maid of Orleans acts wholly from the workings of her own mind, from the deep feeling of inspiration. The palpable agency of superior powers would destroy the obscurity of her character, and sink her to the mere heroine of a fairy tale.

The alterations which I have made in the history are few and trifling. The death of Salisbury is placed later, and of the Talbots earlier than they occurred. As the battle of Patay is the concluding action of the Poem, I have given it all the previous solemnity of a settled engagement. Whatever appears miraculous is asserted in history, and my authorities will be found in the notes.

It is the common fault of Epic Poems, that we feel little interest for the heroes they celebrate. The national vanity of a Greek or a Roman might have been gratified by the renown of Achilles or Æneas; but to engage the unprejudiced, there must be more of human feelings than is generally to be found in the character of a warrior. From this objection, the Odyssey alone may be excepted; Ulysses appears as the father and the husband, and the affections are enlisted on his side. The judgement must applaud the well-digested plan and splendid execution of the Iliad, but the heart always bears testimony to the merit of the Odyssey: it is the poem of nature, and its personages inspire love rather than command admiration. The good herdsman Eumæus is worth a thousand heroes. Homer is, indeed, the best of poets, for he is at once dignified and simple; but Pope has disguised him in fop-finery, and Cowper has stripped him naked.

There are few readers who do not prefer Turnus to Æneas; a fugitive, suspected of treason, who negligently left his wife, seduced Dido, deserted her, and then forcibly took Lavinia from her betrothed husband. What avails a man’s piety to the gods, if in all his dealings with men he prove himself a villain? If we represent Deity as commanding a bad action, this is not exculpating the man, but criminating the God.

The ill chosen subjects of Lucan and Statius have prevented them from acquiring the popularity they would otherwise have merited; yet in detached parts, the former of these is perhaps unequalled, certainly unexcelled. I do not scruple to prefer Statius to Virgil; with inferior taste, he appears to me to possess a richer and more powerful imagination; his images are strongly conceived, and clearly painted, and the force of his language, while it makes the reader feel, proves that the author felt himself.

The power of story is strikingly exemplified in the Italian heroic poets. They please universally, even in translations, when little but the story remains. In proportioning his characters, Tasso has erred; Godfrey is the hero of the poem, Rinaldo of the poet, and Tancred of the reader. Secondary characters should not be introduced, like Gyas and Cloanthus, merely to fill a procession; neither should they be so prominent as to throw the principal into shade.

The lawless magic of Ariosto, and the singular theme as well as the singular excellence of Milton, render it impossible to deduce any rules of epic poetry from these authors. So likewise with Spenser, the favourite of my childhood, from whose frequent perusal I have always found increased delight.

Against the machinery of Camoens, a heavier charge must be brought than that of profaneness or incongruity. His floating island is but a floating brothel, and no beauty can make atonement for licentiousness. From this accusation, none but a translator would attempt to justify him; but Camoens had the most able of translators. The Lusiad, though excellent in parts, is uninteresting as a whole: it is read with little emotion, and remembered with little pleasure. But it was composed in the anguish of disappointed hopes, in the fatigues of war, and in a country far from all he loved; and we should not forget, that as the Poet of Portugal was among the most unfortunate of men, so he should be ranked among the most respectable. Neither his own country or Spain has yet produced his equal: his heart was broken by calamity, but the spirit of integrity and independence never forsook Camoens.

I have endeavoured to avoid what appears to me the common fault of epic poems, and to render the Maid of Orleans interesting. With this intent I have given her, not the passion of love, but the remembrance of subdued affection, a lingering of human feelings not inconsistent with the enthusiasm and holiness of her character.

The multitude of obscure epic writers copy with the most gross servility their ancient models. If a tempest occurs, some envious spirit procures it from the God of the winds or the God of the sea. Is there a town besieged? the eyes of the hero are opened, and he beholds the powers of Heaven assisting in the attack; an angel is at hand to heal his wounds, and the leader of the enemy in his last combat is seized with the sudden cowardice of Hector. Even Tasso is too often an imitator. But notwithstanding the censure of a satirist, the name of Tasso will still be ranked among the best heroic poets. Perhaps Boileau only condemned him for the sake of an antithesis; it is with such writers, as with those who affect point in their conversation, they will always sacrifice truth to the gratification of their vanity.

I have avoided what seems useless and wearying in other poems, and my readers will find no descriptions of armour, no muster-rolls, no geographical catalogues, lion, tiger, bull, bear, and boar similes, Phoebuses or Auroras. And where in battle I have particularized the death of an individual, it is not, I hope, like the common lists of killed and wounded.

It has been established as a necessary rule for the epic, that the subject should be national. To this rule I have acted in direct opposition, and chosen for the subject of my poem the defeat of the English. If there be any readers who can wish success to an unjust cause, because their country was engaged in it, I desire not their approbation.

In Millin’s National Antiquities of France, I find that M. Laverdy was, in 1791, occupied in collecting whatever has been written concerning the Maid of Orleans. I have anxiously looked for his work, but it is probable, considering the tumults of the intervening period, that it has not been accomplished. Of the various productions to the memory of Joan of Arc, I have only collected a few titles, and, if report may be trusted, need not fear a heavier condemnation than to be deemed equally bad. A regular canon of St. Euverte has written what is said to be a very bad poem, entitled the Modern Amazon. There is a prose tragedy called La Pucelle d Orleans, variously attributed to Benserade, to Boyer, and to Menardiere. The abbé Daubignac published a prose tragedy with the same title in 1642. There is one under the name of Jean Baruel of 1581, and another printed anonymously at Rouen 1606. Among the manuscripts of the queen of Sweden in the Vatican, is a dramatic piece in verse called Le Mystere du Siege d’ Orleans. In these modern times, says Millin, all Paris has run to the theatre of Nicolet to see a pantomime entitled Le Fameux Siege de la Pucelle d’Orleans. I may add, that, after the publication of this poem, a pantomime upon the same subject was brought forward at Covent-Garden Theatre, in which the heroine, like Don Juan, was carried off by devils and precipitated alive into hell. I mention it, because the feelings of the audience revolted at such a catastrophe, and, after a few nights, an angel was introduced to rescue her.

But among the number of worthless poems upon this subject, there are two which are unfortunately notorious, — the Pucelles of Chapelain and Voltaire. I have had patience to peruse the first, and never have been guilty of looking into the second; it is well said by George Herbert, 

 

Make not thy sport abuses, for the fly 

That feeds on dung, is coloured thereby.

 

On the eighth of May, the anniversary of its deliverance, an annual fête is held at Orleans; and monuments have been erected there and at Rouen to the memory of the Maid. Her family was ennobled by Charles; but it should not be forgotten in the history of this monarch, that in the hour of misfortune he abandoned to her fate the woman who had saved his kingdom.

Bristol, November, 1795.

 

The poem thus crudely conceived, rashly prefaced, and prematurely hurried into the world, was nevertheless favourably received, owing chiefly to adventitious circumstances. A work of the same class, with as much power and fewer faults, if it were published now, would attract little or no attention. One thing which contributed to bring it into immediate notice was, that no poem of equal pretension had appeared for many years, except Glover’s Athenaid, which, notwithstanding the reputation of his Leonidas, had been utterly neglected. But the chief cause of its favourable reception was, that it was written in a republican spirit, such as may easily be accounted for in a youth whose notions of liberty were taken from the Greek and Roman writers, and who was ignorant enough of history and of human nature to believe, that a happier order of things had commenced with the independence of the United States, and would be accelerated by the French Revolution. Such opinions were then as unpopular in England as they deserved to be; but they were cherished by most of the critical journals, and conciliated for me the good-will of some of the most influential writers who were at that time engaged in periodical literature, though I was personally unknown to them. They bestowed upon the poem abundant praise, passed over most of its manifold faults, and noticed others with indulgence. Miss Seward wrote some verses upon it in a strain of the highest eulogy and the bitterest invective; they were sent to the Morning Chronicle, and the editor (Mr. Perry) accompanied their insertion with a vindication of the opinions which she had so vehemently denounced. Miss Seward was then in high reputation; the sincerity of her praise was proved by the severity of her censure, and nothing could have been more serviceable to a young author than her notice thus indignantly but also thus generously bestowed. The approbation of the reviewers served as a passport for the poem to America, and it was reprinted there while I was revising it for a second edition.

A work, in which the author and the bookseller had engaged with equal imprudence, thus proved beneficial to both. It made me so advantageously known as a poet, that no subsequent hostility on the part of the reviews could pull down the reputation which had been raised by their good offices. Before that hostility took its determined character, the charge of being a hasty and careless writer was frequently brought against me. Yet to have been six months correcting what was written in six weeks, was some indication of patient industry; and of this the second edition gave farther evidence. Taking for a second motto the words of Erasmus, Ut homines ita libros, indies seipsis meliores fieri oportet, I spared no pains to render the poem less faulty both in its construction and composition; I wrote a new beginning, threw out much of what had remained of the original draught, altered more, and endeavoured from all the materials which I had means of consulting, to make myself better acquainted with the manners and circumstances of the fifteenth century. Thus the second edition differed almost as much from the first, as that from the copy which was originally intended for publication. Less extensive alterations were made in two subsequent editions; the fifth was only a reprint of the fourth; by that time I had become fully sensible of its great and numerous faults, and requested the reader to remember, as the only apology which could be offered for them, that the poem was written at the age of nineteen, and published at one-and-twenty. My intention then was, to take no farther pains in correcting a work of which the inherent defects were incorrigible, and I did not look into it again for many years.

But now, when about to perform what at my age may almost be called the testamentary task of revising, in all likelihood for the last time, those works by which it was my youthful ambition “to be for ever known,” and part whereof I dare believe has been “so written to aftertimes as they should not willingly let it die,” it appeared proper that this poem, through which the author had been first made known to the public, two-and-forty years ago, should lead the way; and the thought that it was once more to pass through the press under my own inspection, induced a feeling in some respects resembling that with which it had been first delivered to the printer,.. and yet how different! For not in hope and ardour, nor with the impossible intention of rendering it what it might have been had it been planned and executed in middle life, did I resolve to correct it once more throughout; but for the purpose of making it more consistent with itself in diction, and less inconsistent in other things with the well-weighed opinions of my maturer years. The faults of effort, which may generally be regarded as hopeful indications in a juvenile writer, have been mostly left as they were. The faults of language which remained from the first edition have been removed, so that in this respect the whole is sufficiently in keeping. And for those which expressed the political prejudices of a young man who had too little knowledge to suspect his own ignorance, they have either been expunged, or altered, or such substitutions have been made for them as harmonize with the pervading spirit of the poem, and are nevertheless in accord with those opinions which the author has maintained for thirty years through good and evil report, in the maturity of his judgement as well as in the sincerity of his heart.

Keswick, August 30, 1837.




TO EDITH SOUTHEY.
 

EDITH! I brought thee late a humble gift, The songs of earlier youth; it was a wreath With many an unripe blossom garlanded And many a weed, yet mingled with some flower3 Which will not wither. Dearest! now I bring A worthier offering; thou wilt prize it well, For well thou know’st amid what painful cares My solace was in this: and though to me There is no music in the hollowness Of common praise, yet well content am! Now to look back upon my youth’s green prime, Nor idly, nor unprofitably past, Imping in such adventurous essay The wing, and strengthening it for steadier flight.

 

Burton, near Christ Church, 1797.




JOAN OF ARC. THE FIRST BOOK.
 

THERE was high feasting held at Vaucouleur,
For old Sir Robert had a famous guest,
The Bastard Orleans; and the festive hours,
Cheer’d with the Trobador’s sweet minstrelsy,
Pass’d gaily at his hospitable board.    5
But not to share the hospitable board
And hear sweet minstrelsy, Dunois had sought
Sir Robert’s hall; he came to rouse Lorraine,
And glean what force the wasting war had left
For one last effort. Little had the war    10
Left in Lorraine, but age, and youth unripe
For slaughter yet, and widows, and young maids
Of widow’d loves. And now with his great guest
The Lord of Vaucouleur sat communing
On what might profit France, and found no hope,
Despairing of their country, when he heard    16
An old man and a maid awaited him
In the castle-hall. He knew the old man well,
His vassal Claude; and at his bidding Claude
Approach’d, and after meet obeisance made,    20
Bespake Sir Robert.
“Good my Lord, I come
With a strange tale; I pray you pardon me
If it should seem impertinent, and like
An old man’s weakness. But, in truth, this Maid
Hath with such boding thoughts impress’d my heart,
I think I could not longer sleep in peace    26
Gainsaying what she sought. She saith that God
Bids her go drive the Englishmen from France!
Her parents mock at her and call her crazed,
And father Regnier says she is possess’d;..    30
But I, who know that never thought of ill
Found entrance in her heart,.. for, good my Lord,
From her first birth-day she hath been to me
As mine own child,.. and I am an old man,
Who have seen many moon-struck in my time,    35
And some who were by evil Spirits vex’d,..
I, Sirs, do think that there is more in this.
And who can tell but, in these perilous times,
It may please God,... but hear the Maid yourselves,
For if, as I believe, this is of Heaven,    40
My silly speech doth wrong it.”
 

                           While he spake,
Curious they mark’d the Damsel. She appear’d
Of eighteen years; there was no bloom of youth
Upon her cheek, yet had the loveliest hues
Of health with lesser fascination fix’d    45
The gazer’s eye; for wan the Maiden was,
Of saintly paleness, and there seem’d to dwell
In the strong beauties of her countenance
Something that was not earthly.
 

                           “I have heard
Of this your niece’s malady,” replied    50
The Lord of Vaucouleur, “that she frequents
The loneliest haunts and deepest solitude,
Estranged from human kind and human cares
With loathing like to madness. It were best
To place her with some pious sisterhood,    55
Who duly morn and eve for her soul’s health
Soliciting Heaven, may likeliest remedy
The stricken mind, or frenzied or possess’d.”
 

So as Sir Robert ceased, the Maiden cried,
“I am not mad. Possess’d indeed I am!    60
The hand of GOD is strong upon my soul,
And I have wrestled vainly with the LORD,
And stubbornly, I fear me. I can save
This country, Sir! I can deliver France!    64
Yea.. I must save the country!.. GOD is in me;
I speak not, think not, feel not of myself.
HE knew and sanctified me ere my birth;
HE to the nations hath ordained me;
And whither HE shall send me, I must go;
And whatso HE commands, that I must speak;    70
And whatso is HIS will, that I must do;
And I must put away all fear of man,
Lest HE in wrath confound me.”
 

                           At the first
With pity or with scorn Dunois had heard
The Maid inspired; but now he in his heart    75
Felt that misgiving which precedes belief
In what was disbelieved and scoff’d at late
For folly. “Damsel!” said the Chief, “methinks
It would be wisely done to doubt this call,
Haply of some ill Spirit prompting thee    80
To self destruction.”
 

                           “Doubt!” the Maid exclaim’d,
“It were as easy when I gaze around
On all this fair variety of things,
Green fields and tufted woods, and the blue depth
Of heaven, and yonder glorious sun, to doubt    85
Creating wisdom! When in the evening gale
I breathe the mingled odours of the spring,
And hear the wild wood melody, and hear
The populous air vocal with insect life,    89
To doubt GOD’S goodness! There are feelings, Chief,
Which cannot lie; and I have oftentimes
Felt in the midnight silence of my soul
The call of GOD.”
 

                           They listen’d to the Maid,
And they almost believed. Then spake Dunois,
“Wilt thou go with me, Maiden, to the King,    95
And there announce thy mission?” thus he said,
For thoughts of politic craftiness arose
Within him, and his faith, yet unconfirm’d,
Determin’d to prompt action. She replied,
“Therefore I sought the Lord of Vaucouleur,    100
That with such credence as prevents delay,
He to the King might send me. Now beseech you
Speed our departure!”
 

                           Then Dunois address’d
Sir Robert, “Fare thee well, my friend and host!
It were ill done to linger here when Heaven    105
Vouchsafes such strange assistance. Let what force
Lorraine can raise to Chinon follow us;
And with the tidings of this holy Maid,
Sent by the LORD, fill thou the country; soon
Therewith shall France awake as from the sleep
Of death. Now Maid! depart we at thy will.”    111
 

“GOD’S blessing go with ye!” exclaim’d old Claude,
“Good Angels guard my girl!” and as he spake
The tears stream’d fast adown his aged cheeks.
“And if I do not live to see thee more,    115
As sure I think I shall not,.. yet sometimes
Remember thine old Uncle. I have loved thee
Even from thy childhood Joan! and I shall lose
The comfort of mine age in losing thee.
But GOD be with thee, Child!”
 

                           Nor was the Maid,
Though all subdued of soul, untroubled now    121
In that sad parting;.. but she calm’d herself,
Painfully keeping down her heart, and said,
“Comfort thyself, my Uncle, with the thought
Of what I am, and for what enterprize    125
Chosen from among the people. Oh! be sure
I shall remember thee, in whom I found
A parent’s love, when parents were unkind!
And when the ominous broodings of my soul,
Were scoff’d and made a mock of by all else,    130
Thou for thy love didst hear me and believe.
Shall I forget these things?”... By this Dunois
Had arm’d, the steeds stood ready at the gate.
But then she fell upon the old man’s neck    134
And cried, “Pray for me!.. I shall need thy prayers!
Pray for me, that I fail not in my hour!”
Thereat awhile, as if some aweful thought
Had overpower’d her, on his neck she hung;
Then rising with flush’d cheek and kindling eye,
“Farewell!” quoth she, “and live in hope! Anon
Thou shalt hear tidings to rejoice thy heart,    141
Tidings of joy for all, but most for thee!
Be this thy comfort!” The old man received
Her last embrace, and weeping like a child,
Scarcely through tears could see them on their steeds
Spring up, and go their way.
 

                           So on they went,
And now along the mountain’s winding path
Upward they journey’d slow, and now they paused
And gazed where o’er the plain the stately towers
Of Vaucouleur arose, in distance seen,    150
Dark and distinct; below its castled height,
Through fair and fertile pastures, the deep Meuse
Roll’d glittering on. Domremi’s cottages
Gleam’d in the sun hard by, white cottages,
That in the evening traveller’s weary mind    155
Had waken’d thoughts of comfort and of home,
Making him yearn for rest. But on one spot,
One little spot, the Virgin’s eye was fix’d,
Her native Arc; embower’d the hamlet lay
Upon the forest edge, whose ancient woods,    160
With all their infinite varieties,
Now form’d a mass of shade. The distant plain
Rose on the horizon rich with pleasant groves,
And vineyards in the greenest hue of spring,    164
And streams now hidden on their winding way,
Now issuing forth in light.
 

                           The Maiden gazed
Till all grew dim upon her dizzy eye.
“Oh what a blessed world were this!” she cried,
“But that the great and honourable men
Have seized the earth, and of the heritage    170
Which God, the Sire of all, to all had given,
Disherited their brethren! Happy those
Who in the after-days shall live when Time
Hath spoken, and the multitude of years    174
Taught wisdom to mankind!... Unhappy France!
Fiercer than evening wolves thy bitter foes
Rush o’er the land, and desolate, and kill;
Long has the widow’s and the orphan’s groan
Accused Heaven’s justice; — but the hour is come!
GOD hath inclined his ear, hath heard the voice
Of mourning, and his anger is gone forth.”    181
 

Then said the Son of Orleans, “Holy Maid!
Fain would I know, if blameless I may seek
Such knowledge, how the heavenly call was heard
First in thy waken’d soul; nor deem in me    185
Aught idly curious, if of thy past life
I ask the story. In the hour of age,
If haply I survive to see this realm
Deliver’d, precious then will be the thought
That I have known the delegated Maid,    190
And heard from her the wondrous ways of Heaven.”
 

“A simple tale,” the mission’d Maid replied;
“Yet may it well employ the journeying hour,
And pleasant is the memory of the past.    194
 

“See’st thou, Sir Chief, where yonder forest skirts
The Meuse, that in its winding mazes shows,
As on the farther bank, the distant towers
Of Vaucouleur? there in the hamlet Arc
My father’s dwelling stands; a lowly hut,
Yet nought of needful comfort did it lack,    200
For in Lorraine there lived no kinder Lord
Than old Sir Robert, and my father Jaques
In flocks and herds was rich; a toiling man,
Intent on worldly gains, one in whose heart
Affection had no root. I never knew    205
A parent’s love; for harsh my mother was,
And deem’d the care which infancy demands
Irksome, and ill-repaid. Severe they were,
And would have made me fear them; but my soul
Possess’d the germ of inborn fortitude,    210
And stubbornly I bore unkind rebuke
And angry chastisement. Yet was the voice
That spake in tones of tenderness most sweet
To my young heart; how have I felt it leap
With transport, when my Uncle Claude approach’d!
For he would take me on his knee, and tell    216
Such wondrous tales as childhood loves to hear,
Listening with eager eyes and open lips
Devoutly in attention. Good old man!
Oh if I ever pour’d a prayer to Heaven    220
Unhallow’d by the grateful thought of him,
Methinks the righteous winds would scatter it!
He was a parent to me, and his home
Was mine, when in advancing years I found
No peace, no comfort in my father’s house.    225
With him I pass’d the pleasant evening hours,
By day I drove my father’s flock afield,
And this was happiness.
“Amid these wilds
Often to summer pasture have I driven    229
The flock; and well I know these woodland wilds,
And every bosom’d vale, and valley stream
Is dear to memory. I have laid me down
Beside yon valley stream, that up the ascent
Scarce sends the sound of waters now, and watch’d
The beck roll glittering to the noon-tide sun,    235
And listened to its ceaseless murmuring,
Till all was hush’d and tranquil in my soul,
Fill’d with a strange and undefined delight
That pass’d across the mind like summer clouds
Over the vale at eve; their fleeting hues    240
The traveller cannot trace with memory’s eye,
Yet he remembers well how fair they were,
How beautiful.
 

                           “In solitude and peace
Here I grew up, amid the loveliest scenes
Of unpolluted nature. Sweet it was,    245
As the white mists of morning roll’d away,
To see the upland’s wooded heights appear
Dark in the early dawn, and mark the slope
With gorse-flowers glowing, as the sun illumed
Their golden glory with his deepening light;    250
Pleasant at noon beside the vocal brook
To lay me down, and watch the floating clouds,
And shape to fancy’s wild similitudes
Their ever-varying forms; and oh how sweet!
To drive my flock at evening to the fold,    255
And hasten to our little hut, and hear
The voice of kindness bid me welcome home.
“Amid the village playmates of my youth
Was one whom riper years approved a friend.
A gentle maid was my poor Madelon;    260
I loved her as a sister, and long time
Her undivided tenderness possess’d,
Until a better and a holier tie
Gave her one nearer friend; and then my heart
Partook her happiness, for never lived    265
A happier pair than Arnaud and his wife.
 

“Lorraine was call’d to arms, and with her youth
Went Arnaud to the war. The morn was fair,
Bright shone the sun, the birds sung cheerfully,
And all the fields seem’d joyous in the spring;    270
But to Domremi wretched was that day,
For there was lamentation, and the voice
Of anguish, and the deeper agony
That spake not. Never can my heart forget    274
The feelings that shot through me, when the horn
Gave its last call, and through the castle-gate
The banner moved, and from the clinging arms
Which hung on them, as for a last embrace,
Sons, brethren, husbands, went.
                           “More frequent now
Sought I the converse of poor Madelon,   280
For now she needed friendship’s soothing voice.
All the long summer did she live in hope
Of tidings from the war; and as at eve
She with her mother by the cottage door
Sat in the sunshine, if a traveller    285
Appear’d at distance coming o’er the brow,
Her eye was on him, and it might be seen
By the flush’d cheek what thoughts were in her heart,
And by the deadly paleness which ensued,
How her heart died within her. So the days    290
And weeks and months pass’d on; and when the leaves
Fell in the autumn, a most painful hope
That reason own’d not, that with expectation
Did never cheer her as she rose at morn,
Still linger’d in her heart, and still at night    295
Made disappointment dreadful. Winter came,
But Arnaud never from the war return’d,
He far away had perish’d; and when late
The tidings of his certain death arrived,
Sore with long anguish underneath that blow    300
She sunk. Then would she sit and think all day
Upon the past, and talk of happiness
That never could return, as though she found
Best solace in the thoughts which minister’d
To sorrow: and she loved to see the sun    305
Go down, because another day was gone,
And then she might retire to solitude
And wakeful recollections, or perchance
To sleep more wearying far than wakefulness,
Dreams of his safety and return, and starts    310
Of agony; so neither night nor day
Could she find rest, but pined and pined away.
 

“DEATH! to the happy thou art terrible;
But how the wretched love to think of thee
Oh thou true comforter, the friend of all    315
Who have no friend beside! By the sick bed
Of Madelon I sat, when sure she felt
The hour of her deliverance drawing near;
I saw her eye kindle with heavenly hope,
I had her latest look of earthly love,    320
I felt her hand’s last pressure.... Son of Orleans!
I would not wish to live to know that hour,
When I could think upon a dear friend dead,
And weep not: but they are not bitter tears,...
Not painful now; for Christ hath risen, first fruits
Of them that slept; and we shall meet again,    326
Meet, not again to part: the Grave hath lost
It’s victory.
 

                           “I remember as her bier
Went to the grave, a lark sprung up aloft,
And soar’d amid the sunshine, carolling    330
So full of joy, that to the mourner’s ear
More mournfully than dirge or passing bell,
The joyous carol came, and made us feel
That of the multitude of beings, none
But man was wretched.
 

                           “Then my soul awoke,
For it had slumber’d long in happiness,    336
And never feeling misery, never thought
What others suffer. I, as best I might,
Solaced the keen regret of Elinor;    339
And much my cares avail’d, and much her son’s,
On whom, the only comfort of her age,
She center’d now her love. A younger birth,
Aged nearly as myself was Theodore,
An ardent youth, who with the kindest care
Had sooth’d his sister’s sorrow. We had knelt    345
By her death-bed together, and no bond
In closer union knits two human hearts
Than fellowship in grief.
“It chanced as once
Beside the fire of Elinor I sat,    349
The night was comfortless, the loud blast howl’d,
And as we drew around the social hearth,
We heard the rain beat hard. Driven by the storm
A warrior mark’d our distant taper’s light;
We heapt the fire, and spread the friendly board.
‘’Tis a rude night;’ the stranger cried: ‘safe housed
Pleasant it is to hear the pelting rain.    356
I too could be content to dwell in peace.
Resting my head upon the lap of love,
But that my country calls. When the winds roar,
Remember sometimes what a soldier suffers,    360
And think on Conrade.’
 

                “Theodore replied,
‘Success go with thee! Something we have known
Of war, and tasted its calamity;
And I am well content to dwell in peace,
Albeit inglorious, thanking the good God    365
Who made me to be happy.’
 

                 “Did that God’
Cried Conrade, ‘form thy heart for happiness,
When Desolation royally careers
Over thy wretched country? Did that God
Form thee for Peace when Slaughter is abroad,    370
When her brooks run with blood, and Rape, and Murder,
Stalk through her flaming towns? Live thou in peace,
Young man! my heart is human: I must feel
For what my brethren suffer,’ While he spake
Such mingled passions character’d his face    375
Of fierce and terrible benevolence,
That I did tremble as I listen’d to him.
And in my heart tumultuous thoughts arose
Of high achievements, indistinct, and wild,
And vast,.. yet such they were as made me pant
As though by some divinity possess’d.    381
 

‘But is there not some duty due to those
We love?’ said Theodore; ‘Is there an employ
More righteous than to cheer declining age,
And thus with filial tenderness repay    385
Parental care?
 

                 “Hard is it,’ Conrade cried,
Ay, hard indeed, to part from those we love;
And I have suffer’d that severest pang.
I have left an aged mother; I have left
One upon whom my heart has fasten’d all    390
Its dearest, best affections. Should I live
Till France shall see the blessed hour of peace,
I shall return; my heart will be content,
My duties then will have been well discharged,
And I may then be happy. There are those    395
Who deem such thoughts the fancies of a mind
Strict beyond measure, and were well content,
If I should soften down my rigid nature
Even to inglorious ease, to honour me.
But pure of heart and high in self-esteem    400
I must be honour’d by myself: all else,
The breath of Fame, is as the unsteady wind Worthless.’
 

                           “So saying from his belt he took
The encumbering sword. I held it, listening to him,
And wistless what I did, half from the sheath    405
Drew forth its glittering blade. I gazed upon it,
And shuddering, as I touch’d its edge, exclaim’d,
How horrible it is with the keen sword
To gore the finely-fibred human frame!    409
I could not strike a lamb.
 

                           “He answer’d me
‘Maiden, thou sayest well. I could not strike
A lamb!..But when the merciless invader
Spares not grey age, and mocks the infant’s shriek
As it doth writhe upon his cursed lance,
And forces to his foul embrace the wife    415
Even where her slaughter’d husband bleeds to death.
Almighty God! I should not be a man
If I did let one weak and pitiful feeling
Make mine arm impotent to cleave him down.    419
Think well of this, young man!’ he cried, and took
The hand of Theodore; ‘think well of this;
As you are human, as you hope to live
In peace, amid the dearest joys of home,
Think well of this! You have a tender mother;
As you do wish that she may die in peace,    425
As you would even to madness agonize
To hear this maiden call on you in vain
For help, and see her dragg’d, and hear her scream
In the blood-reeking soldier’s lustful grasp,    429
Think that there are such horrors! that even now,
Some city flames, and haply, as in Roan,
Some famish’d babe on his dead mother’s breast
Yet hangs and pulls for food!.. Woe be to those
By whom the evil comes! And woe to him,..
For little less his guilt,..who dwells in peace,    435
When every arm is needed for the strife!’
“When we had all betaken us to rest,
Sleepless I lay, and in my mind revolved
The high-soul’d warrior’s speech. Then Madelon
Rose in remembrance; over her the grave    440
Had closed; her sorrows were not register’d
In the rolls of fame; but when the tears run down
The widow’s cheek, shall not her cry be heard
In Heaven against the oppressor? will not God
In sunder smite the unmerciful, and break    445
The sceptre of the wicked?.. Thoughts like these
Possess’d my soul, till at the break of day
I slept; nor did my heated brain repose
Even then; for visions, sent, as I believe,    449
From the Most-High, arose. A high-tower’d town
Hemm’d in and girt with enemies, I saw,
Where Famine on a heap of carcasses,
Half envious of the unutterable feast,
Mark’d the gorged raven clog his beak with gore.
I turn’d me then to the besieger’s camp,    455
And there was revelry: a loud lewd laugh
Burst on mine ear, and I beheld the chiefs
Sit at their feast, and plan the work of death.
My soul grew sick within me; I look’d up,    459
Reproaching Heaven,.. lo! from the clouds an arm
As of the avenging Angel was put forth,
And from his hand a sword, like lightning, fell.
 

“From that night I could feel my burthen’d soul
Heaving beneath incumbent Deity.
I sate in silence, musing on the days    465
To come, unheeding and unseeing all
Around me, in that dreaminess of thought
When every bodily sense is as it slept,
And the mind alone is wakeful. I have heard    469
Strange voices in the evening wind; strange forms
Dimly discover’d throng’d the twilight air.
The neighbours wonder’d at the sudden change,
They call’d me crazed; and my dear Uncle too,
Would sit and gaze upon me wistfully,
A heaviness upon his aged brow,    475
And in his eye such sorrow, that my heart
Sometimes misgave me. I had told him all
The mighty future labouring in my breast,
But that the hour, methought, not yet was come.
 

“At length I heard of Orleans, by the foe    480
Wall’d in from human help: thither all thoughts
All hopes were turn’d; that bulwark beaten down,
All were the invaders. Then my troubled soul
Grew more disturb’d, and shunning every eye,
I loved to wander where the woodland shade    485
Was deepest, there on mightiest deeds to brood
Of shadowy vastness, such as made my heart
Throb loud: anon I paused, and in a state
Of half expectance, listen’d to the wind.
 

“There is a fountain in the forest call’d    490
The Fountain of the Fairies: when a child
With a delightful wonder I have heard
Tales of the Elfin tribe who on its banks
Hold midnight revelry. An ancient oak,
The goodliest of the forest, grows beside;    495
Alone it stands, upon a green grass plat,
By the woods bounded like some little isle.
It ever hath been deem’d their favourite tree,
They love to lie and rock upon its leaves,    499
And bask in moonshine. Here the Woodman leads
His boy, and shewing him the green-sward mark’d
With darker circlets, says their midnight dance
Hath traced the rings, and bids him spare the tree.
Fancy had cast a spell upon the place
Which made it holy; and the villagers    505
Would say that never evil thing approach’d
Unpunish’d there. The strange and fearful pleasure
Which fill’d me by that solitary spring,
Ceased not in riper years; and now it woke
Deeper delight, and more mysterious awe.    510
“A blessed spot! Oh how my soul enjoy’d
Its holy quietness, with what delight
Escaping from mankind I hasten’d there
To solitude and freedom! Thitherward
On a spring eve I had betaken me,    515
And there I sat, and mark’d the deep red clouds
Gather before the wind.. the rising wind,
Whose sudden gusts, each wilder than the last,
Appear’d to rock my senses. Soon the night
Darken’d around, and the large rain-drops fell    520
Heavy; anon tempestuously the gale
Swept o’er the wood. Methought the thunder-shower
Fell with refreshing coolness on my head,
And the hoarse dash of waters, and the rush
Of winds that mingled with the forest roar,    525
Made a wild music. On a rock I sat,
The glory of the tempest fill’d my soul;
And when the thunders peal’d, and the long flash
Hung durable in heaven, and on my sight    529
Spread the grey forest, memory, thought, were gone.
All sense of self annihilate, I seem’d
Diffused into the scene.
 

               “At length a light
Approach’d the spring; I saw my Uncle Claude;
His grey locks dripping with the midnight storm,
He came, and caught me in his arms, and cried
‘My God! my child is safe!’
 

               “I felt his words
Pierce in my heart; my soul was overcharged;
I fell upon his neck and told him all;    538
GOD was within me, as I felt, I spake,
And he believed.
 

               “Aye, Chieftain! and the world
Shall soon believe my mission; for the LORD
Will raise up indignation and pour on’t
His wrath, and they shall perish who oppress.”
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AND now beneath the horizon westering slow
Had sunk the orb of day: o’er all the vale
A purple softness spread, save where some tree
Its lengthen’d shadow stretch’d, or winding stream
Mirror’d the light of Heaven, still traced distinct    5
When twilight dimly shrouded all beside.
A grateful coolness freshen’d the calm air, -
And the hoarse grasshoppers their evening song
Sung shrill and ceaseless, as the dews of night
Descended. On their way the travellers wend,    10
Cheering the road with converse; till at length
They mark a cottage lamp whose steady light
Shone through the lattice; thitherward they turn.
There came an old man forth; his thin grey locks
Moved to the breeze and on his wither’d face
The characters of age were written deep.    16
Them, louting low with rustic courtesy,
He welcomed in; on the white-ember’d hearth
Heapt up fresh fuel, then with friendly care
Spread out his homely board, and fill’d the bowl    20
With the red produce of the vine that arch’d
His evening seat; they of the plain repast
Partook, and quaff’d the pure and pleasant draught.
 

“Strangers, your fare is homely,” said their Host,
“But such it is as we poor countrymen    25
Earn with our toil: in faith ye are welcome to it!
I too have borne a lance in younger days;
And would that I were young again to meet
These haughty English in the field of fight;
Such as I was when on the fatal plain    30
Of Agincourt I met them.
 

            “Wert thou then
A sharer in that dreadful day’s defeat?”
Exclaim’d the Bastard: “Didst thou know the Lord
Of Orleans?”
 

       “ Know him?” cried the veteran,
“I saw him ere the bloody fight began    35
Riding from rank to rank, his beaver up,
The long lance quivering in his mighty grasp.
His eye was wrathful to an enemy,
But for his countrymen it had a smile    39
Would win all hearts. Looking at thee, Sir Knight,
Methinks I see him now; such was his eye,
Gentle in peace, and such his manly brow.”
 

“No tongue but speaketh honour of that name!”
Exclaim’d Dunois. “Strangers and countrymen
Alike revered the good and gallant Chief.    45
His vassals like a father loved their Lord;
His gates stood open to the traveller;
The pilgrim when he saw his towers rejoiced,
For he had heard in other lands the fame
Of Orleans... And he lives a prisoner still!    50
Losing all hope because my arm so long
Hath fail’d to win his liberty!”
 

                                   He turn’d
His head away, hiding the burning shame
Which flush’d his face. “But he shall live, Dunois,”
The mission’d Maid replied; “but he shall live    55
To hear good tidings; hear of liberty,
Of his own liberty, by his brother’s arm
Achieved in well-won battle. He shall live
Happy, the memory of his prison’d years
Shall heighten all his joys, and his grey hairs    60
Go to the grave in peace.”
 

“I would fain live
To see that day,” replied their aged host:
“How would my heart leap to behold again
The gallant generous chieftain! I fought by him,
When all our hopes of victory were lost,    65
And down his batter’d arms the blood stream’d fast
From many a wound. Like wolves they hemm’d us in,
Fierce in unhoped-for conquest: all around
Our dead and dying countrymen lay heap’d;
Yet still he strove;.. I wonder’d at his valour!    70
There was not one who on that fatal day
Fought bravelier.”
 

“Fatal was that day to France,”
Exclaim’d the Bastard; “there Alençon fell,
Valiant in vain; there D’Albert, whose mad pride
Brought the whole ruin on. There fell Brabant,
Vaudemont, and Marie, and Bar, and Faquenberg,
Our noblest warriors; the determin’d foe    77
Fought for revenge, not hoping victory,
Desperately brave; ranks fell on ranks before them;
The prisoners of that shameful day out-summ’d    80
Their conquerors!”
 

“Yet believe not,” Bertram cried,
“That cowardice disgraced thy countrymen!
They by their leaders arrogance led on
With heedless fury, found all numbers vain,
All effort fruitless there; and hadst thou seen,    85
Skilful as brave, how Henry’s ready eye
Lost not a thicket, not a hillock’s aid;
From his hersed bowmen how the arrows flew    88
Thick as the snow-flakes and with lightning force;
Thou wouldst have known such soldiers, such a chief,
Could never be subdued.
 

“But when the field
Was won, and they who had escaped the fight
Had yielded up their arms, it was foul work
To turn on the defenceless prisoners
The cruel sword of conquest. Girt around    95
I to their mercy had surrender’d me,
When lo! I heard the dreadful cry of death.
Not as amid the fray, when man met man
And in fair combat gave the mortal blow;
Here the poor captives, weaponless and bound,    100
Saw their stem victors draw again the sword,
And groan’d and strove in vain to free their hands,
And bade them think upon their plighted faith,
And pray’d for mercy in the name of God,
In vain: the King had bade them massacre,    105
And in their helpless prisoners’ naked breasts
They drove the weapon. Then I look’d for death,
And at that moment death was terrible,..
For the heat of fight was over; of my home
I thought, and of my wife and little ones    110
In bitterness of heart. But the brave man,
To whom the chance of war had made me thrall,
Had pity, loosed my hands, and bade me fly.
It was the will of Heaven that I should live
Childless and old to think upon the past,    115
And wish that I had perish’d!”
 

The old man
Wept as he spake. “Ye may perhaps have heard
Of the hard siege that Roan so long endur’d.
I dwelt there, strangers; I had then a wife,
And I had children tenderly beloved,    120
Who I did hope should cheer me in old age
And close mine eyes. The tale of misery
May-hap were tedious, or I could relate
Much of that dreadful time.”
 

The Maid replied,
Wishing of that devoted town to hear.    125
Thus then the veteran:
 

“So by Heaven preserved,
From the disastrous plain of Agincourt
I speeded homewards, and abode in peace.
Henry, as wise as brave, had back to England
Led his victorious army; well aware    130
That France was mighty, that her warlike sons,
Impatient of a foreigner’s command,
Might rise impetuous, and with multitudes
Tread down the invaders. Wisely he return’d,
For our proud barons in their private broils    135
Wasted the strength of France. I dwelt at home,
And with the little I possess’d content,
Lived happily. A pleasant sight it was
To see my children, as at eve I sat    139
Beneath the vine, come clustering round my knee,
That they might hear again the oft-told tale
Of the dangers I had past: their little eyes
Would with such anxious eagerness attend
The tale of life preserved, as made me feel
Life’s value. My poor children! a hard fate    145
Had they! But oft and bitterly I wish
That God had to his mercy taken me
In childhood, for it is a heavy lot
To linger out old age in loneliness!
 

Ah me! when war the masters of mankind,    150
Woe to the poor man! if he sow his field,
He shall not reap the harvest; if he see
His offspring rise around, his boding heart
Aches at the thought that they are multiplied    154
To the sword! Again from England the fierce foe
Came on our ravaged coasts. In battle bold,
Merciless in conquest, their victorious King
Swept like the desolating tempest round.
Dambieres submits; on Caen’s subjected wall
The flag of England waved. Roan still remain’d,
Embattled Roan, bulwark of Normandy;    161
Nor unresisted round her massy walls
Pitch’d they their camp. I need not tell, Sir Knight
How oft and boldly on the invading host
We burst with fierce assault impetuous forth,    165
For many were the warlike sons of Roan.
One gallant Citizen was famed o’er all
For daring hardihood pre-eminent,
Blanchard. He, gathering round his countrymen,
With his own courage kindling every breast,    170
Had made them vow before Almighty God
Never to yield them to the usurping foe.
Befere the God of Hosts we made the vow;
And we had baffled the besieging power,
Had not the patient enemy drawn round    175
His wide intrenchments. From the watch-tower’s top
In vain with fearful hearts along the Seine
We strain’d the eye, and every distant wave
Which in the sun-beam glitter’d, fondly thought
The white sail of supply. Alas! no more    180
The white sail rose upon our aching sight;
For guarded was the Seine, and our stern foe
Had made a league with Famine. How my heart
Sunk in me when at night I carried home
The scanty pittance of to-morrow’s meal!    185
You know not, strangers, what it is to see
The asking eye of hunger!
 

“Still we strove,
Expecting aid; nor longer force to force,
Valour to valour, in the fight opposed,
But to the exasperate patience of the foe,    190
Desperate endurance. Though with Christian zeal
Ursino would have pour’d the balm of peace
Into our wounds, Ambition’s ear, best pleased
With the war’s clamour and the groan of death,
Was deaf to prajer. Day after day pass’d on;    195
We heard no voice of comfort. From the walls
Could we behold their savage Irish Kerns,
Ruffians half-clothed, half-human, half-baptized,
Come with their spoil, mingling their hideous shouts
With moan of weary flocks, and piteous low    200
Of kine sore-laden, in the mirthful camp
Scattering abundance; while the loathliest food
We prized above all price; while in our streets
The dying groan of hunger, and the cries
Of famishing infants echoed,.. and we heard,    205
With the strange selfishness of misery,
We heard, and heeded not.
 

“Thou wouldst have deem’d
Roan must have fallen an easy sacrifice,
Young warrior! hadst thou seen our meagre limbs
And pale and shrunken cheeks, and hollow eyes;
Yet still we struggled bravely! Blanchard still
Spske of the obdurate temper of the foe,    212
Of Harfleur’s wretched people driven out
Houseless and destitute, while that stem King
Knelt at the altar, and with impious prayer    215
Gave God the glory, even while the blood
That he had shed was reeking up to Heaven.
He bade us think what mercy they had found
Who yielded on the plain of Agincourt,
And w hat the gallant sons of Caen, by him,    220
In cold blood slaughter’d: then his scanty food
Sharing with the most wretched, he would bid us
Bear with our miseries manfully.
“Thus press’d,
Lest all should perish thus, our chiefs decreed
Women and children, the infirm and old,    225
All who were useless in the work of war,
Should forth and take their fortune. Age, that makes
The joys and sorrows of the distant years
Like a half-remember’d dream, yet on my heart
Leaves deep impress’d the horrors of that hour.    230
Then as our widow-wives clung round our necks,
And the deep sob of anguish interrupted
The prayer of parting, even the pious priest
As he implored his God to strengthen us,
And told us we should meet again in Heaven,    235
He groan’d and curs’d in bitterness of heart
That merciless King. The wretched crowd pass’d on;
My wife...my children,...through the gates they pass’d,
Then the gates closed.. Would I were in my grave
That I might lose remembrance!
 

“What is man
That he can hear the groan of wretchedness    241
And feel no fleshly pang! Why did the All-Good
Create these warrior scourges of mankind,
These who delight in slaughter? I did think
There was not on this earth a heart so hard    245
Could hear a famish’d woman ask for food,
And feel no pity. As the outcast train
Drew near, relentless Henry bade his troops
Drive back the miserable multitude.
They drove them to the walls;... it was the depth
Of winter,... we had no relief to grant.    251
The aged ones groan’d to our foe in vain,
The mother pleaded for her dying child,
And they felt no remorse!”
 

The mission’d Maid
Rose from her seat,.. “The old and the infirm,    255
The mother and her babes!.. and yet no lightning
Blasted this man!”
“Aye, Lady,” Bertram cried,
“And when we sent the herald to implore
His mercy on the helpless, his stern face
Assum’d a sterner smile of callous scorn,    260
And he replied in mockery. On the wall
I stood and watch’d the miserable outcasts,
And every moment thought that Henry’s heart,
Hard as it was, would melt. All night I stood,..
Their deep groans came upon the midnight gale;
Fainter they grew, for the cold wintry wind    266
Blew bleak; fainter they grew, and at the last
All was still, save that ever and anon
Some mother raised o’er her expiring child
A cry of frenzying anguish.
 

“From that hour
On all the busy turmoil of the world    271
I look’d with strange indifference; bearing want
With the sick patience of a mind worn out
Nor when the traitor yielded up our town
Aught heeded I as through our ruin’d streets,    275
Through putrid heaps of famish’d carcases,
The pomp of triumph pass’d. One pang alone
I felt, when by that cruel King’s command
The gallant Blanchard died: calmly he died,
And as he bow’d beneath the axe, thank’d God    280
That he had done his duty.
 

“I survive,
A solitary, friendless, wretched one,
Knowing no joy save in the certain hope
That I shall soon be gather’d to my sires,
And soon repose, there where the wicked cease
From troubling, and the weary are at rest.”    286
 

“And happy,” cried the delegated Maid,
And happy they who in that holy faith
Bow meekly to the rod! A little while
Shall they endure the proud man’s contumely,    290
The injustice of the great: a little while
Though shelterless they feel the wintry wind,
The wind shall whistle o’er their turf-grown grave,
And all be peace below. But woe to those,
Woe to the Mighty Ones who send abroad    295
Their ministers of death, and give to Fury
The flaming firebrand; these indeed shall live
The heroes of the wandering minstrel’s song;
But they have their reward; the innocent blood
Steams up to Heaven against them: God shall hear
The widow’s groan.”
 

“I saw him,” Bertram cried,
“Henry of Agincourt, this mighty King,    302
Go to his grave. The long procession pass’d
Slowly from town to town, and when I heard
The deep-toned dirge, and saw the banners wave
A pompous shade, and the tall torches cast    306
In the mid-day sun a dim and gloomy light,
I thought what he had been on earth who now
Was gone to his account, and blest my God
I was not such as he!”
 

So spake the old man,    310
And then his guests betook them to repose.
 




JOAN OF ARC. THE THIRD BOOK.
 

FAIR dawn’d the morning, and the early sun
Pour’d on the latticed cot a cheerful gleam,
And up the travellers rose, and on their way
Hasten’d, their dangerous way, through fertile tracks
Laid waste by war. They pass’d the Auxerrois;    5
The autumnal rains had beaten to the earth
The unreap’d harvest; from the village church
No even-song bell was heard; the shepherd’s dog
Prey’d on the scatter’d flock, for there was now
No hand to feed him, and upon the hearth    10
Where he had slumber’d at his master’s feet
Weeds grew and reptiles crawl’d. Or if they found
Sometimes a welcome, those who welcomed them
Were old and helpless creatures, lingering there
Where they were bom, and where they wish’d to die,
The place being all that they had left to love.    16
They pass’d the Yonne, they pass’d the rapid Loire,
Still urging on their way with cautious speed,
Shunning Auxerre, and Bar’s embattled wall,
And Romorantin’s towers.
 

So journeying on,
Fast by a spring, which welling at his feet    21
With many a winding crept along the mead,
A Knight they saw, who there at his repast
Let the west wind play round his ungirt brow.
Approaching near, the Bastard recognised    25
That faithful friend of Orleans, the brave chief
Du Chastel; and their mutual greeting pass’d,
They on the streamlet’s mossy bank reclined
Beside him, and his frugal fare partook,    29
And drank the running waters.
“Art thou bound
For the Court, Dunois?” exclaim’d the aged Knight;
“I thought thou hadst been far away, shut up
In Orleans, where her valiant sons the siege
Right loyally endure!”
“I left the town,”
Dunois replied, “thinking that my prompt speed
Might seize the enemy’s stores, and with fresh force
Re-enter. Fastolffe’s better fate prevail’d,    37
And from the field of shame my maddening horse
Bore me, an arrow having pierced his flank.
Worn out and faint with that day’s dangerous toil,
My deep wounds bleeding, vainly with weak hand
I check’d the powerless rein. Nor aught avail’d    42
When heal’d at length, defeated and alone
Again to enter Orleans. In Lorraine
I sought to raise new powers, and now return’d    45
With strangest and most unexpected aid
Sent by high Heaven, I seek the Court, and thence
To that beleaguer’d town shall lead such force,
That the proud English in their fields of blood
Shall perish.”    50
“I too,” Tanneguy reply’d,
In the field of battle once again perchance
May serve my royal Master; in his cause
My youth adventur’d much, nor can my age
Find better close than in the clang of arms    55
To die for him whom I have lived to serve.
Thou art for the Court. Son of the Chief I loved!
Be wise by my experience. He who seeks
Court-favour, ventures like a boy who leans
Over the brink of some high precipice    60
To reach the o’er-hanging fruit. Thou seest me here
A banish’d man, Dunois! so to appease
Richemont, who jealous of the royal ear,
With midnight murder leagues, and down the Loire
Sends the black carcass of his strangled foe.    65
Now confident of strength, at the King’s feet
He stabs the King’s best friends, and then demands,
As with a conqueror’s imperious tone,
The post of honour. Son of that good Duke
Whose death my arm avenged, may all thy days    70
Be happy; serve thy country in the field,
But in the hour of peace amid thy friends
Dwell thou without ambition.”
 

So he spake.
But when the Bastard told his wonderous tale,
How interposing Heaven had its high aid    75
Vouchsafed to France, the old man’s eyes flash’d fire,
And rising from the bank, his ready steed
That grazed beside he mounted. “Farewell friend,
And thou, the Delegate of Heaven!” he cried.
“I go to do my part, and we shall meet    80
At Orleans.” Saying thus, he spurr’d away.
They journey on their way till Chinons towers
Rose on the distant view; the royal seat
Of Charles, while Paris with her servile sons,
A headstrong, mutable, ferocious race,    85
Bow’d to the invader’s yoke; City even then
Above all Cities noted for dire deeds!
Yet doom’d to be the scene of blacker guilt,
Opprobry more enduring, crimes that call’d
For heavier vengeance, than in those dark days    90
When the Burgundian faction fill’d thy streets
With carnage. Twice hast thou since then been made
A horror and a warning to all lands;
When kingly power conspired with papal craft
To plot and perpetrate that massacre,    95
Which neither change of kalendar, nor lapse
Of time, shall hide from memory, or efface;
And when in more enlighten’d days,.. so deem’d,
So vaunted,.. the astonish’d nations saw
A people, to their own devices left,    100
Therefore as by judicial frenzy stricken,
Lawless and godless, fill the whole wide realm
With terror, and with wickedness and woe,..
A more astounding judgement than when Heaven
Shower’d on the cities of the accursed plain    105
Its fire and sulphur down.
 

In Paris now
The Invader triumph’d. On an infant’s head
Had Bedford placed the crown of Charlemagne,
And factious nobles bow’d the subject knee,
And own’d an English infant for their King,    110
False to their own liege Lord.
“Beloved of Heaven,”
Then said the Son of Orleans to the Maid,
“Lo these the walls of Chinon, this the abode
Of Charles our monarch. Here in revelry
He of his armies vanquish’d, his fair towns    115
Subdued, hears careless and prolongs the dance.
And little marvel I that to the cares
Of empire still he turns the unwilling ear,
For loss on loss, defeat upon defeat,
His strong holds taken, and his bravest Chiefs    120
Or slain or captured, and the hopes of youth
All blasted have subdued the royal mind
Undisciplined in Fortitude’s stern school.
So may thy voice arouse his sleeping virtue!”
 

The mission’d Maid replied, “Do thou, Dunois,
Announce my mission to the royal ear.    126
I on the river’s winding bank the while
Will roam, collecting for the interview
My thoughts, though firm, yet troubled. Who essays
Achievements of great import will perforce    130
Feel the heart heave; and in my breast I own
Such perturbation.”
 

            On the banks of Vienne
Devious the Damsel turn’d, while through the gate
The Son of Orleans press’d with hasty step
To seek the King. Him from the public view    135
He found secluded with his blameless Queen,
And his partaker of the unlawful bed,
The lofty-minded Agnes.
 

             “Son of Orleans!”
So as he enter’d cried the haughty fair,
Thou art well come to witness the disgrace,    140
The weak, unmanly, base despondency
Of this thy Sovereign Liege. He will retreat
To distant Dauphiny and fly the war!
Go then, unworthy of thy rank! retreat
To distant Dauphiny, and fly the war,    145
Recreant from battle! I will not partake
A fugitive’s fate; when thou hast lost thy crown
Thou losest Agnes. — Do’st not blush, Dunois!
To bleed in combat for a Prince like this,
Fit only like the Merovingian race    150
On a May morning deck’d with flowers, to mount
His gay-bedizen’d car, and ride abroad
And make the multitude a holiday.
Go Charles! and hide thee in a woman’s garb,
And these long locks will not disgrace thee then!    155
“Nay, Agnes!” Charles replied, “reproach me not!
I have enough of sorrow. Look around,
See this fair country ravaged by the foe,
My strong holds taken, and my bravest friends
Fallen in the field, or captives far away.    160
Dead is the Douglas; cold thy gallant heart,
Illustrious Buchan! ye from Scotland’s hills,
Not mindless of your old ally distress’d,
Came to his succour; in his cause ye fought,    165
For him ye perish’d. Rash impetuous Narbonne!
Thy mangled corse waves to the winds of Heaven.
Cold, Graville, is thy sinewy arm in death;
Fallen is Ventadaur; silent in the grave
Rambouillet sleeps. Bretagne’s unfaithful chief
Leagues with my foes; and Richemont,’or in arms    170
Defies my weak controul, or from my side,
A friend more dreaded than the enemy,
Scares my best servants with the assassin’s sword.
Soon must beleaguer’d Orleans fall. — But now
A truce to these sad thoughts! We are not yet    175
So utterly despoil’d but we can spread
The friendly board, and giving thee, Dunois,
Such welcome as befits thy father’s son
Win from our public cares a day for joy.
 

Dunois replied, “So may thy future years    180
Pass from misfortune free, as all these ills
Shall vanish like a vision of the night!
I come to thee the joyful messenger
Of aid from Heaven; for Heaven hath delegated
A humble Maiden to deliver France.    185
That holy Maiden asks an audience now;
And when she promises miraculous things,
I feel it is not possible to hear
And disbelieve.”
 

             Astonish’d by his speech
Stood Charles. “At one of meaner estimation    190
I should have smiled, Dunois,” the King replied;
“But thy known worth, and the tried loyalty
Of thy father’s house, compel me even to this
To lend a serious ear. A woman sent    194
To rescue us, when all our strength hath fail’d!
A humble Maiden to deliver France!
One whom it were not possible to hear,
And disbelieve I.. Dunois, ill now beseems
Aught wild and hazardous. And yet our state
Being what it is, by miracle alone    200
Deliverance can be hoped for. Is my person
Known to this woman?”
 

                 “That it cannot be,
Unless it be by miracle made known,”
Dunois replied; “for she hath never left
Her native hamlet in Lorraine till now.”    205
 

“Here then,” rejoin’d the King, “we have a test
Easy, and safe withal. Abide thou here;
And hither by a speedy messenger
Summon the Prophetess. Upon the throne
Let some one take his seat and personate    210
My presence, while I mingle in the train.
If she indeed be by the Spirit moved,
That Spirit, certes, will direct her eyes
To the true Prince whom she is sent to serve:
But if she prove, as likeliest we must deem,    215
One by her own imaginations crazed,
Thus failing and convinced, she may return
Unblamed to her obscurity, and we
Be spared the shame of farther loss incurr’d    219
By credulous faith. Well might the English scoff,
If on a frantic woman we should rest
Our last reliance.” Thus the King resolved,
And with a faith half-faltering at the proof,
Dunois dispatch’d a messenger, to seek    224
Beside the banks of Vienne, the mission’d Maid.
 

Soon is the court convened: the jewell’d crown
Shines on a courtier’s head. Amid the train
The Monarch undistinguish’d takes his place,
Expectant of the event. The Virgin comes,
And as the Bastard led her to the throne,    230
Quick glancing o’er the mimic Majesty,
With gesture and with look like one inspired
She fix’d her eye on Charles: “Thou art the King!”
Then in a tone that thrill’d all hearts, pursued;
“I come the appointed Minister of Heaven,    235
To wield a sword before whose fated edge,
Far, far from Orleans shall the English wolves
Speed their disastrous flight. Monarch of France!
Send thou the tidings over all the realm,
Great tidings of deliverance and of joy;    240
The Maid is come, the mission’d Maid, whose hand
Shall in the consecrated walls of Rheims
Crown thee, anointed King.”
 

                      In wonder mute
The courtiers heard. Astonish’d Charles exclaim’d,
“This is indeed the agency of Heaven!    245
Hard, Maiden, were I of belief,” he said,
“Did I not now, with full and confirm’d faith,
Receive thee as a Prophetess raised up
For our deliverance. Therefore, not in doubt
Of Providence or thee do I delay    250
At once to marshal our brave countrymen
Beneath thy banner; but to satisfy
Those who at distance from this most clear proof
Might hear and disbelieve, or yield at best
A cold assent. These fully to confirm,    255
And more to make thy calling manifest,
Forthwith with all due speed I will convene
The Doctors of Theology, wise men,
And learned in the mysteries of Heaven.
By them thy mission studied and approved,    260
As needs it must, their sanction to all minds
Will bring conviction, and the sure belief
Lead on thy favour’d troops to mightiest deeds,
Surpassing human possibility.”
 

Well pleas’d the Maiden heard. Her the King
leads
From the disbanding throng, meantime to dwell
With Mary. Watchful for her Lord’s return    267
She sat with Agnes? Agnes proud of heart,
Majestically fair, whose large full eye
Or flashing anger, or with scornful scowl    270
Too oft deform’d her beauty. Yet with her
The lawless idol of the Monarch’s heart,
The Queen, obedient to her husband’s will,
Dwelt meekly in accord. With them the Maid
Was left to sojourn; by the gentle Queen    275
With cordial affability received;
By Agnes courteously whose outward show
Of graciousness concealed an inward awe,
For while she hoped and trusted through her means
Charles should’ be re-establish’d in his realm,    280
She felt rebuked before her.
 

Through the land
Meantime the King’s convoking voice went forth,
And from their palaces and monasteries
The theologians came, men who had grown
In midnight studies grey; Prelates and Priests    285
And Doctors: teachers grave and with great names,
Seraphic, Subtile, or Irrefragable,
By their admiring scholars dignified.
They met convened at Chinon, to the place
Of judgement, in St. Katharine’s fane assign’d.    290
The floor with many a monumental stone
Was spread, and brass-ensculptured effigies
Of holy abbots honour’d in their day,
Now to the grave gone down. The branching arms
Of many a ponderous pillar met aloft,    295
Wreath’d on the roof emboss’d. Through storied
panes
Of high arch’d windows came the tinctured light;
Pure water in a font beneath reflects
The many-colour’d rays; around that font
The fathers stand, and there with rites ordain’d    300
And signs symbolic strew the hallowing salt,
Wherewith the limpid water, consecrate,
So taught the Church, became a spell approved
Against the fiends of Satan’s fallen crew;
A licit spell of mightier potency    305
Than e’er the hell-hags taught in Thessaly;
Or they who sitting on the rifled grave,
By the blue tomb-fire’s lurid light dim seen,
Share with the Gouls their banquet.
 

            This perform’d,
The Maid is summon’d. Round the sacred font,
Mark’d with the mystic tonsure and enrobed    311
In sacred vests, a venerable train,
They stand. The delegated Maid obeys
Their summons. As she came, a blush suffused
Her pallid cheek, such as might well beseem    315
One mindful still of maiden modesty,
Though to her mission true. Before the train
In reverent silence waiting their sage will,
With half-averted eye she stood composed.
So have I seen a single snow-drop rise    320
Amid the russet leaves that hide the earth.
In early spring, so seen it gently bend
In modest loveliness alone amid
The waste of winter.
 

By the Maiden’s side
The Son of Orleans stood, prepared to vouch    325
That when on Charles the Maiden’s eye had fix’d,
As led by power miraculous, no fraud,
Nor juggling artifice of secret sign
Dissembled inspiration. As he stood
Steadily viewing the mysterious rites,    330
Thus to the attentive Maid the President
Severely spake.
 

“If any fiend of Hell
Lurk in thy bosom, so to prompt the vaunt
Of inspiration, and to mock the power
Of God and holy Church, thus by the virtue    335
Of water hallowed in the name of God
Adjure I that foul spirit to depart
From his deluded prey.”
 

Slowly he spake
And sprinkled water on the virgin’s face.
Indignant at the unworthy charge the Maid    340
Felt her cheek flush, but soon, the transient glow
Fading, she answer’d meek.
 

“Most holy Sires,
Ye reverend Fathers of the Christian church,
Most catholic! I stand before you here
A poor weak woman; of the grace vouchsafed,    345
How far unworthy, conscious; yet though mean,
Innocent of fraud, and call’d by Heaven to be
It’s minister of aid. Strange voices heard,
The dark and shadowing visions of the night,
And feelings which I may not dare to doubt,    350
These portents make me certain of the God
Within me; He who to these eyes reveal’d
My royal Master, mingled with the crowd
And never seen till then. Such evidence
Given to my mission thus, and thus confirm’d    355
By public attestation, more to say,
Methinks, would little boot,.. and less become
A silly Maid.”
 

“Thou speakest,” said the Priest,
“Of dark and shadowing visions of the night
Canst thou remember, Maid, what vision first    360
Seem’d more than fancy’s shaping? From such tale,
Minutely told with accurate circumstance,
Some judgement might be form’d.”
 

The Maid replied:
“Amid the mountain vallies I had driven
My father’s flock. The eve was drawing on,    365
When by a sudden storm surprised, I sought
A chapel’s neighbouring shelter; ruin’d now,
But I remember when its vesper bell
Was heard among the hills, a pleasant sound,
That made me pause upon my homeward road,    370
Awakening in me comfortable thoughts
Of holiness. The unsparing soldiery
Had sack’d the hamlet near, and none was left
Duly at sacred seasons to attend
St Agnes’ chapel. In the desolate pile    375
I drove my flock, with no irreverent thoughts,
Nor mindless that the place on which I trod
Was holy ground. It was a fearful night!
Devoutly to the virgin Saint I pray’d,    379
Then heap’d the wither’d leaves which autumn winds
Had drifted in, and laid me down upon them,
And sure I think I slept. But so it was
That, in the dead of night, Saint Agnes stood
Before mine eyes, such and so beautiful
As when, amid the house of wickedness,    385
The Power whom with such fervent love she served
Veil’d her with glory. And I saw her point
To the moss-grown altar, and the crucifix
Half hid by weeds and grass;.. and then I thought
I could have wither’d armies with a look,    390
For from the present Saint such divine power
I felt infused.... ‘T was but a dream perhaps.
And yet methought that when a louder peal
Burst o’er the roof, and all was left again
Utterly dark, the bodily sense was clear    395
And accurate in every circumstance
Of time and place.”
 

Attentive to her words
Thus the Priest answer’d:
 

“Brethren ye have heard
The woman’s tale. Behoves us now to ask
Whether of holy Church a duteous child    400
Before our court appears, so not unlike
Heaven might vouchsafe its gracious miracle;
Or misbelieving heretic whose thoughts,
Erring and vain, easily might stray beyond    404
All reason, and conceit strange dreams and signs
Impossible. Say, woman, from thy youth
Hast thou, as rightly mother Church demands,
Confess’d at stated times thy secret sins,
And, from the priestly power conferr’d by Heaven,
Sought absolution?”
 

“Father,” she replied,
“The forms of worship in mine earlier years    411
Waked my young mind to artificial awe,
And made me fear my GOD. Warm with the glow
Of health and exercise, whene’er I pass’d
The threshold of the house of prayer, I felt    415
A cold damp chill me; I beheld the tapers
That with a pale and feeble glimmering
Dimm’d the noon-light; I heard the solemn mass,
And with strange feelings and mysterious dread
Telling my beads, gave to the mystic prayers    420
Devoutest meaning. Often when I saw
The pictured flames writhe round a penanced soul,
I knelt in fear before the Crucifix
And wept and pray’d, and trembled, and adored
A GOD of Terrors. But in riper years,    425
When as my soul grew strong in solitude,
I saw the eternal energy pervade
The boundless range of nature, with the sun
Pour life and radiance from his flamey path,
And on the lowliest flowret of the field    430
The kindly dew-drops shed. And then I felt
That HE who form’d this goodly frame of things
Must needs be good, and with a FATHER’S name
I call’d on HIM, and from my burthen’d heart
Pour’d out the yearnings of unmingled love.    435
Methinks it is not strange then, that I fled
The house of prayer, and made the lonely grove
My temple, at the foot of some old oak
Watching the little tribes that had their world
Within its mossy bark; or laid me down    440
Beside the rivulet whose murmuring
Was silence to my soul, and mark’d the swarm
Whose light-edged shadows on the bedded sand
Mirror’d their mazy sports,.. the insect hum,
The flow of waters, and the song of birds    445
Making a holy music to mine ear:
Oh! was it strange, if for such scenes as these,
Such deep devoutness, such intense delight
Of quiet adoration, I forsook
The house of worship? strange that when I felt
How GOD had made my spirit quick to feel    451
And love whate’er was beautiful and good,
And from aught evil and deform’d to shrink
Even as with instinct;.. father I was it strange
That in my heart I had no thought of sin    455
And did not need forgiveness?”
 

As she spake
The Doctors stood astonish’d, and some while
They listen’d still in wonder. But at length
A Monk replied,
 

“Woman, thou seem’st to scorn
The ordinances of our holy Church;    460
And, if I rightly understand thy words,
Nature, thou say’st, taught thee in solitude
Thy feelings of religion, and that now
Masses and absolution and the use
Of the holy wafer, are to thee unknown.    465
But how could Nature teach thee true religion,
Deprived of these? Nature doth lead to sin,
But ’tis the Priest alone can teach remorse,
Can bid St Peter ope the gates of Heaven,
And from the penal fires of purgatory    470
Set the soul free. Could Nature teach thee this?
Or tell thee that St. Peter holds the keys,
And that his successor’s unbounded power
Extends o’er either world? Although thy life
Of sin were free, if of this holy truth    475
Ignorant, thy soul in liquid flames must rue
It’s error.”
Thus he spake; applauding looks
Went round. Nor dubious to reply the Maid
Was silent
“Fathers of the holy Church,
If on these points abstruse a simple maid    480
Like me should err, impute not you the crime
To self-will’d reason, vaunting its own strength
Above eternal wisdom. True it is
That for long time I have not heard the sound
Of mass high-chaunted, nor with trembling lips    485
Partook the holy wafer: yet the birds
Who to the matin ray prelusive pour’d
Their joyous song, methought did warble forth
Sweeter thanksgiving to Religion’s ear
In their wild melody of happiness,    490
Than ever rung along the high-arch’d roofs
Of man:.. yet never from the bending vine
Pluck’d I its ripen’d clusters thanklessly,
Or of that God unmindful, who bestow’d    494
The bloodless banquet Ye have told me, Sirs,
That Nature only teaches man to sin!
If it be sin to seek the wounded lamb,
To bind its wounds, and bathe them with my tears,
This is what Nature taught! No, Fathers, no!
It is not Nature that doth lead to sin:    500
Nature is all benevolence, all love,
All beauty! In the greenwood’s quiet shade
There is no vice that to the indignant cheek
Bids the red current rush; no misery there;
No wretched mother, who with pallid face    505
And famine-fallen hangs o’er her hungry babes,
With such a look, so wan, so woe-begone,
As shall one day, with damning eloquence,
Against the oppressor plead!... Nature teach sin!
Oh blasphemy against the Holy One,    510
Who made us in the image of Himself,
Who made us all for happiness and love,
Infinite happiness, infinite love,
Partakers of his own eternity.”
 

Solemn and slow the reverend Priest replied,    515
“Much, woman, do I doubt that all-wise Heaven
Would thus vouchsafe its gracious miracles
On one fore-doom’d to misery; for so doom’d
Is that deluded one, who, of the mass
Unheeding, and the Church’s saving power,    520
Deems nature sinless. Therefore, mark me well!
Brethren, I would propose this woman try
The holy ordeal. Let her, bound and search’d,
Lest haply in her clothes should be conceal’d
Some holy relic so profaned, be cast    525
In some deep pond; there if she float, no doubt
The fiend upholds, but if at once she sink,
It is a sign that Providence displays
Her free from witchcraft. This done, let her walk
Blindfold and bare o’er ploughshares heated red,    530
And o’er these past her naked arm immerse
In scalding water. If from these she come
Unhurt, to holy father of the church,
Most blessed Pope, we then refer the cause    534
For judgement: and this Chief, the Son of Orleans,
Who comes to vouch the royal person known
By her miraculous power, shall pass with her
The sacred trial.”
 

“Grace of God!” exclaim’d
The astonish’d Bastard; “plunge me in the pool,
O’er red-hot ploughshares make me skip to please
Your dotard fancies! Fathers of the church,    541
Where is your gravity? what! elder-like
Would ye this fairer than Susannah eye?
Ye call for ordeals; and I too demand
The noblest ordeal, on the English host    545
By victory to approve her mission sent
From favouring Heaven. To the Pope refer
For judgement! Know ye not that France even now
Stands tottering on destruction!”
 

Starting then
With a wild look, the mission’d Maid exclaim’d,
“The sword of God is here! the grave shall speak
To manifest me!”
 

Even as she spake,
A pale blue flame rose from the trophied tomb    553
Beside her: and within that house of death
A sound of arms was heard, as if below    555
A warrior buried in his armour, stirr’d.
 

“Hear ye?” the Damsel cried; “these are the
arms
Which shall flash terror o’er the hostile host.
These, in the presence of our Lord the King,
And of the assembled people, I will take    560
Here from the sepulchre, where many an age,
They, incorruptible, have lain conceal’d,
For me reserved, the Delegate of Heaven.”
 

Recovering from amaze, the Priest replied:
“Thou art indeed the Delegate of Heaven!    565
What thou hast said surely thou shalt perform.
We ratify thy mission. Go in peace.”
 




JOAN OF ARC. THE FOURTH BOOK.
 

THE feast was spread, the sparkling bowl went round,
And in the assembled court the minstrel harp’d
A song of other days. Sudden they heard
The horn’s loud blast. “This is no time for cares;
Feast ye the messenger without!” cried Charles,    5
“Enough hath of the wearying day been given
To the public weal.”
 

Obedient to the King
The guard invites the way-worn messenger.
“Nay, I will see the monarch,” he replied,
“And he must hear my tidings; duty-urged,    10
I have for many a long league hasten’d on,
Not thus to be repell’d.” Then with strong arm
Removing him who barr’d his onward way,
The hall he enter’d.
 

“King of France! I come
From Orleans, speedy and effectual aid    15
Demanding for her gallant garrison,
Faithful to thee, though thinn’d in many a fight,
And now sore pressed by want. Rouse thou thyself,
And with the spirit that becomes a King
Responsive to his people’s loyalty,    20
Bring succour to the brave who in thy cause
Abide the extremity of war.”
 

                He said,
And from the hall departing, in amaze
At his audacious bearing left the court.
The King exclaim’d, “But little need to send    25
Quick succour to this gallant garrison,
If to the English half so firm a front
They bear in battle!”
 

“In the field, my liege,”
Dunois replied, “yon Knight hath serv’d thee well.
Him have I seen the foremost of the fight,    30
Wielding so manfully his battle-axe,
That wheresoe’er he turn’d, the affrighted foe
Let fall their palsied arms with powerless stroke,
Desperate of safety. I do marvel much
That he is here: Orleans must be hard press’d    35
To send the bravest of her garrison,
On such commission.”
 

Swift the Maid exclaim’d,
“I tell thee, Chief, that there the English wolves
Shall never raise their yells of victory!
The will of God defends those fated walls,    40
And resting in full faith on that high will,
I mock their efforts. But the night draws on;
Retire we to repose. To-morrow’s sun,
Breaking the darkness of the sepulchre,
Shall on that armour gleam, through many an age    45
There for this great emergency reserved.”
She said, and rising from the board, retired.
Meantime the herald’s brazen voice proclaim’d
Coming solemnity, and far and wide
Spread the glad tidings. Then all labour ceased;    50
The ploughman from the unfinish’d furrow hastes;
The armourer’s anvil beats no more the din
Of future slaughter. Through the thronging streets
The buzz of asking wonder hums along.
 

On to St. Katharine’s sacred fane they go;    55
The holy fathers with the imaged cross
Leading the long procession. Next, as one
Suppliant for mercy to the King of Kings,
And grateful for the benefits of Heaven,
The Monarch pass’d, and by his side the Maid;    60
Her lovely limbs robed in a snow-white vest,
Wistless that every eye on her was bent,
With stately step she moved; her labouring soul
To high thoughts elevate; and gazing round
With a full eye, that of the circling throng    65
And of the visible world unseeing, seem’d
Fix’d upon objects seen by none beside.
Near her the warlike Son of Orleans came
Pre-eminent. He, nerving his young frame
With exercise robust, had scaled the cliff,    70
And plunging in the river’s full-swoln stream,
Stemm’d with broad breast its current; so his form,
Sinewy and firm, and fit for deeds of arms,
Tower’d above the throng effeminate.
No dainty bath had from his hardy limbs    75
Effaced the hauberk’s honourable marks;
His helmet bore of hostile steel the dints
Many and deep; upon his pictured shield
F
%.
A Lion vainly struggled in the toils,
Whilst by his side the cub with pious rage,    80
Assail’d the huntsman. Tremouille followed them,
Proud of the favour of a Prince who seem’d
Given up to vain delights; conspicuous he
In arms with azure and with gold anneal’d,
Gaudily graceful, by no hostile blade    85
Defaced, nor e’er with hostile blood distain’d;
Trimly accoutred court-habiliments,
Gay lady-dazzling armour, fit to adorn
Tourney, or tilt, the gorgeous pageantry
Of mimic warfare. After him there came    90
A train of courtiers, summer flies that sport
In the sunbeam of favour, insects sprung
From the court dunghill, greedy blood-suckers,
The foul corruption-gender’d swarm of state.
 

As o’er some flowery field the busy bees    95
Fill with their happy hum the fragrant air,
A grateful music to the traveller, t
Who in the shade of some wide-spreading tree
Rests on his way awhile; or like the sound
Of many waters down some far-off steep    100
Holding their endless course, the murmur rose
Of admiration. Every gazing eye
Dwelt on the Prophetess; of all beside,
The long procession and the gorgeous train,
Though glittering they with gold and sparkling gems.
And their rich plumes high waving to the air,    106
Heedless.
The consecrated dome they reach,
Rear’d to St. Katharine’s holy memory
Her tale the altar told; how Maximin,
His raised lip kindled with a savage smile,    110
In such deep fury bade the tenter’d wheel
Rend her life piecemeal, that the very face
Of the hard executioner relax’d
With pity; calm she heard, no drop of blood
Forsook her cheek, her steady eye was turn’d    115
Heaven-ward, and hope and meekest piety
Beam’d in that patient look. Nor vain her trust,
For lo! the Angel of the LORD descends
And crumbles with his fiery touch the wheel!
One glance of holy triumph Katharine cast,    120
Then bow’d her to the sword of martyrdom.
 

Her eye averting from the pictured tale,
The delegated damsel knelt and pour’d
To Heaven her earnest prayer.
 

A trophied tomb
Stood near the altar where some warrior slept    125
The sleep of death beneath. A massy stone
And rude-ensculptured effigy o’erlaid
The sepulchre. In silent wonderment
The expectant multitude with eager eye
Gaze, listening as the mattock’s heavy stroke    130
Invades the tomb’s repose: the heavy stroke
Sounds hollow; over the high-vaulted roof
Roll the repeated echoes: soon the day
Dawns on the grave’s long night, the slant sunbeam
Falls on the arms inshrined, the crested helm,    135
The bauldrick, and the shield, and sacred sword.
A sound of awe-repress’d astonishment
Rose from the crowd. The delegated Maid
Over her robes the hallowed breast-plate threw,
Self-fitted to her form; on her helm’d head    140
The white plumes nod, majestically slow;
She lifts the buckler and the sacred sword,
Gleaming portentous light.
 

The wondering crowd
Raise their loud shout of transport. “God of Heaven,”
The Maid exclaim’d, “Father all merciful!    145
Devoted to whose holy will, I wield
The sword of vengeance; go before our host Î
All-just avenger of the innocent,
Be thou our Champion Î God of Peace, preserve
Those whom no lust of glory leads to arms.”    150
 

She ceased, and with an eager hush the crowd
Still listen’d; a brief while throughout the dome
Deep silence dwelt; then with a sudden burst
Devout and full, they raised the choral hymn,
“Thee LORD we praise, our GOD!” the throng
without.
Catch the strange tidings, join the hymn of joy,    156
And thundering transport peals along the heaven.
 

As through the parting crowd the Virgin pass’d,
He who from Orleans on the yesternight    159
Demanded succour, clasp’d with warmth her hand,
And with a bosom-thrilling voice exclaim’d,
“Ill-omen’d Maid! victim of thine own worth,
Devoted for this king-curst realm of France,
Ill-omen’d Maid, I pity thee!” so saying,
He turn’d into the crowd. At his strange words
Disturb’d, the warlike Virgin pass’d along,    166
And much revolving in her troubled mind,
Retrod the court.
 

And now the horn announced
The ready banquet; they partook the feast,
Then rose and in the cooling water cleansed    170
Their hands, and seated at the board again
Enjoy’d the bowl, or scented high with spice,
Or flavour’d with the fragrant summer fruit,
Or luscious with metheglin mingled rich.
Meantime the Trouveur struck the harp; he sung
Of Lancelot du Lake, the truest Knight    176
That ever loved fair Lady; and the youth
Of Cornwall underneath whose maiden sword
The strength of Ireland fell; and he who struck
The dolorous stroke, the blameless and the brave,
Who died beneath a brother’s erring arm.    181
Ye have not perish’d, Chiefs of Carduel!
The songs of earlier years embalm your fame;
And haply yet some Poet shall arise,
Like that divinest Tuscan, and enwreathe    185
The immortal garland for himself and you.
 

The harp still rung beneath the high-arch’d roof,
And listening eager to the favourite lay,
The guests sat silent, when into the hall
The Messenger from that besieged town,    190
Re-enter’d. “It is pleasant, King of France,”
Said he, “to sit and hear the harper’s song;
Far other music hear the men of Orleans!
Famine is there; and there the imploring cry
Of Hunger ceases not.”
 

“Insolent man!”    195
Exclaim’d the Monarch, “ cease to interrupt
Our hour of festival; it is not thine
To instruct me in my duty.”
Of reproof
 

Careless, the stranger to the minstrel cried,    199
“Why harpest thou of good King Arthur’s fame
Amid these walls? Virtue and genius love
That lofty lay. Hast thou no loose lewd tale
To pamper and provoke the appetite?
Such should procure thee worthy recompence!
Or rather sing thou of that wealthy Lord,    205
Who took the ewe lamb from the poor man’s bosom.
That was to him even as a daughter! Charles,
This parable would I tell, prophet-like,
And look at thee and say, ‘Thou art the man!’”
 

He said, and with a quick and troubled step    210
Withdrew. Astonish’d at his daring guise,
The guests sat heedless of the lay awhile,
Pondering his words mysterious, till at length
The Court dispersed. Retiring from the hall,
Charles and the delegated damsel sought    215
The inner palace. There the gentle Queen
Awaited them: with her Joan lov’d to pass
Her intervals of rest; for she had won
The Virgin’s heart by her mild melancholy,
The calm and duteous patience that deplored    220
A husband’s cold half-love. To her she told
With what strange words the messenger from Orleans
Had roused uneasy wonder in her mind;
For on her ear yet vibrated his voice,
When lo! again he came, and at the door    225
Stood scowling round.
 

“Why dost thou haunt me thus,”
The monarch cried, “Is there no place secure
From thy rude insolence? unmanner’d man!
I know thee not!”
 

“Then learn to know me, Charles!”
Solemnly he replied; “read well my face,    230
That thou may’st know it on that dreadful day,
When at the Throne of God I shall demand
His justice on thee!” Turning from the King,
To Agnes as she enter’d, in a tone
More low, more mournfully severe, he cried,    235
Dost thou too know me not!”
 

She glanced on him,
And pale and breathless hid her head convulsed
In the Maid’s bosom.
 

“King of France!” he said,
“She loved me, and by mutual word and will
We were betroth’d, when, in unhappy hour,    240
I left her, as in fealty bound, to fight
Thy battles. In mine absence thou didst come
To tempt her then unspotted purity...
For pure she was;.. Alas! these courtly robes
Hide not the indelible stain of infamy!    245
Thou canst not with thy golden belt put on
An honourable name, O lost to me,
And to thyself, for ever, ever lost,
My poor polluted Agnes!.. Charles, that faith
Almost is shaken, which should be henceforth    250
My only hope: thou hast thy wicked will,
While I the victim of her guilt and thine,
Though meriting alike from her and thee
Far other guerdon, bear about with me
A wound for which this earth affords no balm,    255
And doubt Heaven’s justice.”
 

 So he said, and frown’d
Austere as he who at Mahommed’s door
Knock’d loud and frequent, at whose dreadful mien
Stricken with terror, all beholders fled.
Even the prophet almost terrified,    260
Scarcely could bear his presence; for he knew
That this was the Death-Angel AZRAEL,
And that his hour was come. Conscious of guilt
The Monarch sate, nor could endure to face
His bosom-probing frown. The Maid of Arc    265
Meantime had read his features, and she cried
“I know thee, Conrade!” Rising from her seat,
She took his hand, for he stood motionless,
Gazing on Agnes now with steady eye,    269
Severe though calm: him from the Court she drew,
And to the river side resisting not,
Both sad and silent, led; till at the last
As from a dream awaking, Conrade look’d
Full on the Maid, and falling on her neck,    274
He wept.
 

“I know thee, Damsel!” he exclaim’d,
“Dost thou remember that tempestuous night,
When I, a weather-beaten traveller, sought
Your hospitable door? ah me! I then
Was happy! you too sojourn’d then in peace.
Fool that I was! I blamed such happiness,    280
Arraign’d it as a guilty selfish sloth,
Unhappily prevailing, so I fear me,
Or why art thou at Chinon?”
 

Him the Maid
Answering, address’d, “I do remember well,
That night; for then the holy Spirit first,    285
Waked by thy words, possess’d me.”
 

Conrade cried,
“Poor Maiden, thou wert happy! thou hadst lived
Blessing and blest, if I had never stray’d,
Needlessly rigid from my peaceful path.    289
And thou hast left thine home then, and obey’d
The feverish fancies of an ardent brain!
And hast thou left him too, the youth whose eye
For ever glancing on thee, spake so well
Affection’s eloquent tale?”
 

So as he said,
Hush’d the warm purple to the Virgin’s cheek.    295
“I am alone,” she answered, “for this realm
Devoted.” Nor to answer more the Maid
Endured, for many a melancholy thought
Throng’d on her aching memory. Her mind’s eye
Beheld Domremi and the fields of Arc:    300
Her burthen’d heart was full; such grief she felt
Yet such sweet solacing of self-applause
As cheers a banish’d Patriot’s lonely hours
When Fancy pictures to him all he loved,
Till the big tear-drop rushes o’er its orb,    305
And drowns the soft enchantment.
 

With a look’
That spake solicitous wonder, Conrade eyed
The silent Maid; nor would the Maid repress
The thoughts that swell’d within her, or from him
Hide her soul’s workings. “’Twas on the last day
Before I left Domremi; eve had closed,    311
I sate beside the brook, my soul was full,
As if inebriate with Divinity.
Then Conrade! I beheld a ruffian herd
Circle a flaming pile, where at the stake    315
A woman stood; the iron bruised her breast,
And round her limbs half-garmented, the fire
Curl’d its fierce flakes. I saw her countenance,
I knew MYSELF.” Then, in a tone subdued    319
Of calmness, “There are moments when the soul
From her own impulse with strange dread recoils,
Suspicious of herself; but with a full
And perfect faith I know this vision sent
From Heaven, and feel of its unerring truth,
As that God liveth, that I live myself,    325
The feeling that deceives not.”
 

By the hand
Her Conrade held and cried, “Ill-fated Maid,
That I have torn thee from affection’s breast,
My soul will groan in anguish. Thou wilt serve
Like me, the worthless Court, and having served,
In the hour of ill abandon’d, thou wilt curse    331
The duty that deluded. Of the world
Fatigued, and loathing at my fellow-men,
I shall be seen no more. There is a path...
The eagle hath not mark’d it, the young wolf    335
Knows not its hidden windings: I have trod
That path, and found a melancholy den,
Fit place for penitence and hopeless woe,
Where sepulchred, the ghost of what he was,
Conrade may pass his few and evil days,    340
Waiting the wish’d-for summons to lay down
His weary load of life.”
 

But then the Maid
Fix’d on the warrior her reproving eye;
“I pass’d the fertile Auxerrois,” she said,
“The vines had spread their interwoven shoots
Over the unpruned vineyards, and the grape    346
Rotted beneath the leaves; for there was none
To tread the vintage, and the birds of Heaven
Had had their fill. I saw the cattle start
As they did hear the loud alarum bell,    350
And with a piteous moaning vainly seek
To fly the coming slaughterers. I look’d back
Upon the cottage where I had partaken
The peasant’s meal,.. and saw it wrapt in flames.
And then I thank’d my God that I had burst    355
The ties, strong as they are, which bind us down
To selfish happiness, and on this earth
Was as a pilgrim... Conrade! rouse thyself!
Cast the weak nature off! A time like this
Is not for gentler feelings, for the glow    360
Of love, the overflowings of the heart
There is oppression in thy country, Conrade!
There is a cause, a holy cause, that needs
The brave man’s aid. Live for it, and enjoy
Earth’s noblest recompense, thine own esteem;
Or die in that good cause, and thy reward    366
Shall sure be found in Heaven.”
 

He answer’d not,
But pressing to his heart the virgin’s hand,
Hasten’d across the plain. She with dim eyes,
For gushing tears obscured them, follow’d him    370
Till lost in distance. With a weight of thought
Opprest, along the poplar-planted Vienne
Awhile she wander’d, then upon the bank
She laid her down, and watch’d the tranquil stream
Flow with a quiet murmuring, by the clouds    375
Of evening purpled. The perpetual flow,
The ceaseless murmuring, lull’d her to such dreams
As memory in her melancholy mood
Loves best. The wonted scenes of Arc arose;
She saw the forest brook, the weed that waved    380
Its long green tresses in the stream, the crag
Which overbrow’d the spring, and that old yew
Which through the bare and rifted rock had forced
Its twisted trunk, the berries cheerful red    384
Starring its gloomy green. Her pleasant home
She saw, and those who made that home so dear,
Her lov’d lost friends. The mingled feelings fill’d
Her eyes, when from behind a voice was heard,
“O Lady! canst thou tell me where to find    389
The Maid whom Heaven hath sent to rescue
France?”
Thrill’d by the well-known tones, she started up,
And fell upon the neck of Theodore.
 

“Have I then found thee!” cried the impas-
sioned youth;
“Henceforth we part no more; but where thou
goest
Thither go I. Beloved! in the front    395
Of battle thou shalt find me at thy side;
And in the breach this breast shall be thy shield
And rampart, Oh, ungenerous! Why from me
Conceal the inspiration? why from me
Hide thy miraculous purpose? Am I then    400
So all-unworthy that thou shouldst set forth
Beneath another’s guidance?”
 

Thus he cried,
Mingling reproach with tenderness, yet still
Clasping in warm embrace the maid beloved.
She of her bidding and futurity    405
Awhile forgetful, patient of the embrace,
With silent tears of joy bedew’d his neck.
At length, “I hope,” she cried, “thou art not come
With heavier fault and breach of nearer tie!
How did thy mother spare thee,.. thou alone    410
The stay and comfort of her widowed age?
Did she upon thy parting steps bestow
Her free-will blessing, or hast thou set forth,
Which Heaven forbid, unlicensed, and unblest?”
 

“Oh, surely not unblest!” the youth replied;    415
Yet conscious of his unrepented fault,
With countenance flush’d, and faltering in reply:
“She wept at my departure, she would fain
Have turn’d me from my purpose, and my heart
Perhaps had fail’d me, if it had not glow’d    420
With ardour like thine own; the sacred fire
With which thy bosom burns had kindled me;
High in prophetic hope, I bade her place
Her trust in Heaven; I bade her look to hear
Good tidings soon of glorious victory;    425
I told her I should soon return,.. return
With thee, and thou wouldst be to her old age
What Madelon had been.”
As thus he spake,
Warm with the imaginary bliss, he clasp’d
The dear one closer to his yearning heart.    430
But the devoted Virgin in his arms
Started and shudder’d, for the flaming pile
Flash’d on remembrance now, and on her soul
The whole terrific vision rose again.
A death-like paleness at the dreadful thought    435
Wither’d her cheek; cold damps suffused her brow,
And falling on the neck of Theodore,
Feeble and faint she hung. His eager eye
Concentring all the anguish of the soul,
And strain’d in anxious love, gazed fearfully    440
With wondering anguish; till ennobling thoughts
Of her high mission roused her, and her soul
Collected, and she spake.
 

“My Theodore,
Thou hast done ill to quit thy mother’s home!
Alone and aged she will weep for thee,    445
Wasting her little that is left of life
In anguish. Now go back again to Arc,
And cheer her wintry hours of widowhood,
And love my memory there.”
 

Swift he exclaim’d,
“Nay, Maid! the pang of parting is o’erpast,    450
And my dear mother looks for the glad hour
When we shall both return. Amid the war
How many an arm will seek thy single life,
How many a sword and spear... I will go with thee
And spread the guardian shield!”
 

“Nay,” she replied,
“I shall not need thy succour in the war.    456
Me, Heaven, if so seem good to its high will,
Will save. I shall be happier, Theodore,
Thinking that thou dost sojourn safe at home,
And make thy mother happy.”
 

The youth’s cheek
A rapid blush disorder’d. “Oh! the court    461
Is pleasant then, and thou wouldst fain forget
A humble villager, who only boasts
The treasure of the heart!”
 

She look’d at him
With a reproaching eye of tenderness:    465
“Injurious man! devoted for this realm,
I go a willing victim. The dark veil
Hath been withdrawn for me, and I have seen
The fearful features of Futurity.
Yes, Theodore, I shall redeem my country,    470
Abandoning for it the joys of life,
Yea, life itself!” Then on his neck she fell,
And with a faultering voice, “Return to Arc!
I do not tell thee there are other maids
As fair; for thou wilt love my memory,    475
Hallowing to me the temple of thy heart.
Worthy a happier, not a better love,
My Theodore!” — Then, pressing his pale lips,
A last and holy kiss the virgin fix’d,    479
And fled across the plain.
 

She reach’d the court
Breathless. The mingled movements of her mind
Shook every fibre. Sad and sick at heart,
Fain to her lonely chamber’s solitude
The Maiden had retired; but her the King
Met on the threshold. He of the late scene    485
Forgetful and his crime, as cheerful seem’d
As though there had not been a God in Heaven!
“Enter the hall,” he said, “the masquers there
Join in the dance. Why, Maiden, art thou sad?
Has that rude madman shook thy gentle frame    490
With his strange speeches?”
 

Ere the Maid replied,
The Son of Orleans came with joyful speed,
Poising his massy javelin. “Thou hast roused
The sleeping virtue of the sons of France,    494
They crowd around the standard,” cried the chief.
“Our brethern pent in Orleans, every moment
Gaze from the watch-tower with the sickening eye
Of expectation.”
 

Then the King exclaim’d,
“O chosen by Heaven! defer one day thy march,
That humbled at the altar we may join    500
The general prayer. Be these our holy rites
To-morrow’s task; — to night for merriment!”
 

The Maid replied, “The wretched ones in Orleans,
In fear and hunger and expiring hope,
Await my succour, and my prayers would plead    505
In Heaven against me, did they waste one hour
When active duty calls. For this night’s mirth
Hold me excused; in truth I am not fit
For merriment; a heavy charge is on me,
And I must put away all mortal thoughts.”    510
Her heart was full, and pausing, she repress’d
The unbidden anguish. “Lo! they crowd around
The standard! Thou, Dunois, the chosen troops
Marshal in speed, for early with the dawn
We march to rescue Orleans from the foe.”    515
 




JOAN OF ARC. THE FIFTH BOOK.
 

SCARCE had the early dawn from Chinon’s towers
Made visible the mist that curl’d along
The river’s winding way, when from her couch
The martial Maid arose. She mail’d her limbs;
The white plumes nodded o’er her helmed head;    5
She girt the sacred falchion by her side,
And, like a youth who from his mother’s arms,
For his first field impatient, breaks away,
Poising the lance went forth.
 

                                    Twelve hundred men,
Rearing in order’d ranks their glittering spears,    10
Await her coming. Terrible in arms
Before them tower’d Dunois, his manly face
O’er-shadow’d by the helmet’s iron cheeks.
The assembled court gazed on the marshall’d train,
And at the gate the aged prelate stood    15
To pour his blessing on the chosen host.
And now a soft and solemn symphony
Was heard, and chaunting high the hallow’d hymn.
From the near convent came the vestal maids.
A holy banner, woven by virgin hands,    20
Snow-white they bore. A mingled sentiment
Of awe and eager ardor for the fight.
Thrill’d through the army, as the reverend man
Took the white standard, and with heaven-ward eye
Call’d on the God of Justice, blessing it.    25
The Maid, her brows in reverence unhelm’d,
Her dark hair floating on the morning gale,
Knelt to his prayer, and stretching forth her hand
Received the mystic banner. From the host
A loud and universal shout burst forth,    30
As rising from the ground, upon her brow
She placed the plumed casque, and waved on high
The banner’d lilies. On their way they march,
And dim in distance, soon the towers of Chinon
Fade from the eye reverted.
 

                         The sixth sun,    35
Purpling the sky with his dilated light,
Sunk westering; when embosom’d in the depth
Of that old forest, which for many a league
Shadow’d the hills and vales of Orleannois,
They pitch their tents. The hum of occupation    40
Sounds ceaseless. Waving to the evening gale
The streamers flutter; and ascending slow’
Beneath the foliage of the forest trees,
With many a light hue tinged, the curling smoke
Melts in the impurpled air. Leaving her tent,    45
The martial Maiden wander’d through the wood;
There, by a streamlet, on the mossy bank
Reclined, she saw a damsel, her long locks
With willow wreathed; upon her lap there lay
A dark-hair’d man, listening the while she sung    50
Sad ditties, and enwreathed to bind his brow
The melancholy garland. At the sound,
Of one in arms approaching, she had fled;
But Conrade, looking upward, recognized
The Maid of Arc. “Nay, fear not, Isabel,”    55
Said he, “for this is one of gentle kind,
Whom even the wretched need not fear to love.”
 

So saying, he arose and took her hand,
And press’d it to his bosom. “My weak heart,    59
Though school’d by wrongs to loath at human kind,
Will beat, rebellious to its own resolves.
Come hither, outcast one I and call her friend,
And she will be thy friend more readily
Because thou art unhappy.”
 

Isabel.
Saw a tear starting in the virgin’s eye,    65
And glancing upon Conrade, she too wept,
Wailing his wilder’d senses.
 

“Mission’d Maid!”
The warrior cried, “be happy! for thy power
Can make this sufferer so. From Orleans driven,
Orphan’d by war, and of her only friend    70
Bereft, I found her wandering in the wilds,
Worn out with want and wretchedness. Thou, Joan,
Wilt his beloved to the youth restore;
And trust me, Maid! the miserable feel
When they on others bestow happiness,    75
Their happiest consolation.”
 

She replied,
Pressing the damsel’s hand, in the mild tone
Of equal friendship, solacing her cares.
“Soon shall we enter Orleans,” said the Maid;
A few hours in her dream of victory    80
England shall triumph, then to be awaked
By the loud thunder of Almighty wrath!
Irksome meantime the busy camp to me
A solitary woman. Isabel,
Wert thou the while companion of my tent,    85
Lightlier the time would pass. Return with me;
I may not long be absent.”
 

So she spake.
The wanderer in half-utter’d words express’d
Grateful assent. “Art thou astonish’d, then,
That one though powerful is benevolent?    90
In truth thou well mayest wonder!” Conrade cried.
But little cause to love the mighty ones
Hath the low cottager; for with its shade
Too oft doth POWER, a death-dew-dropping tree,
Blast every herb beneath its baleful boughs!    95
Tell thou thy sufferings, Isabel! Relate
How warr’d the chieftains, and the people died.
The mission’d Virgin hath not heard thy woes;
And pleasant to mine ear the twice-told tale
Of sorrow.”
 

Gazing on the martial Maid    100
She read her wish, and spake. “A wanderer now,
Friendless and hopeless, still I love to think
Upon my native home, and call to mind
Each haunt of careless youth; the woodbined wall,
The jessamine that round the straw-roof’d cot    105
Its fragrant branches wreathed, beneath whose shade
I wont to sit and watch the setting sun,
And hear the thrushes song. Nor far remote,
As o’er the subject landskip round I gazed,
The towers of Yenville rose upon the view.    110
A foreign master holds my father’s home!
I, far away, remember the past years,
And weep.
 

Two brethren form’d our family;
Humble we were, and happy; honest toil
Procured our homely sustenance; our herds    115
Duly at morn and evening to my hand
Gave their full stores; the vineyard we had rear’d
Purpled its clusters in the southern sun,
And, plenteous produce of my father’s toil,
The yellow harvest billow’d o’er the plain.    120
How cheerfully around the blazing hearth
When all the labour of the day was done,
We past the evening hours; for they would sing
Or merry roundelay, or ditty sad
Of maid forsaken and the willow weed,    125
Or of the doughty Paladins of France
Some warlike fit, the while my spinning wheel
A fitting music made.
 

Thus long we lived,
And happy. To a neighbouring youth my hand
In holy wedlock soon to be consign’d    130
Was plighted: my poor Francis!” Here she paused,
And here she wept awhile.
 

“We did not think
The desolating stream of war would reach
To us; but soon as with the whirlwind’s speed
Ruin rush’d round us. Mehun, Clery, fell,    135
The banner’d Leopard waved on Gergeau’s wall;
Baugenci yielded; soon the foe approach’d
The towers of Yenville.
 

Fatal was the hour
To me and mine: for from the wall, alas!
The rusty sword was taken, and the shield    140
Which long had moulder’d on the mouldering nail,
To meet the war repair’d. No more was heard
The ballad, or the merry roundelay;
The clattering hammer’s clank, the grating file
Harsh sounded through the day a dismal din;    145
I never shall forget their mournful sound!
 

“My father stood encircling his old limbs
In long-forgotten arms. ‘Come, boys,’ he cried,
I did not think that this grey head again    149
Should bear the helmet’s weight; but in the field
Better to bravely die a soldier’s death,
Than here be tamely butcher’d. Isabel,
Go to the abbey! if we should survive,
We soon shall meet again; if not, my child,    154
There is a better world!
 

                         In broken words,
Lifting his eyes to Heaven, my father breathed
His blessing on me. As they went away,
My brethren gazed on me and wrung my hand
In silence, for they loved their sister well.
From the near cottage Francis join’d the troop.    160
Then did I look on our forsaken home,
And almost sob my very soul away;
For all my hopes of happiness were fled,
Even like a dream!”
 

                          “Perish these mighty ones,
Cried Conrade, “these who let destruction loose,
Who walk elated o’er their fields of fame,    166
And count the thousands that lie slaughter’d there,
And with the bodies of the innocent, rear
Their pyramid of glory! perish these,
The epitome of all the pestilent plagues    170
That Egypt knew! who send their locust swarms
O’er ravaged realms, and bid the brooks run blood.
Fear and Destruction go before their path,
And Famine dogs their footsteps. God of Justice,
Let not the innocent blood cry out in vain!”    175
 

Thus while he spake, the murmur of the camp
Rose on their ear; first like the distant sound
When the full-foliaged forest to the storm
Shakes its hoarse head; anon with louder din;    179
And through the opening glade gleam’d many a fire.
The Virgin’s tent they enter’d; there the board
Was spread, the wanderer of the fare partook,
Then thus her tale renew’d: — 
 

“Slow o’er the hill
Whose rising head conceal’d our cot I past,
Yet on my journey paused awhile, and gazed    185
And wept; for often had I crost the hill
With cheerful step, and seen the rising smoke
Of hospitable fire; alas! no smoke
Curl’d o’er its melancholy chimneys now!
Orleans I reach’d. There in the suburbs stood    190
The abbey; and ere long I learnt the fall
Of Yenville.
 

On a day, a soldier ask’d
For Isabel. Scarce could my faltering feet
Support me. It was Francis, and alone...
The sole survivor of that company!    195
 

“And soon the foes approach’d: impending war
Soon sadden’d Orleans. There the bravest chiefs
Assemble: Thouars, Coarase, Chabannes,
And the Sire Chapelle, in successful war    199
Since wounded to the death; and that good Knight
Giresme of Rhodes, who in a better cause
Can never wield the crucifix that hilts
His hallowed sword; and Xaintrailles ransom’d now,
And Fayette late released, and that young Duke
Who at Verneuil senseless with many a wound    205
Fell prisoner, and La Hire, the merriest man
That ever yet did win his soldiers’ love,
And over all for hardihood renown’d
The Bastard Orleans.
 

These within the town
Expect the foe. Twelve hundred chosen men    210
Well tried in war, uprear the guardian shield
Beneath their banners. Dreadful was the sight
Of preparation. The wide suburbs stretch’d
Along the pleasant borders of the Loire,    214
Late throng’d with multitudes, now feel the hand
Of ruin. These preventive care destroys,
Lest England, shelter’d by the friendly walls,
Securely should approach. The monasteries
Fell in the general waste. The holy monks
Unwillingly their long-accustom’d haunts    220
Abandon, haunts where every gloomy nook
Call’d to awaken’d memory some trace
Of vision seen, or sound miraculous.
Trembling and terrified, their noiseless cells,
For the rude uproar of a world unknown,    225
The nuns desert: their abbess, more composed,
Collects her maids around, and tells her beads,
And pours the timid prayer of piety.
The pioneers, by day and night employ’d,
Throw up the violated earth, to impede    230
The foe: the hollow chambers of the dead
Echo’d beneath their stroke. The brazen tomb
Which late recorded death, in the furnace cast
Is made to inflict it now. Sad sight it was
To see so wide a waste; the aged ones    235
Hanging their heads, and weeping as they went
O’er the fallen dwellings of their happier years;
The stern and sullen silence of the men
Musing on vengeance: and but ill represt,
The mother’s fears as to her breast she clasp’d,    240
Her ill-doom’d infant. Soon the suburbs lay
One ample ruin; whence the stones were borne
Within the town to serve in its defence.
 

“And now without the walls the desolate space
Appear’d, a rough and melancholy waste,    245
With uptorn pavements and foundations deep
Of many a ruin’d dwelling. Nor within
Less dreary was the scene; at evening hour
No more the merry viol’s note was heard;
No more the aged matron at her door    250
Humm’d cheery to her spinning wheel, and saw
Her children dancing to the roundelay.
The chieftains strengthening still the ancient walls,
Survey them every where with prying eye;
The eager youth in anxious preparation    255
Practise the arts of war; silent and stern,
With the hurrying restlessness of fear, they urge
Their gloomy labours. In the city dwelt
An utter silence of all pleasant sounds,    259
But all day long the armourer’s beat was heard,
And all night long it echoed.
Soon the foe
 

Led to our walls the siege: as on they move
The clarions clangor, and the cheerful fife,
Accordant to the thundering drum’s deep sound,
Direct their measured march. Before the ranks
Salisbury was seen, Salisbury, so long the scourge
Of France; and Talbot towered by his side,    267
Talbot, at whose dread name the froward child
Clings mute and trembling to his nurse’s breast.
Suffolk was there, and Hungerford, and Scales,
And Fastolffe, victor in the frequent fight.    271
Dark as the autumnal storm they roll’d along,
A countless host! From the high tower I mark’d
The dreadful scene; I saw the iron gleam
Of javelins sparkling to the noontide sun,    275
Their banners tossing to the troubled gale,
And.. fearful music.. heard upon the wind
The modulated step of multitudes.
 

“There in the midst, shuddering with fear, I saw
The dreadful stores of death; tremendous roll’d
Over rough roads the harsh wheels; the brazen tubes
Flash’d in the sun their fearful splendor far,    282
And last the loaded waggons creak’d along.
 

“Nor were our chieftains, whilst their care procured
Human defence, neglectful to implore    285
That heavenly aid, deprived of which the strength
Of man is weakness. Bearing through our streets
The precious relics of the holy dead,
The monks and nuns pour’d many an earnest prayer,
Devoutly join’d by all. Saint Aignan’s shrine    290
Was throng’d by supplicants, the general voice
Call’d on Saint Aignan’s name again to save
His people, as of yore, before he past
Into the fulness of eternal rest;
When by the Spirit to the lingering camp    295
Of Ætius borne, he brought the timely aid,
And Attila with all his multitudes
Far off retreated to their field of shame.”
 

And now Dunois, for he had seen the camp    299
Well-order’d, enter’d. “One night more in peace
England shall rest,” he cried, “ere yet the storm
Burst on her guilty head! then their proud vaunts
Forgotten, or remember’d to their shame,
Vainly her chiefs shall curse the hour when first
They pitch’d their tents round Orleans.”
 

“Of that siege,”
The Maid of Arc replied, “gladly I hear    306
The detail. Isabel proceed! for soon
Destined to rescue this devoted town,
The tale of all the ills she hath endured
I listen, sorrowing for the past, and feel    310
Joy and contentment in the merciful task
For which I am sent forth.”
 

Thus spake the Maid,
And Isabel pursued. “And now more near
The hostile host advancing pitch their tents.    314
Unnumber’d streamers wave, and clamorous shouts,
Anticipating conquest, rend the air
With universal uproar. From their camp
A herald came; his garb emblazon’d o’er
With leopards and the lilies of our realm,    319
Foul shame to France! The summons of the foe
He brought.”
 

The Bastard interrupting cried,
“I was with Gaucour and the assembled chiefs,
When by his office privileged and proud
That herald spake, as certain of success
As he had made a league with Victory.    325
“Nobles of France rebellious! from the chief
Of yon victorious host, the mighty Earl
Of Salisbury, now there in place of him
Your Regent John of Bedford: in his name
I come, and in our sovereign Lord the King’s,    330
Henry. Ye know full well our master’s claim,
Incontrovertible to this good realm,
By right descent, and solemnly confirm’d
By your great monarch and our mighty king
Fifth Henry, in the treaty ratified    335
At Troyes, wherein your monarch did disclaim
All future right and title to this crown,
His own exempted, for his son and heirs
Down to the end of time. This sign’d and seal’d
At the holy altar, and by nuptial knot    340
Of Henry and your princess, gives the realm,
Charles dead and Henry, to his infant son
Henry of Windsor. Who then dares oppose
My Master’s title, in the face of God,
Of wilful perjury, most atrocious crime,    345
Stands guilty, and of flat rebellion ‘gainst
The Lord’s anointed. He at Paris crown’d
With loud acclaim of duteous multitudes,
Thus speaks by me. Deliver up your town
To Salisbury, and yield yourselves and arms,    350
So shall your lives be safe: and such his grace,
If of your free accord to him you pay
Due homage as your sovereign lord and King,
Your rich estates, your houses shall be safe,
And you in favour stand, as is the Duke,    355
Philip of Burgundy. But... mark me well!
If obstinately wilful, you persist
To scorn his proffer’d mercy, not one stone
Upon another of this wretched town
Shall then be left; and when the English host    360
Triumphant in the dust have trod the towers
Of Orleans, who survive the dreadful war
Shall die like traitors by the hangman’s hand.
Ye men of France, remember Caen and Roan!”
 

“He ceased: nor Gaucour for a moment paused
To form reply.
 

‘Herald! to all thy vaunts
Of English sovereignty let this suffice    367
For answer: France will only own as King
Her own legitimate Lord. On Charles’s brow,
Transmitted through a long and good descent,    370
The crown remains. We know no homage due
To English robbers, and disclaim the peace
Inglorious made at Troyes by factious men
Hostile to France. Thy master’s proffer’d grace
Meets the contempt it merits. Herald, yes,    375
Be sure we shall remember Caen and Roan!
Go tell the mighty Earl of Salisbury,
That as like Blanchard, Gaucour dares his power,
Like Blanchard, he can brave his cruelty,
And triumph by enduring. Speak I well,    380
Ye men of Orleans?’
 

“Never did I hear
A shout so universal as ensued
Of approbation. The assembled host
As with one voice pour’d forth their loyalty,    384
And struck their sounding shields; and walls and
towers,
Echoed the loud uproar. The herald went.’
The work of war began.
 

A fearful scene,”
Cried Isabel. “The iron storm of death    388
Clash’d in the sky; the mighty engines hurl’d
Huge stones which shook the ground where’er they fell.
Then was there heard at once the clang of arms,
The thundering cannons, and the soldier’s shout,
The female’s shriek, the affrighted infant’s cry,
The groan of death,.. discord of dreadful sounds
That jarr’d the soul.
 

Nor while the encircling foe
Leager’d the walls of Orleans, idly slept    396
Our friends: for winning down the Loire its way
The frequent vessel with provision fraught,
And men, and all the artillery of death,    399
Cheer’d us with welcome succour. At the bridge
These safely landed mock’d the foeman’s force.’
This to prevent, Salisbury, their watchful chief,
A mighty work prepares. Around our walls,
Encircling walls he builds, surrounding thus
The city. Firm’d with massiest buttresses,    405
At equal distance, sixty forts protect
The English lines. But chief where in the town
The six great avenues meet in the midst,
Six castles there he rear’d impregnable,
With deep-dug moats and bridges drawn aloft,    410
Where over the strong gate suspended hung
The dread portcullis. Thence the gunner’s eye
From his safe shelter could with ease survey
Intended sally, or approaching aid,
And point destruction.
 

           It were long to tell    415
And tedious, how in many a bold assault
The men of Orleans sallied on their foes;
How after difficult fight the enemy
Possess’d the Tournelles, and the embattled tower
That shadows from the bridge the subject Loire;    420
Though numbering now three thousand daring men,
Frequent and fierce the garrison repell’d
Their far out-numbering foes. From every aid
Included, they in Orleans groan’d beneath
All ills accumulate. The shatter’d roofs    425
Allow’d the dews of night free passage there;
And ever and anon the ponderous stone,
Ruining where’er it fell, with hideous crash
Came like an earthquake, startling from his sleep
The affrighted soldier. From the brazen slings    430
The wild-fire balls hiss’d through the midnight sky;
And often their huge engines cast among us
The dead and loathsome cattle of their camp,
As though our enemies, to their deadly league    434
Forcing the common air, would make us breathe
Poisonous pollution. Through the streets were seen,
The frequent fire, and heaps of dead, in haste
Piled up and steaming to infected Heaven.
For ever the incessant storm of death    439
Pours down, and crowded in unwholesome vaults
The wretched females hide, not idle there,
Wasting the hours in tears, but all employ’d,
Or to provide the hungry soldier’s meal,
Or tear their garments to bind up his wounds:
A sad equality of wretchedness!    445
 

“Now came the worst of ills, for Famine came:
The provident hand deals out its scanty dole,
Yielding so little a supply to life
As but protracted death. The loathliest food
Hunted with eager eye and dainty deem’d,    450
The dog is slain, that at his master’s feet
Howling with hunger lay; with jealous fear,
Hating a rival’s look, the husband hides
His miserable meal; the famish’d babe
Clings closely to his dying mother’s breast;    455
And.. horrible to tell!.. where, thrown aside,
There lay unburied in the open streets
Huge heaps of carcasses, the soldier stands
Eager to mark the carrion crow for food.    459
 

“O peaceful scenes of childhood! pleasant fields!
Haunts of mine infancy, where I have stray’d
Tracing the brook along its winding way,
Or pluck’d the primrose, or with giddy speed
Chaced the gay butterfly from flower to flower!
O days in vain remember’d! how my soul,    465
Sick with calamity, and the sore ills
Of hunger, dwelt on you and on my home!
Thinking of you amid the waste of war,
I could in bitterness have cursed the great
Who made me what I was, a helpless one,    470
Orphan’d, and wanting bread!”
 

“And be they curst!”
Conrade exclaim’d, his dark eye flashing rage;
“And be they curst! O groves and woodland shades,
How blest indeed were you, if the iron rod    474
Should one day from Oppression’s hand be wrench’d
By everlasting Justice! Come that hour,
When in the Sun the Angel of the Lord
Shall stand and cry to all the fowls of Heaven,
‘Gather ye to the supper of your God,
That ye may eat the flesh of mighty men,    480
Of captains, and of kings! Then shall be peace.”
 

“And now, lest all should perish,” she pursued,
The women and the infirm must from the town
 Go forth and seek their fate.
 

I will not now
Recall the moment, when on my poor Francis    485
With a long look I hung. At dead of night,
Made mute by fear, we mount the secret bark,
And glide adown the stream with silent oars:
Thus thrown upon the mercy of mankind,
I wandered reckless where, till wearied out,    490
And cold at heart, I laid me down to die;
So by this warrior found. Him I had known
And loved, for all loved Conrade who had known him;
Nor did I feel so pressing the hard hand
Of want in Orleans, ere he parted thence    495
On perilous envoy. For of his small fare” — 
 

“Of this enough,” said Conrade; “Holy Maid!
One duty yet awaits me to perform.
Orleans her envoy sent me, to demand
Aid from her idle sovereign. Willingly    500
Did I achieve the hazardous enterprize,
For rumour had already made me fear
The ill that hath fallen on me. It remains,
Ere I do banish me from human kind,
That I re-enter Orleans, and announce    505
Thy march. ‘T is night, and hark! how dead a silence!
Fit hour to tread so perilous a path!”
 

So saying, Conrade from the tent went forth.
 




JOAN OF ARC. THE SIXTH BOOK.
 

THE night was calm, and many a moving cloud
Shadow’d the moon. Along the forest glade
With swift foot Conrade past, and now had reach’d
The plain, where whilome by the pleasant Loire,
Cheer’d with the song, the rustics had beheld    5
The day go down upon their merriment:
No song of peace now echoed on its banks.
There tents were pitch’d, and there the sentinel,
Slow pacing on his sullen rounds, beheld
The frequent corse roll down the tainted stream.    10
Conrade with wider sweep pursued his way,
Shunning the camp, now hush’d in sleep and still.
And now no sound was heard save of the Loire,
Murmuring along. The noise of coming feet
Alarm’d him; nearer drew the rapid steps    15
As of pursuit; anon.. the clash of arms!
That instant breaking through a rifted cloud
The moonlight show’d, where two with force combined
Prest on a single foe, who, warding still
Their swords, retreated in unequal fight,    20
As he would make the city. Hastening
With timely help to save him, Conrade sped.
One with an unexpected stroke he slew;
The other fled: “Now let us speed our best,
Frenchman!” he cried. On to the Loire they ran,
And making way with practised arms across,    26
Ere long in safety gain’d the opposite shore.
 

“Whence art thou?” cried the warrior; “and on
what
Commission’d!”
 

“Is it not the voice of Conrade?”
Francis replied; “and dost thou bring to us    30
Tidings of succour? oh! that it had come
A few hours earlier! Isabel is gone!”
 

“Nay she is safe,” cried Conrade; “her I found
Bewilder’d in the forest, and consign’d her
To the protection of the holy Maid,    35
Whom Heaven hath sent to rescue us. Now say
Wherefore alone? A fugitive from Orleans,
Or sent on dangerous service from the town!”
 

“There is no food in Orleans,” he replied,    39
“Scarce a meal more. The assembled chiefs resolve,
If thou shouldst bring no tidings of near aid,
To cut their way to safety, or by death
Prevent the pang of famine. One they sought
Who venturing to the English lines should spy
Where best to venture on this desperate chance;    45
And I believing all I loved was lost
Offer’d myself.”
 

So saying, they approach’d
The gate. The sentinel, soon as he heard
Thitherward footsteps, with uplifted lance    49
Challenged the darkling travellers. At their voice
He drew the strong bolts back, and cautiously
Open’d the wicket. To the careful chiefs
Who sate in midnight council, they were led,
And Conrade thus address’d them:
 

            “Sirs, the Lord,
In this our utmost need, hath sent us aid.    55
A holy Maid hath been raised up by Heaven;
Her mission is by miracles confirm’d,
And hither with twelve hundred chosen men,
Led by Dunois, she comes. I am myself
A witness to the truth of what I tell;    60
And by to-morrow’s noon, before these walls
Her banner will be seen.”
 

Thereat the chiefs
Were fill’d with wonder and with joy, by doubt
Little repress’d. “Open the granaries!”
Xaintrailles exclaim’d; “give we to all the host    65
“With hand unsparing now a plenteous meal;
To-morrow we are safe! for Heaven all-just
Hath seen our sufferings and decreed their end.
Let the glad tidings echo through the town!
God is with us!”
 

“Be not too confident,”    70
Graville replied, “in this miraculous aid.
Some frantic woman this who gives belief
To idle dreams, and with her madness then
Infects the simple! That Dunois is there,
Leading in arms twelve hundred chosen men,    75
Affords a better hope; yet lavish not
Our stores, lest in the enterprise he fail,
And Orleans then be fain to bear the yoke
Of England!”
 

“Chief! I tell thee,” Conrade cried,
“I did myself behold the sepulchre,    80
Fulfilling what she spake, give up those arms
Which surely for no common end the grave
Through many an age hath held inviolate.
She is the Prophetess of the Most High,
And will deliver Orleans!”
 

             Gaucour then,    85
“Be it as thou hast said. For I must think,
That surely to no vulgar tale these chiefs
Would yield a light belief; and our poor stores
Must speedily, ye know, be clean consumed.    89
Spread then the joyful tidings through the troops
That God hath to deliver the oppress’d,
As in old time, raised up a Prophetess,
And the belief itself will make them fight
With irresistible courage.”
 

           Thus the chief,
And what he said seem’d good. The men of Orleans,
Long by their foemen bay’d, such transport felt,    96
As when the Mexicans, with eager eye
Gazing to Huixachtla’s distant top,
On that last night, doubtful if ever morn
Again shall cheer them, mark the mystic fire    100
Flame on the breast of some brave prisoner,
A dreadful altar. As they see the blaze
Beaming on Iztapalapan’s near towers,
Or on Tezcuco’s calmy lake flash’d far,
Songs of thanksgiving and the shout of joy    105
Wake the loud echo; the glad husband tears
The mantling aloe from his consort’s face,
And children, now deliver’d from the dread
Of everlasting darkness, look abroad,
Hail the good omen, and expect the sun    110
Uninjur’d still to run his flaming race.
 

While thus in Orleans hope had banished sleep,
The Maiden’s host perform’d their evening prayer,
And in the forest took their rest secure.
And now the morning came. At earliest dawn    115
Lightly upstarting and bedight in arms,
The Bastard moved along, with provident eye
Marshalling the troops. All high in hope they march;
And now the sun shot from the southern sky
His noontide radiance, when afar they hear    120
The hum of men, and see the distant towers
Of Orleans, and the bulwarks of the foe,
And many a streamer wantoning in air.
These as they saw and thought of all the ills
Their brethren had endured, closely pent there    125
For many a month, such ardor for the fight
Burnt in each bosom, as young Ali felt
Then when Mohammed of the assembled tribe
Ask’d who would be his Vizir. Fierce in faith,
Forth from the race Of Hashem stept the youth,    130
“Prophet of God! lo.. I will be the man!”
And well did Ali merit that high post,
Victorious upon Beder’s fertile vale,
And on mount Ohud, and before the walls
Of Chaibar, when down-cleaving to the chest    135
His giant foe, he grasp’d the massy gate,
Shook with strong arm and tore it from the fort,
And lifted it in air, portentous shield!
 

“Behold the towers of Orleans,” cried Dunois.
“Lo! this the vale where on the banks of Loire,
Of yore, at close of day the rustic band    141
Danced to the roundelay. In younger years
As oft I glided down the silver stream,
Frequent upon the lifted oar I paused,
Listening the sound of far-off merriment.    145
There wave the hostile banners! martial Maid,
Give thou the signal!.. let us fall upon
These merciless invaders, who have sack’d
Village and town, and made the hamlet haunts
Silent, or hearing but the widow’s groan.    150
Give but the signal, Maiden!”
 

Her dark eye
Fix’d sadly on the foe, the holy Maid
Answer’d him; “Ere the avenging sword be drawn,
And slaughter be let loose, befits us send    154
Some peaceful messenger, who shall make known
The will of Heaven: so timely warn’d, our foes
Haply may yet repent, and quit in peace
Besieged Orleans, for I fain would spare
The bloody price of victory.”
 

So she said;
And as she spake, a soldier from the ranks    160
Came forward. “I will be thy messenger,
O Prophetess! and to the English camp
Will bear thy bidding.”
“Go,” the Virgin cried;
“Say to the Lord of Salisbury, and the chiefs
Of England, Suffolk, Fastolffe, Talbot, Scales,    165
Invaders of the country, say, thus says
The Maid OF Orleans: ‘With your troops retire
In peace. Of every captured town the keys
Restore to Charles; so bloodless you may seek
Your native island; for the God of Hosts    170
Thus hath decreed. To Charles the rightful heir,
By long descent and by the willing choice
Of duteous subjects, hath the Lord assign’d
The kingdom. In His name the Virgin comes
Arm’d with the sword, yet not of mercy void.    175
Depart in peace: for ere the morrow dawns,
Victorious upon yonder wall shall wave
Her holy banner.’” To the English camp
Fearless the herald went.
 

At mid-day meal,
With all the dissonance of boisterous mirth,    180
The British chiefs caroused and quaff’d the bowl,
When by the sentinel conducted there
The Maiden’s herald came.
            “Chiefs,” he began,
“Salisbury, and ye the representatives
Of the English King, usurper of this realm,    185
To ye the leaders of the English host
I come, no welcome messenger. Thus saith
The Maid OF Orleans: ‘With your troops retire
In peace. Of every captured town the keys
Restore to Charles; so bloodless you may seek    190
Your native island; for the God of Hosts
Thus hath decreed. To Charles the rightful heir,
By long descent and by the willing choice
Of duteous subjects, hath the Lord assign’d
The kingdom. In His name the Virgin comes,    195
Arm’d with the sword, yet not of mercy void.
Depart in peace: for ere the morrow dawns,
Victorious upon yonder wall shall wave
Her holy banner.’”
 

Wonder made a pause;
To this a laugh succeeds. “What!” Fastolffe cried,
“A virgin warrior hath your monarch sent    201
To save devoted Orleans? By the rood,
I thank his grace. If she be young and fair,
No worthless prize, my lords! Go, tell your Maid,
Joyful we wait her coming.”
 

There was one
Among the English chiefs who had grown old    206
In arms, yet had not age unnerved his limbs,
But from the flexile nimbleness of youth
To unyielding stiffness braced them. One who saw
Him seated at the board, might well have deem’d
That Talbot with his whole collected might    211
Wielded the sword in war, for on his neck
The veins were full, and every muscle bore
The character of strength. He his stern eye
Fix’d on the herald, and before he spake    215
His silence threaten’d.
 

“Get thee gone!” exclaim’d
The indignant chief: “away! nor think to scare
With girlish phantasies the English host
That scorns your bravest warriors. Hie thee thence,
And tell this girl she may expect to meet    220
The mockery of the camp!”
 

“Nay, scare her not,”
Replied their chief: “go, tell this Maid of Orleans,
That Salisbury longs to meet her in the fight.
Nor let her fear that cords or iron chains
Shall gall her tender limbs; for I myself    225
Will be her prison, and.”
 

“Contemptuous man!
No more!” the Herald cried, as to his cheek
Hush’d the red anger: “bearing words of peace
And timely warning came I to your camp;
And here have been with insolent ribaldry    230
Received. Bear witness, chieftains I that the French,
Free from blood-guiltiness, shall meet the war.”
 

“And who art thou?” cried Suffolk, and his eye
Grew fierce and wrath-inflamed: “What fool art thou,
Who at this woman’s bidding comest to brave    235
The host of England? Thou shalt have thy meed!”
Then turning to the sentinel he cried,
“Prepare a stake! and let the men of Orleans,
And let this woman who believes her name
May privilege her herald, see the fire    240
Consume him. Plant a stake! for by my God
He shall be kalendered of this new faith
First martyr.”
 

As he spake, a sudden flush
Came o’er the herald’s cheek, and his heart beat
With quicker action; but the sudden flush,    245
Nature’s instinctive impulse, faded soon
To such a steady hue as spake the soul
Roused up with all its powers, and unsubdued,
And strengthen’d for endurance. Through the camp,
Soon as the tidings spread, a shout arose,    250
A hideous shout, more savage than the howl
Of midnight wolves, around him as they throng’d,
To gaze upon their victim. He pass’d on;
And as they led him to the appointed place
Look’d round, as though forgetful of himself,    255
And cried aloud, “Oh! woe it is to think
So many men shall never see the sun
Go down! Ye English mothers mourn ye now!
Daughters of England weep! for hard of heart
Still your mad leaders urge this impious war;    260
And for their folly and their wickedness,
Your sons, your husbands, by the sword must fall.
Long-suffering is the Lord, and slow to wrath,
But heavy are his judgements!”
 

He who spake    264
Was young and comely; had his cheek been pale
With dread, and had his eye look’d fearfully,
Sure he had won compassion; but the blood
Gave now a livelier meaning to his cheek,    268
As with a prophet’s look and prophet’s voice
He raised his ominous warning: they who heard
Wonder’d, and they who rear’d the stake perform’d
With half-unwilling hands their slacken’d toil,
And doubted what might follow.
 

Not unseen
Rear’d they the stake, and piled around the wood;
In sight of Orleans and the Maiden’s host,    275
Had Suffolk’s arrogant fierceness bade the work
Of death be done. The Maiden’s host beheld;
At once in eager wrath they raised the loud
And general clamour, “Lead us to the foe!”
“Not upon us, O GOD!” the Maid exclaim’d,    280
“Not upon us cry out the innocent blood!”
And bade the signal sound. In the English camp
The clarion and the trumpet’s blare was heard;
In haste they seize their arms, in haste they form,
Some by bold words seeking to hide their fear    285
Even from themselves, some silently in prayer,
For much their hearts misgave them.
 

But the rage
Of Suffolk swell’d within him. “Speed your work!”
Exclaim’d the injurious earl; “kindle the pile,
That France may see the fire, and in defeat    290
Feel aggravated shame!”
 

And now they bound
The herald to the stake: he cried aloud,
And fix’d his eye on Suffolk, “Let not him
Who girdeth on his harness boast himself    294
As he that puts it off! They come; they come!
God and the Maid!”
 

The host of France approach’d,
And Suffolk eagerly beheld the fire
Brought near the pile; when suddenly a shout
Toward Orleans call’d his eye, and thence he saw
A man-at-arms upon a barded steed    300
Come thundering on.
 

As when Chederles comes
To aid the Moslem on his deathless horse,
Swaying the sword with such resistless arm,
Such mightiest force, as he had newly quaff’d
The hidden waters of eternal youth,    305
Till with the copious draught of life and strength
Inebriate; such, so fierce, so terrible,
Came Conrade through the camp. Aright, aleft,
The affrighted foemen scatter from his spear;
Onward he comes, and now the circling throng    310
Fly from the stake, and now he checks his course,
And cuts the herald’s bonds, and bids him live
To arm, and fight, and conquer.
 

“Haste thee hence
To Orleans,” cried the warrior. “Tell the chiefs
There is confusion in the English camp.    315
Bid them come forth.” On Conrade’s steed the youth
Leapt up, and hasten’d onward. He the while
Turn’d to the war.
 

Like two conflicting clouds,
Pregnant with thunder, moved the hostile hosts.
Then man met man, then on the batter’d shield    320
Rung the loud lance, and through the darken’d sky
Fast fell the arrowy storm. Amid his foes
The Bastard’s arm dealt irresistibly
The strokes of death; and by his side the Maid
Led the fierce fight, the Maid, though all unused
To such rude conflict, now inspired by Heaven,    326
Flashing her flamy falchion through the troops,
That like the thunderbolt, where’er it fell,
Scatter’d the trembling ranks. The Saracen,
Though arm’d from Cashbin or Damascus, wields
A weaker sword; nor might that magic blade    331
Compare with this, which Oriana saw
Flame in the ruffian Ardan’s robber hand,
When, sick and cold as death, she turn’d away
Her dizzy eyes, lest they should see the fall    335
Of her own Amadis. Nor plated shield,
Nor the strong hauberk, nor the crested casque,
Stay that descending sword. Dreadful she moved,
Like as the Angel of the Lord went forth
And smote his army, when the Assyrian king,    340
Haughty of Hamath and Sepharvaim fallen,
Blasphemed the God of Israel.
 

Yet the fight
Hung doubtful, where exampling hardiest deeds,
Salisbury struck down the foe, and Fastolffe strove,
And in the hottest doings of the war    345
Towered Talbot. He, remembering the past day
When from his name the affrighted sons of France
Fled trembling, all astonish’d at their force
And wontless valour, rages round the field
Dreadful in anger; yet in every man    350
Meeting a foe fearless, and in the faith
Of Heaven’s assistance firm.
 

The clang of arms
Reaches the walls of Orleans. For the war
Prepared, and confident of victory,
Forth speed the troops. Not when afar exhaled
The hungry raven snuffs the steam of blood    356
That from some carcass-cover’d field of fame
Taints the pure air, flies he more eagerly
To feed upon the slain, than the Orleanites,
Impatient now for many an ill endured    360
In the long siege, to wreak upon their foes
Due vengeance. Then more fearful grew the fray;
The swords that late flash’d to the evening sun
Now quench’d in blood their radiance.
 

O’er the host
Howl’d a deep wind that ominous of storms    365
Roll’d on the lurid clouds. The blacken’d night
Frown’d, and the thunder from the troubled sky
Roar’d hollow. Javelins clash’d and bucklers rang;
Shield prest on shield; loud on the helmet jarr’d
The ponderous battle axe; the frequent groan    370
Of death commingling with the storm was heard,
And the shrill shriek of fear. Even such a storm
Before the walls of Chartres quell’d the pride
Of the third Edward, when the heavy hail    374
Smote down his soldiers, and the conqueror heard
GOD in the tempest, and remembered then
With a remorseful sense of Christian fear
What misery he had caused, and in the name
Of blessed Mary vowed a vow of peace.
 

Lo! where the holy banner waved aloft,    380
The lambent lightnings play. Irradiate round,
As with a blaze of glory, o’er the field
It stream’d miraculous splendour. Then their hearts
Sunk, and the English trembled; with such fear
Possess’d, as when the Canaanites beheld    385
The sun stand still on Gibeon, at the voice
Of that king-conquering warrior, he who smote
The country of the hills, and of the south,
From Baal-gad to Halak, and their chiefs,
Even as the Lord commanded. Swift they fled    390
From that portentous banner, and the sword
Of France; though Talbot with vain valiancy
Yet urged the war, and stemm’d alone the tide
Of battle. Even their leaders felt dismay;
Fastolffe fled first, and Salisbury in the rout    395
Mingled, and all impatient of defeat,
Borne backward Talbot turns. Then echoed loud
The cry of conquest, deeper grew the storm,
And darkness, hovering o’er on raven wing,
Brooded the field of death.
 

Nor in the camp    400
Deem themselves safe the trembling fugitives;
On to the forts they haste. Bewilder’d there
Amid the moats by fear and the thick gloom
Of more than midnight darkness, plunge the troops,
Crush’d by fast following numbers who partake    405
The death they give. As swoln with vernal snows
A mountain torrent hurries on its way,
Till at the brink of some abrupt descent
Arrived, with deafening clamour down it falls
Thus borne along, tumultuously the troops    410
Driven by the force behind them, plunge amid
The liquid death. Then rose the dreadful cries
More dreadful, and the dash of breaking waters
That to the passing lightning as they broke
Open’d their depth.
 

Nor of the host so late    415
Exultant in the pride of long success,
A remnant had escaped, had not their chief,
Slow as he moved unwilling from the field,
What most might profit the defeated ranks    419
Bethought him. He, when he had gain’d the fort
Named from St. John, there kindled up on high
The guiding fire. Not unobserved it rose;
The watchful guards on Tournelles, and the pile
Of that proud city in remembrance fond
Call’d London, light their beacons. Soon the fires
Flame on the summit of the circling forts
Which with their moats and crenellated walls,
Included Orleans. Far across the plain
They cast a lurid splendor; to the troops
Grateful, as to the way-worn traveller,    430
Wandering with parch’d feet o’er Arabian sands,
The far-seen cistern; he for many a league
Travelling the trackless desolate, where heaved
With tempest swell the desert billows round,
Pauses, and shudders at his perils past,    436
Then wild with joy speeds on to taste the wave
So long bewail’d.
 

Swift as the affrighted herd
Scud o’er the plain, when rattling thunder-cracks
Upon the bolted lightning follow close,
The English hasten to their sheltering forts,
Even there of safety doubtful, still appall’d    441
And trembling, as the pilgrim who by night
On his way wilder’d, to the wolf”s deep howl
Hears the wood echo, when from close pursuit
Escaped, the topmost branch of some tall tree    445
He grasps close clinging, still of the wild beast
Fearful, his teeth jar, and the cold sweat stands
Upon his clammy limbs.
 

Nor now the Maid
Greedy of vengeance presses the pursuit.
She bids the trumpet of retreat resound;    450
A welcome note to the affrighted foe
Blew that loud blast, whereat obediently
The French, though eager on the invaders’ heads
To wreak their wrath, stay the victorious sword.
 

Loud is the cry of conquest as they turn    455
To Orleans. There what few to guard the town
Unwilling had remain’d, haste forth to meet
The triumph. Many a blazing torch they held,
Which raised aloft amid the midnight storm    459
Flash’d far a festive light The Maid advanced;
Deep through the sky the hollow thunders roll’d;
Innocuous lightnings round the hallowed banner
Wreath’d their red radiance.
 

Through the city gate
Then as the laden convoy pass’d was heard
The shout of exultation; and such joy    465
The men of Orleans at that welcome sight
Possess’d, as when from Bactria late subdued,
The mighty Macedonian led his troops
Amid the Sogdian desert, where no stream
Wastes on the wild its fertilizing waves.    470
Fearful alike to pause, or to proceed;
Scorch’d by the sun that o’er their morning march
Steam’d his hot vapours, heart-subdued and faint;
Such joy as then they felt, when from the heights
Burst the soul-gladdening sound, for thence was seen
The evening sun silvering the fertile vale,,    476
Where Oxus roll’d below.
 

Clamours of joy
Echo along the streets of Orleans, wont
Long time to hear the infant’s feeble cry,    479
The mother’s frantic shriek, or the dread sound,
When from the cannon burst its stores of death.
Far flames the fire of joy on ruin’d piles
And high heap’d carcasses, whence scared away
From his abhorred meal, on clattering wing    484
Rose the night-raven slow.
 

In the English forts
Sad was the scene. There all the livelong night
Steal in the straggling fugitives; as when
Past is the storm, and o’er the azure sky
Serenely shines the sun, with every breeze
The waving branches drop their gather’d rain,    490
Renewing the remembrance of the storm.
 




JOAN OF ARC. THE SEVENTH BOOK.
 

STRONG were the English forts, by daily toil
Of thousands rear’d on high, when to ensure
His meditated conquest Salisbury
Resolved from Orleans to shut out all means
Of human succour. Round the city stretch’d    5
Their line continuous, massy as the wall
Erst by the fearful Roman on the bounds
Of Caledonia raised, when soul-enslaved
The race degenerate fear’d the car-borne chiefs
Who moved from Morven down.
 

Broad battlements
Crested the bulwark, and safe standing place    11
For archer or for man-at-arms was there.
The frequent buttress at just distance rose
Declining from its base, and sixty forts
Seem’d in their strength to render all secure.    15
But loftier and massier than the rest,
As though of some large castle each the keep,
Stood six square fortresses with turrets flank’d,
Piles of unequall’d strength, though now deem’d weak
‘Gainst puissance more than mortal. Safely thence
The skilful bowman, entering with his eye    21
The city, might, himself the while unseen,
Through the long opening aim his winged deaths.
Loire’s waves diverted fill’d the deep-dug moat
Circling the whole; a bulwark vast it was    25
As that which round their camp and stranded ships
The Achaians raised, a common sepulchre
Of thousands slaughter’d, and the doom’d death-place
Of many a chief, when Priam’s virtuous son
Assail’d them, then in hope, with favouring Jove.
 

But cowering now amid their sheltering forts    31
Trembled the invading host. Their leader’s care
In anxious vigilance prepares to ward
The assault expected. Rightly he ared
The Maid’s intent, but vainly did he seek    35
To kindle in their breasts the wonted flame
Of valour; for, by prodigies unmann’d,
They wait the morn. The soldiers’ pride was gone;
The blood was on their swords, their bucklers lay
Defiled and unrepair’d, they sharpen’d not »    40
Their blunted spears, the affrighted archer’s hand
Relax’d not his bent bow. To them, confused
With fears of unknown danger, the long night
Was dreadful, but more dreadful dawn’d the day.
 

The morning came; the martial Maid arose;    45
Lovely in arms she moved. Around the gate,
Eager again for conquest, throng the troops.
High tower’d the Son of Orleans, in his strength
Poising the ponderous spear. His batter’d shield,
Witnessing the fierce fray of yesternight,    50
Hung on his sinewy arm.
 

“Maiden of Arc,”
So as he spake approaching, cried the chief,
“Well hast thou proved thy mission, as by words
And miracles attested when dismay’d
The grave theologists dismiss’d their doubts,    55
So in the field of battle now confirm’d.
Yon well-fenced forts protect the fugitives,
And seem as in their strength they mock’d our force.
Yet must they fall.”
 

“And fall they shall!” replied
The Maid of Orleans. “Ere the sun be set    60
The lily on that shattered wall shall wave
Triumphant. — Men of France I ye have fought well
On yon blood-reeking plain. Your humbled foes
Lurk trembling now behind their massy walls.
Wolves that have ravaged the neglected flock!    65
The Shepherd — the Great Shepherd is arisen!
Ye fly! yet shall not ye by flight escape
His vengeance. Men of Orleans! it were vain
By words to waken wrath within your breasts.    69
Look round! Your holy buildings and your homes — 
Ruins that choke the way! your populous town — 
One open sepulchre! who is there here
That does not mourn a friend, a brother slain,
A parent famished,.. or his dear loved wife
Torn from his bosom.. outcast.. broken-hearted..
Cast on the mercy of mankind?”
 

She ceased;    76
A cry of indignation from the host
Burst forth, and all impatient for the war
Demand the signal. These Dunois arrays.
In four battalions. Xaintrailles, tried in war,    80
Commands the first; Xaintrailles, who oftentimes
Defeated, oft a prisoner, and as oft
Released for ransom, both with friend and foe
Growing repute of active hardihood,
And martial skill obtained; so erst from earth    85
Antæus vaunting in his giant bulk,
When graspt by force Herculean, down he fell
Vanquish’d, anon uprose more fierce for war.
 

Gaucour the second battle led, true friend
And faithful servant of the imprison’d Duke;    90
In counsel provident, in action prompt,
Collected always, always self-controul’d,
He from the soldiers’ confidence and love
Prompter obedience gain’d, than ever fear
Forced from the heart reluctant.
 

The third band
Alençon leads. On Verneuil’s fatal field    96
The day when Buchan and the Douglas died,
Wounded and senseless with the loss of blood,
He fell, and there being found, was borne away
A prisoner, in the ills of that defeat    100
Participant, partaking not the shame:
But for his rank and high desert, the King
Had ransom’d him, doom’d now to meet the foe
With better fortune.
 

O’er the last presides
The bastard son of Orleans, great in arms.    105
His prowess knew the foes, and his fair fame
Acknowledged, since before his stripling arm
Fled Warwick; Warwick, he whose wide renown
Greece knew and Antioch and the holy soil
Of Palestine, since there in arms he went    110
On gallant pilgrimage; yet by Dunois
Baffled, and yielding him the conqueror’s praise.
And by his side the martial Maiden pass’d,
Lovely in arms as that Arcadian boy
Parthenopæus, when the war of beasts    115
Disdaining, he to cope with men went forth,
Bearing the bow and those Dictæan shafts
Diana gave, when she the youth’s fair form
Saw, soften’d, and forgave the mother’s fault.    119
 

Loup’s was the nearest fort. Here Gladdisdale
Commands the English, who as the enemy
Moved to the assault, from bow and arbalist
Their shafts and quarrels shower’d. Nor did they use
Hand-weapons only and hand-engines here,
Nor by the arm alone, or bow-string sped    125
The missile flew, but driven by the strain’d force
Of the balista, in one body spent
Stay’d not; through arms and men it made its way,
And leaving death behind, still held its course    129
By many a death unclogg’d. With rapid march
Onward the assailants came, and now they reach’d
Where by the bayle’s embattled wall in arms
The knights of England stood. There Poynings shook
His lance, and Gladdisdale his heavy mace
For the death-blow prepared. Alençon here,    135
And here the Bastard came, and by the Maid,
That daring man who to the English host
Then insolent of many a conquest gain’d,
Had borne her bidding. A rude coat of mail
Unhosed, unhooded, as of lowly line    140
He wore, though here amid the high-born chiefs
Pre-eminent for prowess. On his head
A black plume shadow’d the rude-featured helm.
Then was the war of men, when front to front
They rear’d the hostile hand, for low the wall    145
Where an assailant’s upward-driven spear
Might reach his enemy.
 

As Alençon moved,
On his crown-crested helm with ponderous blow
Fell Gladdisdale’s huge maee. Back he recoil’d
Astounded; soon recovering, his sharp lance    150
Thrust on the warrior’s shield: there fast-infixed,
Nor could Alençon the deep-driven spear
Recover, nor the foeman from his grasp
Wrench the contended weapon. Fierce again
He lifts the mace, that on the ashen hilt    155
Fell full; it shiver’d, and the Frenchman held
A pointless truncheon. Where the Bastard fought,
The spear of Poynings, through his plated mail
Pierced, and against the iron fence beneath
Blunted its point. Again he thrust the spear;    160
At once Dunois on his broad buckler met
The unharming stroke, and aim’d with better hap
His javelin. Through his sword-arm did it pierce
Maugre the mail: hot from the streaming wound
He pluck’d the weapon forth, and in his breast    165
Clean through the hauberk drove.
 

But there the war
Raged fiercest where the martial Maiden moved
A minister of wrath; for thither throng’d
The bravest champions of the adverse host.
And on her either side two warriors stood    170
Protecting her, and aiming at her foes
Watchful their weapons, of themselves the while
Little regarding: on the one side he
Who to the English had her bidding borne;
Firmly he stood, untired and undismay’d,    175
Though many a spear against his burgonet
Was thrust, and on his arm the buckler hung
Heavy, thick-bristled with the hostile shafts,
Even like a porcupine when in his rage
Roused, he collects within him all his force,    180
Himself a quiver. On the other hand
Competing with him to protect the Maid,
Conrade maintain’d the fight; at all points arm’d,
A jazerent of double mail he wore,
Its weight in little time had wearied one    185
Of common strength; but unencumber’d he
And unfatigued, alertly moved in it,
And wielded with both hands a battle-axe,
Which gave no second stroke; for where it fell,
Not the strong buckler nor the plated mail    190
Might save, nor crested casque. On Molyn’s head,
As at the Maid he aim’d his javelin,
Forceful it fell, and shiver’d with the blow
The iron helm, and to his brain-pan drove
The fragments. At his fall the enemy,    195
Stricken with instantaneous fear, gave way.
That instant Conrade, with an active bound,
Sprung on the battlements; and there he stood,
Keeping the ascent. The herald and the Maid
Follow’d, and soon the exulting cry of France    200
Along the lists was heard, as there they saw
Her banner planted. Gladdisdale beheld,
And hastened from his well-defended post,
That where immediate danger more required
There he might take his stand; against the Maid
He bent his way, and hoped one happy blow    206
Might end at once the new-raised hopes of France,
And by her death, to the English arms their old
Ascendancy restore. Nor did not Joan
A reed his purpose, but with lifted shield    210
Prepared she stood, and poised her sparkling spear.
The English chief came on; he raised his mace;
With circling force the iron weight swung high,
And Gladdisdale with his collected strength
Impell’d the blow. The man of lowly line    215
That instant rush’d between, and rear’d his shield
And met the broken stroke, and thrust his lance
Clean through the gorget of the English knight.
A gallant man, of no ignoble line,
Was Gladdisdale. His sires had lived in peace;    220
They heap’d the hospitable hearth, they spread
The feast, their vassals loved them, and afar
The traveller told their fame. In peace they died,
And to their ancient burial-place were borne    224
With book and bell, torches, and funeral chaunt;
And duly for their souls the neighbouring monks
The solemn office sung. Now far away
Their offspring falls, the last of all his race,
Slain in a foreign land, and doom’d to share
A common grave.
 

Then terror seized the host,    230
Their chieftain dead. And lo! where on the wall,
Maintain’d of late by Gladdisdale so well,
The Son of Orleans stands, and sways around
His falchion, keeping thus at bay the foe,
Till on the battlements his comrades climb    235
And raise the shout of conquest. Then appall’d
The English fled: nor fled they unpursued,
For mingling with the foremost fugitives,
The gallant Conrade rush’d; and with the throng
The knights of France together o’er the bridge    240
Press’d forward. Nor the garrison within
Durst let the ponderous portcullis fall,
For in the entrance of the fort the fight
Raged fiercely, and together through the gate
The vanquish’d English and their eager foes    245
Pass’d in the flying conflict.
 

            Well I deem
And wisely did the heroic Spaniard act
At Vera-Cruz, when he his yet sound ships
Dismantling, left no spot where treacherous fear
Might still with wild and wistful eye look back:
For knowing no retreat, his desperate troops    251
In conquest sought their safety; victors hence
At Tlascala, and o’er the Cholulans,
And by Otompan, on that bloody field
When Mexico her patriot thousands pour’d,    255
Fierce in vain valour, on their dreadful foes.
There was a portal in the English fort
Which open’d on the wall; a speedier path
In the hour of safety, whence the soldiers eye
Might overlook the river’s pleasant course.    260
Fierce in the gate-way raged the deadly war;
For there the Maiden strove, and Conrade there,
And he of lowly line, bravelier than whom
Fought not in that day’s battle. Of success
Desperate, for from above the garrison    265
(Lest upon friend and enemy alike
The indiscriminating blow should light,)
Could give no aid, the English of that way
Bethought them; by that egress they forsook
St. Loup’s, and the Orleanites with shouts of joy
Beheld the Virgin’s banner on its height    271
In triumph planted. Swift along the wall
The English haste to St. John’s neighbouring fort,
Flying with fearful speed. Nor from pursuit
The victors ceased, but with the fugitives    275
Mingled and waged the war; and combatants,
Lock’d in each other’s grasp, together fell
Precipitate.
 

But foremost of the French,
Dealing destruction, Conrade made his way
Along the wall, and to the nearest fort    280
Came in pursuit; nor did not then the chief
What most might serve bethink him; but he took
His stand in the portal, and first looking back,
Lifted his voice aloud; three times he raised,
Cheering and calling on his countrymen,    285
That voice o’er all the uproar heard afar,
Then to the strife addrest himself, assail’d
By numerous foes, who clamorously now
Menaced his single person. He the while
Stood firm, not vainly confident, or rash,    290
But in his vantage more than his own strength
Trusting; for narrow was the portal way,
To one alone fit passage, from above
Not overbrow’d by jutting parapet,
Whence aught might crush him. He in double mail
Was arm’d; a massy burgonet, well tried    296
In many a hard-fought field, helming his head;
And fenced with iron plates, a buckler broad
Hung from his neck. Nor to dislodge the chief.
Could the English bring their numbers, for the way
By upward steps presented from the fort    301
A narrow ascent, where one alone could meet
The war. Yet were they of their numbers proud,
Though useless numbers were in that strait path,
Save by assault unceasing to out-last    305
A single warrior, who at length must sink
Fatigued with slaughter, and by toil foredone
Succumb.
 

There was amid the garrison
A gallant knight who at Verneuil had fought,
And good renown for feats of arms achieved    310
Had gain’d in that day’s victory. For him
His countrymen made way, and he his lance
Thrust upward against Conrade, who perceived
The intent, and as the weapon touch’d his shield
Smote with his battle-axe the ashen shaft;    315
Then plucking from the shield the severed head,
He threw it back. With wary bend the foe
Shrunk from the flying death; yet not in vain
From that strong hand the fate-fraught weapon flew:
Full on the corslet of a meaner man    320
It fell, and pierced him where the heaving lungs,
In vital play distended, to the heart
Roll back their brighten’d tide: from the deep wound
The red blood gush’d; prone on the steps he fell,
And in the strong convulsive grasp of death    325
Grasp’d his long pike. Of unrecorded name
The soldier died; and yet he left behind
One who then never said her daily prayers
Of him forgetful; who to every tale
Of the distant war lending an eager ear,    330
Grew pale and trembled. At her cottage door
The wretched one shall sit, and with fix’d eye
Gaze on the path, where on his parting steps
Her last look hung. Nor ever shall she know
Her husband dead, but cherishing a hope,    335
Whose falsehood inwardly she knows too well,
Feel life itself with that false hope decay;
And wake at night from miserable dreams
Of his return, and weeping o’er her babe,
Too surely think that soon that fatherless child    340
Must of its mother also be bereft.
 

Dropping his broken spear, the exasperate knight
Drew forth the sword, and up the steps advanced,
Like one who disregarded in his strength
The enemy’s vantage, destined to abide    345
That rashness dearly. Conrade stood prepared,
Held forth his buckler, and his battle-axe
Uplifted. Where the buckler was beneath
Hounded, the falchion struck, a bootless blow
To pierce its plated folds; more forcefully    350
Full on his crested helm the battle-axe
Descended, driving in both crest and crown;
From the knight’s eyes at that death-stroke, the blood
Started; with blood the chambers of the brain
Were fill’d; his breast-plate with convulsive throes
Heaved as he fell. Victorious, he the prize    356
At many a tournament had borne away
In mimic war; happy, if so content
With bloodless glory, he had never left
The mansion of his sires.
 

                But terrified    360
The English stood, nor durst adventure now
Near that death-doing foe. Amid their host
Was one who well could from the stubborn yew
Send his sharp shafts; well skill’d in wood-craft he,
Even as the merry outlaws who their haunts    365
In Sherwood held, and bade their bugles rouse
The sleeping stag, ere on the web-woven grass
The dew-drops sparkled to the rising sun.
He safe in distance at the warrior aim’d
The feather’d dart; with force he drew the bow;
Loud on his bracer struck the sounding string,    371
And swift and strong the well-fledged arrow flew.
It pierced the shield, and reach’d, but reach’d in vain,
The breast-plate: while he fitted to the bow
A second arrow, Conrade raised his voice,    375
Shouting for timely succour to secure
The entrance he had gain’d. Nor was the call
Unheard, nor unobey’d; responsive shouts
Announced assistance nigh; the Orleanites
From St Loup’s captured fort along the wall    380
Sped to support him; cheering was the sound
Of their near footsteps to the chief; he drew
His falchion forth, and down the steps he went ‘
Then terror seized the English, for their foes
Press’d thro’ the open portal, and the sword    385
Of Conrade was among them making way.
Not to the Trojans when their ships were lost
More dreadful the Rutilian hero seem’d,
Then hoping well to right himself in arms;
Nor with more fury through the streets of Paris
Rush’d the fierce king of Sarza, Rodomont,    391
Clad in his dragon mail.
 

Like some tall rock,
Around whose billow-beaten foot the waves
Spend their vain force, unshaken Conrade stood,
When drawing courage from despair the foe    395
Renew’d the contest. Through the throng he hew’d
His way unhurt amid the arrowy shower,
Though on his shield and helm the darts fell fast,
As the sear’d leaves that from the trembling tree
The autumnal whirlwind shakes. Nor did he pause
Till to the gate he came, and with strong hand    401
Seized on the massy bolts. These as he drew,
Full on his helm a weighty English sword
Descended; swift he turn’d to wreak his wrath,
When lo! the assailant gasping on the ground,    405
Cleft by the Maiden’s falchion: she herself
To the foe opposing with her herald’s aid,
For they alone, following the adventurous steps
Of Conrade, still kept pace as he advanced,
Shielded him while with eager hand he drew    410
The bolts: the gate turn’d slow; forth leapt the chief,
And shiver’d with his battle-axe the chains
That held on high the bridge: down fell the bridge
Rebounding; the victorious troops rush’d in;
And from their walls the Orleanites with shouts
And tears of joy beheld on Fort St. John    416
The lilies wave.
 

           “On to Fort London! on!”
Cried Conrade’; “Xaintrailles! while the day endures
Once more advance to certain victory!
Force ye the lists, and fill the moat, and bring    420
The battering-ram against their gates and walls.
Anon I shall be with you.” Thus he said;
Then to the damsel. “Maid of Arc! awhile
Let thou and I withdraw, and by short rest
Renew our strength.” So saying he his helm    425
Unlaced, and in the Loire’s near flowing stream
Cool’d his hot face. The Maid her head unhelm’d,
And stooping to the stream, reflected there
Saw her white plumage stain’d with human blood!
Shuddering she saw, but soon her steady soul    430
Collected: on the banks she laid her down,
Freely awhile respiring, for her breath
Still panted from the fight: silent they lay,
And gratefully the cooling breezes bathed
Their throbbing temples.
 

Eve was drawing on:
The sun-beams on the gently-waving stream    436
Danced sparkling. Lost in thought the warrior lay,
Then as if wakening from a dream he said,
“Maiden of Arc! at such an hour as this,
Beneath the o’er-arching forest’s chequer’d shade,
With that lost woman have I wander’d on,    441
Talking of years of happiness to come!
Oh! hours for ever fled! delightful hopes
Of the unsuspecting heart! I do believe
If Agnes on a worthier one had fix’d    445
Her love, that though my heart had nurst till death
Its sorrows, I had never on her choice
Cast one upbraiding.. but to stoop to him!
A harlot!.. an adulteress!”
 

In his eye
Fierce anger flash’d; anon of what she was    450
Ere the contagious vices of the court
Polluted her, he thought. “Oh, happy age!”
He cried, “when all the family of man
Freely enjoy’d their goodly heritage,
And only bow’d the knee in prayer to God!    455
Calm flow’d the unruffled stream of years along,
Till o’er the peaceful rustic’s head the hair
Grew grey in full of time. Then he would sit
Beneath the coetaneous oak, while round,
Sons, grandsons and their offspring join’d to form
The blameless merriment; and learnt of him    461
What time to yoke the oxen to the plow,
What hollow moanings of the western wind
Foretell the storm, and in what lurid clouds
The embryo lightning lies. Well pleased, he taught,
A heart-smile glowing on his aged cheek,    466
Mild as the summer sun’s decaying light.
Thus quietly the stream of life flow’d on,
Till in the shoreless ocean lost at length.
Around the bed of death his numerous race    470
Listen’d, in no unprofitable grief,
His last advice, and caught his latest sigh;
And when he died, as he had fallen asleep,
In his own ground, and underneath the tree
Which, planted at his birth, with him had grown,
And flourish’d in its strength when he decay’d,    476
They delved the narrow house: where oft at eve
Their children’s children gathered round to hear
The example of his life and death impress’d.
Maiden! and such the evening of my days    480
Fondly I hoped; and would that I had lived
In those old times, or till some better age
Slumber’d unborn; for this is a hard race,
An evil generation; nor by day
Nor in the night have respite from their cares    485
And wretchedness. But I shall be at rest
Soon, in that better world of peace and love
Where evil is not: in that better world,
Joan! we shall meet, and he too will be there
Thy Theodore.”
 

Soothed by his words, the Maid
Had listen’d sadly, till at that loved name    491
She wept. “Nay, Maid!” he cried, “I did not think
To wake a tear;... yet pleasant is thy grief!
Thou know’st not what it is, around thy heart
To have a false one wreathe in viper folds.    495
But to the battle! in the clang of arms,
We win forgetfulness.”
 

Then from the bank
He sprung, and helm’d his head. The Maid arose
Bidding awhile adieu to gentle thoughts.
On to the fort they speed, whose name recall’d    500
England’s proud capital to the English host,
Now half subdued, anticipating death,
And vainly wishing they from her white cliffs
Had never spread the sail.. Cold terror creeps
Through every nerve: already they look round    505
With haggard eyes, as seeking where to fly,
Though Talbot there presided, with their chief,
The dauntless Salisbury.
 

“Soldiers tried in arms t
Thus, hoping to revive with gallant speech
Their courage, Salisbury spake; “Brave countrymen,
Victorious in so many a hard-fought fight,    511
What... shrink ye now dismay’d? Oh call to mind
The plains of Agincourt, where vanquish’d France
Fled with her thousands from your fathers’ arms?
Have ye forgotten how our English swords,    515
On that illustrious day before Verneuil,
Cut down the flower of all their chivalry?
Then was that noble heart of Douglas pierced,
Bold Buchan bit the earth, and Narbonne died,
And this Alençon, boaster as he is,    520
Cried mercy to his conqueror. Shall I speak
Of our victorious banner on the walls
Of Yenville and Baugenci triumphing:
And of that later hour of victory    524
When Clermont and the Bastard plied their spurs?
Shame! shame! that beaten boy is here in arms,
And ye will fly before the fugitives,..
Fly from a woman! from a frantic girl!
Who with her empty mummeries tries to blast
Your courage; or if miracles she bring,    530
Aid of the Devil! Who is there among you
False to his country,.. to his former fame,
To your old leader who so many a time
Hath led ye on to glory?”
 

From the host    534
There came a heartless shout; then Talbot’s cheek
Grew red with indignation. “Earl!” said he,
Addressing Salisbury: “there is no hope
From these White-liver’d dastards, and this fort
Will fall an easy conquest. We must out
And gain the Tournelles, better fortified,    540
Fit to endure a siege: that hope in view,
Cow’d as they are, the men from very fear
May gather what will do for this poor turn
The work of courage.”
 

Bravely thus he spake,
Advising well, and Salisbury replied;    545
“Rightly thou say’st. But, Talbot, could we reach
The sorceress in the battle, one sure blow
Might give us back, this hour, the mastery
So marvellously lost: nor difficult
To meet the wench, for from the battlements    550
I have beheld her foremost in attack,
Playing right valiantly the soldier’s part.
In her the enemy have their strength, with her
Their strength would fall. And had we her but once
Within arm-stroke, witch though she be, methinks
Her devilry could neither blunt the edge    556
Of thy good sword, or mine.”
 

Thus communed they,
And through the host the gladdening tidings ran,
That they should seek the Tournelles. Then their
hearts
Gather’d new strength, placing on those strong walls
Dependence; oh vain hope! for neither wall,    561
Nor moat, nor fort can save, if fear within
Palsy the soldier’s arm.
 

Them issuing forth,
As from the river’s banks they pass’d along,    564
The Maid beheld. “Lo! Conrade!” she exclaim’d,
“The foe advance to meet us.. look I they lower
The bridge I and now they rush upon the troops:..
A gallant onset! Dost thou mark the man
Who all this day has by our side endured
The hottest conflict? Often I beheld    570
His feats with wonder, but his prowess now
Makes all his actions in the former fight
Seem as of no account: knowest thou him?
There is not one amid the host of France,
Of fairer promise.”
 

“He,” the chief replied,    575
“Wretched and prodigal of life, achieves
The exploits of despair; a gallant youth,
Widow’d like me of hope, and but for whom
I had been seen among mankind no more.
Maiden! with me thy comrade in the war,    580
His arm is vow’d to heaven. Lo I where he stands
Bearing the battle’s brunt!”
 

Nor paused they now
In farther converse, to the perilous fray
Speeding, not unobserved; for Salisbury saw
And call’d on Talbot. Six, the bravest knights
And sworn with them, against the virgin’s life    586
Address’d their course. She by the herald’s side
Now urged the war, when on her white-plumed helm
The hostile falchion fell. On high she lifts
That hallowed sword, which in the tomb for her
Age after age, by miracle reserved,    591
Had lain, which time itself could not corrode,
How then might shield, or breast-plate, or close mail
Retund its edge? Beneath that edge her foe
Fell; and the knight who to avenge him came,    595
Smitten by Conrade’s battle-axe, was fell’d
Upon his dying friend. With Talbot here
The daring herald urged unequal fight;
For like some oak that in its rooted strength
Defies the storm, the undaunted Earl endured    600
His quick assault. The herald round him wheels
Rapidly, now on this side, now on that,
With many a feign’d and many a frustrate aim
Flashing his falchion; now, as he perceives
With wary eye the Earl’s intended stroke,    605
Bending, or leaping, lithe of limb, aside,
Then quick and agile in assault again.
Ill-fated man! one deed of glory more
Shall with the short-lived lightning’s splendor grace
This thy death-day; for SLAUGHTER even now
Stands o’er thy loom of life, and lifts his sword.    611
 

Upon her shield the martial Maid received
An English warrior’s blow, and in his side,
Beneath the arm upraised, in prompt return
Pierced him: that instant Salisbury sped his sword,
Which glancing from her helm fell on the folds    616
That arm’d her neck, and making there its way,
Stain’d with her blood its edge. The herald saw,
And turn’d from Talbot, heedless of himself,
And lifting up his falchion, all his force    620
Concenter’d. On the breast of Salisbury
It fell, and cleft his mail, and thro’ the plate
Beneath it drove, and in his heart’s-blood plunged.
Lo! as he struck the mighty Talbot came,
And smote his helmet: slant the weapon fell;    625
The strings gave way, the helmet dropt, the Earl
Repeated on that head disarm’d his blow:
Too late to interpose the Maiden saw,
And in that miserable moment knew,
Her Theodore.
 

Him Conrade too had seen,    630
And from a foe whom he had beaten down
Turn’d terrible in vengeance. Front to front
They stood, and each for the death-blow prepared
His angry might. At once their weapons fell,
The Frenchman’s battle-axe, and the good sword
Of Talbot. He, stunn’d by the weighty blow,    636
Sunk senseless, by his followers from the field
Convey’d with timely speed: nor had his blade
Fallen vainly on the Frenchman’s crested helm,
Tho’ weak to wound; for from his eyes the fire
Sparkled, and back recoiling with the blow,    641
He in the Maiden’s arms astounded fell.
 

But now their troops all captainless confused,
Fear seized the English. Not with more dismay
When over wild Caffraria’s wooded hills    645
Echoes the lion’s roar, the timid herd
Fly the death-boding sound. The forts they seek,
Now reckless which, so from that battle’s rage
A present refuge. On their flying ranks
The victors press, and mark their course with blood.
 

But loud the trumpet of retreat resounds,    651
For now the westering sun with many a hue
Streak’d the gay clouds.
 

“Dunois!” the Maiden cried,
“Form now around yon stronger pile the siege,
There for the night encamping.” So she said.    655
The chiefs to Orleans for their needful food,
And enginery to batter that huge pile,
Dismiss’d a troop, and round the Tournelles led
The host beleaguering. There they pitch their tents,
And plant their engines for the morrow’s war,    660
Then to their meal, and o’er the cheerful bowl
Recount the tale of danger; soon to rest
Betaking them, for now the night drew on.
 




JOAN OF ARC. THE EIGHTH BOOK.
 

Now was the noon of night, and all was still,
Save where the sentinel paced on his rounds
Humming a broken song. Along the camp
High flames the frequent fire. The Frenchmen there,
On the bare earth extended, rest their limbs    5
Fatigued, their spears lay by them, and the shield
Pillow’d the helmed head: secure they slept,
And busy in their dreams they fought again
The fight of yesterday.
But not to Joan,
But not to her, most wretched, came thy aid,    10
Soother of sorrows, Sleep I no more her pulse,
Amid the battle’s tumult throbbing fast,
Allow’d no pause for thought. With clasp’d hands now
And with fix’d eyes she sat, and in her mind
The spectres of the days departed rose,    15
A melancholy train! Upon the gale
The raven’s croak was heard; she started then,
And passing through the camp with hasty step
She sought the field of blood.
The night was calm;
Nor ever clearer welkin canopied    20
Chaldea, while the watchful shepherd’s eye
Survey’d the host of heaven, and mark’d them rise
Successive, and successively decay,
Lost in the stream of light, as lesser springs
Amid Euphrates’ current. The high wall    25
Cast a deep shadow, and the Maiden’s feet
Stumbled o’er carcasses and broken arms;
And sometimes did she hear the heavy groan
Of one yet struggling in the pangs of death.
She reach’d the spot where Theodore was slain    30
Before Fort London’s gate; but vainly there
Sought she the youth, on every clay-cold face
Gazing with such a look as though she fear’d
The thing she sought. And much she marvell’d then,
For there the victim of his vengeful arm,    35
And close beside where he himself had fallen,
Known by the buckler’s blazon’d heraldry,
Salisbury lay dead. So as the Virgin stood
Looking around the plain, she mark’d a man
Pass slowly on, as burthen’d. Him to aid    40
She sped, and soon with unencumber’d speed
O’ertaking, thus bespake him: “Dost thou bear
Some slaughter’d friend? or is it one whose wounds
Leave yet a hope of life? oh! if he lives,
I will with earnest prayer petition heaven    45
To shed its healing on him!”
 

So she said,
And as she spake stretch’d forth her careful hands
To ease the burthen. “Warrior!” he replied,
“Thanks for thy proffer’d aid: but he hath ceased
To suffer, and my strength may well suffice    50
To bear him hence for burial. Fare thee well!
The night is far advanced; thou to the camp
Return: it fits not darkling thus to stray.”
 

“Conrade!” the Maid exclaim’d, for well she knew
His voice:...With that she fell upon his neck    55
And cried, “my Theodore!... But wherefore thus
Through the dead midnightdost thou bear his corse?”
“Peace, Maiden!” C onrade cried,<f collect thy soul!
He is but gone before thee to that world
Whither thou soon must follow! Yestermorn,    60
Ere yet from Orleans to the war we went,
He pour’d his tale of sorrow on mine ear.
Lo, Conrade, where she moves! beloved Maid!
Devoted for the realm of France she goes,
Abandoning for this the joys of life,    65
Yea.. life itself! Yet on my heart her words
Vibrate. If she must perish in the war,
I will not live to bear the thought that I
Perhaps might have preserved her. I will go
In secret to protect her. If I fall,..    70
And trust me I have little love of life...
Do thou in secret bear me from the field,
Lest haply I might meet her wandering eye
A mangled corpse. She must not know my fate.
Do this last act of friendship, and in the stream    75
Cast me,.. she then may think of Theodore
Without a pang.” Maiden, I vow’d with him
To take our place in battle by thy side,
And make thy safety our peculiar care.
And now I hoped thou hadst not seen him fall.”    80
Saying thus he laid the body on the ground.
With steady eye the wretched Maiden view’d
That life-left tenement: his batter’d arms
Were with the night-dews damp; his brown hair clung
Gore-clotted in the wound, and one loose lock    85
Play’d o’er his cheek’s black paleness. ‘‘Gallant youth!”
She cried, “I would to God the hour were come
When I might meet thee in the bowers of bliss!
No, Theodore! the sport of winds and waves
Thy body shall not float adown the stream!    90
Bear him with me to Orleans, there to rest
In holy ground, where priests may say their prayers
And hymn the requiem to his parted soul.
So will not Elinor in bitterness
Lament that no dear friend to her dead child    95
Paid the last office.”
 

From the earth they lift
Their mournful burthen, and along the plain
Pass with slow footsteps to the city gate.
The obedient sentinel, knowing Conrade’s voice,
Admits them at that hour, and on they go,    100
Till in the neighbouring abbey’s porch arrived
They rest the lifeless load.
 

Loud rings the bell;
The awaken’d porter turns the heavy door.
To him the Virgin! “Father, from the slain
On yonder field, a dear-loved friend we bring    105
Hither for Christian sepulture: chant ye
The requiem to his soul: to-morrow eve
I will return, and in the narrow house
Will see him laid to rest.” The father knew
The Prophetess, and humbly bow’d assent.    110
Now from the city, o’er the shadowy plain,
Backward they bend their way. From silent thoughts
The Maid awakening cried, “There was a time,
When thinking on my closing hour of life,    114
Though with a mind resolved, some natural fears
Shook my weak frame: but now the happy hour,
When this emancipated soul shall burst
The cumbrous fetters of mortality,
I look for wishfully. Conrade! my friend,
This wounded heart would feel another pang    120
Shouldst thou forsake me.”
 

“Joan!” the chief replied,
“Along the weary pilgrimage of life
Together will we journey, and beguile
The painful way with hope,.. such hope as fix’d
On heavenly things, brings with it no deceit,    125
Lays up no food for sorrow, and endures
From disappointment safe.”
 

Thus communing
They reach’d the camp, yet hush’d; there separating,
Each in the post allotted, restless waits    129
The day-break.
 

Morning came: dim through the shade
The twilight glimmers; soon the brightening clouds
Imbibe the rays, and o’er the landscape spread
The dewy light. The soldiers from the earth
Arise invigorate, and each his food
Receives, impatient to renew the war.    135
Dunois his javelin to the Tournelles points,
“Soldiers of France! behold your foes are there!”
As when a band of hunters, round the den
Of some wood-monster, point their spears, elate
In hope of conquest and the future feast,    140
When on the hospitable board their spoil
Shall smoke, and they, as foaming bowls go round,
Tell to their guests their exploits in the chase;
They with their shouts of exultation make
The forest ring; so elevate of heart,    145
With such loud clamours for the fierce assault
The French prepare. Nor, keeping now the lists
Dare the disheartened English man to man
Meet the close conflict. From the barbican,
Or from the embattled wall at random they    150
Their arrows and their death-fraught enginery
Discharged; meantime the Frenchmen did not cease
With well-directed shafts their loftier foes
To assail: behind the guardian pavais fenced,
They at the battlements their arrows aim’d,    155
Showering an iron storm, whilst o’er the bayle,
The bayle now levell’d by victorious France,
The assailants pass’d with all their mangonels;
Or tortoises, beneath whose roofing safe,
They, filling the deep moat, might for the towers
Make fit foundation; or with petraries,    161
War-wolves, and beugles, and that murderous sling
The matafund, from whence the ponderous stone
Made but one wound of him whom in its way,
It met; no pious hand might then compose    165
The crush’d and mangled corpse to be conveyed
To where his fathers slept: a dreadful train
Prepared by Salisbury o’er the town besieged
For hurling ruin; but that dreadful train
Must hurl its ruin on the invader’s head,    170
Such retribution righteous heaven decreed.
Nor lie the English trembling, for the fort
Was ably garrison’d. Glacidas, the chief,
A gallant man, sped on from place to place
Cheering the brave; or if an archer’s hand,    175
Palsied, with fear, shot wide his ill-aim’d shaft,
Driving him from the ramparts with reproach
And shame. He bore an arbalist himself,
A weapon for its sure destructiveness
Abominated once; wherefore of yore    180
The assembled fathers of the Christian church
Pronounced the man accursed whose impious hand
Should use the murderous engine. Such decrees
Befitted them as ministers of peace,
To promulgate, and with a warning voice,    185
To cry aloud and spare not, ‘woe to them
Whose hands are full of blood!’
 

An English king,
The lion-hearted Richard, their decree
First broke, and rightly was he doom’d to fall
By that forbidden weapon; since that day    190
Frequent in fields of battle, and from far
To many a good knight bearing his death wound
From hands unknown. With such an instrument
Arm’d on the ramparts, Glacidas his eye
Cast on the assailing host. A keener glance    195
Darts not the hawk when from the feather’d tribe
He marks his prey.
 

A Frenchman for his aim
He chose, who kneeling by the trebuchet,
Charged its long sling with death. Him Glacidas
Secure behind the battlements, beheld,    200
And strung his bow; then bending on one knee,
He in the groove the feather’d quarrel placed,
And levelling with sure eye, his victim mark’d.
The bow-string twang’d, swift on its way the dart
Whizz’d, and it struck, there where the helmet’s clasps
Defend the neck; a weak protection now,    206
For through the tube which draws the breath of life
Pierced the keen shaft; blood down the unwonted way
Gush’d to the lungs: prone fell the dying man
Grasping, convulsed, the earth; a hollow groan    210
In his throat struggled, and the dews of death
Stood on his livid cheek. The days of youth
He had pass’d peaceful, and had known what joys
Domestic love bestows, the father once
Of two fair children; in the city hemm’d    215
During the siege, he had beheld their cheeks
Grow pale with famine, and had heard their cries
For bread. His wife, a broken-hearted one,
Sunk to the cold grave’s quiet, and her babes
With hunger pined, and follow’d; he survived,    220
A miserable man, and heard the shouts
Of joy in Orleans, when the Maid approach’d,
As o’er the corpse of his last little one
He heap’d the unhallowed earth. To him the foe
Perform’d a friendly part, hastening the hour    225
Grief else had soon brought on.
 

The English chief,
Pointing again his arbalist, let loose
The string; the quarrel, by that impact driven,
True to its aim, fled fatal: one it struck
Dragging a tortoise to the moat, and fix’d    230
Deep in his liver; blood and mingled gall
Flow’d from the wound, and writhing with keen pangs,
Headlong he fell. He for the wintry hour
Knew many a merry ballad and quaint tale,
A man in his small circle well-beloved.    235
None better knew with prudent hand to guide
The vine’s young tendrils, or at vintage time
To press the full-swoln clusters; he, heart-glad,
Taught his young boys the little all he knew,
Enough for happiness. The English host    240
Laid waste his fertile fields: he, to the war,
By want compell’d, adventured, in his gore
Now weltering.
 

Nor the Gallic host remit
Their eager efforts; some, the watery fence,
Beneath the tortoise roof’d, with engines apt    245
Drain painful; part, laden with wood, throw there
Their buoyant burthens, labouring so to gain
Firm footing: some the mangonels supply,
Or charging with huge stones the murderous sling,
Or petrary, or in the espringal    250
Fix the brass-winged arrows: hoarse around
The uproar and the din of multitudes
Arose. Along the ramparts Gargrave went,
Cheering the English troops; a bow he bore;
The quiver rattled as he moved along.    255
He knew aright to aim his feather’d shafts,
Well-skill’d to pierce the mottled roebuck’s side,
O’ertaken in his speed. Him passing on,
A ponderous stone from some huge martinet,
Struck: on his breast-plate falling, the huge weight
Shattered the bone, and to his mangled lungs    261
Drove in the fragments. On the gentle brow
Of a fair hill, wood-circled, stood his home,
A stately mansion, far and wide from whence
The sight ranged unimpeded, and survey’d    265
Streams, hills, and forests, fair variety!
The traveller knew its hospitable towers,
For open were the gates, and blazed for all
The friendly fire. By glory lured, the youth    269
Went forth; and he had bathed his falchion’s edge
In many a Frenchman’s blood; now crush’d beneath
The ponderous fragments force, his lifeless limbs
Lie quivering.
 

Lo! towards the levelled moat
A moving tower the men of Orleans wheel
Four stages elevate. Above was hung,    275
Equalling the walls, a bridge; in the lower stage
A battering-ram: within a chosen troop
Of archers, through the opening, shot their shafts.
In the loftiest part was Conrade, so prepared
To mount the rampart; for, no hunter he,    280
He loved to see the dappled foresters
Browze fearless on their lair, with friendly eye,
And happy in beholding happiness,
Not meditating death: the bowman’s art
Therefore he little knew, nor was he wont    285
To aim the arrow at the distant foe,
But uprear in close conflict, front to front,
His battle-axe, and break the shield and helm,
First in the war of men. There too the Maid
Awaits, impatient on the wall to wield    290
Her falchion. Onward moves the heavy tower,
Slow o’er the moat and steady, though the foe
Shower’d there their javelins, aim’d their engines there,
And from the arbalist the fire-tipt dart
Shot burning through the sky. In vain it flamed,
For well with many a reeking hide secured,    296
Pass’d on the dreadful pile, and now it reach’d
The wall. Below, with forceful impulse driven,
The iron-headed engine swings its stroke,
Then back recoils; while they within who guide,
In backward step collecting all their strength,    301
Anon the massy beam with stronger arm
Drive full and fierce. So rolls the swelling sea
Its curly billows to the unmoved foot
Of some huge promontory, whose broad base    305
Breaks the rough wave; the shiver’d surge rolls back,
Till, by the coming billow borne, it bursts
Again, and foams with ceaseless violence:
The wanderer, on the sunny clift outstretch’d,
Harks to the roaring surges, as they rock    310
His weary senses to forgetfulness.
 

But nearer danger threats the invaders now,
For on the ramparts, lower’d from above
The bridge reclines. An universal shout
Rose from the hostile hosts. The exultant French
Break out in loud rejoicing, whilst the foe    316
Raise a responsive cry, and call aloud
For speedy succour there, with deafening shout
Cheering their comrades. Not with louder din
The mountain-torrent flings precipitate    320
Its bulk of waters, though amid the fall
Shatter’d, and dashing silvery from the rock.
 

Lo! on the bridge forth comes the undaunted man,
Conrade! the gather’d foes along the wall
Throng opposite, and on him point their pikes,    325
Cresting with armed men the battlements
He undismay’d, though on that perilous height,
Stood firm, and hurl’d his javelin; the keen point
Pierced through the destined victim, where his arm
Join’d the broad breast: a wound which skilful care
Haply had heal’d; but, him disabled now    331
For farther service, the unpitying throng
Of his tumultuous comrades from the wall
Thrust headlong. Nor did Conrade cease to throw
His deadly javelins fast, for well within    335
The tower was stored with weapons, to his hand
Quickly supplied. Nor did the mission’d Maid
Rest idle from the combat; she, secure,
Aim’d the keen quarrel, taught the cross-bow’s use
By the willing mind that what it well desires    340
Gains aptly: nor amid the numerous throng,
Though haply erring from their destin’d mark,
Sped her sharp arrows frustrate. From the tower
Ceaseless the bow-strings twang: the knights below,
Each by his pavais bulwark’d, thither aim’d    345
Their darts, and not a dart fell woundless there;
So thickly throng’d they stood, and fell as fast
As when the monarch of the East goes forth
From Gemna’s banks and the proud palaces
Of Delhi, the wild monsters of the wood    350
Die in the blameless warfare: closed within
The still-contracting circle, their brute force
Wasting in mutual rage, they perish there,
Or by each other’s fury lacerate,
The archer’s barbed arrow, or the lance    355
Of some bold youth of his first exploits vain,
Rajah or Omrah, in the war of beasts
Venturous, and learning thus the love of blood.
 

Shouts of alarm ring now along the wall,    359
For now the French their scaling ladders place,
And bearing high their bucklers, to the assault
Mount fearless: from above the furious troops
Fling down such weapons as inventive care
Or frantic rage supplies: huge stones and beams
Crush the assailants; some, thrust from the height,
Fall living to their death; tormented some    366
And writhing wildly as the liquid lead
Consumes their flesh, leap desperately down,
To end their pain by death. Still others mount,
And by their fellows’ fate unterrified,    370
Still dare the perilous way. Nor dangerless
To the English was the fight, though where they stood
The vantage-place was theirs; for them amidst
Fast fled the arrows there; and brass-wing’d darts,
There driven resistless from the espringal,    375
Keeping their impulse even in the wound,
Whirl as they pierce the victim. Some fall crush’d
Beneath the ponderous fragment that descends
The heavier from its height: some the long lance,
Whizzing impetuous on its viewless way,    380
Transfix’d. The cannon ever and anon
With thunder rent the air; conflicting shouts
And war-cries French and English rung around,
And Saints and Devils were invoked in prayers
And execrations, Heaven and Hell adjured.    385
 

Conrade, meantime, who stood upon the bridge,
With many a well-aim’d javelin dealing death,
Made way upon the rampart and advanced
With wary valour o’er his slaughter’d foes.
Two youths, the boldest of the English host,    390
Essay’d to thrust him from that perilous height;
At once they press’d upon him: he, his axe
Dropping, the dagger drew: one through the throat
He pierced, and swinging his broad buckler round,
Struck down his comrade. Even thus unmoved,
Stood Corineus, the sire of Guendolen,    396
When grappling with his monstrous enemy
He the brute vastness held aloft, and bore,
And headlong hurl’d, all shatter’d to the sea,
Down from the rock’s high summit, since that day
Him, hugest of the giants, chronicling,    401
Called Langoemagog.
 

Behold the Maid
Bounds o’er the bridge, and to the wind displays
Her hallowed banner. At that welcome sight
A general shout of acclamation rose,    405
And loud, as when the tempest-tossing forest
Roars to the roaring wind. Then terror seized
The garrison; and tired anew with hope,
The fierce assailants to their prize rush on
Resistless. Vainly do their English foes    410
Hurl there their beams, and stones, and javelins,
And fire-brands; fearless in the escalade,
The assailants mount, and now upon the wall
Wage equal battle.
 

Burning at the sight
With indignation, Glacidas beheld    415
His troops fly scatter’d; fast on every side
The foe up-rushing eager to their spoil;
The holy standard waving; and the Maid
Fierce in pursuit. “Speed but this arrow, Heaven!”
The chief exclaim’d, “and I shall fall content.”
So saying, he his sharpest quarrel chose,    421
And fix’d the bow-string, and against the Maid
Levelling, let loose: her arm was raised on high
To smite a fugitive; he glanced aside,
Shunning her deadly stroke, and thus received    425
The chieftain’s arrow: through his ribs it pass’d,
And cleft that vessel whence the purer blood
Through many a branching channel o’er the frame
Meanders.
 

“Fool!” the exasperate knight exclaim’d,
“Would she had slain thee! thou hast lived too long.”
Again he aim’d his arbalist: the string    431
Struck forceful: swift the erring arrow sped
Guiltless of blood, for lightly o’er the court
Bounded the warrior Virgin. Glacidas
Levell’d his bow again; the fated shaft    435
Fled true, and difficultly through the mail
Pierced to her neck, and tinged its point with blood.
“She bleeds! she bleeds!” exulting cried the chief;
“The sorceress bleeds! nor all her hellish arts
Can charm my arrows from their destin’d course.”
Ill-fated man! in vain with eager hand    441
Placing thy feather’d quarrel in its groove,
Dream’st thou of Joan subdued! She from her neck
Plucking the shaft unterrified, exclaim’d,
“This is a favour! Frenchmen, let us on!
“   5
Escape they cannot from the hand of God!”
But Conrade, rolling round his angry eyes,
Beheld the English chieftain as he arm’d
Again the bow: with rapid step he strode;
And Glacidas perceiving his approach,    450
At him the quarrel turn’d, which vainly sent,
Fell blunted from his buckler. Conrade came
And lifting high the deadly battle-axe,
Through pouldron and through shoulder deeply driven
Buried it in his bosom: prone he fell,    455
The cold air rush’d upon his heaving heart.
One whose low lineage gave no second name
Was Glacidas, a gallant man, and still
His memory in the records of the foe
Survives.
 

And now dishearten’d at his fall    460
The vanquish’d English fly towards the gate,
Seeking the inner court, as yet in hope
To abide a second siege, and with their friends
Find present refuge there. Mistaken men!
The vanquish’d have no friends! defeated thus,
Press’d by pursuit, in vain with eager voice    466
They call their comrades in the suppliant tones
Of pity now, now with the bitter curse
Of fruitless anger; they indeed within
Fast from the ramparts cast upon the French    470
Beams, stones, and javelins,.. but the gate is barr’d,
The huge portcullis down!
 

Then terror seized
Their hopeless hearts: some, furious in despair,
Turn on their foes; fear-palsied some await
The coming death; some drop the useless sword,
And cry for mercy.
 

Then the Maid of Arc    476
Took pity on the vanquish’d; and she call’d
Aloud, and cried unto the host of France,
And bade them cease from slaughter. They obey’d
The delegated Damsel. Some there were    480
Apart who communed murmuring, and of those
Graville address’d her: “Prophetess! our troops
Are few in number; and to well secure
These many prisoners such a force demands,
As should we spare might shortly make us need
The mercy we bestow; not mercy then,    386
Rather to these our soldiers, cruelty.
Justice to them, to France, and to our king,
And that regard wise nature hath in each
Implanted of self-safety, all demand    490
Their deaths.”
 

“Foul fall such evil policy!”
The indignant Maid exclaim’d. “I tell thee, chief,
GOD is with us! but GOD shall hide his face
From them, short-sighted they, as hard of heart,
Who disregarding all that mitigates,    495
All that ennobles dreadful war, shed blood
Like water; who in the deceitful scales
Of worldly wisdom, dare to counterpoise
The right with the expedient, and resolve
Without compunction, as the beam inclines    500
Held in a faultering or a faithless hand.
These men shall live to see their homes again,
Some to be welcomed there with tears of joy
By those who to the latest hour of life
Will in their grateful prayers remember us.    505
And when that hour shall come to us, that comes
To all, how gladly should we then exchange
Renown however splendid, for the thought
That we have saved one victim from the sword,..
If only one,.. who begs for us from Heaven    510
That mercy which to others we have shown!”
 

Turning to Conrade, then she said, “Do thou
Appoint an escort for the prisoners.
Thou need’st not be reminded they are men,
Rather by fortune, or by fate, than choice,    515
Brought hither from their homes to work our bale,
And for their own not less; but yielded thus
Whom we must neither treat as enemies
Nor trust as friends, but in safe keeping hold,
Both for their own security and ours.”    520
 

She said: when Conrade cast his eyes around,
And saw from man to man where Francis ran,
Bidding them spare the vanquish’d; him he hail’d.
“The Maid hath bade me chuse a leader forth
To guard the prisoners;  thou shalt be the man;
For thou wilt guard them with due diligence,    526
Yet not forgetful of humanity.”
 

Meantime the garrison of that strong-hold,
Who lest the French should enter, had exposed
Their comrades to the sword, sustain’d the siege
In desperate valour. Fast against the walls    531
The battering-ram was driven; the mangonels
Plied at the ramparts fast; the catapults
Drove there their dreadful darts; the war-wolfs there
Hurl’d their huge stones; and, through the kindled sky,
The engines shower’d their sheets of liquid fire.    536
 

“Feel ye not, comrades, how the ramparts shake?”
Exclaim’d a daring Englishman. “Our foes
In woman-like compassion, have dismiss’d
A powerful escort, weakening thus themselves,    540
And giving us fair hope, in equal field,
Of better fortune. Sorely here annoy’d,
And slaughter’d by their engines from afar,
We perish. Vainly may the soldier boast
Undaunted courage and the arm of strength,    545
If thus pent up, like some wild beast he falls,
Mark’d for the hunter’s arrows. Let us out
And meet them in the battle, man to man,
Either to conquer, or at least to die    549
A soldier’s death.”
 

“Nay, nay.. not so,” replied
One of less hopeful courage. “Though they point
Their engines here, our archers not in vain
Discharge their quarrels. Let the walls and works
Still be defended; it will then be time
To meet them in the battle man to man,    555
When these shall fail us.”
 

Scarcely had he said,
When a huge stone, thrown from some petrary
Smote him upon the breast, and with dismay
Fill’d all around; for as it shattered him,,
His blood besprinkled them, and they beheld    560
His mangled lungs lie quivering.
 

“Such the fate
Of those who trust them to their walls’ defence!”
Again exclaim’d the soldier: “Thus they fall,
Betray’d by their own fears. Courage alone
Can save us.”
 

Nor to draw them from the fort
Now needed eloquence; with one accord    56
They bade him lead the onset Forth they rush’d
Impetuous. With such fury o’er the plain,
Swoln by the autumnal tempest, Vega rolls
His rapid waters, when the gathered storm,    570
Ou the black heights of Hatteril bursting, swells
The tide of desolation..
 

Then the Maid
Spake to the son of Orleans, “Let our troops
Fall back, so shall the English in pursuit
Leave this strong fortress, thus an easy prey.”    575
Time was not for long counsel. From the court,
Obedient to Dunois, the French retire
As if at the irruption of their foes
Dishearten’d; they, with shouts and loud uproar,
Haste to their fancied conquest: Joan, the while
Placing a small but gallant garrison,    581
Bade them secure the gates; then sallying forth,
With such fierce onset charged them in the rear,
That terror smote the English, and they wish’d
Again that they might hide them in their walls    585
Rashly abandoned, for now wheeling round
Dunois attack’d their flank. All captainless,
Ill-marshall’d, ill-directed, in vain rage
They waste their furious efforts, falling fast
Before the Maid’s good falchion and the arm    590
Of Conrade: loud was heard the mingled sound
Of arms and men; the soil, that trampled late
By multitudes, sent up its stifling clouds
Of dust, was miry now with human blood.
 

On the fort’s summit Talbot mark’d the fight,
And calling for his arms impatiently,    596
Eager to issue forth, was scarce withheld,
For now, dishearten’d and discomfited,
The troops took flight.
 

Upon the bridge there stood
A strong-built tower, commanding o’er the Loire.
The traveller sometimes linger’d on his way,    601
Marking the playful tenants of the stream,
Seen in its shadow, stem the sea-ward tide;
This had the invaders won in hard assault,
Before the delegate of Heaven came forth    605
And made them fear who never fear’d till then.
Thither the English troops with hasty steps
Retired, not utterly defeated yet,
But mindful of defence: the garrison
Them thus retreating saw, and open threw    610
Their guarded gates, and on the Gallic host,
Covering their vanquish’d fellows, pour’d their shafts.
Cheek’d in pursuit they stop. Then Graville cried,
“Ill, Maiden, hast thou done! those valiant troops
Thy womanish pity has dismiss’d, with us    615
Conjoin’d might press upon the vanquish’d foe,
Though aided thus, and plant the lilied flag
Victorious on yon tower.”
 

“Dark-minded man!”
The Maid of Orleans answer’d, “to act well
Brings with itself an ample recompence.    620
I have not rear’d the Oriflamme of death..
Now God forbid! The banner of the Lord
Is this, and come what will, me it behoves,
Mindful of Him whose minister I am,
To spare the fallen foe: that gracious God    625
Sends me a messenger of mercy forth,
Sends me to save this ravaged realm of France,
To England friendly as to all the world,
Only to those an enemy, whose lust
Of sway makes them the enemies of man.”    630
 

She said, and suddenly threw off her helm;
Her bosom heaved,.. her cheek grew red,.. her eyes
Beam’d with a wilder lustre. “Thou dost deem
That I have illy spared so large a band,
Disabling from pursuit our weaken’d troops;..    635
God is with us!” she cried.. “God is with us!
Our champion manifest!”
 

Even as she spake,
The tower, the bridge, and all its multitudes,
Sunk with a mighty crash.
 

Astonishment
Seized on the French; an universal cry    640
Of terror burst from them. Crush’d in the fall,
Or by their armour hopelessly weigh’d down,
Or while they plied their unencumber’d arms,
Caught by some sinking wretch, who grasp’d them fast,
Shrieking they sunk, while frequent fragments huge
Fell in the foaming current From the fort    646
Talbot beheld, and gnash’d his teeth, and cursed
The more than mortal Virgin; whilst the towers
Of Orleans echoed to the loud uproar,
And all who heard trembled, and cross’d their breasts,
And as they hasten’d to the city-walls,    651
Told fearfully their beads.
 

’Twas now the hour
When o’er the plain the fading rays of eve
Their sober light effuse; when the lowing herd,
Slow as they move to shelter, draw behind    655
Their lengthening shadows; and toward his nest,
As heavily he flaps the dewy air,
The hoarse rook breathes his melancholy note.
“Now then, Dunois, for Orleans!” cried the Maid,
“And give we to the flames these monuments    660
Of sorrow and disgrace. The ascending flames
Will to the dwellers of yon rescued town
Rise with a joyful splendour, while the foe
Behold and tremble.”
 

As she spake, they ran    664
To burn the forts; they shower their wild fire there,
And high amid the gloom the ascending flames
Blaze up; then joyful of their finish’d toil
The host retire. Hush’d is the field of fight
As the calm’d ocean, when its gentle waves
Heave slow and silent, wafting tranquilly    670
The shatter’d fragments of some midnight wreck.
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FAR through the shadowy sky the ascending flames
Stream’d their fierce torrents, by the gales of night
Now curl’d, now flashing their long lightnings up
That made the stars seem pale; less frequent now
Through the red volumes briefer splendours shot,    5
And blacker waves roll’d o’er the darken’d heaven.
Dismay’d amid the forts which yet remain’d
The invaders saw, and clamour’d for retreat,
Deeming that aided by invisible powers
The Maid went forth to conquer. Not a sound    10
Moved on the air but fill’d them with vague dread
Of unseen dangers; if a sudden blast
Arose, through every fibre a deep fear
Crept shivering, and to their expecting minds
Silence itself was dreadful. One there was    15
Who, learning wisdom in the hour of ill,
Exclaim’d, “I marvel not that the Most High
Hath hid his face from England! Wherefore thus
Quitting the comforts of domestic life,
Came we to desolate this goodly land.    20
Making the drench’d earth rank with human blood,
Scatter pollution on the winds of Heaven?
Oh! that the sepulchre had closed its jaws
On the proud prelate, that blood-guilty man,
Who, trembling for the church’s ill-got wealth,    25
Bade our Fifth Henry claim the crown of France!
Oh!  that the grave had swallow’d him, ere he
Stirr’d up the sleeping claim, and sent him forth
To slaughter! Sure that holy hermit spake
The Almighty’s bidding, who in his career    30
Of conquest met the King, and bade him cease
The work of death, before the wrath divine
Fell heavy on his head... Full soon it fell
And sunk him to the grave;.. and soon that wrath
On us, alike in guilt, alike shall fall;    35
For thousands and ten thousands, by the sword
Cut off, and sent before the Eternal Judge,
With all their unrepented crimes upon them,
Cry out for vengeance; for the widow’s groan,
Though here she groan unpitied or unheard,    40
Is heard in heaven against us; o’er this land
For hills of human slain, unsepulchred,
Steam pestilence, and cloud the blessed sun!;
The wrath of God is on us,.. God hath raised
This Prophetess, and goes before her path;..    45
Our brethren, vainly valiant, fall beneath them,
Clogging with gore their weapons, or in the flood
Whelm’d like the Egyptian tyrant’s impious host,
Mangled and swoln, their blacken’d carcasses
Float on the tainted current! We remain,    50
For yet our rulers will pursue the war,
We still remain to perish by the sword,
Soon to appear before the throne of God,
Conscious, too late, of folly and of guilt,
Uninjured, unprovoked, who dared to risk    55
The life His goodness gave us, on the chance
Of war, and in obedience to our chiefs
Durst disobey our God.”
 

Then terror seized
The troops and late repentance; and they thought
The spirits of the mothers and their babes    60
Famish’d at Roan sat on the clouds of night,
Circling the forts, to hail with gloomy joy
The hour of vengeance.
 

Nor the English chiefs
Heard these loud murmurs heedless; counselling
They met despondent Suffolk, now their chief,    65
Since Salisbury fell, began.
 

“It now were vain
Lightly of this our more than mortal foe
To speak contemptuous. She hath vanquish’d us,
Aided by Hell’s leagued powers, nor aught avails
Man unassisted ‘gainst Infernal powers    70
To dare the conflict. Were it best remain
Waiting the doubtful aid of Burgundy,
Doubtful and still delay’d? or from this place,
Scene of our shame, retreating as we may,
Yet struggle to preserve the guarded towns    75
Of the Orleannois?”
 

He ceased, and with a sigh,
Struggling with pride that heaved his gloomy breast,
Talbot replied, “Our council little boots;
For by their numbers now made bold in fear
The soldiers will not fight, they will not heed    80
Our vain resolves, heart-wither’d by the spells
Of this accursed sorceress. Soon will come
The expected host from England; even now
Perchance the tall bark scuds across the deep
That bears my son: young Talbot comes,.. he comes
To find his sire disgraced! But soon mine arm,    86
By vengeance nerved, and shame of such defeat,
Shall from the crest-fall’n courage of yon witch,
Regain its ancient glory. Near the coast
Best is it to retreat, and there expect    90
The coming succour.”
 

Thus the warrior spake.
Joy ran through all the troops, as though retreat
Were safety. Silently in order’d ranks
They issue forth, favour’d by the thick clouds
Which mantled o’er the moon. With throbbing hearts
Fearful they speeded on; some in sad thoughts    96
Of distant England, and now wise too late,
Cursing in bitterness the evil hour
That led them from her shores; some in faint hope
Thinking to see their native land again;    100
Talbot went musing on his former fame,
Sullen and stem, and feeding on dark thoughts,
And meditating vengeance.
 

In the walls
Of Orleans, though her habitants with joy
Humbly acknowledged the high aid of Heaven,    105
Of many a heavy ill and bitter loss
Mindful, such mingled sentiments they felt
As one from shipwreck saved, the first warm glow
Of transport past, who contemplates himself
Preserved alone, a solitary wretch,    110
Possess’d of life indeed, but reft of all
That makes man love to live. The chieftains shared
The social bowl, glad of the town relieved,
And communing of that miraculous Maid,
Who came the saviour of the realm of France,    115
When vanquish’d in the frequent field of shame
Her bravest warriors trembled.
 

Joan the while
Fasting and silent to the convent pass’d,
Conrade with her, and Isabel; both mute,
Yet gazing on her oft with anxious eyes,    120
Looking the consolation that they fear’d
To give a voice to. Now they reach’d the dome:
The glaring torches o’er the house of death
Stream’d a sad splendour. Flowers and funeral herbs
Bedeck’d the bier of Theodore,.. the rue,    125
The dark green rosemary, and the violet,
That pluck’d like him wither’d in its first bloom.
Dissolved- in sorrow, Isabel her grief
Pour’d copiously, and Conrade also wept:
Joan only shed no tears, from her fix’d eye    130
Intelligence was absent, and she seem’d,
Though listening to the dirge of death, to hear
And comprehend it not, till in the grave,..
In his last home,.. now Theodore was laid,
And earth to earth upon the coffin thrown;    135
Then the Maid started at that mortal sound,
And her lip quiver’d, and on Isabel,
Trembling and faint, she leant, and pale as death.
Then in the priest arose an earnest hope,
 

That weary of the world and sick with woe,    140
The Maid might dwell with them a virgin vow’d.
“Ah, damsel!” slow he spake, and cross’d his breast,
“Ah, damsel! favour’d as thou art of heaven,
Let not thy soul beneath its sorrow sink
Despondent; Heaven by sorrow disciplines    145
The froward heart, and chastens whom it loves.
Therefore, companion of thy way of life,
Shall sorrow wean thee from this faithless world,
Where happiness provokes the traveller’s chase,
And like the midnight meteor of the marsh    150
Allures his long and perilous pursuit,
Then leaves him dark and comfortless. O Maid!
Fix thou thine eyes upon that heavenly dawn
Beyond the night of life! Thy race is run,
Thou hast deliver’d Orleans: now perfect    155
Thyself, accomplish all, and be the child
Of God. Amid these sacred haunts the groan
Of woe is never heard; these hallow’d roofs
Re-echo only to the pealing quire,
The chaunted mass, and virgin’s holy hymn,    160
Celestial sounds! Secluded hère, the soul
Receives a foretaste of her joys to come;
This is the abode of piety and peace;
Oh! be their inmate, Maiden! Come to rest,    164
Die to the world, and live espoused to Heaven!”
 

Then Conrade answered, “Father! heaven has call’d
This Maid to active duties.”
 

“Active!” cried
The astonish’d Monk; “thou dost not know the toils
This holy warfare asks; thou dost not know,
How powerful the attacks that Satan makes    170
By sinful Nature aided! Dost thou think
It is an easy task from the fond breast
To root affection out? to burst the cords
Which grapple to society the heart
Of social man? to rouse the unwilling spirit,    175
That, rebel to devotion, faintly pours
The cold lip-worship of the wearying prayer?
To fear and tremble at Him, yet to love ‘
A God of Terrors? Maid beloved of Heaven,
Come to this sacred trial! share with us    180
The day of penance and the night of prayer!
Humble thyself; feel thine own worthlessness,
A reptile worm, before thy birth condemn’d
To all the horrors of thy Maker’s wrath,
The lot of fallen mankind! Oh, hither come!    185
Humble thyself in ashes. So thy name
Shall live amid the blessed host of saints,
And unborn pilgrims at thy hallowed shrine
Pour forth their pious offerings.”
 

“Hear me, father!”
Exclaim’d the awaken’d Maid. “Amid these tombs,:
Cold as their clayey tenants, know, my heart    191
Must never grow to stone! Chill thou thyself,
And break thy midnight rest, and tell thy beads,
And labour through thy still repeated prayer;
Fear thou thy God of Terrors; spurn the gifts    195
He gave, and sepulchre thyself alive!
But far more valued is the vine that bends
Beneath its swelling clusters, than the dark
And joyless ivy, round the cloister’s wall
Wreathing its barren arms. For me I know    200
That I have faithfully obey’d my call,
Confiding not in mine own strength, but His
Who sent me forth to suffer and to do
His will; and in that faith I shall appear
Before the just tribunal of that God    205
Whom grateful love has taught me to adore!”
 

Severe she spake, for sorrow in her heart
Had wrought unwonted sternness. From the dome
They pass’d in silence, when with hasty steps,
Sent by the chiefs, a messenger they met,    210
Who, in alarm, the mission’d Virgin sought,
A bearer of ill tidings.
 

“Holy Maid!”
He said, “they ask thy counsel. Burgundy
Comes in the cause of England, and his troops  214
Scarce three leagues from the walls, a fearful power,
Rest tented for the night.”
 

“Say to the chiefs,
At morn I will be with them,” she replied;
“And to this urgency will give meantime
My nightly thoughts.”
 

So saying on she went
In thoughtful silence. A brief while she mused,    220
Brief, but sufficing to excite her soul,
As with a power and impulse not its own,
To some great purpose. “Conrade!” then she said,
“I pray thee meet me at the eastern gate    224
With a swift steed prepared,.. for I must hence.”
 

Her voice was calm, and Conrade through the gloom
Saw not the flush that witness’d on her cheek
Inward emotion at some thought conceived.
She to her quarters hastily repair’d.
There with a light and unplumed casquetel    230
She helm’d her head; hung from her neck the shield,
And forth she went Her Conrade by the gate
Awaited. “May I, Maiden, ask unblamed
Whither this midnight journey? may I share
The peril?” cried the warrior. She rejoin’d,    235
“This, Conrade, must not be. Alone I go.
That impulse of the soul which comes from God
Sends me. But thou of this remain assured,
If aught that I must enterprize required
Associate firmness, thou shouldst be the man,    240
Best,.. last,.. and only friend!”
 

So up she sprung
And left him. He beheld the warden close
The gate, and listen’d to her courser’s tramp,
Till soon upon his ear the far-off sound  244
Fell faintly, and was lost
 

Swift o’er the vale
Sped the good courser; eagerly the Maid
Gave the loose rein, and now her speed attain’d
The dark encampment -Through the sleeping ranks
Onward she past The trampling of her steed
Or mingled with the soldier’s busy dreams,    250
Or with vague terrors fill’d his startled sense,
Prompting a secret prayer.
 

So on she past
To where in loftier shade arose the tent
Of Burgundy: light leaping from her seat
She enter’d.
 

On the earth the chieftain slept,    255
His mantle scarft around him; near him hung
His helmet and his shield, and at his side
Within hand-reach his sword. Profound he slept,
Nor heard the coming courser’s sounding hoof,    259
Nor entering footstep. “Burgundy!” she cried,
“What, Burgundy! awake!” He started up
And saw the gleam of arms, and to his sword
Reach’d a quick hand. But what he now beheld
Thrill’d him, for full upon her face the lamp
Cast its deep glare, and in her solemn look    265
Was an unearthly meaning. Pale she was;
And in her eye a saintly lustre beam’d,
And that most calm and holiest confidence    268
That guilt knows never. “Burgundy, thou seest
THE MAID OF ORLEANS!”
 

As she spake, a voice
Exclaim’d, “Die, sorceress!” and a knight rush’d in,
Whose name by her illustrated yet lives,
Franquet of Arras. With uplifted arm
Furious he came; her buckler broke the blow,    274
And forth she flash’d her sword, and with a stroke
Swift that no eye could ward it, and of strength
No mail might blunt, smote on his neck, his neck
Unfenced, for he in haste aroused had cast
An armet on; resistless there she smote,
And to the earth prone fell the headless trunk    280
Of Franquet.
 

Then on Burgundy she fix’d
Her eye severe. “Go, chief, and thank thy God
That he with lighter judgements visits thee
Than fell on Sisera, or by Judith’s hand    284
He wrought upon the Assyrian! Thank thy God,
That when his vengeance smote the invading sons
Of England, equal though thou wert in guilt,
Thee he has spar’d to work by penitence
And better deeds atonement.”
 

Thus she spake,    290
Then issued forth, and bounding on her steed
Sped o’er the plain. Dark on the upland bank
The hedge-row trees distinct and colourless
Rose on the grey horizon, and the Loire
Form’d in its winding way islands of light    295
Amid the shadowy vale, when now she reach’d
The walls of Orleans.
 

From the eastern clouds
The sun came forth, as to the assembled chiefs
The Maiden pass’d. Her bending thitherwards
The Bastard met. “New perils threaten us,”    300
He said, “new toils await us; Burgundy,...”
 

“Fear not for Burgundy!” the Maid replied,
“Him will the Lord direct. Our earliest scouts
Shall tell his homeward march. What of the troops
Of England?”
 

“They,” the son of Orleans cried,
“By darkness favour’d, fled; yet not by flight    306
Shall these invaders now escape the arm
Of retribution. Even now our troops,
By battle unfatigued, unsatisfied
With conquest, clamour to pursue the foe.”    310
 

The delegated Damsel thus replied:
“So let them fly, Dunois! But other work
Than that of battle, now must be perform’d
We move not in pursuit, till we have paid
The rites of burial to our countrymen,    315
And hymn’d our gratitude to that All-just
Who gave the victory. Thou, meantime, dispatch
Tidings to Chinon: let the King set forth,
That crowning him before assembled France,
In Rheims delivered from the enemy,    320
I may accomplish all.”
 

So said the Maid,
Then to the gate moved on. The assembled troops
Beheld her coming, and they smote their shields,
And with one voice of greeting bless’d her name
And pray’d her to pursue the flying foe.    325
She waved her hand, and silently they stood,
Attentive while she spake;.. “Fellows in arms!
We must not speed to joyful victory,
And leave our gallant comrades where they lie,
For dogs, and wolves, and carrion-birds a prey;    330
Ere we advance, let us discharge to them
The duty that is due.”
 

So said the Maid;
And as she spake, the thirst of battles dies
In every breast, such awe and love pervade    334
The listening troops. They o’er the corse-strewn plain
Speed to their sad employment: some dig deep
The house of death; some bear the lifeless load;
Others the while search carefully around,
If haply they may find surviving yet
Some wounded wretches. As they labour thus,    340
They mark far off the iron-blaze of arms;
See distant standards waving on the air,
And hear the clarion’s clang. Then spake the Maid
To Conrade, and she bade him haste to espy
The coming army; or to meet their march    345
With friendly greeting, or if foes they came
With such array of battle as short space
Allow’d: the warrior sped across the plain,
And soon beheld the banner’d lilies wave.    319
 

Their chief was Richemont: he when as he heard
What rites employed the Virgin, straightway bade
His troops assist in burial; they, though grieved
At late arrival, and the expected day
Of conquest past, yet give their willing aid:
They dig the general grave, and thither bear    355
English or French alike commingled now,
And heap the mound of death.
 

Amid the plain
There was a little eminence, of old
Raised o’er some honoured chieftain’s narrow house.
His praise the song had ceased to celebrate,    360
And many an unknown age had the long grass
Waved o’er that nameless mound though barren now
Beneath the frequent tread of multitudes.
There elevate, the martial Maiden stood,.
Her brow unhelm’d, and floating on the wind    365
Her long dark locks. The silent troops around
Stood thickly throng’d, as o’er the fertile field
Billows the ripen’d com. The passing breeze
Bore not a murmur from the numerous host,
Such deep attention held them. She began.    370
 

“Glory to those who in their country’s cause
Fall in the field of battle! Countrymen,
I stand not here to mourn these gallant men,
Our comrades, nor with vain and idle phrase
Of sorrow and compassion, to console    375
The friends who loved them. They indeed who fall
Beneath oppression’s banner, merit well
Our pity; may the God of Peace and Love
Be merciful to those blood-guilty men
Who came to desolate the realm of France,    380
To make us bow the knee, and crouch like slaves
Before a foreign master. Give to these,
And to their wives and orphan little-ones
That on their distant father vainly cry    384
For bread, give these your pity!... Wretched men,
Forced or inveigled from their homes, or driven
By need and hunger to the trade of blood;
Or, if with free and willing mind they came,
Most wretched,.. for before the eternal throne
Guilty alike in act and will, they stand.    390
But our dead comrades for their country fought;
No arts they needed, nor the specious bribes
Of promise, to allure them to this fight,
This holy warfare! them their parents sent,    394
And as they raised their streaming eyes to Heaven;
Bade them go forth, and from the ruffian’s sword
Save their grey hairs: them their dear wives sent out,
Fix’d their last kisses on their armed hands,
And bade them in the battle think they fought
For them and for their children. Thus inflamed,
By every milder feeling, they went forth,    401
They fought, they conquer’d. To this holy ground
The men of Orleans in the days to come
Shall bring their boys, and tell them of the deeds
Their countrymen achieved, and bid them learn    405
Like them to love their country, and like them,
Should usurpation pour again its tide
Of desolation, to step forth and stem
Fearless, the furious torrent. Men of France,
Mourn not for these our comrades! boldly they    410
Fought the good fight, and that Eternal One,
Who bade the Angels harbinger his Word
With ‘Peace on earth,’ rewards them. We survive,
Honouring their memories to avenge their fall
Upon the unjust invaders. They may drain    415
Their kingdom’s wealth and lavishly expend
Its blood, insanely thinking to subdue
This wide and populous realm; for easier were it
To move the ancient mountains from their base,
Than on a nation knowing its own strength    420
To force a foreign yoke. France then is safe.
My glorious mission soon will be fulfill’d,
My work be done. But oh! remember ye,
And in their generation let your sons.
Transmit to theirs the all-concerning truth,    425
That a great people, wrongfully assail’d,
If faithful to themselves, and resolute
In duty to the last, betide what may,..
Although no signs be given, no miracles
Vouchsafed as now, no Prophetess ordain’d,    430
May yet with hope invincible hold on,
Relying on their courage, and their cause,
And the sure course of righteous Providence.
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THUS to the martyrs in their country’s cause
The Maiden gave their fame; and when she ceased,
Such murmur from the multitude arose,
As when at twilight hour the summer breeze
Moves o’er the elmy vale. There was not one    5
Who mourn’d with feeble sorrow for his friend,
Slain in the fight of freedom; or if chance
Remembrance with a tear suffused the eye,
The patriot’s joy shone through.
 

And now the rites
Of sepulture perform’d, the hymn to Heaven    10
They chaunted. To the town the Maid return’d,
Dunois, with her, and Richemont, and the man
Conrade, whose converse most the Virgin loved.
They of pursuit and of the future war
Sat communing; when loud the trumpet’s voice    15
Proclaim’d a herald’s coming.
 

“To the Maid,”
Such was his errand, “and to thee, Dunois,
Son of the chief he loved, Du Chastel sends
Greeting. The aged warrior hath not spared
All active efforts to partake your toil,    20
And serve his country; and though late arrived,
He share not in the fame your arms acquire
His heart is glad that he is late arrived,
And France preserved thus early. He were here
To join your host, and follow the pursuit,    25
But Richemont is his foe. To that high Lord
Thus says my master: We, though each to each,
Be hostile, are alike the embattled sons
Of our dear country. Therefore do thou join
The conquering troops, and prosecute success;    30
I will the while assault what guarded towns
Bedford yet holds in Orleannois: one day,
Perhaps the Constable of France may learn
He wrong’d Du Chastel.”
 

As the herald spake,
Richemont’s cheek redden’d, partly with a sense    35
Of shame, and partly anger half supprest
“Say to thy master,” eagerly he said,
“I am the foe of those court parasites
Who poison the King’s ear. Him who shall serve
Our country in the field, I hold my friend:    40
Such may Du Chastel prove.”
 

So said the chief.
And pausing as the herald went his way,
Turn’d to the Virgin: “If I guess aright,
It is not from a friendly tongue’s report,
That thou hast heard of me.”
 

Dissembling not    45
The unwelcome truth, “Yes, chieftain!” she replied,
“Report bespeaks thee haughty, violent,
Suffering no rival, brooking no controul,
And executing by unrighteous means
The judgements of thine own unlawful will.”    50
 

“But hear me, Maid of Orleans!” he exclaim’d:
“Should the wolf enter thy defenceless flock,
Were it a crime if thy more mighty force
Destroy’d the fell destroyer? If thy hand
Had slain a ruffian as he burst thy door -    55
Prepared for midnight murder, should’st thou feel
The weight of blood press heavy on thy soul?
I slew the wolves of state, the murderers
Of thousands. Joan! when rusted in its sheath
The sword of justice hung, blamest thou the man
That lent his weapon for the righteous deed?”    61
 

Conrade replied, “Nay, Richemont, it were well
To slay the ruffian as he burst thy doors;
But if he bear the plunder safely thence,  64
And thou should’st meet him on the future day,
Vengeance must not be thine: there is the law
To punish; and the law allowèth not,
That the accuser take upon himself
The judge’s part; still less doth it allow
That he should execute upon the accused    70
Untried, unheard, a sentence, which so given
Bccomes, whate’er the case, itself a crime.”
 

“Thou hast said wisely,” cried the constable;
“But there are guilty ones above the law,    74
Men whose black crimes exceed the utmost bound
Of private guilt; court vermin that buzz round,
And fly-blow the King’s ear, and make him waste,
In this most perilous time, his people’s wealth
And blood; immersed one while in sensual sloth,
Heedless though ruin threat the realm they rule;
And now projecting some mad enterprize,    81
Sending their troops to sure defeat and shame.
These are the men who make the King suspect
His wisest, faithfullest, best counsellors;
And for themselves and their dependents, seize    85
All places, and all profits; and they, wrest
To their own ends the statutes of the land,
Or safely break them; thus, or indolent,
Or active, ruinous alike to France.
Wisely thou sayest, warrior, that the Law    90
Should strike the guilty; but the voice of Justice
Cries out, and brings conviction as it cries,
Whom the laws cannot reach, the dagger should.”
 

The Maid replied, “It seemeth then, O chief,
That reasoning to thine own conviction thus,    95
Thou standest self-acquitted of all wrong,
Self-justified, yea, self-approved. I ask not
Whether this public zeal hath look’d askaunt
To private ends; men easily deceive
Others, and oft more easily themselves.    100
But what if one reasoning as thou hast done
Had in like course proceeded to the act,
One of the people, one of low degree,
In whom the strong desire of public good
Had grown to be his one sole sleepless thought,    105
A passion, and a madness; raised as high
Above all sordid motives as thyself;
Beneath such impulses of rivalry
And such ambitious projects, as perforce
Men will impute to thee? had such a man    110
Stood forth the self-appointed minister
To execute his own decrees of death,
The law on him had rightfully enforced
That sentence, which the Almighty hath enjoin’d
Of life for life. Thou, chief, art by thy rank    115
And power exempted from the penalty:
What then hast thou exampled,.. right and wrong
Confounding thus, and making lawless might
The judge in its own quarrel? Trust me, chief,
That if a people sorely are oppress’d,    120
The dreadful hour of overthrow will come
Too surely and too soon! He best meanwhile
Performs the sage’s and the patriot’s part,
Who in the ear of rage and faction breathes
The healing words of love.”
 

Thus communed they.
Meantime, all panic-struck and terrified,    126
The English urge their flight; by other thoughts
Possess’d than when, elate with arrogance,
They dreamt of conquest, and the crown of France
At their disposal. Of their hard-fought fields,    130
Of glory hardly-earn’d, and lost with shame,
Of friends and brethren slaughter’d, and the fate
Threatening themselves, they brooded sadly, now
Repentant late and vainly. They whom fear
Erst made obedient to their conquering march,    135
Rise on them in defeat, while they retire,
Marking their path with ruin, day by day
Leaving the weak and wounded destitute
To the foe’s mercy; thinking of their home,
Though to that far-off prospect scarcely hope    140
Could raise a sickly eye. Oh then what joy
Inspired anew their bosoms, when, like clouds
Moving in shadows down the distant hill,
They saw their coming succours! In each heart
Doubt raised a busy tumult; soon they knew    145
The English standard, and a general shout
Burst from the joyful ranks: yet came no joy
To Talbot: he, with dark and downward brow,
Mused sternly, till at length aroused to hope
Of vengeance, welcoming his gallant son,    150
He brake a sullen smile.
 

“Son of my age,
Welcome young Talbot to thy first of fields.
Thy father bids thee welcome, though disgraced,
Baffled, and flying from a woman’s arm!
Yes, by my former glories, from a woman!    155
The scourge of France, the conqueror of men,
Flying before a woman! Son of Talbot,
Had the winds wafted thee a few days sooner,
Thou hadst seen me high in honour, and thy name
Alone had scatter’d armies; yet, my son,    160
I bid thee welcome I here we rest our flight,
And face again the foe.”
 

So spake the chief;
And well he counsell’d: for not yet the sun
Had reach’d meridian height, when o’er the plain
Of Patay, they beheld the troops of France    165
Speed in pursuit. Soon as the troops of France
Beheld the dark battalions of the foe’
Shadowing the distant plain, a general shout
Burst from the expectant host, and on they prest,
Elate of heart and eager for the fight,    170
With clamours ominous of victory.
Thus urging on, one from the adverse host
Advanced to meet them: they his garb of peace
Knew, and they halted as the herald spake
His bidding to the chieftains. “Sirs!” he cried,
“I bear defiance to you from the Earl    176
William of Suffolk. Here on this fit ground,
He wills to give you battle, power to power,
So please you, on the morrow.”
 

“On the morrow
We will join battle then,” replied Dunois,    180
“And God befriend the right!” Then on the herald
A robe rich-furr’d and broider’d he bestow’d,
A. costly guerdon. Through the army spread
The unwelcome tidings of delay; possess’d
With agitating hopes they felt the hours    185
Pass heavily; but soon the night wain’d on,
And the loud trumpets’ blare from broken sleep
Roused them; a second time the thrilling blast
Bade them be arm’d, and at the third long sound
They ranged them in their ranks. From man to man
With pious haste hurried the confessors    191
To shrive them, lest with souls all unprepared
They to their death might go. Dunois meantime
Rode through the host, the shield of dignity
Before him borne, and in his hand he held    195
The white wand of command. The open helm
Disclosed that eye which temper’d the strong lines
Of steady valour, to obedient awe
Winning the will’s assent. To some he spake
Of late-earn’d glory; others, new to war,    200
He bade bethink them of the feats achieved
When Talbot, recreant to his former fame,
Fled from beleaguer’d Orleans. Was there one
Whom he had known in battle? by the hand
Him did he take, and bid him on that day    205
Summon his wonted courage, and once more
Support his chief and comrade. Happy he
Who caught his eye, or from the chieftain’s lips
Heard his own name I joy more inspiriting
Fills not the Persian’s soul, when sure he deems    210
That Mithra hears propitiously his prayer,
And o’er the scattered cloud of morning pours
A brighter ray responsive.
 

                 Then the host
Partook due food, this their last meal belike
Receiving with such thoughtful doubts as make    215
The soul, impatient of uncertainty,
Rush eager to the event; being thus prepared,
Upon the grass the soldiers laid themselves,
Each in his station, waiting there the sound
Of onset, that in undiminish’d strength    220
Strong, they might meet the battle; silent some
Pondering the chances of the coming day,
Some whiling with a careless gaiety
The fearful pause of action.
 

                 Thus the French
In such array and high in confident hope    225
Await the signal; whilst with other thoughts,
And ominous awe, once more the invading host
Prepare them in the field of fight to meet
The Prophetess. Collected in himself
Appear’d the might of Talbot. Through the ranks
He stalks, reminds them of their former fame,    231
Their native land, their homes, the friends they loved,
All the rewards of this day’s victory.
But awe had fill’d the English, and they struck
Faintly their shields; for they who had beheld    235
The hallowed banner with celestial light
Irradiate, and the mission’d Maiden’s deeds,
Felt their hearts sink within them, at the thought
Of her near vengeance; and the tale they told
Roused such a tumult in the new-come troops,    240
As fitted them for fear. The aged Earl
Beheld their drooping valour, and his brow,
Wrinkled with thought, bewray’d his inward doubts:
Still he was firm, though all might fly, resolved
That Talbot should retrieve his old renown,    245
And end his life with glory. Yet some hope
Inspired the veteran, as across the plain
Casting his eye, he mark’d the embattled strength
Of thousands; archers of unequalled skill,
Brigans and pikemen, from whose lifted points    250
A fearful radiance flash’d, and young esquires,
And high-born warriors, bright in blazon’d arms.
 

  Nor few, nor fameless were the English chiefs.
In many a field victorious, he was there,    254
The garter’d Fastolffe; Hungerford, and Scales,
Men who had seen the hostile squadrons fly
Before the arms of England; Suffolk there,
The haughty chieftain tower’d; blest had he fallen
Ere yet a courtly minion he was mark’d
By public hatred, and the murderer’s guilt!    260
There too the son of Talbot, young in arms,
Heir of a noble race and mighty name;
At many a tilt and tournament had he
Approved his skill and prowess; confident
In strength, and jealous of his future fame,    265
His heart beat high for battle. Such array
Of marshall’d numbers fought not on the field
Of Cressy, nor at Poitiers; nor such force
Led Henry to the fight of Agincourt
When thousands fell before him.
 

Onward move
The host of France. It was a goodly sight    271
To see the embattled pomp, as with the step
Of stateliness the barded steeds came on,..
To see the pennons rolling their long waves
Before the gale, and banners broad and bright    275
Tossing their blazonry, and high-plumed chiefs
Vidames and Seneschalls and Chastellains,
Gay with their bucklers’ gorgeous heraldry,
And silken surcoats to the mid-day sun    279
Glittering.
 

And now the knights of France dismount,
For not to brutal strength they deem’d it right
To trust their fame and their dear country’s weal;
Rather to manly courage, and the glow
Of honourable thoughts, such as inspire
Ennobling energy. Unhorsed, unspurr’d,   285
Their javelins shorten’d to a wieldy length,
They to the foe advanced. The Maid alone,
Conspicuous on a coal-black courser, meets
The war. They moved to battle with such sound
As rushes o’er the vaulted firmament,    290
When from his seat, on the utmost verge of heaven
That overhangs the void, the Sire of Winds.
Hræsvelger starting, rears his giant bulk,
And from his eagle pinions shakes the storm.
 

High on her stately steed the martial Maid    295
Rode foremost of the war; her burnish’d arms
Shone like the brook that o’er its pebbled course
Runs glittering gayly to the noon-tide sun.
The foaming courser, of her guiding hand
Impatient, smote the earth, and toss’d his mane,
And rear’d aloft with many a froward bound,    301
Then answered to the rein with such a step,
As, in submission, he were proud to show
His spirit unsubdued. Slow on the air
Waved the white plumes that shadow’d o’er her heim.
Even such, so fair, so terrible in arms,    306
Pelides moved from Scyros, where, conceal’d,
He lay obedient to his mother’s fears
A seemly damsel; thus the youth appear’d
Terribly graceful, when upon his neck    310
Deidameia hung, and with a look
That spake the tumult of her troubled soul,
Fear, anguish, and upbraiding tenderness,
Gazed on the father of her unborn babe.
 

An English knight, who eager for renown    315
Late left his peaceful mansion, mark’d the Maid.
Her power miraculous and portentous deeds
He from the troops had heard incredulous,
And scoff’d their easy fears, and vow’d that he,
Proving the magic of this dreaded girl    320
In equal battle, would dissolve the spell,
Powerless opposed to valor. Forth he spurr’d
Before the ranks; she mark’d the coming foe,
And fix’d her lance in rest, and rush’d along.
Midway they met; full on her buckler driven,    325
Shiver’d the English spear: her better force
Drove the brave foeman senseless from his seat
Headlong he fell, nor ever to the sense
Of shame awoke, for crowding multitudes    329
Soon crush’d the helpless warrior.
 

Then the Maid
Rode through the thickest battle; fast they fell,
Pierced by her forceful spear. Amid the troops
Plunged her strong war-horse, by the noise of arms
Elate and roused to rage, he tramples o’er,
Or with the lance protended from his front,    335
Thrusts down the thronging squadrons. Where she turns
 

The foe tremble and die. Such ominous fear
Seizes the traveller o’er the trackless sands,
Who marks the dread Simoom across the waste
Sweep its swift pestilence: to earth he falls,    340
Nor dares give utterance to the inward prayer,
Deeming the Genius of the desart breathes
The purple blast of death.
 

Such was the sound
As when a tempest, mingling air and sea,
Flies o’er the uptorn ocean: dashing high    345
Their foamy heads amid the incumbent clouds,
The madden’d billows with their deafening roar
Drown the loud thunder’s peal. In every form
Of horror, death was there. They fall, transfix’d
By the random arrow’s point, or fierce-thrust lance,
Or sink, all battered by the ponderous mace:    351
Some from their coursers thrown, lie on the earth,
Helpless because of arms, that weak to save,
Lengthened the lingering agonies of death.
But most the English fell, by their own fears    355
Betray’d, for fear the evil that it dreads
Increaseth. Even the chiefs, who many a day
Had met the war and conquer’d, trembled now,
Appall’d before the Maid miraculous.
As the blood-nurtur’d monarch of the wood,    360
That o’er the wilds of Afric in his strength
Resistless ranges, when the mutinous clouds
Burst, and the lightnings through the midnight sky
Dart their red fires, lies fearful in his den,
And howls in terror to the passing storm.    365
 

But Talbot, fearless where the bravest fear’d
Mow’d down the hostile ranks. The chieftain stood
Like a strong oak, amid the tempest’s rage,
That stands unharm’d, and while the forest falls
Uprooted round, lifts his high head aloft,    370
And nods majestic to the warring wind.
He fought, resolved to snatch the shield of death
And shelter him from shame. The very herd
Who fought near Talbot, though the Virgin’s name
Made their cheeks pale and drove the curdling blood
Back to their hearts, caught from his daring deeds
New force, and went like eaglets to the prey    377
Beneath their mother’s wing: to him they look’d,
Their tower of strength, and follow’d where his sword
Made through the foe a way. Nor did the son    380
Of Talbot shame his lineage; by his sire
Emulous he strove, like the young lionet
When first he bathes his murderous jaws in blood.
They fought intrepid, though amid their ranks
Fear and confusion triumph’d; for such dread    385
Possess’d the English, as the Etruscans felt,
When self-devoted to the infernal gods
The aweful Decius stood before the troops,
Robed in the victim garb of sacrifice,    389
And spake aloud, and call’d the shadowy powers
To give to Rome the conquest, and receive
Their willing prey; then rush’d amid the foe,
And died upon the hecatombs he slew.
 

But hope inspired the assailants. Xaintrailles there
Spread fear and death, and Orleans’ valiant son    395
Fought as when Warwick fled before his arm.
O’er all pre-eminent for hardiest deeds
Was Conrade. Where he drove his battle-axe,
Weak was the buckler or the helm’s defence,
Hauberk, or plated mail, through all it pierced,    400
Resistless as the fork’d flash of heaven.
The death-doom’d foe, who mark’d the coming chief,
Felt such a chill run through his shivering frame,
As the night-traveller of the Pyrenees,
Lone and bewilder’d on his wintery way,    405
When from the mountains round reverberates
The hungry wolves’ deep yell: on every side,
Their fierce eyes gleaming as with meteor fires,
The famish’d pack come round; the affrighted mule
Snorts loud with terror, on his shuddering limbs    410
The big sweat starts, convulsive pant his sides,
Then on he gallops, wild in desperate speed.
Him dealing death an English knight beheld,
And spurr’d his steed to crush him: Conrade leap’d
Lightly aside, and through the warrior’s grieves    415
Fix’d a deep wound: nor longer could the foe,
Disabled thus, command his mettled horse,
Or his rude plunge endure; headlong he fell,
And perish’d. In his castle-hall was hung
On high his father’s shield, with many a dint    420
Graced on the glorious field of Agincourt.
His deeds the son had heard; and when a boy,
Listening delighted to the old man’s tale,
His little hand would lift the weighty spear
In warlike pastime: he had left behind    425
An infant offspring, and had fondly deem’d
He too in age the exploits of his youth
Should tell, and in the stripling’s bosom rouse
The fire of glory.
 

Conrade the next foe
Smote where the heaving membrane separates    430
The chambers of the trunk. The dying man,
In his lord’s castle dwelt, for many a year,
A well-beloved servant; he could sing
Carols for Shrove-tide, or for Candlemas,
Songs for the wassel and when the boar’s head,    435
Crown’d with gay garlands and with rosemary,
Smoked on the Christmas board: he went to war
Following the lord he loved, and saw him fall
Beneath the arm of Conrade, and expired,
Slain on his master’s body.
Nor the fight    440
Was doubtful long. Fierce on the invading host
Press the French troops impetuous, as of old,
When pouring o’er his legion slaves on Greece,
The eastern despot bridged the Hellespont,
The rushing sea against the mighty pile    445
Roll’d its full weight of waters; far away
The fearful Satrap mark’d on Asia’s coasts
The floating fragments, and with ominous fear
Trembled for the great king.
 

Still Talbot strove,
His foot firm planted, his uplifted shield    450
Fencing that breast which never yet had known
The throb of fear. But when the warrior’s eye,
Glancing around the fight, beheld the French
Pressing to conquest, and his heartless troops
Striking with feebler force in backward step,    455
Then o’er his cheek he felt the indignant flush
Of shame, and loud he lifted up his voice,
And cried, “Fly, cravens! leave your aged chief
Here in the front to perish! his old limbs
Are not like yours so supple in the flight.    460
Go tell your countrymen how ye escaped
When Talbot fell!”
 

In vain the warrior spake,
In the uproar of the fight his voice was lost;
And they, the nearest, who had heard, beheld
The Prophetess approach, and every thought
Was overwhelm’d in terror. But the son    466
Of Talbot mark’d her thus across the plain
Careering fierce in conquest, and the hope
Of glory rose within him. Her to meet
He spurr’d his horse, by one decisive deed    470
Or to retrieve the battle, or to fall
With honour. Each beneath the others’ blow
Bow’d down; their lances shiver’d with the shock:
To earth their coursers fell: at once they rose,
He from the saddle bow his falchion caught    475
Rushing to closer combat, and she bared
The lightning of her sword. In vain the youth
Essay’d to pierce those arms which even the power
Of time was weak to injure: she the while    479
Through many a wound beheld her foeman’s blood
Ooze fast. “Yet save thyself!” the Maiden cried.
“Me thou canst not destroy: be timely wise,
And live!” He answer’d not, but lifting high
His weapon, smote with fierce and forceful arm
Full on the Virgin’s helm: fire from her eyes    485
Flash’d with the stroke: one step she back recoil’d,
Then in his breast plunged deep the sword of death.
 

Talbot beheld his fall; on the next foe,
With rage and anguish wild, the warrior turn’d;
His ill-directed weapon to the earth    490
Drove down the unwounded Frank: he strikes again
And through his all-in-vain imploring hands
Cleaves the poor suppliant. On that dreadful day
The sword of Talbot, clogg’d with hostile gore,
Made good its vaunt. Amid the heaps his arm    495
Had slain, the chieftain stood and sway’d around
His furious strokes: nor ceased he from the fight,
Though now discomfited the English troops
Fled fast, all panic-struck and spiritless,
And mingling with the routed, Fastolffe fled,    500
Fastolffe, all fierce and haughty as he was,
False to his former fame; for he beheld
The Maiden rushing onward, and such fear
Ran through his frame, as thrills the African,
When, grateful solace in the sultry hour,    505
He rises on the buoyant billow’s breast,
And then beholds the inevitable shark
Close on him, open-mouth’d.
 

But Talbot now
A moment paused, for bending thitherward
He mark’d a warrior, such as well might ask    510
His utmost force. Of strong and stately port
The onward foeman moved, and bore on high
A battle-axe, in many a field of blood
Known by the English chieftain. Over heaps    514
Of slaughter’d, he made way, and bade the troops
Retire from the bold earl: then Conrade spake.
“Vain is thy valour, Talbot I look around,
See where thy squadrons fly I but thou shalt lose
No honour, by their cowardice subdued,
Performing well thyself the soldier’s part.”    520
 

“And let them fly!” the indignant Earl exclaim’d,
“And let them fly! and bear thou witness, chief!
That guiltless of this day’s disgrace, I fall.
But, Frenchman! Talbot will not tamely fall,
Nor unrevenged.”
 

So saying, for the war    525
He stood prepared: nor now with heedless rage
The champions fought, for either knew full well
His foeman’s prowess: now they aim the blow
Insidious, with quick change then drive the steel
Fierce on the side exposed. The unfaithful arms    530
Yield to the strong-driven edge; the blood streams
down
Their batter’d mail. With swift eye Conrade mark’d
The lifted buckler, and beneath impell’d
His battle-axe; that instant on his helm
The sword of Talbot fell, and with the blow    535
It broke. “Yet yield thee, Englishman!” exclaim’d
The generous Frank, “vain is this bloody strife:
Me should’st thou conquer, little would my death
Avail thee, weak and wounded!”
 

“Long enough
Talbot has lived,” replied the sullen chief:    540
“His hour is come; yet shalt not thou survive
To glory in his fall!” So, as he spake,
He lifted from the ground a massy spear,
And came again to battle.
 

Now more fierce
The conflict raged, for careless of himself,    545
And desperate, Talbot fought. Collected still
Was Conrade. Whereso’er his foeman aim’d
The well-thrust javelin, there he swung around
His guardian shield: the long and vain assault
Exhausted Talbot now; foredone with toil    550
He bare his buckler low for weariness,
The buckler now splinter’d with many a stroke
Fell piecemeal; from his riven arms the blood
Stream’d fast: and now the Frenchman’s battle-axe
Came unresisted on the shieldless mail.    555
But then he held his hand. “Urge not to death
This fruitless contest!” he exclaim’d: “Oh chief!
Are there not those in England who would feel
Keen anguish at thy loss? a wife perchance
Who trembles for thy safety, or a child    560
Needing a father’s care!”
 

Then Talbot’s heart
Smote him. “Warrior!” he cried, “if thou dost think
That life is worth preserving, hie thee hence,
And save thyself: I loathe this useless talk.”
 

So saying, he address’d him to the fight,    565
Impatient of existence: from their arms
Fire flash’d, and quick they panted; but not long
Endured the deadly combat. With full force
Down through his shoulder even to the chest,
Conrade impell’d the ponderous battle-axe;    570
And at that instant underneath his shield
Received the hostile spear. Prone fell the Earl,
Even in his death rejoicing that no foe
Should live to boast his fall.
 

Then with faint hand
Conrade unlaced his helm, and from his brow    575
Wiping the cold dews ominous of death,
He laid him on the earth, thence to remove,
While the long lance hung heavy in his side,
Powerless. As thus beside his lifeless foe
He lay, the herald of the English Earl    580
With faltering step drew near, and when he saw
His master’s arms, “Alas! and is it you,
My lord?” he cried. “God pardon you your sins!
I have been forty years your officer,
And time it is I should surrender now    585
The ensigns of my office!” So he said,
And paying thus his rite of sepulture,
Threw o’er the slaughter’d chief his blazon’d coat
 

Then Conrade thus bespake him: “Englishman,
Do for a dying soldier one kind act!    590
Seek for the Maid of Orleans, bid her haste
Hither, and thou shalt gain what recompence
It pleaseth thee to ask.”
 

The herald soon
Meeting the mission’d Virgin, told his tale.
Trembling she hasten’d on, and when she knew    595
The death-pale face of Conrade, scarce could Joan
Lift up the expiring warrior’s heavy hand,
And press it to her heart.
 

“I sent for thee,
My friend!” with interrupted voice he cried,
That I might comfort this my dying hour    600
With one good deed. A fair domain is mine,
Let Francis and his Isabel possess
That, mine inheritance.” He paused awhile,
Struggling for utterance; then with breathless speed,
And pale as him he mourn’d for, Francis came,    605
And hung in silence o’er the blameless man,
Even with a brother’s sorrow: he pursued,
“This Joan will be thy care. I have at home
An aged mother — Francis, do thou soothe
Her childless age. Nay, weep not for me thus:
Sweet to the wretched is the tomb’s repose!”    611
 

So saying, Conrade drew the javelin forth,
And died without a groan.
 

By this the scouts,
Forerunning the king’s march, upon the plain
Of Patay had arrived, of late so gay    615
With marshall’d thousands in their radiant arms,
And streamers glittering in the noon-tide sun,
And blazon’d shields and gay accoutrements,
The pageantry of war: but now defiled
With mingled dust and blood, and broken arms,
And mangled bodies. Soon the monarch joins    621
His victor army. Round the royal flag,
Uprear’d in conquest now, the chieftains flock
Proffering their eager service. To his arms,
Or wisely fearful, or by speedy force    625
Compell’d, the embattled towns submit and own
Their rightful king. Baugenci strives in vain:
Yenville and Mehun yield; from Sully’s wall
Hurl’d is the banner’d lion: on they pass,    629
Auxerre, and Troyes, and Chalons, ope their gates,
And by the mission’d Maiden’s rumour’d deeds
Inspirited, the citizens of Rheims
Feel their own strength; against the English troops
With patriot valour, irresistible,
They rise, they conquer, and to their liege lord    635
Present the city keys.
 

The morn was fair
When Rheims re-echoed to the busy hum
Of multitudes, for high solemnity
Assembled. To the holy fabric moves    639
The long procession, through the streets bestrewn
With flowers and laurel boughs. The courtier throng
Were there, and they in Orleans, who endured
The siege right bravely; Gaucour, and La Hire,
The gallant Xaintrailles, Boussac, and Chabannes,
Alenson, and the bravest of the brave,    645
The Bastard Orleans, now in hope elate,
Soon to release from hard captivity
His dear-beloved brother; gallant men,
And worthy of eternal memory,
For they, in the most perilous times of France,    650
Despair’d not of their country. By the king
The delegated Damsel pass’d along
Clad in her batter’d arms. She bore on high
Her hallow’d banner to the sacred pile,
And fix’d it on the altar, whilst her hand    655
Pour’d on the monarch’s head the mystic oil,
Wafted of yore by milk-white dove from heaven,
(So legends say) to Clovis when he stood
At Rheims for baptism; dubious since that day,
When Tolbiac plain reek’d with his warrior’s blood,
And fierce upon their flight the Almanni prest,    661
And rear’d the shout of triumph; in that hour
Clovis invoked aloud the Christian God
And conquer’d: waked to wonder thus, the chief
Became love’s convert, and Clotilda led    665
Her husband to the font.
 

The mission’d Maid
Then placed on Charles’s brow the crown of France,
And back retiring, gazed upon the king
One moment, quickly scanning all the past,
Till in a tumult of wild wonderment    670
She wept aloud. The assembled multitude
In awful stillness witness’d: then at once,
As with a tempest-rushing noise of winds,
Lifted their mingled clamours. Now the Maid
Stood as prepared to speak, and waved her hand,    675
And instant silence followed.
 

“King of France!”
She cried, “At Chinon, when my gifted eye
Knew thee disguised, what inwardly the spirit
Prompted, I promised, with the sword of God,
To drive from Orleans far the English wolves,    680
And crown thee in the rescued walls of Rheims.
All is accomplish’d. I have here this day
Fulfill’d my mission, and anointed thee
King over this great nation. Of this charge,
Or well perform’d or carelessly, that God    685
Of Whom thou holdest thine authority
Will take account; from Him all power derives.
Thy duty is to fear the Lord, and rule,
According to His word and to the laws,
The people thus committed to thy charge:    690
Theirs is to fear Him and to honour Thee.
And with that fear and honour to obey
In all things lawful; both being thus alike
By duty bound, alike restricted both
From wilful license. If thy heart be set    695
To do His will and in His ways to walk,
I know no limit to the happiness
Thou may’st create. I do beseech thee, King!”
The Maid exclaim’d, and fell upon the ground
And clasp’d his knees, “I do beseech thee, King!
By all the thousands that depend on thee,    701
For weal or woe,.. consider what thou art,
By Whom appointed! If thou dost oppress
Thy people, if to aggrandize thyself
Thou tear st them from their homes, and sendest them
To slaughter, prodigal of misery;    706
If when the widow and the orphan groan
In want and wretchedness, thou turnest thee
To hear the music of the flatterer’s tongue;
If when thou hear’st of thousands who have fallen.
Thou say’st, ‘I am a King I and fit it is    711
That these should perish for me;’.. if thy realm
Should, through the counsels of thy government,
Be fill’d with woe, and in thy streets be heard
The voice of mourning and the feeble cry    715
Of asking hunger; if in place of Law
Iniquity prevail; if Avarice grind
The poor; if discipline be utterly
Relax’d, Vice charter’d, Wickedness let loose;
Though in the general ruin all must share,    720
Each answer for his own peculiar guilt,
Yet at the Judgement-day, from those to whom
The power was given, the Giver of all power
Will call for righteous and severe account.
Chuse thou the better part, and rule the land    725
In righteousness; in righteousness thy throne
Shall then be stablish’d, not by foreign foes
Shaken, nor by domestic enemies,
But guarded then by loyalty and love,    729
True hearts, Good Angels, and All-seeing Heaven.”
 

Thus spake the Maid of Orleans, solemnly
Accomplishing her marvellous mission here.
 




THE VISION OF THE MAID OF ORLEANS
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This poem was originally printed as the ninth Book of Joan of Arc, but Southey later chose to adapt the work in an improved edition and then chose to publish The Vision of the Maid of Orleans separately as an individual poem, divided into three books. Composed as a Spenserian allegory of life, the poem narrates Joan’s epic dream voyage to the Underworld. The poem owes much in content and composition to Edmund Spenser, with the first book forming a compound of the Despair episode in the first book of the Faerie Queene, where the heroine beholds the Fates and is given a vision of her future. In the second Book, Joan is reunited with the spirit of her lover Theodroe and led through Purgatory, imitating Guyon’s adventures in the Cave of Mammon. The poem culminates in Book III with Joan obtaining a glimpse of heaven in an innocent Bower of Bliss.
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THE VISION OF THE MAID OF ORLEANS. THE FIRST BOOK.
 

 Orleans was hush’d in sleep. Stretch’d on her couch
The delegated Maiden lay: with toil
Exhausted and sore anguish, soon she closed
Her heavy eye-lids; not reposing then,
For busy Phantasy, in other scenes
Awakened. Whether that superior powers,
By wise permission, prompt the midnight dream,
Instructing so the passive  faculty;
Or that the soul, escaped its fleshly clog,
Flies free, and soars amid the invisible world,
And all things ‘are’ that  ‘seem’.
 

                            Along a moor,
Barren, and wide, and drear, and desolate,
She roam’d a wanderer thro’ the cheerless night.
Far thro’ the silence of the unbroken plain
The bittern’s boom was heard, hoarse, heavy, deep,
It made most fitting music to the scene.
Black clouds, driven fast before the stormy wind,
Swept shadowing; thro’ their broken folds the moon
Struggled sometimes with transitory ray,
And made the moving darkness visible.
And now arrived beside a fenny lake
She stands: amid its stagnate waters, hoarse
The long sedge rustled to the gales of night.
An age-worn bark receives the Maid, impell’d
By powers unseen; then did the moon display
Where thro’ the crazy vessel’s yawning side
The muddy wave oozed in: a female guides,
And spreads the sail before the wind, that moan’d
As melancholy mournful to her ear,
As ever by the dungeon’d wretch was heard
Howling at evening round the embattled towers
Of that hell-house  of France, ere yet sublime
The almighty people from their tyrant’s hand
Dash’d down the iron rod.
                         Intent the Maid
Gazed on the pilot’s form, and as she gazed
Shiver’d, for wan her face was, and her eyes
Hollow, and her sunk cheeks were furrowed deep,
Channell’d by tears; a few grey locks hung down
Beneath her hood: then thro’ the Maiden’s veins
Chill crept the blood, for, as the night-breeze pass’d,
Lifting her tattcr’d mantle, coil’d around
She saw a serpent gnawing at her heart.
 

 The plumeless bat with short shrill note flits by,
And the night-raven’s scream came fitfully,
Borne on the hollow blast. Eager the Maid
Look’d to the shore, and now upon the bank
Leaps, joyful to escape, yet trembling still
In recollection.
 

                 There, a mouldering pile
Stretch’d its wide ruins, o’er the plain below
Casting a gloomy shade, save where the moon
Shone thro’ its fretted windows: the dark Yew,
Withering with age, branched there its naked roots,
And there the melancholy Cypress rear’d
Its head; the earth was heav’d with many a mound,
And here and there a half-demolish’d tomb.
 

 And now, amid the ruin’s darkest shade,
The Virgin’s eye beheld where pale blue flames
Rose wavering, now just gleaming from the earth,
And now in darkness drown’d. An aged man
Sat near, seated on what in long-past days
Had been some sculptur’d monument, now fallen
And half-obscured by moss, and gathered heaps
Of withered yew-leaves and earth-mouldering bones;
And shining in the ray was seen the track
Of slimy snail obscene. Composed his look,
His eye was large and rayless, and fix’d full
Upon the Maid; the blue flames on his face
Stream’d a pale light; his face was of the hue
Of death; his limbs were mantled in a shroud.
 

 Then with a deep heart-terrifying voice,
Exclaim’d the Spectre, “Welcome to these realms,
These regions of DESPAIR! O thou whose steps
By GRIEF conducted to these sad abodes
Have pierced; welcome, welcome to this gloom
Eternal, to this everlasting night,
Where never morning darts the enlivening ray,
Where never shines the sun, but all is dark,
Dark as the bosom of their gloomy King.”
 

 So saying he arose, and by the hand
The Virgin seized with such a death-cold touch
As froze her very heart; and drawing on,
Her, to the abbey’s inner ruin, led
Resistless. Thro’ the broken roof the moon
Glimmer’d a scatter’d ray; the ivy twined
Round the dismantled column; imaged forms
Of Saints and warlike Chiefs, moss-canker’d now
And mutilate, lay strewn upon the ground,
With crumbled fragments, crucifixes fallen,
And rusted trophies; and amid the heap
Some monument’s defaced legend spake
All human glory vain.
 

                     The loud blast roar’d
Amid the pile; and from the tower the owl
Scream’d as the tempest shook her secret nest.
He, silent, led her on, and often paus’d,
And pointed, that her eye might contemplate
At leisure the drear scene.
                            He dragged her on
Thro’ a low iron door, down broken stairs;
Then a cold horror thro’ the Maiden’s frame
Crept, for she stood amid a vault, and saw,
By the sepulchral lamp’s dim glaring light,
The fragments of the dead.
                           “Look here!” he cried,
“Damsel, look here! survey this house of Death;
O soon to tenant it! soon to increase
These trophies of mortality! for hence
Is no return. Gaze here! behold this skull,
These eyeless sockets, and these unflesh’d jaws,
That with their ghastly grinning, seem to mock
Thy perishable charms; for thus thy cheek
Must moulder. Child of Grief! shrinks not thy soul,
Viewing these horrors? trembles not thy heart
At the dread thought, that here its life’s-blood soon
Now warm in life and feeling, mingle soon
With the cold clod? a thought most horrible!
So only dreadful, for reality
Is none of suffering here; here all is peace;
No nerve will throb to anguish in the grave.
Dreadful it is to think of losing life;
But having lost, knowledge of loss is not,
Therefore no ill. Haste, Maiden, to repose;
Probe deep the seat of life.”
                               So spake DESPAIR
The vaulted roof echoed his hollow voice,
And all again was silence. Quick her heart
Panted. He drew a dagger from his breast,
And cried again, “Haste Damsel to repose!
One blow, and rest for ever!” On the Fiend
Dark scowl’d the Virgin with indignant eye,
And dash’d the dagger down. He next his heart
Replaced the murderous steel, and drew the Maid
Along the downward vault.
                          The damp earth gave
A dim sound as they pass’d: the tainted air
Was cold, and heavy with unwholesome dews.
“Behold!” the fiend exclaim’d, “how gradual here
The fleshly burden of mortality
Moulders to clay!” then fixing his broad eye
Full on her face, he pointed where a corpse
Lay livid; she beheld with loathing look,
The spectacle abhorr’d by living man.
 

 “Look here!” DESPAIR pursued, “this loathsome mass
Was once as lovely, and as full of life
As, Damsel! thou art now. Those deep-sunk eyes
Once beam’d the mild light of intelligence,
And where thou seest the pamper’d flesh-worm trail,
Once the white bosom heaved. She fondly thought
That at the hallowed altar, soon the Priest
Should bless her coming union, and the torch
Its joyful lustre o’er the hall of joy,
Cast on her nuptial evening: earth to earth
That Priest consign’d her, and the funeral lamp
Glares on her cold face; for her lover went
By glory lur’d to war, and perish’d there;
Nor she endur’d to live. Ha! fades thy cheek?
Dost thou then, Maiden, tremble at the tale?
Look here! behold the youthful paramour!
The self-devoted hero!”
                         Fearfully
The Maid look’d down, and saw the well known face
Of THEODORE! in thoughts unspeakable,
Convulsed with horror, o’er her face she clasp’d
Her cold damp hands: “Shrink not,” the Phantom cried,
“Gaze on! for ever gaze!” more firm he grasp’d
Her quivering arm: “this lifeless mouldering clay,
As well thou know’st, was warm with all the glow
Of Youth and Love; this is the arm that cleaved
Salisbury’s proud crest, now motionless in death,
Unable to protect the ravaged frame
From the foul Offspring of Mortality
That feed on heroes. Tho’ long years were thine,
Yet never more would life reanimate
This murdered man; murdered by thee! for thou
Didst lead him to the battle from his home,
Else living there in peace to good old age:
In thy defence he died: strike deep! destroy
Remorse with Life.”
                     The Maid stood motionless,
And, wistless what she did, with trembling hand
Received the dagger. Starting then, she cried,
“Avaunt DESPAIR! Eternal Wisdom deals
Or peace to man, or misery, for his good
Alike design’d; and shall the Creature cry,
Why hast thou done this? and with impious pride
Destroy the life God gave?”
                             The Fiend rejoin’d,
“And thou dost deem it impious to destroy
The life God gave? What, Maiden, is the lot
Assigned to mortal man? born but to drag,
Thro’ life’s long pilgrimage, the wearying load
Of being; care corroded at the heart;
Assail’d by all the numerous train of ills
That flesh inherits; till at length worn out,
This is his consummation! — think again!
What, Maiden, canst thou hope from lengthen’d life
But lengthen’d sorrow? If protracted long,
Till on the bed of death thy feeble limbs
Outstretch their languid length, oh think what thoughts,
What agonizing woes, in that dread hour,
Assail the sinking heart! slow beats the pulse,
Dim grows the eye, and clammy drops bedew
The shuddering frame; then in its mightiest force,
Mightiest in impotence, the love of life
Seizes the throbbing heart, the faltering lips
Pour out the impious prayer, that fain would change
The unchangeable’s decree, surrounding friends
Sob round the sufferer, wet his cheek with tears,
And all he loved in life embitters death!
 

 Such, Maiden, are the pangs that wait the hour
Of calmest dissolution! yet weak man
Dares, in his timid piety, to live;
And veiling Fear in Superstition’s garb,
He calls her Resignation!
                           Coward wretch!
Fond Coward! thus to make his Reason war
Against his Reason! Insect as he is,
This sport of Chance, this being of a day,
Whose whole existence the next cloud may blast,
Believes himself the care of heavenly powers,
That God regards Man, miserable Man,
And preaching thus of Power and Providence,
Will crush the reptile that may cross his path!
 

 Fool that thou art! the Being that permits
Existence, ‘gives’ to man the worthless boon:
A goodly gift to those who, fortune-blest,
Bask in the sunshine of Prosperity,
And such do well to keep it. But to one
Sick at the heart with misery, and sore
With many a hard unmerited affliction,
It is a hair that chains to wretchedness
The slave who dares not burst it!
                                   Thinkest thou,
The parent, if his child should unrecall’d
Return and fall upon his neck, and cry,
Oh! the wide world is comfortless, and full
Of vacant joys and heart-consuming cares,
I can be only happy in my home
With thee — my friend! — my father! Thinkest thou,
That he would thrust him as an outcast forth?
Oh I he would clasp the truant to his heart,
And love the trespass.”
                         Whilst he spake, his eye
Dwelt on the Maiden’s cheek, and read her soul
Struggling within. In trembling doubt she stood,
Even as the wretch, whose famish’d entrails crave
Supply, before him sees the poison’d food
In greedy horror.
                  Yet not long the Maid
Debated, “Cease thy dangerous sophistry,
Eloquent tempter!” cried she. “Gloomy one!
What tho’ affliction be my portion here,
Think’st thou I do not feel high thoughts of joy.
Of heart-ennobling joy, when I look back
Upon a life of duty well perform’d,
Then lift mine eyes to Heaven, and there in faith
Know my reward? I grant, were this life all,
Was there no morning to the tomb’s long night,
If man did mingle with the senseless clod,
Himself as senseless, then wert thou indeed
A wise and friendly comforter! But, Fiend!
There is a morning to the tomb’s long night,
A dawn of glory, a reward in Heaven,
He shall not gain who never merited.
If thou didst know the worth of one good deed
In life’s last hour, thou would’st not bid me lose
The power to benefit; if I but save
A drowning fly, I shall not live in vain.
I have great duties, Fiend! me France expects,
Her heaven-doom’d Champion.”
                              “Maiden, thou hast done
Thy mission here,” the unbaffled Fiend replied:
“The foes are fled from Orleans: thou, perchance
Exulting in the pride of victory,
Forgettest him who perish’d! yet albeit
Thy harden’d heart forget the gallant youth;
That hour allotted canst thou not escape,
That dreadful hour, when Contumely and Shame
Shall sojourn in thy dungeon. Wretched Maid!
Destined to drain the cup of bitterness,
Even to its dregs! England’s inhuman Chiefs
Shall scoff thy sorrows, black thy spotless fame,
Wit-wanton it with lewd barbarity,
And force such burning blushes to the cheek
Of Virgin modesty, that thou shalt wish
The earth might cover thee! in that last hour,
When thy bruis’d breast shall heave beneath the chains
That link thee to the stake; when o’er thy form,
Exposed unmantled, the brute multitude
Shall gaze, and thou shalt hear the ribald taunt,
More painful than the circling flames that scorch
Each quivering member; wilt thou not in vain
Then wish my friendly aid? then wish thine ear
Had drank my words of comfort? that thy hand
Had grasp’d the dagger, and in death preserved
Insulted modesty?”
                    Her glowing cheek
Blush’d crimson; her wide eye on vacancy
Was fix’d; her breath short panted. The cold Fiend,
Grasping her hand, exclaim’d, “too-timid Maid,
So long repugnant to the healing aid
My friendship proffers, now shalt thou behold
The allotted length of life.”
                               He stamp’d the earth,
And dragging a huge coffin as his car,
Two GOULS came on, of form more fearful-foul
Than ever palsied in her wildest dream
Hag-ridden Superstition. Then DESPAIR
Seiz’d on the Maid whose curdling blood stood still.
And placed her in the seat; and on they pass’d
Adown the deep descent. A meteor light
Shot from the Daemons, as they dragg’d along
The unwelcome load, and mark’d their brethren glut
On carcasses.
              Below the vault dilates
Its ample bulk. “Look here!” — DESPAIR addrest
The shuddering Virgin, “see the dome of DEATH!”
It was a spacious cavern, hewn amid
The entrails of the earth, as tho’ to form
The grave of all mankind: no eye could reach,
Tho’ gifted with the Eagle’s ample ken,
Its distant bounds. There, thron’d in darkness, dwelt
The unseen POWER OF DEATH.
                           Here stopt the GOULS,
Reaching the destin’d spot. The Fiend leapt out,
And from the coffin, as he led the Maid,
Exclaim’d, “Where never yet stood mortal man,
Thou standest: look around this boundless vault;
Observe the dole that Nature deals to man,
And learn to know thy friend.”
                                She not replied,
Observing where the Fates their several tasks
Plied ceaseless. “Mark how short the longest web
Allowed to man! he cried; observe how soon,
Twin’d round yon never-resting wheel, they change
Their snowy hue, darkening thro’ many a shade,
Till Atropos relentless shuts the sheers!”
 

 Too true he spake, for of the countless threads,
Drawn from the heap, as white as unsunn’d snow,
Or as the lovely lilly of the vale,
Was never one beyond the little span
Of infancy untainted: few there were
But lightly tinged; more of deep crimson hue,
Or deeper sable  died. Two Genii stood,
Still as the web of Being was drawn forth,
Sprinkling their powerful drops. From ebon urn,
The one unsparing dash’d the bitter wave
Of woe; and as he dash’d, his dark-brown brow
Relax’d to a hard smile. The milder form
Shed less profusely there his lesser store;
Sometimes with tears increasing the scant boon,
Mourning the lot of man; and happy he
Who on his thread those precious drops receives;
If it be happiness to have the pulse
Throb fast with pity, and in such a world
Of wretchedness, the generous heart that aches
With anguish at the sight of human woe.
 

 To her the Fiend, well hoping now success,
“This is thy thread! observe how short the span,
And see how copious yonder Genius pours
The bitter stream of woe.” The Maiden saw
Fearless. “Now gaze!” the tempter Fiend exclaim’d,
And placed again the poniard in her hand,
For SUPERSTITION, with sulphureal torch
Stalk’d to the loom. “This, Damsel, is thy fate!
The hour draws on — now drench the dagger deep!
Now rush to happier worlds!”
                              The Maid replied,
“Or to prevent or change the will of Heaven,
Impious I strive not: be that will perform’d!”
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She spake, and lo! celestial radiance beam’d
Amid the air, such odors wafting now
As erst came blended with the evening gale,
From Eden’s bowers of bliss. An angel form
Stood by the Maid; his wings, etherial white,
Flash’d like the diamond in the noon-tide sun,
Dazzling her mortal eye: all else appear’d
Her THEODORE.
            Amazed she saw: the Fiend
Was fled, and on her ear the well-known voice
Sounded, tho’ now more musically sweet
Than ever yet had thrill’d her charmed soul,
When eloquent Affection fondly told
The day-dreams of delight.
                        “Beloved Maid!
Lo! I am with thee! still thy Theodore!
Hearts in the holy bands of Love combin’d,
Death has no power to sever. Thou art mine!
A little while and thou shalt dwell with me
In scenes where Sorrow is not. Cheerily
Tread thou the path that leads thee to the grave,
Rough tho’ it be and painful, for the grave
Is but the threshold of Eternity.
 

Favour’d of Heaven! to thee is given to view
These secret realms. The bottom of the abyss
Thou treadest, Maiden! Here the dungeons are
Where bad men learn repentance; souls diseased
Must have their remedy; and where disease
Is rooted deep, the remedy is long
Perforce, and painful.”
                      Thus the Spirit spake,
And led the Maid along a narrow path,
Dark gleaming to the light of far-off flames,
More dread than darkness. Soon the distant sound
Of clanking anvils, and the lengthened breath
Provoking fire are heard: and now they reach
A wide expanded den where all around
Tremendous furnaces, with hellish blaze,
Flamed dreadful. At the heaving bellows stood
The meagre form of Care, and as he blew
To augment the fire, the fire augmented scorch’d
His wretched limbs: sleepless for ever thus
He toil’d and toil’d, of toil to reap no end
But endless toil and never-ending woe.
 

An aged man went round the infernal vault,
Urging his workmen to their ceaseless task:
White were his locks, as is the wintry snow
On hoar Plinlimmon’s head. A golden staff
His steps supported; powerful talisman,
Which whoso feels shall never feel again
The tear of Pity, or the throb of Love.
Touch’d but by this, the massy gates give way,
The buttress trembles, and the guarded wall,
Guarded in vain, submits. Him heathens erst
Had deified, and bowed the suppliant knee
To Plutus. Nor are now his votaries few,
Tho’ he the Blessed Teacher of mankind
Hath said, that easier thro’ the needle’s eye
Shall the huge camel  pass, than the rich man
Enter the gates of heaven. “Ye cannot serve
Your God, and worship Mammon.”
                          “Missioned Maid!”
So spake the Angel, “know that these, whose hands
Round each white furnace ply the unceasing toil,
Were Mammon’s slaves on earth. They did not spare
To wring from Poverty the hard-earn’d mite,
They robb’d the orphan’s pittance, they could see
Want’s asking eye unmoved; and therefore these,
Ranged round the furnace, still must persevere
In Mammon’s service; scorched by these fierce fires,
And frequent deluged by the o’erboiling ore:
Yet still so framed, that oft to quench their thirst
Unquenchable, large draughts of molten  gold
They drink insatiate, still with pain renewed,
Pain to destroy.”
                 So saying, her he led
Forth from the dreadful cavern to a cell,
Brilliant with gem-born light. The rugged walls
Part gleam’d with gold, and part with silver ore
A milder radiance shone. The Carbuncle
There its strong lustre like the flamy sun
Shot forth irradiate; from the earth beneath,
And from the roof a diamond light emits;
Rubies and amethysts their glows commix’d
With the gay topaz, and the softer ray
Shot from the sapphire, and the emerald’s hue,
And bright pyropus.
                  There on golden seats,
A numerous, sullen, melancholy train
Sat silent. “Maiden, these,” said Theodore,
Are they who let the love of wealth absorb
All other passions; in their souls that vice
Struck deeply-rooted, like the poison-tree
That with its shade spreads barrenness around.
These, Maid! were men by no atrocious crime
Blacken’d, no fraud, nor ruffian violence:
Men of fair dealing, and respectable
On earth, but such as only for themselves
Heap’d up their treasures, deeming all their wealth
Their own, and given to them, by partial Heaven,
To bless them only: therefore here they sit,
Possessed of gold enough, and by no pain
Tormented, save the knowledge of the bliss
They lost, and vain repentance. Here they dwell,
Loathing these useless treasures, till the hour
Of general restitution.”
                        Thence they past,
And now arrived at such a gorgeous dome,
As even the pomp of Eastern opulence
Could never equal: wandered thro’ its halls
A numerous train; some with the red-swoln eye
Of riot, and intemperance-bloated cheek;
Some pale and nerveless, and with feeble step,
And eyes lack-lustre.
                    Maiden? said her guide,
These are the wretched slaves of Appetite,
Curst with their wish enjoyed. The epicure
Here pampers his foul frame, till the pall’d sense
Loaths at the banquet; the voluptuous here
Plunge in the tempting torrent of delight,
And sink in misery. All they wish’d on earth,
Possessing here, whom have they to accuse,
But their own folly, for the lot they chose?
Yet, for that these injured themselves alone,
They to the house of PENITENCE may hie,
And, by a long and painful regimen,
To wearied Nature her exhausted powers
Restore, till they shall learn to form the wish
Of wisdom, and ALMIGHTY GOODNESS grants
That prize to him who seeks it.”
                                Whilst he spake,
The board is spread. With bloated paunch, and eye
Fat swoln, and legs whose monstrous size disgraced
The human form divine, their caterer,
Hight GLUTTONY, set forth the smoaking feast.
And by his side came on a brother form,
With fiery cheek of purple hue, and red
And scurfy-white, mix’d motley; his gross bulk,
Like some huge hogshead shapen’d, as applied.
Him had antiquity with mystic rites
Ador’d, to him the sons of Greece, and thine
Imperial Rome, on many an altar pour’d
The victim blood, with godlike titles graced,
BACCHUS, or DIONUSUS; son of JOVE,
Deem’d falsely, for from FOLLY’S ideot form
He sprung, what time MADNESS, with furious hand,
Seiz’d on the laughing female. At one birth
She brought the brethren, menial here, above
Reigning with sway supreme, and oft they hold
High revels: mid the Monastery’s gloom,
The sacrifice is spread, when the grave voice
Episcopal, proclaims approaching day
Of visitation, or Churchwardens meet
To save the wretched many from the gripe
Of eager Poverty, or mid thy halls
Of London, mighty Mayor! rich Aldermen,
Of coming feast hold converse.
                             Otherwhere,
For tho’ allied in nature as in blood,
They hold divided sway, his brother lifts
His spungy sceptre. In the noble domes
Of Princes, and state-wearied Ministers,
Maddening he reigns; and when the affrighted mind
Casts o’er a long career of guilt and blood
Its eye reluctant, then his aid is sought
To lull the worm of Conscience to repose.
He too the halls of country Squires frequents,
But chiefly loves the learned gloom that shades
Thy offspring Rhedycina! and thy walls,
Granta! nightly libations there to him
Profuse are pour’d, till from the dizzy brain
Triangles, Circles, Parallelograms,
Moods, Tenses, Dialects, and Demigods,
And Logic and Theology are swept
By the red deluge.
                 Unmolested there
He reigns; till comes at length the general feast,
Septennial sacrifice; then when the sons
Of England meet, with watchful care to chuse
Their delegates, wise, independent men,
Unbribing and unbrib’d, and cull’d to guard
Their rights and charters from the encroaching grasp
Of greedy Power: then all the joyful land
Join in his sacrifices, so inspir’d
To make the important choice.
                            The observing Maid
Address’d her guide, “These Theodore, thou sayest
Are men, who pampering their foul appetites,
Injured themselves alone. But where are they,
The worst of villains, viper-like, who coil
Around the guileless female, so to sting
The heart that loves them?”
                         “Them,” the spirit replied,
A long and dreadful punishment awaits.
For when the prey of want and infamy,
Lower and lower still the victim sinks,
Even to the depth of shame, not one lewd word,
One impious imprecation from her lips
Escapes, nay not a thought of evil lurks
In the polluted mind, that does not plead
Before the throne of Justice, thunder-tongued
Against the foul Seducer.”
                          Now they reach’d
The house of PENITENCE. CREDULITY
Stood at the gate, stretching her eager head
As tho’ to listen; on her vacant face,
A smile that promis’d premature assent;
Tho’ her REGRET behind, a meagre Fiend,
Disciplin’d sorely.
                  Here they entered in,
And now arrived where, as in study tranced,
She sat, the Mistress of the Dome. Her face
Spake that composed severity, that knows
No angry impulse, no weak tenderness,
Resolved and calm. Before her lay that Book
That hath the words of Life; and as she read,
Sometimes a tear would trickle down her cheek,
Tho’ heavenly joy beam’d in her eye the while.
 

Leaving her undisturb’d, to the first ward
Of this great Lazar-house, the Angel led
The favour’d Maid of Orleans. Kneeling down
On the hard stone that their bare knees had worn,
In sackcloth robed, a numerous train appear’d:
Hard-featured some, and some demurely grave;
Yet such expression stealing from the eye,
As tho’, that only naked, all the rest
Was one close fitting mask. A scoffing Fiend,
For Fiend he was, tho’ wisely serving here
Mock’d at his patients, and did often pour
Ashes upon them, and then bid them say
Their prayers aloud, and then he louder laughed:
For these were Hypocrites, on earth revered
As holy ones, who did in public tell
Their beads, and make long prayers, and cross themselves,
And call themselves most miserable sinners,
That so they might be deem’d most pious saints;
And go all filth, and never let a smile
Bend their stern muscles, gloomy, sullen men,
Barren of all affection, and all this
To please their God, forsooth! and therefore SCORN
Grinn’d at his patients, making them repeat
Their solemn farce, with keenest raillery
Tormenting; but if earnest in their prayer,
They pour’d the silent sorrows of the soul
To Heaven, then did they not regard his mocks
Which then came painless, and HUMILITY
Soon rescued them, and led to PENITENCE,
That She might lead to Heaven.
 

                 From thence they came,
Where, in the next ward, a most wretched band
Groan’d underneath the bitter tyranny
Of a fierce Daemon. His coarse hair was red,
Pale grey his eyes, and blood-shot; and his face
Wrinkled by such a smile as Malice wears
In ecstacy. Well-pleased he went around,
Plunging his dagger in the hearts of some,
Or probing with a poison’d lance their breasts,
Or placing coals of fire within their wounds;
Or seizing some within his mighty grasp,
He fix’d them on a stake, and then drew back,
And laugh’d to see them writhe.
                           “These,” said the Spirit,
Are taught by CRUELTY, to loath the lives
They led themselves. Here are those wicked men
Who loved to exercise their tyrant power
On speechless brutes; bad husbands undergo
A long purgation here; the traffickers
In human flesh here too are disciplined.
Till by their suffering they have equall’d all
The miseries they inflicted, all the mass
Of wretchedness caused by the wars they waged,
The towns they burnt, for they who bribe to war
Are guilty of the blood, the widows left
In want, the slave or led to suicide,
Or murdered by the foul infected air
Of his close dungeon, or more sad than all,
His virtue lost, his very soul enslaved,
And driven by woe to wickedness.
                              These next,
Whom thou beholdest in this dreary room,
So sullen, and with such an eye of hate
Each on the other scowling, these have been
False friends. Tormented by their own dark thoughts
Here they dwell: in the hollow of their hearts
There is a worm that feeds, and tho’ thou seest
That skilful leech who willingly would heal
The ill they suffer, judging of all else
By their own evil standard, they suspect
The aid be vainly proffers, lengthening thus
By vice its punishment.”
                       “But who are these,”
The Maid exclaim’d, “that robed in flowing lawn,
And mitred, or in scarlet, and in caps
Like Cardinals, I see in every ward,
Performing menial service at the beck
Of all who bid them?”
                    Theodore replied,
These men are they who in the name of CHRIST
Did heap up wealth, and arrogating power,
Did make men bow the knee, and call themselves
Most Reverend Graces and Right Reverend Lords.
They dwelt in palaces, in purple clothed,
And in fine linen: therefore are they here;
And tho’ they would not minister on earth,
Here penanced they perforce must minister:
For he, the lowly man of Nazareth,
Hath said, his kingdom is not of the world.”
So Saying on they past, and now arrived
Where such a hideous ghastly groupe abode,
That the Maid gazed with half-averting eye,
And shudder’d: each one was a loathly corpse,
The worm did banquet on his putrid prey,
Yet had they life and feeling exquisite
Tho’ motionless and mute.
                        “Most wretched men
Are these, the angel cried. These, JOAN, are bards,
Whose loose lascivious lays perpetuate
Who sat them down, deliberately lewd,
So to awake and pamper lust in minds
Unborn; and therefore foul of body now
As then they were of soul, they here abide
Long as the evil works they left on earth
Shall live to taint mankind. A dreadful doom!
Yet amply merited by that bad man
Who prostitutes the sacred gift of song!”
And now they reached a huge and massy pile,
Massy it seem’d, and yet in every blast
As to its ruin shook. There, porter fit,
REMORSE for ever his sad vigils kept.
Pale, hollow-eyed, emaciate, sleepless wretch.
Inly he groan’d, or, starting, wildly shriek’d,
Aye as the fabric tottering from its base,
Threatened its fall, and so expectant still
Lived in the dread of danger still delayed.
 

They enter’d there a large and lofty dome,
O’er whose black marble sides a dim drear light
Struggled with darkness from the unfrequent lamp.
Enthroned around, the MURDERERS OF MANKIND,
Monarchs, the great! the glorious! the august!
Each bearing on his brow a crown of fire,
Sat stern and silent. Nimrod he was there,
First King the mighty hunter; and that Chief
Who did belie his mother’s fame, that so
He might be called young Ammon. In this court
Cæsar was crown’d, accurst liberticide;
And he who murdered Tully, that cold villain,
Octavius, tho’ the courtly minion’s lyre
Hath hymn’d his praise, tho’ Maro sung to him,
And when Death levelled to original clay
The royal carcase, FLATTERY, fawning low,
Fell at his feet, and worshipped the new God.
Titus  was here, the Conqueror of the Jews,
He the Delight of human-kind misnamed;
Cæsars and Soldans, Emperors and Kings,
Here they were all, all who for glory fought,
Here in the COURT OF GLORY, reaping now
The meed they merited.
                     As gazing round
The Virgin mark’d the miserable train,
A deep and hollow voice from one went forth;
“Thou who art come to view our punishment,
Maiden of Orleans! hither turn thine eyes,
For I am he whose bloody victories
Thy power hath rendered vain. Lo! I am here,
The hero conqueror of Azincour,
HENRY OF ENGLAND! — wretched that I am,
I might have reigned in happiness and peace,
My coffers full, my subjects undisturb’d,
And PLENTY and PROSPERITY had loved
To dwell amongst them: but mine eye beheld
The realm of France, by faction tempest-torn,
And therefore I did think that it would fall
An easy prey. I persecuted those
Who taught new doctrines, tho’ they taught the truth:
And when I heard of thousands by the sword
Cut off, or blasted by the pestilence,
I calmly counted up my proper gains,
And sent new herds to slaughter. Temperate
Myself, no blood that mutinied, no vice
Tainting my private life, I sent abroad
MURDER and RAPE; and therefore am I doom’d,
Like these imperial Sufferers, crown’d with fire,
Here to remain, till Man’s awaken’d eye
Shall see the genuine blackness of our deeds,
And warn’d by them, till the whole human race,
Equalling in bliss the aggregate we caus’d
Of wretchedness, shall form ONE BROTHERHOOD,
ONE UNIVERSAL FAMILY OF LOVE.”
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 The Maiden, musing on the Warrior’s words,
Turn’d from the Hall of Glory. Now they reach’d
A cavern, at whose mouth a Genius stood,
In front a beardless youth, whose smiling eye
Beam’d promise, but behind, withered and old,
And all unlovely. Underneath his feet
Lay records trampled, and the laurel wreath
Now rent and faded: in his hand he held
An hour-glass, and as fall the restless sands,
So pass the lives of men. By him they past
Along the darksome cave, and reach’d a stream,
Still rolling onward its perpetual waves,
Noiseless and undisturbed. Here they ascend
A Bark unpiloted, that down the flood,
Borne by the current, rush’d. The circling stream,
Returning to itself, an island form’d;
Nor had the Maiden’s footsteps ever reach’d
The insulated coast, eternally
Rapt round the endless course; but Theodore
Drove with an angel’s will the obedient bark.
 

 They land, a mighty fabric meets their eyes,
Seen by its gem-born light. Of adamant
The pile was framed, for ever to abide
Firm in eternal strength. Before the gate
Stood eager EXPECTATION, as to list
The half-heard murmurs issuing from within,
Her mouth half-open’d, and her head stretch’d forth.
On the other side there stood an aged Crone,
Listening to every breath of air; she knew
Vague suppositions and uncertain dreams,
Of what was soon to come, for she would mark
The paley glow-worm’s self-created light,
And argue thence of kingdoms overthrown,
And desolated nations; ever fill’d
With undetermin’d terror, as she heard
Or distant screech-owl, or the regular beat
Of evening death-watch.
                        “Maid,” the Spirit cried,
Here, robed in shadows, dwells FUTURITY.
There is no eye hath seen her secret form,
For round the MOTHER OF TIME, unpierced mists
Aye hover. Would’st thou read the book of Fate,
Enter.”
         The Damsel for a moment paus’d,
Then to the Angel spake: “All-gracious Heaven!
Benignant in withholding, hath denied
To man that knowledge. I, in faith assured,
That he, my heavenly Father, for the best
Ordaineth all things, in that faith remain
Contented.”
             “Well and wisely hast thou said,
So Theodore replied; “and now O Maid!
Is there amid this boundless universe
One whom thy soul would visit? is there place
To memory dear, or visioned out by hope,
Where thou would’st now be present? form the wish,
And I am with thee, there.”
                             His closing speech
Yet sounded on her ear, and lo! they stood
Swift as the sudden thought that guided them,
Within the little cottage that she loved.
“He sleeps! the good man sleeps!” enrapt she cried,
As bending o’er her Uncle’s lowly bed
Her eye retraced his features. “See the beads
That never morn nor night he fails to tell,
Remembering me, his child, in every prayer.
Oh! quiet be thy sleep, thou dear old man!
Good Angels guard thy rest! and when thine hour
Is come, as gently mayest thou wake to life,
As when thro’ yonder lattice the next sun
Shall bid thee to thy morning orisons!
Thy voice is heard, the Angel guide rejoin’d,
He sees thee in his dreams, he hears thee breathe
Blessings, and pleasant is the good man’s rest.
Thy fame has reached him, for who has not heard
Thy wonderous exploits? and his aged heart
Hath felt the deepest joy that ever yet
Made his glad blood flow fast. Sleep on old Claude!
Peaceful, pure Spirit, be thy sojourn here,
And short and soon thy passage to that world
Where friends shall part no more!
                                  “Does thy soul own
No other wish? or sleeps poor Madelon
Forgotten in her grave? seest thou yon star,”
The Spirit pursued, regardless of her eye
That look’d reproach; “seest thou that evening star
Whose lovely light so often we beheld
From yonder woodbine porch? how have we gazed
Into the dark deep sky, till the baffled soul,
Lost in the infinite, returned, and felt
The burthen of her bodily load, and yearned
For freedom! Maid, in yonder evening slar
Lives thy departed friend. I read that glance,
And we are there!”
                    He said and they had past
The immeasurable space.
                        Then on her ear
The lonely song of adoration rose,
Sweet as the cloister’d virgins vesper hymn,
Whose spirit, happily dead to earthly hopes
Already lives in Heaven. Abrupt the song
Ceas’d, tremulous and quick a cry
Of joyful wonder rous’d the astonish’d Maid,
And instant Madelon was in her arms;
No airy form, no unsubstantial shape,
She felt her friend, she prest her to her heart,
Their tears of rapture mingled.
                                She drew back
And eagerly she gazed on Madelon,
Then fell upon her neck again and wept.
No more she saw the long-drawn lines of grief,
The emaciate form, the hue of sickliness,
The languid eye: youth’s loveliest freshness now
Mantled her cheek, whose every lineament
Bespake the soul at rest, a holy calm,
A deep and full tranquillity of bliss.
 

 “Thou then art come, my first and dearest friend!”
The well known voice of Madelon began,
“Thou then art come! and was thy pilgrimage
So short on earth? and was it painful too,
Painful and short as mine? but blessed they
Who from the crimes and miseries of the world
Early escape!”
                  “Nay,” Theodore replied,
She hath not yet fulfill’d her mortal work.
Permitted visitant from earth she comes
To see the seat of rest, and oftentimes
In sorrow shall her soul remember this,
And patient of the transitory woe
Partake the anticipated peace again.”
“Soon be that work perform’d!” the Maid exclaimed,
“O Madelon! O Theodore! my soul,
Spurning the cold communion of the world,
Will dwell with you! but I shall patiently,
Yea even with joy, endure the allotted ills
Of which the memory in this better state
Shall heighten bliss. That hour of agony,
When, Madelon, I felt thy dying grasp,
And from thy forehead wiped the dews of death,
The very horrors of that hour assume
A shape that now delights.”
                             “O earliest friend!
I too remember,” Madelon replied,
“That hour, thy looks of watchful agony,
The suppressed grief that struggled in thine eye
Endearing love’s last kindness. Thou didst know
With what a deep and melancholy joy
I felt the hour draw on: but who can speak
The unutterable transport, when mine eyes,
As from a long and dreary dream, unclosed
Amid this peaceful vale, unclos’d on him,
My Arnaud! he had built me up a bower,
A bower of rest. — See, Maiden, where he comes,
His manly lineaments, his beaming eye
The same, but now a holier innocence
Sits on his cheek, and loftier thoughts illume
The enlighten’d glance.”
                          They met, what joy was theirs
He best can feel, who for a dear friend dead
Has wet the midnight pillow with his tears.
 

 Fair was the scene around; an ample vale
Whose mountain circle at the distant verge
Lay softened on the sight; the near ascent
Rose bolder up, in part abrupt and bare,
Part with the ancient majesty of woods
Adorn’d, or lifting high its rocks sublime.
The river’s liquid radiance roll’d beneath,
Beside the bower of Madelon it wound
A broken stream, whose shallows, tho’ the waves
Roll’d on their way with rapid melody,
A child might tread. Behind, an orange grove
Its gay green foliage starr’d with golden fruit;
But with what odours did their blossoms load
The passing gale of eve! less thrilling sweet
Rose from the marble’s perforated floor,
Where kneeling at her prayers, the Moorish queen
Inhaled the cool delight,  and whilst she asked
The Prophet for his promised paradise,
Shaped from the present scene its utmost joys.
A goodly scene! fair as that faery land
Where Arthur lives, by ministering spirits borne
From Camlan’s bloody banks; or as the groves
Of earliest Eden, where, so legends say,
Enoch abides, and he who rapt away
By fiery steeds, and chariotted in fire,
Past in his mortal form the eternal ways;
And John, beloved of Christ, enjoying there
The beatific vision, sometimes seen
The distant dawning of eternal day,
Till all things be fulfilled.
                             “Survey this scene!”
So Theodore address’d the Maid of Arc,
“There is no evil here, no wretchedness,
It is the Heaven of those who nurst on earth
Their nature’s gentlest feelings. Yet not here
Centering their joys, but with a patient hope,
Waiting the allotted hour when capable
Of loftier callings, to a better state
They pass; and hither from that better state
Frequent they come, preserving so those ties
That thro’ the infinite progressiveness
Complete our perfect bliss.
                             “Even such, so blest,
Save that the memory of no sorrows past
Heightened the present joy, our world was once,
In the first æra of its innocence
Ere man had learnt to bow the knee to man.
Was there a youth whom warm affection fill’d,
He spake his honest heart; the earliest fruits
His toil produced, the sweetest flowers that deck’d
The sunny bank, he gather’d for the maid,
Nor she disdain’d the gift; for VICE not yet
Had burst the dungeons of her hell, and rear’d
Those artificial boundaries that divide
Man from his species. State of blessedness!
Till that ill-omen’d hour when Cain’s stern son
Delved in the bowels of the earth for gold,
Accursed bane of virtue! of such force
As poets feign dwelt in the Gorgon’s locks,
Which whoso saw, felt instant the life-blood
Cold curdle in his veins, the creeping flesh
Grew stiff with horror, and the heart forgot
To beat. Accursed hour! for man no more
To JUSTICE paid his homage, but forsook
Her altars, and bow’d down before the shrine
Of WEALTH and POWER, the Idols he had made.
Then HELL enlarged herself, her gates flew wide,
Her legion fiends rush’d forth. OPPRESSION came
Whose frown is desolation, and whose breath
Blasts like the Pestilence; and POVERTY,
A meagre monster, who with withering touch
Makes barren all the better part of man,
MOTHER OF MISERIES. Then the goodly earth
Which God had fram’d for happiness, became
One theatre of woe, and all that God
Had given to bless free men, these tyrant fiends
His bitterest curses made. Yet for the best
Hath he ordained all things, the ALL-WISE!
For by experience rous’d shall man at length
Dash down his Moloch-Idols, Samson-like
And burst his fetters, only strong whilst strong
Believed. Then in the bottomless abyss
OPPRESSION shall be chain’d, and POVERTY
Die, and with her, her brood of Miseries;
And VIRTUE and EQUALITY preserve
The reign of LOVE, and Earth shall once again
Be Paradise, whilst WISDOM shall secure
The state of bliss which IGNORANCE betrayed.”
 

 “Oh age of happiness!” the Maid exclaim’d,
Roll fast thy current, Time till that blest age
Arrive! and happy thou my Theodore,
Permitted thus to see the sacred depths
Of wisdom!”
             “Such,” the blessed Spirit replied,
Beloved! such our lot; allowed to range
The vast infinity, progressive still
In knowledge and encreasing blessedness,
This our united portion. Thou hast yet
A little while to sojourn amongst men:
I will be with thee! there shall not a breeze
Wanton around thy temples, on whose wing
I will not hover near! and at that hour
When from its fleshly sepulchre let loose,
Thy phoenix soul shall soar, O best-beloved!
I will be with thee in thine agonies,
And welcome thee to life and happiness,
Eternal infinite beatitude!”
 

 He spake, and led her near a straw-roof’d cot,
LOVE’S Palace. By the Virtues circled there,
The cherub listen’d to such melodies,
As aye, when one good deed is register’d
Above, re-echo in the halls of Heaven.
LABOUR was there, his crisp locks floating loose,
Clear was his cheek, and beaming his full eye,
And strong his arm robust; the wood-nymph HEALTH
Still follow’d on his path, and where he trod
Fresh flowers and fruits arose. And there was HOPE,
The general friend; and PITY, whose mild eye
Wept o’er the widowed dove; and, loveliest form,
Majestic CHASTITY, whose sober smile
Delights and awes the soul; a laurel wreath
Restrain’d her tresses, and upon her breast
The snow-drop  hung its head, that seem’d to grow
Spontaneous, cold and fair: still by the maid
LOVE went submiss, wilh eye more dangerous
Than fancied basilisk to wound whoe’er
Too bold approached; yet anxious would he read
Her every rising wish, then only pleased
When pleasing. Hymning him the song was rais’d.
 

 “Glory to thee whose vivifying power
Pervades all Nature’s universal frame!
Glory to thee CREATOR LOVE! to thee,
Parent of all the smiling CHARITIES,
That strew the thorny path of Life with flowers!
Glory to thee PRESERVER! to thy praise
The awakened woodlands echo all the day
Their living melody; and warbling forth
To thee her twilight song, the Nightingale
Holds the lone Traveller from his way, or charms
The listening Poet’s ear. Where LOVE shall deign
To fix his seat, there blameless PLEASURE sheds
Her roseate dews; CONTENT will sojourn there,
And HAPPINESS behold AFFECTION’S eye
Gleam with the Mother’s smile. Thrice happy he
Who feels thy holy power! he shall not drag,
Forlorn and friendless, along Life’s long path
To Age’s drear abode; he shall not waste
The bitter evening of his days unsooth’d;
But HOPE shall cheer his hours of Solitude,
And VICE shall vainly strive to wound his breast,
That bears that talisman; and when he meets
The eloquent eye of TENDERNESS, and hears
The bosom-thrilling music of her voice;
The joy he feels shall purify his Soul,
And imp it for anticipated Heaven.”
 




THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN
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The Triumph of Woman
 

Glad as the weary traveller tempest-tost
To reach secure at length his native coast,
Who wandering long o’er distant lands has sped,
The night-blast wildly howling round his head,
Known all the woes of want, and felt the storm
Of the bleak winter parch his shivering form;
The journey o’er and every peril past
Beholds his little cottage-home at last,
And as he sees afar the smoke curl slow,
Feels his full eyes with transport overflow:
So from the scene where Death and Anguish reign,
And Vice and Folly drench with blood the plain,
Joyful I turn, to sing how Woman’s praise
Avail’d again Jerusalem to raise,
Call’d forth the sanction of the Despot’s nod,
And freed the nation best-belov’d of God.
 

  Darius gives the feast: to Persia’s court,
Awed by his will, the obedient throng resort,
Attending Satraps swell the Prince’s pride,
And vanquish’d Monarchs grace their Conqueror’s side.
No more the Warrior wears the garb of war,
Sharps the strong steel, or mounts the scythed car;
No more Judaea’s sons dejected go,
And hang the head and heave the sigh of woe.
From Persia’s rugged hills descend the train.
From where Orontes foams along the plain,
From where Choaspes rolls his royal waves,
And India sends her sons, submissive slaves.
Thy daughters Babylon to grace the feast
Weave the loose robe, and paint the flowery vest,
With roseate wreaths they braid the glossy hair.
They tinge the cheek which Nature form’d so fair,
Learn the soft step, the soul-subduing glance,
Melt in the song, and swim adown the dance.
Exalted on the Monarch’s golden throne
In royal state the fair Apame shone;
 

Her form of majesty, her eyes of fire
Chill with respect, or kindle with desire.
The admiring multitude her charms adore,
And own her worthy of the crown she wore.
 

  Now on his couch reclin’d Darius lay,
Tir’d with the toilsome pleasures of the day;
Without Judaea’s watchful sons await
To guard the sleeping pageant of the state.
Three youths were these of Judah’s royal race,
Three youths whom Nature dower’d with every grace,
To each the form of symmetry she gave,
And haughty Genius curs’d each favorite slave;
These fill’d the cup, around the Monarch kept,
Serv’d as he spake, and guarded whilst he slept.
 

  Yet oft for Salem’s hallowed towers laid low
The sigh would heave, the unbidden tear would flow;
And when the dull and wearying round of Power
Allowed Zorobabel one vacant hour,
He lov’d on Babylon’s high wall to roam,
And stretch the gaze towards his distant home,
Or on Euphrates’ willowy banks reclin’d
Hear the sad harp moan fitful to the wind.
 

  As now the perfum’d lamps stream wide their light,
And social converse chears the livelong night,
Thus spake Zorobabel, “too long in vain
“For Sion desolate her sons complain;
“In anguish worn the joyless years lag slow,
“And these proud conquerors mock their captive’s woe.
“Whilst Cyrus triumph’d here in victor state
“A brighter prospect chear’d our exil’d fate,
“Our sacred walls again he bade us raise,
“And to Jehovah rear the pile of praise.
“Quickly these fond hopes faded from our eyes,
“As the frail sun that gilds the wintry skies,
“And spreads a moment’s radiance o’er the plain,
“Soon hid by clouds that dim the scene again.
 

  “Opprest by Artaxerxes’ jealous reign
“We vainly pleaded here, and wept in vain.
“Now when Darius, chief of mild command,
“Bids joy and pleasure fill the festive land,
“Still shall we droop the head in sullen grief,
“And sternly silent shun to seek relief?
“What if amid the Monarch’s mirthful throng
“Our harps should echo to the chearful song?
 

  “Fair is the occasion,” thus the one replied,
“And now let all our tuneful skill be tried.
“Whilst the gay courtiers quaff the smiling bowl,
“And wine’s strong fumes inspire the madden’d soul,
“Where all around is merriment, be mine
“To strike the lute, and praise the power of Wine.
 

  “And whilst” his friend replied in state alone
“Lord of the earth Darius fills the throne,
“Be yours the mighty power of Wine to sing,
“My lute shall sound the praise of Persia’s King.”
 

  To them Zorobabel, on themes like these
“Seek ye the Monarch of Mankind to please;
“To Wine superior or to Power’s strong arms,
“Be mine to sing resistless Woman’s charms.
“To him victorious in the rival lays
“Shall just Darius give the meed of praise;
“The purple robe his honor’d frame shall fold,
“The beverage sparkle in his cup of gold;
“A golden couch support his bed of rest,
“The chain of honor grace his favor’d breast;
“His the soft turban, his the car’s array
“O’er Babylon’s high wall to wheel its way;
“And for his wisdom seated on the throne,
“For the KING’S COUSIN shall the Bard be known.”
 

  Intent they meditate the future lay,
And watch impatient for the dawn of day.
The morn rose clear, and shrill were heard the flute,
The cornet, sackbut, dulcimer, and lute;
To Babylon’s gay streets the throng resort,
Swarm thro’ the gates, and fill the festive court.
High on his throne Darius tower’d in pride,
The fair Apame grac’d the Sovereign’s side;
And now she smil’d, and now with mimic frown
Placed on her brow the Monarch’s sacred crown.
In transport o’er her faultless form he bends,
Loves every look, and every act commends.
 

 And now Darius bids the herald call
Judaea’s Bard to grace the thronging hall.
Hush’d is each sound — the attending crowd are mute,
The Hebrew lightly strikes the chearful lute:
 

   When the Traveller on his way,
 Who has toil’d the livelong day,
 Feels around on every side
 The chilly mists of eventide,
 Fatigued and faint his wearied mind
 Recurs to all he leaves behind;
 He thinks upon the well-trimm’d hearth,
 The evening hour of social mirth,
 And her who at departing day
 Weeps for her husband far away.
 Oh give to him the flowing bowl,
 Bid it renovate his soul;
 Then shall sorrow sink to sleep,
 And he who wept, no more shall weep;
 For his care-clouded brow shall clear,
And his glad eye shall sparkle thro’ the tear.
 

   When the poor man heart-opprest
 Betakes him to his evening rest,
 And worn with labour thinks in sorrow
 Of the labor of to-morrow;
 When sadly musing on his lot
 He hies him to his joyless cot,
 And loathes to meet his children there,
 The rivals for his scanty fare:
 Oh give to him the flowing bowl,
 Bid it renovate his soul;
 The generous juice with magic power
 Shall cheat with happiness the hour,
 And with each warm affection fill
The heart by want and wretchedness made chill.
 

   When, at the dim close of day,
 The Captive loves alone to stray
 Along the haunts recluse and rude
 Of sorrow and of solitude;
 When he sits with moveless eye
 To mark the lingering radiance die,
 And lets distemper’d Fancy roam
 Amid the ruins of his home, — 
 Oh give to him the flowing bowl,
 Bid it renovate his soul;
 The bowl shall better thoughts bestow,
 And lull to rest his wakeful woe,
 And Joy shall bless the evening hour,
And make the Captive Fortune’s conqueror.
 

   When the wearying cares of state
 Oppress the Monarch with their weight,
 When from his pomp retir’d alone
 He feels the duties of the throne,
 Feels that the multitude below
 Depend on him for weal or woe;
 When his powerful will may bless
 A realm with peace and happiness,
 Or with desolating breath
 Breathe ruin round, and woe, and death:
 Oh give to him the flowing bowl,
 Bid it humanize his soul;
 He shall not feel the empire’s weight,
 He shall not feel the cares of state,
 The bowl shall each dark thought beguile,
And Nations live and prosper from his smile.
 

  Husht was the lute, the Hebrew ceas’d the song;
Long peals of plaudits echoed from the throng;
Each tongue the liberal words of praise repaid,
On every cheek a smile applauding play’d;
The rival Bard advanced, he struck the string,
And pour’d the loftier song to Persia’s King.
 

 Why should the wearying cares of state
 Oppress the Monarch with their weight?
 Alike to him if Peace shall bless
 The multitude with happiness;
Alike to him if frenzied War
 Careers triumphant on the embattled plain,
 And rolling on o’er myriads slain,
With gore and wounds shall clog his scythed car.
What tho’ the tempest rage! no sound
 Of the deep thunder shakes his distant throne,
And the red flash that spreads destruction round,
 Reflects a glorious splendour on the Crown.
 

 Where is the Man who with ennobling pride
Beholds not his own nature? where is he
 Who but with deep amazement awe allied
Must muse the mysteries of the human mind,
   The miniature of Deity.
For Man the vernal clouds descending
   Shower down their fertilizing rain,
For Man the ripen’d harvest bending
 Waves with soft murmur o’er the plenteous plain.
   He spreads the sail on high,
 The rude gale wafts him o’er the main;
 For him the winds of Heaven subservient blow,
 Earth teems for him, for him the waters flow,
He thinks, and wills, and acts, a Deity below!
 

Where is the King who with elating pride
 Sees not this Man — this godlike Man his Slave?
Mean are the mighty by the Monarch’s side,
 Alike the wife, alike the brave
 With timid step and pale, advance,
 And tremble at the royal glance;
 Suspended millions watch his breath
Whose smile is happiness, whose frown is death.
 

Why goes the Peasant from that little cot,
Where PEACE and LOVE have blest his humble life?
 In vain his agonizing wife
 With tears bedews her husband’s face,
And clasps him in a long and last embrace;
 In vain his children round his bosom creep,
 And weep to see their mother weep,
Fettering their father with their little arms;
 What are to him the wars alarms?
 What are to him the distant foes?
 He at the earliest dawn of day
   To daily labor went his way;
   And when he saw the sun decline,
   He sat in peace beneath his vine: — 
 The king commands, the peasant goes,
 From all he lov’d on earth he flies,
And for his monarch toils, and fights, and bleeds, and dies.
 

 What tho’ yon City’s castled wall
   Casts o’er the darken’d plain its crested shade?
 What tho’ their Priests in earnest terror call
   On all their host of Gods to aid?
 Vain is the bulwark, vain the tower;
   In vain her gallant youths expose
   Their breasts, a bulwark, to the foes.
 In vain at that tremendous hour,
 Clasp’d in the savage soldier’s reeking arms,
   Shrieks to tame Heaven the violated Maid.
 By the rude hand of Ruin scatter’d round
Their moss-grown towers shall spread the desart ground.
   Low shall the mouldering palace lie,
 Amid the princely halls the grass wave high,
And thro’ the shatter’d roof descend the inclement sky.
 

   Gay o’er the embattled plain
   Moves yonder warrior train,
 Their banners wanton on the morning gale!
   Full on their bucklers beams the rising ray,
   Their glittering helmets flash a brighter day,
 The shout of war rings echoing o’er the vale:
 Far reaches as the aching eye can strain
   The splendid horror of their wide array.
   Ah! not in vain expectant, o’er
   Their glorious pomp the Vultures soar!
   Amid the Conqueror’s palace high
   Shall sound the song of victory:
 Long after journeying o’er the plain
   The Traveller shall with startled eye
See their white bones then blanched by many a winter sky.
 

 Lord of the Earth! we will not raise
 The Temple to thy bounded praise.
 For thee no victim need expire,
 For thee no altar blaze with hallowed fire!
 The burning city flames for thee — 
 Thine altar is the field of victory!
   Thy sacred Majesty to bless
 Man a self-offer’d victim freely flies;
   To thee he sacrifices Happiness,
 And Peace, and Love’s endearing ties,
To thee a Slave he lives, to thee a Slave he dies.
 

Husht was the lute, the Hebrew ceas’d to sing;
The shout rush’d forth — for ever live the King!
Loud was the uproar, as when Rome’s decree
Pronounc’d Achaia once again was free;
Assembled Greece enrapt with fond belief
Heard the false boon, and bless’d the villain Chief;
Each breast with Freedom’s holy ardor glows,
From every voice the cry of rapture rose;
Their thundering clamors burst the astonish’d sky,
And birds o’erpassing hear, and drop, and die.
Thus o’er the Persian dome their plaudits ring,
And the high hall re-echoed — live the King!
The Mutes bow’d reverent down before their Lord,
The assembled Satraps envied and ador’d,
Joy sparkled in the Monarch’s conscious eyes,
And his pleas’d pride already doom’d the prize.
 

Silent they saw Zorobabel advance:
Quick on Apame shot his timid glance,
With downward eye he paus’d a moment mute,
And with light finger touch’d the softer lute.
Apame knew the Hebrew’s grateful cause,
And bent her head and sweetly smil’d applause.
 

 Why is the Warrior’s cheek so red?
 Why downward droops his musing head?
 Why that slow step, that faint advance,
 That keen yet quick-retreating glance?
 That crested head in war tower’d high,
 No backward glance disgrac’d that eye,
 No flushing fear that cheek o’erspread
 When stern he strode o’er heaps of dead;
 Strange tumult now his bosom moves — 
 The Warrior fears because he loves.
 

 Why does the Youth delight to rove
 Amid the dark and lonely grove?
 Why in the throng where all are gay,
   His wandering eye with meaning fraught,
   Sits he alone in silent thought?
 Silent he sits; for far away
 His passion’d soul delights to stray;
 Recluse he roves and strives to shun
All human-kind because he loves but One!
 

 Yes, King of Persia, thou art blest;
   But not because the sparkling bowl
   To rapture lifts thy waken’d soul
 But not because of Power possest,
 Not that the Nations dread thy nod,
 And Princes reverence thee their earthly God,
 Even on a Monarch’s solitude
 Care the black Spectre will intrude,
 The bowl brief pleasure can bestow,
 The Purple cannot shield from Woe.
 But King of Persia thou art blest,
For Heaven who rais’d thee thus the world above
Has made thee happy in Apame’s love!
 

 Oh! I have seen his fond looks trace
 Each angel feature of her face,
 Rove o’er her form with eager eye,
 And sigh and gaze, and gaze and sigh.
 Lo! from his brow with mimic frown,
 Apame takes the sacred crown;
 Her faultless form, her lovely face
 Add to the diadem new grace
 And subject to a Woman’s laws
 Darius sees and smiles applause!
 

He ceas’d, and silent still remain’d the throng
Whilst rapt attention own’d the power of song.
Then loud as when the wintry whirlwinds blow
From ev’ry voice the thundering plaudits flow;
Darius smil’d, Apame’s sparkling eyes
Glanc’d on the King, and Woman won the prize.
 

Now silent sat the expectant crowd, alone
The victor Hebrew gaz’d not on the throne;
With deeper hue his cheek distemper’d glows,
With statelier stature, loftier now he rose;
Heavenward he gaz’d, regardless of the throng,
And pour’d with awful voice sublimer song.
 

 Ancient of Days! Eternal Truth! one hymn
One holier strain the Bard shall raise to thee,
Thee Powerful! Thee Benevolent! Thee Just!
Friend! Father! All in All! the Vines rich blood,
The Monarch’s might, and Woman’s conquering charms, — 
These shall we praise alone? Oh ye who sit
Beneath your vine, and quaff at evening hour
The healthful bowl, remember him whose dews,
Whose rains, whose sun, matur’d the growing fruit,
Creator and Preserver! Reverence Him,
O thou who from thy throne dispensest life
And death, for He has delegated power.
And thou shalt one day at the throne of God
Render most strict account! O ye who gaze
Enrapt on Beauty’s fascinating form,
Gaze on with love, and loving Beauty, learn
To shun abhorrent all the mental eye
Beholds deform’d and foul; for so shall Love
Climb to the Source of Virtue. God of Truth!
All-Just! All-Mighty! I should ill deserve
Thy noblest gift, the gift divine of song,
If, so content with ear-deep melodies
To please all profitless, I did not pour
Severer strains; of Truth — eternal Truth,
Unchanging Justice, universal Love.
Such strains awake the soul to loftiest thoughts,
Such strains the Blessed Spirits of the Good
Waft, grateful incense, to the Halls of Heaven.
 

The dying notes still murmur’d on the string,
When from his throne arose the raptur’d King.
About to speak he stood, and wav’d his hand,
And all expectant sat the obedient band.
 

Then just and gen’rous, thus the Monarch cries,
“Be thine Zorobabel the well earned prize.
“The purple robe of state thy form shall fold,
“The beverage sparkle in thy cup of gold;
“The golden couch, the car, and honor’d chain,
“Requite the merits of thy favor’d strain,
“And rais’d supreme the ennobled race among
“Be call’d MY COUSIN for the victor song.
“Nor these alone the victor song shall bless,
“Ask what thou wilt, and what thou wilt, possess.”
“Fall’n is Jerusalem!” the Hebrew cries.
And patriot anguish fills his streaming eyes,
“Hurl’d to the earth by Rapine’s vengeful rod,
“Polluted lies the temple of our God,
“Far in a foreign land her sons remain,
“Hear the keen taunt, and drag the captive chain:
“In fruitless woe they wear the wearying years,
“And steep the bread of bitterness in tears.
“O Monarch, greatest, mildest, best of men,
“Restore us to those ruin’d walls again!
“Allow our race to rear that sacred dome,
“To live in liberty, and die at Home.”
 

So spake Zorobabel — thus Woman’s praise
Avail’d again Jerusalem to raise,
Call’d forth the sanction of the Despot’s nod,
And freed the Nation best belov’d of God.
 

Brixton Causeway, 1793.
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This poetic drama was composed by Southey in 1794 at the height of his radical period. The play concerns the infamous leader of the 1381 Peasants’ Revolt, who marched a group of protesters from Canterbury to London to oppose the institution of a poll tax. While the brief rebellion enjoyed early success, Tyler was eventually killed by officers of King Richard II, during negotiations at Smithfield in London. At the time of the drama’s composition, Southey was a radical supporter of the French Revolution, along with Wordsworth and Coleridge, who were leaning towards conservatism. Therefore Wat Tyler was an apposite theme with which to voice his anti-government beliefs.  However, in later years Southey’s political opinions were to dramatically change and the writing of this play was to come back and haunt him.

From 1807 Southey was honoured by the Tory Establishment as Poet Laureate and in receipt of a yearly stipend, and at this time the poet vigorously supported the Liverpool government. He argued against parliamentary reform, blaming the Peterloo Massacre on the allegedly revolutionary “rabble” killed and injured by government troops and he opposed Catholic emancipation. In 1817 he privately proposed penal transportation for those guilty of “libel” or “sedition”. In that same year Southey was confronted by critics for the publication of Wat Tyler.  This attack was instigated by his enemies in an attempt to embarrass the Poet Laureate and highlight his apostasy from radical poet to supporter of the Tory establishment. One of his most savage critics was William Hazlitt. In his portrait of Southey, in The Spirit of the Age, Hazlitt wrote: “He wooed Liberty as a youthful lover, but it was perhaps more as a mistress than a bride; and he has since wedded with an elderly and not very reputable lady, called Legitimacy.” Southey largely ignored his critics, but was forced to defend himself when William Smith, a member of Parliament, rose in the House of Commons on 14 March to assail him. In a spirited response Southey wrote an open letter to the MP, in which he explained that he had always aimed at lessening human misery and bettering the condition of all the lower classes and that he had only changed in respect of “the means by which that amelioration was to be effected”. As he put it, “that as he learnt to understand the institutions of his country, he learnt to appreciate them rightly, to love, and to revere, and to defend them.”
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Contemporary depiction of Wat Tyler’s death
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A caricature of Southey’s early radical poetry




WAT TYLER
 

A DRAMATIC POEM,
 

IN THREE ACTS
 




Wat Tyler - Act I
 

ACT I.
 

SCENE, A BLACKSMITH’S-SHOP 
 

Wat Tyler at work within. A May-pole 
before the Door.
 

ALICE, PIERS, &c.
 

SONG.
CHEERFUL on this holiday, 
Welcome we the merry May.
 

On ev’ry sunny hillock spread, 
The pale primrose rears her head; 
Rich with sweets the western gale 
Sweeps along the cowslip’d dale. 
Every bank with violets gay, 
Smiles to welcome in the May.
 

The linnet from the budding grove, 
Chirps her vernal song of love. 
The copse resounds the throstle’s notes, 
On each wild gale sweet music floats; 
And melody from every spray, 
Welcomes in the merry May.
 

Cheerful on this holiday, 
Welcome we the merry May.
 

[Dance.
 

During the Dance, Tyler lays down his 
Hammer, and sits mournfully down before
his Door.
 

[To him.
 

HOB CARTER.
Why so sad, neighbour? — do not these gay sports, 
This revelry of youth, recall the days 
When we too mingled in the revelry; 
And lightly tripping in the morris dance 
Welcomed the merry month? 
 

TYLER.
Aye, we were young; 
No cares had quell’d the hey-day of the blood: 
We sported deftly in the April morning, 
Nor mark’d the black clouds gathering o’er our noon; 
Nor fear’d the storm of night.
 

HOB 
 

Beshrew me, Tyler, 
But my heart joys to see the imps so cheerful! 
Young, hale, and happy, why should they destroy 
These blessings by reflection? 
 

TYLER.
Look ye, neighbour — 
You have known me long.
 

HOB.
Since we were boys together, 
And play’d at barley-brake, and danc’d the morris: — 
Some five-and-twenty years! 
 

TYLER.
Was not I young, 
And hale and happy? 
 

HOB.
Cheerful as the best.
 

TYLER.
Have not I been a staid, hard-working man? 
Up with the lark at labour — sober — honest — 
Of an unblemish’d character? 
 

HOB. 
Who doubts it, 
There’s never a man in Essex bears a better.
 

TYLER.
And shall not these, tho’ young, and hale and happy, 
Look on with sorrow to the future hour? 
Shall not reflection poison all their pleasures? 
When I — the honest, staid, hard-working 
Tyler, Toil thro’ the long course of the summer’s day, 
Still toiling, yet still poor! when with hard labour 
Scarce can I furnish out my daily food — 
And age comes on to steal away my strength, 
And leave me poor and wretched! Why should this be? 
My youth was regular — my labour constant — 
I married an industrious, virtuous woman; 
Nor while I toiled and sweated at the anvil, 
Sat she neglectful of her spinning wheel. — 
Hob — I have only six groats in the world, 
And they must soon by law be taken from me.
 

HOB.
Curse on these taxes — one succeeds another — 
Our ministers — panders of a king’s will — 
Drain all our wealth away — waste it in revels — 
And lure, or force away our boys, who should be 
The props of our old age! — to fill their armies 
And feed the crows of France! year follows year, 
And still we madly prosecute the war; — 
Draining our wealth — distressing our poor peasants — 
Slaughtering our youths — and all to crown our chiefs 
With Glory! — I detest the hell-sprung name.
 

TYLER.
What matters me who wears the crown of France? 
Whether a Richard or a Charles possess it? 
They reap the glory — they enjoy the spoil — 
We pay — we bleed! — The sun would shine as cheerly 
The rains of heaven as seasonably fall; 
Tho’ neither of these royal pests existed.
 

HOB.
Nay — as for that, we poor men should fare better! 
No legal robbers then should force away 
The hard-earn’d wages of our honest toil. 
The Parliament for ever cries more money, 
The service of the state demands more money. 
Just heaven! of what service is the state? 
 

TYLER 
 

Oh! ’tis of vast importance! who should pay for 
The luxuries and riots of the court? 
Who should support the flaunting courtier’s pride, 
Pay for their midnight revels, their rich garments, 
Did not the state enforce? — Think ye, my friend, 
That I — a humble blacksmith, here at Deptford, 
Would part with these six groats — earn’d by hard toil, 
All that I have! To massacre the Frenchmen, 
Murder as enemies men I never saw! 
Did not the state compel me? 
(Tax gatherers pass by) 
There they go, privileg’d r ——  — s! — 
 

(PIERS and ALICE advance to him. ) 
 

ALICE.
Did we not dance it well to-day, my father? 
You know I always lov’d these village sports, 
Even from my infancy, and yet methinks 
I never tript along the mead so gaily. 
You know they chose me queen, and your friend Piers 
Wreath’d me this cowslip garland for my head — 
Is it not simple? — you are sad, my father! 
You should have rested from your work to-day, 
And given a few hours up to merriment — 
But you are so serious! 
 

TYLER.
Serious, my good girl! 
I may well be so: when I look at thee 
It makes me sad! thou art too fair a flower 
To bear the wintry wind of poverty! 
 

PIERS.
Yet I have often head you speak of riches 
Even with contempt: they cannot purchase peace, 
Or innocence; or virtue — sounder sleep 
Waits on the weary plowman’s lowly bed, 
Than on the downy couch of luxury 
Lulls the rich slave of pride and indolence. 
I never wish for wealth! My arm is strong, 
And I can purchase by it a coarse meal, 
And hunger savours it.
 

TYLER.
Young man, thy mind 
Has yet to bear the hard lesson of experience. 
Thou art yet young, the blasting breath of want 
Has not yet froze the current of thy blood.
 

PIERS.
Fare not the birds well, as from spray to spray 
Blithsome they bound — yet find their simple food 
Scattered abundantly? 
 

TYLER 
 

No fancied boundaries of mine and thine 
Restrain their wanderings: Nature gives enough 
For all; but Man, with arrogant selfishness, 
Proud of his heaps, hoards up superfluous stores 
Robb’d from his weaker fellows, starves the poor, 
Or gives to pity what he owes to justice! 
 

PIERS.
So I have heard our good friend John Ball preach.
 

ALICE.
My father, wherefore was John Ball imprisoned? 
Was he not charitable, good, and pious? 
I have heard him say that all mankind are brethren, 
And that like brethren they should love each other; — 
Was not that doctrine pious? 
 

TYLER.
Rank sedition — 
High treason, every syllable, my child! 
The priests cry out on him for heresy, 
The nobles all detest him as a rebel, 
And this good man, this minister of Christ, 
This man, the friend and brother of mankind, 
Lingers in the dark dungeon! — my dear Alice, 
Retire awhile.
 

(Exit ALICE.) 
 

Piers, I would speak to thee 
Even with a father’s love! you are much with me, 
And I believe do court my conversation; 
Thou could’st not chuse thee forth a truer friend; 
I would fain see thee happy, but I fear 
Thy very virtues will destroy thy peace. 
My daughter — she is young — not yet fifteen — 
Piers, thou art generous, and thy youthful heart 
Warm with affection; this close intimacy 
Will ere long grow to love.
 

PIERS.
Suppose it so; 
Were that an evil, Walter? She is mild 
And cheerful, and industrious — now methinks 
With such a partner life would be most happy! 
Why would you warn me then of wretchedness? 
Is there an evil that can harm our lot? 
I have been told the virtuous must be happy, 
And have believed it true; tell me, my friend, 
What shall disturb the virtuous? 
 

TYLER 
 

Poverty — 
A bitter foe? 
 

PIERS.
Nay, you have often told me 
That happiness does not consist in riches.
 

TYLER.
It is most true: but tell me, my dear boy, 
Could’st thou be happy to behold thy wife 
Pining with want? — the children of your loves 
Clad in the squalid rags of wretchedness? 
And when thy hard and unremitting toil 
Had earn’d with pain a scanty recompense, 
Could’st thou be patient when the law should rob thee, 
And leave thee without bread and pennyless? 
 

PIERS 
 

It is a dreadful picture.
 

TYLER.
’Tis a true one.
 

PIERS.
But yet methinks our sober industry 
Might drive away the danger, ’tis but little 
That I could wish — food for our frugal meals, 
Raiment, however homely, and a bed 
To shield us from the night.
 

TYLER.
Thy honest reason 
Could wish no more: but were it not most wretched 
To want the coarse food for the frugal meal? 
And by the orders of your merciless lord, 
If you by chance were guilty of being poor, 
To be turned out adrift to the bleak world, 
Unhoused, unfriended? — Piers, I have not been idle, 
I never ate the bread of indolence — 
Could Alice be more thrifty than her mother? 
Yet but with one child, and that one, how good 
Thou knowest, I scarcely can provide the wants 
Of nature: look at these wolves of the law, 
They come to drain me of my hard earn’d wages. 
I have already paid the heavy tax 
Laid on the wool that clothes me — on my leather, 
On all the needful articles of life! 
And now three groats (and I work’d hard to earn them) 
The Parliament demands — and I must pay them, 
Forsooth, for liberty to wear my head. — 
 

Enter Tax-gatherers.
 

COLLECTOR.
Three groats a head for all your family.
 

PIERS.
Why is this money gathered?—’tis a hard tax 
On the poor labourer! — It can never be 
That government should thus distress the people. 
Go to the rich for money — honest labour 
Ought to enjoy its fruits.
 

COLLECTOR.
The state wants money. 
War is expensive—’tis a glorious war, 
A war of honour, and must be supported. — 
Three groats a head.
 

TYLER.
There, three for my own head, 
Three for my wife’s! — what will the state tax next? 
 

COLLECTOR.
You have a daughter.
 

TYLER.
She is below the age — not yet fifteen.
 

COLLECTOR.
You would evade the tax. — 
 

TYLER.
Sir Officer, 
I have paid you fairly what the law demands.
 

(Alice and her Mother enter the Shop. The Tax-gathers go to her. One of them lays hold of her. She screams. TYLER goes in.) 
 

COLLECTOR.
You say she’s under age.
 

(ALICE screams again. TYLER knocks out the Tax-gatherer’s Brains. His Companions fly.
 

PIERS.
A just revenge.
 

TYLER.
Most just indeed; but in the eye of the law 
’Tis murder — and the murderer’s lot is mine.
 

(PIERS goes out.) 
(TYLER sits down mournfully. ) 
 

ALICE.
Fly, my dear father! let us leave this place 
Before they raise pursuit.
 

TYLER.
Nay, nay, my child, 
Flight would be useless — I have done my duty; 
I have punish’d the brute insolence of lust, 
And here will wait my doom.
 

WIFE.
Oh let us fly! 
My husband, my dear husband! 
 

ALICE.
Quit but this place, 
And we may yet be safe, and happy too.
 

TYLER.
It would be useless, Alice—’twould but lengthen 
A wretched life in fear.
 

(Cry without. ) 
 

Liberty! liberty! 
 

(Enter Mob , HOB CARTER, &c.) 
(Cry ) Liberty! liberty! — No Poll tax! — No War! 
 

HOB.
We have broke our chains — we will arise in anger — 
The mighty multitude shall trample down 
The handful that oppress them.
 

TYLER 
 

Have ye heard 
So soon then of my murder? 
 

HOB 
 

Of your vengeance. 
Piers ran throughout the village — told the news — 
Cried out, to arms! — arm, arm for Liberty! 
For Liberty and Justice! 
 

TYLER 
 

My good friends, 
Heed well your danger, or be resolute; 
Learn to laugh menaces and force to scorn, 
Or leave me. I dare answer the bold deed — 
Death must come once; return you to your homes, 
Protect my wife and child, and on my grave 
Write why I died; perhaps the time may come, 
When honest Justice shall applaud the deed.
 

HOB 
 

Nay, nay, — we are oppressed, and have too long 
Knelt at our proud lords’ feet — we have too long 
Obey’d their orders — bow’d to their caprices — 
Sweated for them the wearying summer’s day, 
Wasted for them the wages of our toil; 
Fought for them, conquer’d for them, bled for them 
Still to be trampled on and still despis’d; 
But we have broke our chains.
 

TOM MILLER.
Piers is gone on 
Thro’ all the neighbouring villages, to spread 
The glorious tidings.
 

HOB 
 

He is hurried on 
To Maidstone, to deliver good John Ball, 
Our friend, our shepherd.
 

(Mob increases.) 
 

TYLER 
 

Friends and Countrymen, 
Will ye then rise to save an honest man 
From the fierce clutches of the bloody law? 
Oh do not call to mind my private wrongs, 
That the state drain’d my hard-earned pittance from me; 
That, of his office proud, the foul Collector 
Durst with lewd hand seize on my darling child, 
Insult her maiden modesty, and force 
A father’s hand to vengeance; heed not this: 
Think not, my countrymen, on private wrongs, 
Remember what yourselves have long endured. 
Think of the insults, wrongs, and contumelies, 
Ye bear from your proud lords — that your hard toil 
Manures their fertile fields — you plow the earth, 
You sow the corn, you reap the ripen’d harvest, — 
They riot on the produce! — That, like beasts, 
They sell you with their land — claim all the fruits 
Which the kindly earth produces as their own. 
The privilege, forsooth, of noble birth! 
On, on to Freedom; feel but your own strength, 
Be but resolved, and these destructive tyrants 
Shall shrink before your vengeance.
 

HOB 
 

On to London — 
The tidings fly before us — the court trembles — 
Liberty! — Vengeance! — Justice! 
 

END OF THE FIRST ACT
 




Wat Tyler - Act II
 

SCENE — BLACKHEATH.
 

TYLER, HOB, &c.
 

SONG.
‘ When Adam delv’d, and Eve span, 
‘ Who was then the gentleman?’ 
 

Wretched is the infant’s lot, 
Born within the straw-roof’d cot! 
Be he generous, wise, or brave, 
He must only be a slave. 
Long, long labour, little rest, 
Still to toil to be oppress’d; 
Drain’d by taxes of his store, 
Punish’d next for being poor; 
This is the poor wretch’s lot, 
Born within the straw-roof’d cot.
 

While the peasant works — to sleep; 
What the peasant sows — to reap; 
On the couch of ease to lie, 
Rioting in revelry; 
Be he villain, be he fool, 
Still to hold despotic rule, 
Trampling on his slaves with scorn; 
This is to be nobly born.
 

‘ When Adam delv’d, and Eve span, 
‘ Who was then the gentleman?’ 
 

JACK STRAW.
The mob are up in London — the proud courtiers 
Begin to tremble.
 

TOM MILLER.
Aye, aye, ’tis time to tremble; 
Who’ll plow their fields, who’ll do their drudgery now? 
And work like horses, to give them the harvest? 
 

JACK STRAW.
I only wonder we lay quiet so long. 
We had always the same strength, and we deserved 
The ills we met with for not using it.
 

HOB.
Why do we fear those animals called lords? 
What is there in the name to frighten us? 
Is not my arm as mighty as a Baron’s? 
 

Enter PIERS and JOHN BALL.
PIERS (to TYLER).
 

Have I done well, my father? — I remember’d 
This good man lay in prison.
 

TYLER.
My dear child, 
Most well; the people rise for liberty, 
And their first deed should be to break the chains 
That bind the virtuous: — O thou honest priest — 
How much has thou endured! 
 

JOHN BALL.
Why aye, my friend! 
These squalid rags bespeak what I have suffered. 
I was revil’d — insulted — left to languish 
In a damp dungeon; but I bore it cheerily — 
My heart was glad — for I have done my duty. 
I pitied my oppressors, and I sorrowed 
For the poor men of England.
 

TYLER.
They have felt 
Their strength — look round this heath! ’tis thronged with men. 
Ardent for freedom; mighty is the event 
That waits their fortune.
 

JOHN BALL.
I would fain address them.
 

TYLER.
Do so, my friend, and teach to them their duty; 
Remind them of their long withholden rights. 
What ho there! silence! 
 

PIERS.
Silence there, my friends, 
This good man would address you.
 

HOB.
Aye, aye, hear him — 
He is no mealy mouthed court orator, 
To flatter vice, and pamper lordly pride.
 

JOHN BALL.
Friends! Brethren! for ye are my brethren all; 
Englishmen met in arms to advocate 
The cause of freedom! hear me! pause awhile 
In the career of vengeance; it is true 
I am a priest; but, as these rags may speak, 
Not one who riots in the poor man’s spoil, 
Or trades with his religion. I am one 
Who preach the law of Christ, and in my life, 
Would practice what he taught. The son of God 
Came not to you in power: humble in mien, 
Lowly in heart, the man of Nazareth 
Preach’d mercy, justice, love: ‘Woe unto ye, 
Ye that are rich: — if that ye would be saved, 
Sell that ye have, and give unto the poor.’ 
So taught the Saviour: oh, my honest friends! 
Have ye not felt the strong indignant throb 
Of justice in your bosoms, to behold 
The lordly Baron feasting on your spoils? 
Have you not in your hearts arraign’d the lot 
That gave him on the couch of luxury 
To pillow his head, and pass the festive day 
In sportive feasts, and ease, and revelry? 
Have you not often in your conscience ask’d 
Why is the difference, wherefore should that man, 
No worthier than myself, thus lord it over me, 
And bid me labour, and enjoy the fruits? 
The God within your breasts has argued thus! 
The voice of truth has murmur’d; came ye not 
As helpless to the world? Shines not the sun 
With equal ray on both? — Do ye not feel 
The self same winds of heaven as keenly parch ye? 
Abundant is the earth — the Sire of all, 
Saw and pronounc’d that it was very good. 
Look round: the vernal fields smile with new flowers, 
The budding orchard perfumes the soft breeze, 
And the green corn waves to the passing gale. 
There is enough for all, but your proud Baron 
Stands up, and arrogant of strength exclaims, 
‘I am a Lord — by nature I am noble: 
These fields are mine, for I was born to them, 
I was born in the castle — you, poor wretches, 
Whelp’d in the cottage, are by birth my slaves.’ 
Almighty God! such blasphemies are utter’d! 
Almighty God! such blasphemies believ’d! 
 

TOM MILLER.
This is something like a sermon.
 

JACK STRAW.
Where’s the bishop 
Would tell you truths like these? 
 

HOB.
There was never a bishop among all the apostles.
 

JOHN BALL.
My brethren! 
 

PIERS.
Silence, the good priest speaks.
 

JOHN BALL.
My brethren, these are truths, and weighty ones: 
Ye are all equal: nature made ye so. 
Equality is your birth-right; — when I gaze 
On the proud palace, and behold one man 
In the blood-purpled robes of royalty, 
Feasting at ease, and lording over millions, 
Then turn me to the hut of poverty, 
And see the wretched lab’rer worn with toil, 
Divide his scanty morsel with his infants, 
I sicken, and indignant at the sight, 
‘ Blush for the patience of humanity.’ 
 

JACK STRAW.
We will assert our rights.
 

TOM MILLER.
We’ll trample down 
These insolent oppressors.
 

JOHN BALL.
In good truth 
Ye have cause for anger: but, my honest friends, 
Is it revenge or justice that ye seek? 
 

MOB.
Justice, justice! 
 

JOHN BALL.
Oh then remember mercy; 
And though your proud oppressors spar’d not you, 
Shew you excel them in humanity. 
They will use every art to disunite you, 
To conquer separately, by stratagem, 
Whom in a mass they fear — but be ye firm — 
Boldly demand your long-forgotten rights, 
Your sacred, your inalienable freedom — 
Be bold — be resolute — be merciful! 
And while you spurn the hated name of slaves, 
Shew you are men! 
 

MOB.
Long live our honest priest! 
 

JACK STRAW.
He shall be made archbishop.
 

JOHN BALL.
My brethren, I am plain John Ball, your friend, 
Your equal: by the law of Christ enjoined 
To serve you, not command.
 

JACK STRAW.
March we for London.
 

TYLER.
Mark me, my friends — we rise for liberty — 
Justice shall be our guide: let no man dare 
To plunder in the tumult.
 

MOB 
 

Lead us on — 
Liberty! — Justice! 
 

(Exeunt, with cries of Liberty — no Poll Tax — no War.) 
 

SCENE CHANGES TO THE TOWER.
KING RICHARD, ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY, 
SIR JOHN TRESILIAN, 
WALWORTH, PHILPOT.
KING 
 

What must we do? the danger grows more imminent — 
The mob increases — 
 

PHILPOT.
Every moment brings 
Fresh tidings of our peril.
 

KING.
It were well 
To yield them what they ask.
 

ARCHBISHOP.
Aye, that my liege 
Were politic. Go boldly forth to meet them, 
Grant all they ask — however wild and ruinous — 
Mean time the troops you have already summoned, 
Will gather round them. Then my Christian power 
Absolves you of your promise.
 

WALWORTH.
Were but their ringleaders cut off — the rabble 
Would soon disperse.
 

PHILPOT.
United in a mass 
There’s nothing can resist them — once divide them, 
And they will fall an easy sacrifice.
 

ARCHBISHOP.
Lull them by promises — bespeak them fair — 
Go forth, my liege — spare not, if need requires, 
A solemn oath, to ratify the treaty.
 

KING 
 

I dread their fury.
 

ARCHBISHOP.
’Tis a needless dread, 
There is divinity about your person; 
It is the sacred privilege of Kings, 
Howe’er they act, to render no account 
To man. The people have been taught this lesson, 
Nor can they soon forget it.
 

KING.
I will go — 
I will submit to everything they ask; 
My day of triumph will arrive at last.
 

(Shouts without.) 
 

Enter Messenger.
 

MESSENGER.
The mob are at the city gates.
 

ARCHBISHOP.
Haste, haste, 
Address them ere too late. I’ll remain here, 
For they detest me much.
 

(Shouts again. ) 
 

Enter another Messenger.
 

MESSENGER.
The Londoners have opened the city gates, 
The rebels are admitted.
 

KING.
Fear then must give me courage; my Lord Mayor, 
Come you with me.
 

(Exeunt. Shouts without.) 
 

SCENE — SMITHFIELD.
WAT TYLER, JOHN BALL, PIERS, &c. Mob.
 

PIERS.
So far triumphant are we: how these nobles, 
These petty tyrants, who so long oppress’d us, 
Shrink at the first resistance! 
 

HOB.
They were powerful 
Only because we fondly thought them so. 
Where is Jack Straw? 
 

TYLER.
Jack Straw is gone to the tower 
To seize the king, and so to end resistance.
 

JOHN BALL.
It was well judg’d: fain would I spare the shedding 
Of human blood: gain we that royal puppet, 
And all will follow fairly: depriv’d of him, 
The nobles lose their pretext, nor will dare 
Rebel against the people’s majesty.
 

Enter Herald.
 

HERALD.
Richard the Second, by the grace of God, 
Of England, Ireland, France, and Scotland, King, 
And of the town of Berwick upon Tweed, 
Would parley with Wat Tyler.
 

TYLER.
Let him know 
Wat Tyler is in Smithfield.
 

(Exit Herald.) 
 

I will parley 
With this young monarch; as he comes to me 
Trusting my honour, on your lives I charge you 
Let none attempt to harm him.
 

JOHN BALL 
 

The faith of courts 
Is but a weak dependence! You are honest — 
And better is it even to die the victim 
Of credulous honesty, than live preserved 
By the cold policy that still suspects.
 

Enter KING, WALWORTH, PHILPOT, &c.
 

KING.
I would speak to thee, Wat Tyler: bid the mob 
Retire awhile.
 

PIERS.
Nay, do not go alone — 
Let me attend you.
 

TYLER.
Wherefore should I fear? 
Am I not arm’d with a just cause? — retire, 
And I will boldly plead the cause of Freedom.
 

(Advances.) 
 

KING.
Tyler, why have you kill’d my officer? 
And led my honest subjects from their homes, 
Thus to rebel against the Lord’s anointed? 
 

TYLER.
Because they were oppress’d.
 

KING.
Was this the way 
To remedy the ill? — you should have tried 
By milder means — petition’d at the throne — 
The throne will always listen to petitions.
 

TYLER.
King of England, 
Petitioning for pity is most weak, 
The sovereign people ought to demand justice. 
I kill’d your officer, for his lewd hand 
Insulted a maid’s modesty: your subjects 
I lead to rebel against the Lord’s anointed, 
Because his ministers have made him odious: 
His yoke is heavy, and his burden grievous. 
Why do we carry on this fatal war, 
To force upon the French a king they hate; 
Tearing our young men from their peaceful homes; 
Forcing his hard-earn’d fruits from the honest peasant; 
Distressing us to desolate our neighbours? 
Why is this ruinous poll tax imposed, 
But to support your court’s extravagance, 
And your mad title to the crown of France? 
Shall we sit tamely down beneath these evils 
Petitioning for pity? 
King of England! 
Why are we sold like cattle in your markets — 
Deprived of every privilege of man? 
Must we lie tamely at our tyrant’s feet, 
And, like your spaniels, lick the hand that beats us? 
You sit at ease in your gay palaces, 
The costly banquet courts your appetite, 
Sweet music sooths your slumbers; we the while, 
Scarce by hard toil can earn a little food, 
And sleep scarce shelter’d from the cold night wind: 
Whilst your wild projects wrest the little from us 
Which might have cheer’d the wintry hour of age: 
The Parliament for ever asks more money: 
We toil and sweat for money for your taxes: 
Where is the benefit, what food reap we 
From all the councils of your government? 
Think you that we should quarrel with the French? 
What boots to us your victories, your glory? 
We pay, we fight, you profit at your ease. 
Do you not claim the country as your own? 
Do you not call the venison of the forest, 
The birds of heaven your own? — prohibiting us, 
Even tho’ in want of food, to seize the prey 
Which nature offers? — King! is all this just? 
Think you we do not feel the wrongs we suffer? 
The hour of retribution is at hand, 
And tyrants tremble — mark me, King of England.
 

WALWORTH.
(Comes behind him, and stabs him.) 
 

Insolent rebel, threatening the King! 
 

PIERS.
Vengeance! vengeance! 
 

HOB.
Seize the King.
 

KING.
I must be bold. (Advancing.) 
My friends and loving subjects, 
I will grant all you ask: you shall be free — 
The tax shall be repeal’d — all, all you wish. 
Your leader menaced me, he deserv’d his fate. 
Quiet your angers; on my royal word 
Your grievances shall all be done away. 
Your vassalage abolish’d. — A free pardon 
Allow’d to all: so help me God it shall be.
 

JOHN BALL.
Revenge, my brethren, beseems not Christians. 
Send us these terms sign’d with your seal of state. 
We will await in peace: deceive us not. — 
Act justly, so to excuse your late foul deed.
 

KING.
The charter shall be drawn out: on mine honour, 
All shall be justly done.
 

END OF ACT THE SECOND.




Wat Tyler - Act III
 

ACT III.
 

SCENE — SMITHFIELD.
PIERS (meeting JOHN BALL.) 
 

You look disturb’d, my father? 
 

JOHN BALL.
Piers, I am so. 
Jack Straw has forced the Tower: seized the Archbishop, 
And beheaded him.
 

PIERS.
The curse of insurrection! 
 

JOHN BALL.
Aye, Piers! our nobles level down their vassals — 
Keep them at endless labour like their brutes, 
Degrading every faculty by servitude: 
Repressing all the energy of the mind. 
We must not wonder then, that like wild beasts, 
When they have burst their chains, with brutal rage 
They revenge them on their tyrants.
 

PIERS.
This Archbishop! 
He was oppressive to his humble vassals: 
Proud, haughty, avaricious. — 
 

JOHN BALL.
A true high-priest! 
Preaching humility with his mitre on! 
Praising up alms and Christian charity 
Even whilst his unforgiving hand distress’d 
His honest tenants.
 

PIERS.
He deserv’d his fate then.
 

JOHN BALL.
Justice can never link with cruelty. 
Is there among the catalogue of crimes 
A sin so black that only Death can expiate? 
Will Reason never rouse her from her slumbers, 
And darting thro’ the veil her eagle eye, 
See in the sable garment of the law 
Revenge conceal’d? — This high priest has been haughty — 
He has oppress’d his vassals: tell me, Piers, 
Does his Death remedy the ills he caused? 
Were it not better to repress his power 
Of doing wrong — that so his future life 
Might expiate the evils of the past, 
And benefit mankind? 
 

PIERS.
But must not vice 
Be punished? 
 

JOHN BALL.
Is not punishment revenge? 
The momentary violence of anger 
May be excus’d: the indignant heart will throb 
Against oppression, and the outstretch’d arm 
Resent its injured feelings: the Collector 
Insulted Alice, and roused the keen emotions 
Of a fond father. Tyler murder’d him.
 

PIERS. 
Murder’d! — a most harsh word.
 

JOHN BALL.
Yes, murder’d him: 
His mangled feelings prompted the bad act, 
And Nature will almost commend the deed 
That Justice blames: but will the awaken’d feelings 
Plead with their heart-emoving eloquence 
For the cool deliberate murder of Revenge? 
Would you, Piers, in your calmer hour of reason 
Condemn an erring brother to be slain? 
Cut him at once from all the joys of life, 
All hopes of reformation! to revenge 
The deed his punishment cannot recall? 
My blood boil’d in me at the fate of Tyler, 
Yet I revenged not.
 

PIERS.
Oh my Christian father! 
They would not argue thus humanely on us, 
Were we within their power.
 

JOHN BALL.
I know they would not! 
But we must pity them that they are vicious, 
Not imitate their vice.
 

PIERS.
Alas, poor Tyler! 
I do repent me much that I stood back, 
When he advanced fearless in rectitude 
To meet these royal assassins.
 

JOHN BALL.
Not for myself, 
Tho’ I have lost an honest virtuous friend, 
Mourn I the death of Tyler: he was one 
Gifted with the strong energy of mind, 
Quick to perceive the right, and prompt to act 
When Justice needed: he would listen to me 
With due attention, yet not yielding lightly 
What had to him seem’d good; severe in virtue 
He awed the ruder people whom he led 
By his stern rectitude.
 

PIERS.
Witness that day 
When they destroy’d the palace of the Gaunt; 
And hurl’d the wealth his avarice had amass’d, 
Amid the fire: the people, fierce in zeal, 
Threw in the flames the wretch whose selfish hand 
Purloin’d amid the tumult.
 

JOHN BALL.
I lament 
The death of Tyler, for my country’s sake. 
I shudder lest posterity enslav’d 
Should rue his murder! — who shall now control 
The giddy multitude, blind to their own good, 
And listening with avidity to the tale 
Of courtly falsehood! 
 

PIERS.
The King must perform 
His plighted promise.
 

(Cry without) — The Charter! — the Charter! 
 

(Enter Mob and Herald.) 
 

TOM MILLER.
Read it out — read it out.
 

HOB.
Aye, aye, let’s hear the Charter.
 

HERALD.
Richard Plantagenet, by the grace of God, 
King of England, Ireland, France, Scotland, 
and the town of Berwick upon Tweed, to all 
whom it may concern, These presents, 
Whereas our loving subjects have complained 
to us of the heavy burdens they endure, 
particularly from our late enacted 
poll-tax; and whereas they have risen in 
arms against our officers, and demanded the 
abolition of personal slavery, vassalage, and 
manorial rights; we, ever ready in our sovereign 
mercy to listen to the petitions of our 
loving subjects, do annul all these grievances.
 

MOB.
Huzza! long live the king! 
 

HERALD.
And do of our royal mercy, grant a free 
pardon to all who may have been anyways 
concerned in the late insurrections. All this 
shall be faithfully performed on our royal 
word. So help us God. 
God save the King.
 

(Loud and repeated shouts.) 
 

HERALD.
Now then depart in quiet to your homes.
 

JOHN BALL.
Nay, my good friend — the people will remain 
Embodied peaceably, till Parliament 
Confirm the royal charter: tell your king so: 
We will await the Charter’s confirmation, 
Meanwhile comporting ourselves orderly 
As peaceful citizens, not risen in tumult, 
But to redress their evils.
 

Exit Herald, &c. HOB, PIERS, and 
JOHN BALL, remain.
 

HOB.
’Twas well order’d. 
I place but little trust in courtly faith.
 

JOHN BALL.
We must remain embodied; else the king 
Will plunge again in royal luxury; 
And when the storm of danger is past over, 
Forget his promises.
 

HOB.
Aye, like an aguish sinner, 
He’ll promise to repent when the fit’s on him, 
When well recover’d, laugh at his own terrors.
 

PIERS.
Oh ! I am grieved that we must gain so little! 
Why are not all these empty ranks abolish’d; 
King, slave, and lord, ‘ennobl’d into MAN?’ 
Are we not equal all? — have you not told me 
Equality is the sacred right of man, 
Inalienable, tho’ by force withheld? 
 

JOHN BALL.
Even so: but Piers, my frail and fallible judgment 
Knows hardly to decide if it be right, 
Peaceably to return; content with little, 
With this half restitution of our rights, 
Or boldly to proceed through blood and slaughter, 
Till we should all be equal and all happy. 
I chose the milder way: — perhaps I erred.
 

PIERS.
I fear me — by the mass, the unsteady people 
Are flocking homewards! how the multitude 
Diminishes! 
 

JOHN BALL.
Go thou, my son, and stay them. 
Carter, do you exert your influence. 
All depends on their stay: my mind is troubl’d, 
And I would fain compose my thoughts for action.
 

(Exeunt HOB and PIERS.) 
 

Father of mercies! I do fear me much 
That I have err’d: thou gav’st my ardent mind 
To pierce the mists of superstitious falsehood; — 
Gav’st me to know the truth. I should have urg’d it 
Thro’ every op, perhaps, 
The seemly voice of pity has deceiv’d me, 
And all this mighty movement ends in ruin! 
I fear me, I have been like the weak leech, 
Who, sparing to cut deep, with cruel mercy 
Mangles his patient without curing him.
 

(Great tumult.) 
 

What means this tumult? hark! the clang of arms! 
God of eternal justice! the false monarch 
Has broke his plighted vow! 
 

Enter PIERS, wounded.
 

PIERS.
Fly, fly, my father — the perjur’d king — fly! fly! 
 

JOHN BALL.
Nay, nay, my child — I dare abide my fate, 
Let me bind up thy wounds.
 

PIERS.
’Tis useless succour, 
They seek thy life; fly, fly, my honour’d father. 
Fain would I die in peace to hope thee safe. 
I shall soon join thee, Tyler! — they are murdering 
Our unsuspecting brethren: half unarm’d, 
Trusting too fondly to the tyrant’s vows, 
They were dispersing: — the streets swim with blood. 
O! save thyself.
 

Enter Soldiers.
 

SOLDIER.
This is that old seditious heretic.
 

(Seizes JOHN BALL.) 
 

SECOND SOLDIER.
And here the young spawn of rebellion; 
My orders ar’n’t to spare him.
 

(Stabs PIERS.) 
 

Come, you old stirrer-up of insurrection, 
You bell-wether of the mob — you ar’n’t to die 
So easily.
 

(They lead off JOHN BALL — the tumult 
increases — Mob fly across the Stage — 
the Troops pursue them — loud cries and 
shouts.) 
 

 
 

SCENE — WESTMINSTER HALL.
KING, WALWORTH, PHILPOT, SIR JOHN TRESILIAN, &c.
 

WALWORTH.
My liege, ’twas wisely order’d to destroy 
The dunghill rabble, but take prisoner 
That old seditious priest: his strange wild notions 
Of this equality, when well exposed, 
Will create ridicule, and shame the people 
Of their late tumults.
 

SIR JOHN TRESILIAN.
Aye, there’s nothing like 
A fair free open trial, where the king 
Can chuse his jury and appoint his judges.
 

KING.
Walworth, I must thank you for my deliverance; 
’Twas a bold deed to stab him in the parley! 
Kneel down, and rise a knight, Sir William Walworth.
 

Enter Messenger.
 

MESSENGER.
I left them hotly at it. Smithfield smoked 
With the rebels’ blood: your troops fought loyally, 
There’s not a man of them will lend an ear 
To pity.
 

SIR WILLIAM WALWORTH.
Is John Ball secur’d? 
 

MESSENGER.
They have seiz’d him.
 

Enter Guards with JOHN BALL.
GUARD.
We’ve brought the old villain.
 

SECOND GUARD.
An old mischief-maker — 
Why there’s fifteen hundred of the mob are kill’d, 
All thro’ his preaching! 
 

SIR JOHN TRESILIAN.
Prisoner! are you the arch-rebel, John Ball? 
 

JOHN BALL.
I am John Ball; but I am not a rebel. 
Take ye the name, who, arrogant in strength, 
Rebel against the people’s sovereignty.
 

SIR JOHN TRESILIAN.
John Ball, you are accus’d of stirring up 
The poor deluded people to rebellion; 
Not having the fear of God and of the king 
Before your eyes; of preaching up strange notions 
Heretical and treasonous; such as saying 
That kings have not a right from heaven to govern; 
That all mankind are equal; and that ranks 
And the distinctions of society, 
Aye, and the sacred rights of property 
Are evil and oppressive: — plead you guilty 
To this most heavy charge? 
 

JOHN BALL.
If it be guilt — 
To preach what you are pleas’d to call strange notions. 
That all mankind as brethren must be equal; 
That privileg’d orders of society 
Are evil and oppressive; that the right 
Of property is a juggle to deceive 
The poor whom you oppress; — I plead me guilty.
 

SIR JOHN TRESILIAN.
It is against the custom of this court 
That the prisoner should plead guilty.
 

JOHN BALL.
Why then put you 
The needless question? — Sir Judge, let me save 
The vain and empty insult of a trial. 
What I have done, that I dare justify.
 

SIR JOHN TRESILIAN.
Did you not tell the mob they were oppress’d, 
And preach upon the equality of man; 
With evil intent thereby to stir them up 
To tumult and rebellion? 
 

JOHN BALL.
That I told them 
That all mankind are equal, is most true: 
Ye came as helpless infants to the world: 
Ye feel alike the infirmities of nature; 
And at last moulder into common clay. 
Why then these vain distinctions! — bears not the earth 
Food in abundance? — must your granaries 
O’erflow with plenty, while the poor man starves? 
Sir Judge, why sit you there clad in your furs? 
Why are your cellars stor’d with choicest wines? 
Your larders hung with dainties, while your vassal, 
As virtuous, and as able too by nature, 
Tho’ by your selfish tyranny depriv’d 
Of mind’s improvement, shivers in his rags, 
And starves amid the plenty he creates. 
I have said this is wrong, and I repeat it — 
And there will be a time when this great truth 
Shall be confess’d — be felt by all mankind. 
The electric truth shall run from man to man, 
And the blood-cemented pyramid of greatness 
Shall fall before the flash! 
 

SIR JOHN TRESILIAN 
 

Audacious rebel! 
How darest thou insult this sacred court, 
Blaspheming all the dignities of rank? 
How could the Government be carried on 
Without the sacred orders of the king, 
And the nobility? 
 

JOHN BALL.
Tell me, Sir Judge, 
What does the government avail the peasant? 
Would not he plow his field and sow the corn, 
Aye, and in peace enjoy the harvest too: 
Would not the sunshine and the dews descend, 
Tho’ neither King nor Parliament existed? 
Do your Court Politics ought matter him? 
Would he be warring even unto the death 
With his French neighbours? — Charles and 
Richard contend; 
The people fight and suffer: — think ye, Sirs, 
If neither country had been cursed with a chief, 
The peasants would have quarrell’d? 
 

KING.
This is treason! 
The patience of the court has been insulted — 
Condemn the foul mouth’d, contumacious rebel.
 

SIR JOHN TRESILIAN.
John Ball, whereas you are accused before us 
Of stirring up the people to rebellion, 
And preaching to them strange and dangerous doctrines; 
And whereas your behavior to the court 
Has been most insolent and contumacious; 
Insulting Majesty — and since you have pleaded 
Guilty to all these charges; I condemn you 
To death: you shall be hanged by the neck, 
But not till you are dead — your bowels opened — 
Your heart torn out and burnt before your face — 
Your traitorous head be sever’d from your body — 
Your body quartered, and exposed upon 
The city gates — a terrible example — 
And the Lord God have mercy on your soul! 
 

JOHN BALL.
Why be it so. I can smile at your vengeance, 
For I am arm’d with rectitude of soul. 
The truth, which all my life I have divulg’d 
And am now doom’d in torment to expire for, 
Shall still survive — the destin’d hour must come, 
When it shall blaze with sun-surpassing splendor, 
And the dark mists of prejudice and falsehood 
Fade in its strong effulgence. Flattery’s incense 
No more shall shadow round the gore-dyed throne; 
That altar of oppression, fed with rites, 
More savage than the Priests of Moloch taught, 
Shall be consumed amid the fire of Justice; 
The ray of truth shall emanate around, 
And the whole world be lighted! 
 

KING.
Drag him hence — 
Away with him to death! order the troops 
Now to give quarter and make prisoners — 
Let the blood-reeking sword of war be sheathed, 
That the law may take vengeance on the rebels.
 

THE END
 




POEMS CONCERNING THE SLAVE TRADE

[image: img19.png]
 


CONTENTS
 

Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet I

Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet II

Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet III

Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet IV

Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet V

Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet VI

To The Genius Of Africa

The Sailor, Who Had Served in the Slave Trade

Verses Spoken in the Theatre at Oxford, upon the Installation of Lord Grenville

 




Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet I
 

Hold your mad hands! for ever on your plain
Must the gorged vulture clog his beak with blood?
For ever must your Nigers tainted flood
Roll to the ravenous shark his banquet slain?
Hold your mad hands! what daemon prompts to rear
The arm of Slaughter? on your savage shore
Can hell-sprung Glory claim the feast of gore,
With laurels water’d by the widow’s tear
Wreathing his helmet crown? lift high the spear!
And like the desolating whirlwinds sweep,
Plunge ye yon bark of anguish in the deep;
For the pale fiend, cold-hearted Commerce there
Breathes his gold-gender’d pestilence afar,
And calls to share the prey his kindred Daemon War.
 




Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet II
 

Why dost thou beat thy breast and rend thine hair,
And to the deaf sea pour thy frantic cries?
Before the gale the laden vessel flies;
The Heavens all-favoring smile, the breeze is fair;
Hark to the clamors of the exulting crew!
Hark how their thunders mock the patient skies!
Why dost thou shriek and strain thy red-swoln eyes
As the white sail dim lessens from thy view?
Go pine in want and anguish and despair,
There is no mercy found in human-kind — 
Go Widow to thy grave and rest thee there!
But may the God of Justice bid the wind
Whelm that curst bark beneath the mountain wave,
And bless with Liberty and Death the Slave!
 




Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet III
 

Oh he is worn with toil! the big drops run
Down his dark cheek; hold — hold thy merciless hand,
Pale tyrant! for beneath thy hard command
O’erwearied Nature sinks. The scorching Sun,
As pityless as proud Prosperity,
Darts on him his full beams; gasping he lies
Arraigning with his looks the patient skies,
While that inhuman trader lifts on high
The mangling scourge. Oh ye who at your ease
Sip the blood-sweeten’d beverage! thoughts like these
Haply ye scorn: I thank thee Gracious God!
That I do feel upon my cheek the glow
Of indignation, when beneath the rod
A sable brother writhes in silent woe.
 




Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet IV
 

’Tis night; the mercenary tyrants sleep
As undisturb’d as Justice! but no more
The wretched Slave, as on his native shore,
Rests on his reedy couch: he wakes to weep!
Tho’ thro’ the toil and anguish of the day
No tear escap’d him, not one suffering groan
Beneath the twisted thong, he weeps alone
In bitterness; thinking that far away
Tho’ the gay negroes join the midnight song,
Tho’ merriment resounds on Niger’s shore,
She whom he loves far from the chearful throng
Stands sad, and gazes from her lowly door
With dim grown eye, silent and woe-begone,
And weeps for him who will return no more.
 




Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet V
 

Did then the bold Slave rear at last the Sword
Of Vengeance? drench’d he deep its thirsty blade
In the cold bosom of his tyrant lord?
Oh! who shall blame him? thro’ the midnight shade
Still o’er his tortur’d memory rush’d the thought
Of every past delight; his native grove,
Friendship’s best joys, and Liberty and Love,
All lost for ever! then Remembrance wrought
His soul to madness; round his restless bed
Freedom’s pale spectre stalk’d, with a stern smile
Pointing the wounds of slavery, the while
She shook her chains and hung her sullen head:
No more on Heaven he calls with fruitless breath,
But sweetens with revenge, the draught of death.
 




Poems On The Slave Trade - Sonnet VI
 

High in the air expos’d the Slave is hung
To all the birds of Heaven, their living food!
He groans not, tho’ awaked by that fierce Sun
New torturers live to drink their parent blood!
He groans not, tho’ the gorging Vulture tear
The quivering fibre! hither gaze O ye
Who tore this Man from Peace and Liberty!
Gaze hither ye who weigh with scrupulous care
The right and prudent; for beyond the grave
There is another world! and call to mind,
Ere your decrees proclaim to all mankind
Murder is legalized, that there the Slave
Before the Eternal, “thunder-tongued shall plead
“Against the deep damnation of your deed.”
 




To The Genius Of Africa
 

O thou who from the mountain’s height
 Roll’st down thy clouds with all their weight
Of waters to old Niles majestic tide;
 Or o’er the dark sepulchral plain
Recallest thy Palmyra’s ancient pride,
 Amid whose desolated domes
 Secure the savage chacal roams,
Where from the fragments of the hallow’d fane
The Arabs rear their miserable homes!
 

Hear Genius hear thy children’s cry!
 Not always should’st thou love to brood
 Stern o’er the desert solitude
Where seas of sand toss their hot surges high;
 Nor Genius should the midnight song
Detain thee in some milder mood
 The palmy plains among
Where Gambia to the torches light
Flows radiant thro’ the awaken’d night.
 

Ah, linger not to hear the song!
Genius avenge thy children’s wrong!
The Daemon COMMERCE on your shore
 Pours all the horrors of his train,
And hark! where from the field of gore
 Howls the hyena o’er the slain!
Lo! where the flaming village fires the skies!
Avenging Power awake — arise!
 

Arise thy children’s wrong redress!
Ah heed the mother’s wretchedness
When in the hot infectious air
 O’er her sick babe she bows opprest — 
Ah hear her when the Christians tear
 The drooping infant from her breast!
 Whelm’d in the waters he shall rest!
Hear thou the wretched mother’s cries,
Avenging Power awake! arise!
 

 By the rank infected air
 That taints those dungeons of despair,
 By those who there imprison’d die
 Where the black herd promiscuous lie,
 By the scourges blacken’d o’er
 And stiff and hard with human gore,
 By every groan of deep distress
 By every curse of wretchedness,
 By all the train of Crimes that flow
 From the hopelessness of Woe,
 By every drop of blood bespilt,
 By Afric’s wrongs and Europe’s guilt,
 Awake! arise! avenge!
 

And thou hast heard! and o’er their blood-fed plains
Swept thine avenging hurricanes;
And bade thy storms with whirlwind roar
Dash their proud navies on the shore;
And where their armies claim’d the fight
Wither’d the warrior’s might;
And o’er the unholy host with baneful breath
There Genius thou hast breath’d the gales of Death.
 

So perish still the robbers of mankind!
What tho’ from Justice bound and blind
Inhuman Power has snatch’d the sword!
 What tho’ thro’ many an ignominious age
 That Fiend with desolating rage
The tide of carnage pour’d!
Justice shall yet unclose her eyes,
Terrific yet in wrath arise,
And trample on the tyrant’s breast,
And make Oppresion groan opprest.
 




The Sailor, Who Had Served in the Slave Trade
 

In September, 1798, a Dissenting Minister of Bristol,
discovered a Sailor in the neighbourhood of that City,
groaning and praying in a hovel. The circumstance that
occasioned his agony of mind is detailed in the annexed
Ballad, without the slightest addition or alteration. By
presenting it as a Poem the story is made more public, and
such stories ought to be made as public as possible.
 

He stopt, — it surely was a groan
 That from the hovel came!
He stopt and listened anxiously
 Again it sounds the same.
 

It surely from the hovel comes!
 And now he hastens there,
And thence he hears the name of Christ
 Amidst a broken prayer.
 

He entered in the hovel now,
 A sailor there he sees,
His hands were lifted up to Heaven
 And he was on his knees.
 

Nor did the Sailor so intent
 His entering footsteps heed,
But now the Lord’s prayer said, and now
 His half-forgotten creed.
 

And often on his Saviour call’d
 With many a bitter groan,
In such heart-anguish as could spring
 From deepest guilt alone.
 

He ask’d the miserable man
 Why he was kneeling there,
And what the crime had been that caus’d
 The anguish of his prayer.
 

Oh I have done a wicked thing!
 It haunts me night and day,
And I have sought this lonely place
 Here undisturb’d to pray.
 

I have no place to pray on board
 So I came here alone,
That I might freely kneel and pray,
 And call on Christ and groan.
 

If to the main-mast head I go,
 The wicked one is there,
From place to place, from rope to rope,
 He follows every where.
 

I shut my eyes, — it matters not — 
 Still still the same I see, — 
And when I lie me down at night
 ’Tis always day with me.
 

He follows follows every where,
 And every place is Hell!
O God — and I must go with him
 In endless fire to dwell.
 

He follows follows every where,
 He’s still above — below,
Oh tell me where to fly from him!
 Oh tell me where to go!
 

But tell me, quoth the Stranger then,
 What this thy crime hath been,
So haply I may comfort give
 To one that grieves for sin.
 

O I have done a cursed deed
 The wretched man replies,
And night and day and every where
 ’Tis still before my eyes.
 

I sail’d on board a Guinea-man
 And to the slave-coast went;
Would that the sea had swallowed me
 When I was innocent!
 

And we took in our cargo there,
 Three hundred negroe slaves,
And we sail’d homeward merrily
 Over the ocean waves.
 

But some were sulky of the slaves
 And would not touch their meat,
So therefore we were forced by threats
 And blows to make them eat.
 

One woman sulkier than the rest
 Would still refuse her food, — 
O Jesus God! I hear her cries — 
 I see her in her blood!
 

The Captain made me tie her up
 And flog while he stood by,
And then he curs’d me if I staid
 My hand to hear her cry.
 

She groan’d, she shriek’d — I could not spare
 For the Captain he stood by — 
Dear God! that I might rest one night
 From that poor woman’s cry!
 

She twisted from the blows — her blood
 Her mangled flesh I see — 
And still the Captain would not spare — 
 Oh he was worse than me!
 

She could not be more glad than I
 When she was taken down,
A blessed minute—’twas the last
 That I have ever known!
 

I did not close my eyes all night,
 Thinking what I had done;
I heard her groans and they grew faint
 About the rising sun.
 

She groan’d and groan’d, but her groans grew
 Fainter at morning tide,
Fainter and fainter still they came
 Till at the noon she died.
 

They flung her overboard; — poor wretch
 She rested from her pain, — 
But when — O Christ! O blessed God!
 Shall I have rest again!
 

I saw the sea close over her,
 Yet she was still in sight;
I see her twisting every where;
 I see her day and night.
 

Go where I will, do what I can
 The wicked one I see — 
Dear Christ have mercy on my soul,
 O God deliver me!
 

To morrow I set sail again
 Not to the Negroe shore — 
Wretch that I am I will at least
 Commit that sin no more.
 

O give me comfort if you can — 
 Oh tell me where to fly — 
And bid me hope, if there be hope,
 For one so lost as I.
 

Poor wretch, the stranger he replied,
 Put thou thy trust in heaven,
And call on him for whose dear sake
 All sins shall be forgiven.
 

This night at least is thine, go thou
 And seek the house of prayer,
There shalt thou hear the word of God
 And he will help thee there!
 




Verses Spoken in the Theatre at Oxford, upon the Installation of Lord Grenville
 

Grenville, few years have had their course, since last
Exulting Oxford view’d a spectacle
Like this day’s pomp; and yet to those who throng’d spring
These walls, which echo’d then with Portland’s praise,
What change hath intervened ! The bloom of
Is fled from many a cheek, where roseate joy
And beauty bloom’d ; the inexorable Grave
Hath claim’d its portion ; and the band of youths,
Who then, collected here as in a port,
From whence to launch on life’s adventurous sea.
Stood on the beach, ere this have found their lots
Of good or evil. Thus the lapse of years,
Evolving all things in its quiet course,
Hath wrought for them ; and though those years have seen
Fearful vicissitudes, of wilder change
Than history yet had learnt, or old romance
In wildest mood imagined, yet these too.
Portentous as they seem, not less have risen,
Each of its natural cause the sure effect.
All righteously ordain’d. Lo ! kingdoms wreck’d.
Thrones overturn’d, built up, then swept away
Like fabrics in the summer clouds, dispersed
By the same breath that heap’d them; rightful kings,
Who, from a line of long-drawn ancestry,
Held the transmitted sceptre, to the axe
Bowing the anointed head ; or dragg’d away
To eat the bread of bondage ; or escaped
Beneath the shadow of Britannia’s shield,
There only safe. Such fate have vicious courts,
Statesmen corrupt, and fear-struck policy,
Upon themselves drawn down ; till Europe, bound
In iron chains, lies bleeding in the dust,
Beneath the feet of upstart tyranny :
Only the heroic Spaniard, he alone
Yet unsubdued in these degenerate days.
With desperate virtue, such as in old time
Hallow’d Saguntum and Numantia’s name,
Stands up against the oppressor undismay’d.
So may the Almighty bless the noble race.
And crown with happy end their holiest cause!
 

Deem not these dread events the monstrous birth
Of chance ! And thou, O England, who dost ride
Serene amid the waters of the flood,
Preserving, even like the Ark of old,
Amid the general wreck, thy purer faith,
Domestic loves, and ancient liberty.
Look to thyself, O England ! for be sure,
Even to the measure of thine own desert,
The cup of retribution to thy lips
Shall soon or late be dealt ! — a thought that well
Might fill the stoutest heart of all thy sons
With awful apprehension. Therefore, they
Who fear the Eternal’s justice, bless thy name,
Grenville, because the wrongs of Africa
Cry out no more to draw a curse from Heaven
On England ! — for if still the trooping sharks
Track by the scent of death the accursed ship
Freighted with human anguish, in her wake
Pursue the chase, crowd round her keel, and dart
Toward the souhd contending, when they hear
The frequent carcass, from her guilty deck,
Dash in the opening deep, no longer now
The guilt shall rest on England ; but if yet
There be among her children, hard of heart
And sear’d of conscience, men who set at nought
Her laws and God’s own word, upon themselves
Their sin be visited ! — the red-cross flag,
Redeem’d from stain so foul, no longer now
Covereth the abomination.
 

This thy praise,
O Grenville, and while ages roll away
This shall be thy remembrance. Yea, when all
For which the tyrant of these abject times
Hath given his honorable name on earth,
His nights of innocent sleep, his hopes of heaven;
When all his triumphs and his deeds of blood,
The fretful changes of his feverish pride.
His midnight murders and perfidious plots.
Are but a tale of years so long gone by.
That they who read distrust the hideous truth.
Willing to let a charitable doubt
Abate their horror; Grenville, even then
Thy memory will be fresh among mankind ;
Afric with all her tongues will speak of thee.
With Wilberforce and Clarkson, he whom Heaven,
To be the apostle of this holy work,
Raised up and strengthen’d, and upheld through all
His arduous toil. To end the glorious task,
That blessed, that redeeming deed was thine :
Be it thy pride in life, thy thought in death.
Thy praise beyond the tomb. The statesman’s fame
Will fade, the conqueror’s laurel crown grow sear;
Fame’s loudest trump upon the ear of Time
Leaves but a dying echo ; they alone
Are held in everlasting memory.
Whose deeds partake of heaven. Long ages hence
Nations unborn, in cities that shall rise
.Hong the palmy coast, will bless thy name;
And Senegal and secret Niger’s shore.
And Calabar, no longer startled then
With sounds of murder, will, like Isis now,
Ring with the songs that tell of Grenville’s praise.
 

Keswick, 1810.
 




BOTANY BAY ECLOGUES
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This blank-verse pastoral collection of monologues was written in 1794 and collected in 1797. The first eclogue concerns Elinor, a prostitute being led to transportation, who resolves to make a new life for herself in Australia. The speaker recalls her happy youth and feels shame for the life she was previously compelled to lead. Throughout the cycle of poems, Southey develops a deliberately plain style depicting the suffering that an empire imposes upon humble provincials. In these poems Southey assimilates a whole tradition of eighteenth-century pastoral poetry, stylistically blending a plaintive tone with an authentic Spenserian form. As the poet predicted in a letter to his friend on completing the collection, the Botany Bay Eclogues became popular with readers at once and “Elinor” was widely reprinted in British and American periodicals.
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Botany Bay Eclogues
 

Where a sight shall shuddering Sorrow find.
Sad as the ruins of the human mind!
 

BOWLES.
 




ELINOR.
 

(Time, Morning. Scene, the Shore.)
 

Once more to daily toil — once more to wear
The weeds of infamy — from every joy
The heart can feel excluded, I arise
Worn out and faint with unremitting woe;
And once again with wearied steps I trace
The hollow-sounding shore. The swelling waves
Gleam to the morning sun, and dazzle o’er
With many a splendid hue the breezy strand.
Oh there was once a time when ELINOR
Gazed on thy opening beam with joyous eye
Undimm’d by guilt and grief! when her full soul
Felt thy mild radiance, and the rising day
Waked but to pleasure! on thy sea-girt verge
Oft England! have my evening steps stole on,
Oft have mine eyes surveyed the blue expanse,
And mark’d the wild wind swell the ruffled surge,
And seen the upheaved billows bosomed rage
Rush on the rock; and then my timid soul
Shrunk at the perils of the boundless deep,
And heaved a sigh for suffering mariners.
Ah! little deeming I myself was doom’d.
To tempt the perils of the boundless deep,
An Outcast — unbeloved and unbewail’d.
 

Why stern Remembrance! must thine iron hand
Harrow my soul? why calls thy cruel power
The fields of England to my exil’d eyes,
The joys which once were mine? even now I see
The lowly lovely dwelling! even now
Behold the woodbine clasping its white walls
And hear the fearless red-breasts chirp around
To ask their morning meal: — for I was wont
With friendly band to give their morning meal,
Was wont to love their song, when lingering morn
Streak’d o’er the chilly landskip the dim light,
And thro’ the open’d lattice hung my head
To view the snow-drop’s bud: and thence at eve
When mildly fading sunk the summer sun,
Oft have I loved to mark the rook’s slow course
And hear his hollow croak, what time he sought
The church-yard elm, whose wide-embowering boughs
Full foliaged, half conceal’d the house of God.
There, my dead father! often have I heard
Thy hallowed voice explain the wonderous works
Of Heaven to sinful man. Ah! little deem’d
Thy virtuous bosom, that thy shameless child
So soon should spurn the lesson! sink the slave
Of Vice and Infamy! the hireling prey
Of brutal appetite! at length worn out
With famine, and the avenging scourge of guilt,
Should dare dishonesty — yet dread to die!
 

 Welcome ye savage lands, ye barbarous climes,
Where angry England sends her outcast sons — 
I hail your joyless shores! my weary bark
Long tempest-tost on Life’s inclement sea,
Here hails her haven! welcomes the drear scene,
The marshy plain, the briar-entangled wood,
And all the perils of a world unknown.
For Elinor has nothing new to fear
From fickle Fortune! all her rankling shafts
Barb’d with disgrace, and venom’d with disease.
Have pierced my bosom, and the dart of death
Has lost its terrors to a wretch like me.
 

 Welcome ye marshy heaths! ye pathless woods,
Where the rude native rests his wearied frame
Beneath the sheltering shade; where, when the storm,
As rough and bleak it rolls along the sky,
Benumbs his naked limbs, he flies to seek
The dripping shelter. Welcome ye wild plains
Unbroken by the plough, undelv’d by hand
Of patient rustic; where for lowing herds,
And for the music of the bleating flocks,
Alone is heard the kangaroo’s sad note
Deepening in distance. Welcome ye rude climes,
The realm of Nature! for as yet unknown
The crimes and comforts of luxurious life,
Nature benignly gives to all enough,
Denies to all a superfluity,
What tho’ the garb of infamy I wear,
Tho’ day by day along the echoing beach
I cull the wave-worn shells, yet day by day
I earn in honesty my frugal food,
And lay me down at night to calm repose.
No more condemn’d the mercenary tool
Of brutal lust, while heaves the indignant heart
With Virtue’s stiffled sigh, to fold my arms
Round the rank felon, and for daily bread
To hug contagion to my poison’d breast;
On these wild shores Repentance’ saviour hand
Shall probe my secret soul, shall cleanse its wounds
And fit the faithful penitent for Heaven.
 




HUMPHREY AND WILLIAM.
 

(Time, Noon.)
 

HUMPHREY:
 

See’st thou not William that the scorching Sun
By this time half his daily race has run?
The savage thrusts his light canoe to shore
And hurries homeward with his fishy store.
Suppose we leave awhile this stubborn soil
To eat our dinner and to rest from toil!
 

WILLIAM:
 

Agreed. Yon tree whose purple gum bestows
A ready medicine for the sick-man’s woes,
Forms with its shadowy boughs a cool retreat
To shield us from the noontide’s sultry heat.
Ah Humphrey! now upon old England’s shore
The weary labourer’s morning work is o’er:
The woodman now rests from his measur’d stroke
Flings down his axe and sits beneath the oak,
Savour’d with hunger there he eats his food,
There drinks the cooling streamlet of the wood.
To us no cooling streamlet winds its way,
No joys domestic crown for us the day,
The felon’s name, the outcast’s garb we wear,
Toil all the day, and all the night despair.
 

HUMPHREY:
 

Ah William! labouring up the furrowed ground
I used to love the village clock’s dull sound,
Rejoice to hear my morning toil was done,
And trudge it homewards when the clock went one.
’Twas ere I turn’d a soldier and a sinner!
Pshaw! curse this whining — let us fall to dinner.
 

WILLIAM:
 

I too have loved this hour, nor yet forgot
Each joy domestic of my little cot.
For at this hour my wife with watchful care
Was wont each humbler dainty to prepare,
The keenest sauce by hunger was supplied
And my poor children prattled at my side.
Methinks I see the old oak table spread,
The clean white trencher and the good brown bread,
The cheese my daily food which Mary made,
For Mary knew full well the housewife’s trade:
The jug of cyder, — cyder I could make,
And then the knives — I won ’em at the wake.
Another has them now! I toiling here
Look backward like a child and drop a tear.
 

HUMPHREY:
 

I love a dismal story, tell me thine,
Meantime, good Will, I’ll listen as I dine.
I too my friend can tell a piteous story
When I turn’d hero how I purchas’d glory.
 

WILLIAM:
 

But Humphrey, sure thou never canst have known
The comforts of a little home thine own:
A home so snug, So chearful too as mine,
’Twas always clean, and we could make it fine;
For there King Charles’s golden rules were seen,
And there — God bless ’em both — the King and Queen.
The pewter plates our garnish’d chimney grace
So nicely scour’d, you might have seen your face;
And over all, to frighten thieves, was hung
Well clean’d, altho’ but seldom us’d, my gun.
Ah! that damn’d gun! I took it down one morn — 
A desperate deal of harm they did my corn!
Our testy Squire too loved to save the breed,
So covey upon covey eat my seed.
I mark’d the mischievous rogues, and took my aim,
I fir’d, they fell, and — up the keeper came.
That cursed morning brought on my undoing,
I went to prison and my farm to ruin.
Poor Mary! for her grave the parish paid,
No tomb-stone tells where her cold corpse is laid!
My children — my dear boys — 
 

HUMPHREY:
 

    Come — Grief is dry — 
You to your dinner — to my story I.
To you my friend who happier days have known
And each calm comfort of a home your own,
This is bad living: I have spent my life
In hardest toil and unavailing strife,
And here (from forest ambush safe at least)
To me this scanty pittance seems a feast.
I was a plough-boy once; as free from woes
And blithesome as the lark with whom I rose.
Each evening at return a meal I found
And, tho’ my bed was hard, my sleep was sound.
One Whitsuntide, to go to fair, I drest
Like a great bumkin in my Sunday’s best;
A primrose posey in my hat I stuck
And to the revel went to try my luck.
From show to show, from booth to booth I stray,
See stare and wonder all the live-long day.
A Serjeant to the fair recruiting came
Skill’d in man-catching to beat up for game;
Our booth he enter’d and sat down by me; — 
Methinks even now the very scene I see!
The canvass roof, the hogshead’s running store,
The old blind fiddler seated next the door,
The frothy tankard passing to and fro
And the rude rabble round the puppet-show;
The Serjeant eyed me well — the punch-bowl comes,
And as we laugh’d and drank, up struck the drums — 
And now he gives a bumper to his Wench — 
God save the King, and then — God damn the French.
Then tells the story of his last campaign.
How many wounded and how many slain,
Flags flying, cannons roaring, drums a-beating,
The English marching on, the French retreating, — 
“Push on — push on my lads! they fly before ye,
“March on to riches, happiness and glory!”
At first I wonder’d, by degrees grew bolder,
Then cried—”tis a fine thing to be a soldier!”
“Aye Humphrey!” says the Serjeant—”that’s your name?
“’Tis a fine thing to fight the French for fame!
“March to the field — knock out a Mounseer’s brains
“And pick the scoundrel’s pocket for your pains.
“Come Humphrey come! thou art a lad of spirit!
“Rise to a halbert — as I did — by merit!
“Would’st thou believe it? even I was once
“As thou art now, a plough-boy and a dunce;
“But Courage rais’d me to my rank. How now boy!
“Shall Hero Humphrey still be Numps the plough-boy?
“A proper shaped young fellow! tall and straight!
“Why thou wert made for glory! five feet eight!
“The road to riches is the field of fight, — 
“Didst ever see a guinea look so bright?
“Why regimentals Numps would give thee grace,
“A hat and feather would become that face;
“The girls would crowd around thee to be kist — 
“Dost love a girl?” “Od Zounds!” I cried “I’ll list!”
So past the night: anon the morning came,
And off I set a volunteer for fame.
“Back shoulders, turn out your toes, hold up your head,
“Stand easy!” so I did — till almost dead.
Oh how I long’d to tend the plough again
Trudge up the field and whistle o’er the plain,
When tir’d and sore amid the piteous throng
Hungry and cold and wet I limp’d along,
And growing fainter as I pass’d and colder,
Curs’d that ill hour when I became a soldier!
In town I found the hours more gayly pass
And Time fled swiftly with my girl and glass;
The girls were wonderous kind and wonderous fair,
They soon transferred me to the Doctor’s care,
The Doctor undertook to cure the evil,
And he almost transferred me to the Devil.
‘Twere tedious to relate the dismal story
Of fighting, fasting, wretchedness and glory.
At last discharg’d, to England’s shores I came
Paid for my wounds with want instead of fame,
Found my fair friends and plunder’d as they bade me,
They kist me, coax’d me, robb’d me and betray’d me.
Tried and condemn’d his Majesty transports me,
And here in peace, I thank him, he supports me,
So ends my dismal and heroic story
And Humphrey gets more good from guilt than glory.
 




JOHN, SAMUEL, & RICHARD.
 

(Time, Evening.)
 

JOHN.
 

’Tis a calm pleasant evening, the light fades away,
And the Sun going down has done watch for the day.
To my mind we live wonderous well when transported,
It is but to work and we must be supported.
Fill the cann, Dick! success here to Botany Bay!
 

RICHARD.
 

Success if you will, — but God send me away.
 

JOHN.
 

Ah! you lubberly landsmen don’t know when you’re well;
Hadst thou known half the hardships of which I can tell!
The sailor has no place of safety in store — 
From the tempest at sea, to the press-gang on shore!
When Roguery rules all the rest of the earth,
God be thanked in this corner I’ve got a good birth.
Talk of hardships! what these are the sailor don’t know!
’Tis the soldier my friend that’s acquainted with woe,
Long journeys, short halting, hard work and small pay,
To be popt at like pidgeons for sixpence a day! — 
Thank God! I’m safe quarter’d at Botany Bay.
 

JOHN:
 

Ah! you know but little! I’ll wager a pot
I have suffer’d more evils than fell to your lot.
Come we’ll have it all fairly and properly tried,
Tell story for story, and Dick shall decide.
 

SAMUEL:
 

Done.
 

JOHN:
 

      Done. ’Tis a wager and I shall be winner;
Thou wilt go without grog Sam to-morrow at dinner.
 

SAMUEL:
 

I was trapp’d by the Serjeant’s palavering pretences,
He listed me when I was out of my senses.
So I took leave to-day of all care and all sorrow
And was drill’d to repentance and reason to-morrow.
 

JOHN:
 

I would be a sailor and plough the wide ocean,
And was soon sick and sad with the billow’s commotion.
So the Captain he sent me aloft on the mast,
And curs’d me, and bid me cry there — and hold fast!
 

SAMUEL:
 

After marching all day, faint and hungry and sore,
I have lain down at night on the swamps of the moor,
Unshelter’d and forced by fatigue to remain.
All chill’d by the wind and benumb’d by the rain.
 

JOHN:
 

I have rode out the storm when the billows beat high
And the red gleaming lightnings flash’d thro’ the dark sky,
When the tempest of night the black sea overcast
Wet and weary I labour’d, yet sung to the blast.
 

SAMUEL:
 

I have march’d, trumpets sounding — drums beating — flags flying,
Where the music of war drown’d the shrieks of the dying,
When the shots whizz’d around me all dangers defied,
Push’d on when my comrades fell dead at my side,
Drove the foe from the mouth of the Cannon away,
Fought, conquer’d and bled, all for sixpence a day.
 

JOHN:
 

And I too friend Samuel! have heard the shots rattle,
But we seamen rejoice in the play of the battle;
Tho’ the chain and the grape-shot roll splintering around,
With the blood of our messmates tho’ slippery the ground,
The fiercer the fight, still the fiercer we grow,
We heed not our loss so we conquer the foe.
And the hard battle won, so the prize be not sunk,
The Captain gets rich, and the Sailors get drunk.
 

SAMUEL:
 

God help the poor soldier when backward he goes
In disgraceful retreat thro’ a country of foes!
No respite from danger by day or by night
He is still forced to fly, still o’ertaken to fight,
Every step that he takes he must battle his way,
He must force his hard meal from the peasant away;
No rest — and no hope, from all succour afar,
God forgive the poor Soldier for going to the war!
 

JOHN:
 

But what are these dangers to those I have past
When the dark billows roar’d to the roar of the blast?
When we work’d at the pumps worn with labour and weak
And with dread still beheld the increase of the leak,
Sometimes as we rose on the wave could our sight
From the rocks of the shore catch the light-houses light;
In vain to the beach to assist us they press,
We fire faster and faster our guns of distress,
Still with rage unabating the wind and waves roar — 
How the giddy wreck reels — as the billows burst o’er — 
Leap — leap — for she yawns — for she sinks in the wave — 
Call on God to preserve — for God only can save!
 

SAMUEL:
 

There’s an end of all troubles however at last!
And when I in the waggon of wounded was cast,
When my wounds with the chilly night-wind smarted sore
And I thought of the friends I should never see more,
No hand to relieve — scarce a morsel of bread — 
Sick at heart I have envied the peace of the dead!
Left to rot in a jail till by treaty set free,
Old England’s white cliffs with what joy did I see!
I had gain’d enough glory, some wounds, but no good,
And was turn’d on the public to shift how I could.
When I think what I’ve suffer’d and where I am now
I curse him who snared me away from the plough.
 

JOHN:
 

When I was discharged I went home to my wife,
There in comfort to spend all the rest of my life.
My wife was industrious, we earn’d what we spent,
And tho’ little we had, were with little content;
And whenever I listen’d and heard the wind roar,
I bless’d God for my little snug cabin on shore.
At midnight they seiz’d me, they dragg’d me away,
They wounded me sore when I would not obey,
And because for my country I’d ventur’d my life,
I was dragg’d like a thief from my home and my wife.
Then the fair wind of Fortune chopp’d round in my face
And Want at length drove me to guilt and disgrace — 
But all’s for the best; — on the world’s wide sea cast,
I am haven’d in peace in this corner at last.
 

SAMUEL:
 

Come Dick! we have done — and for judgment we call.
 

RICHARD:
 

And in faith I can give ye no judgment at all.
I’ve been listening to all the hard labours you’ve past
And think in plain troth, you’re two blockheads at last.
My lads where the Deuce was the wit which God gave ye
When you sold yourselves first to the army or navy?
By land and by sea hunting dangers to roam,
When you might have been hang’d so much easier at home!
But you’re now snug and settled and safe from foul weather,
So drink up your grog and be merry together.
 




FREDERIC.
 

(Time Night. Scene the woods.)
 

Where shall I turn me? whither shall I bend
My weary way? thus worn with toil and faint
How thro’ the thorny mazes of this wood
Attain my distant dwelling? that deep cry
That rings along the forest seems to sound
My parting knell: it is the midnight howl
Of hungry monsters prowling for their prey!
Again! oh save me — save me gracious Heaven!
I am not fit to die!
                     Thou coward wretch
Why heaves thy trembling heart? why shake thy limbs
Beneath their palsied burden? is there ought
So lovely in existence? would’st thou drain
Even to its dregs the bitter draught of life?
Dash down the loathly bowl! poor outcast slave
Stamp’d with the brand of Vice and Infamy
Why should the villain Frederic shrink from Death?
 

Death! where the magic in that empty name
That chills my inmost heart? why at the thought
Starts the cold dew of fear on every limb?
There are no terrors to surround the Grave,
When the calm Mind collected in itself
Surveys that narrow house: the ghastly train
That haunt the midnight of delirious Guilt
Then vanish; in that home of endless rest
All sorrows cease. — Would I might slumber there!
 

Why then this panting of the fearful heart?
This miser love of Life that dreads to lose
Its cherish’d torment? shall the diseased man
Yield up his members to the surgeon’s knife,
Doubtful of succour, but to ease his frame
Of fleshly anguish, and the coward wretch,
Whose ulcered soul can know no human help
Shrink from the best Physician’s certain aid?
Oh it were better far to lay me down
Here on this cold damp earth, till some wild beast
Seize on his willing victim!
 

   If to die
Were all, it were most sweet to rest my head
On the cold clod, and sleep the sleep of Death.
But if the Archangel’s trump at the last hour
Startle the ear of Death and wake the soul
To frenzy! — dreams of infancy! fit tales
For garrulous beldames to affrighten babes!
I have been guilty, yet my mind can bear
The retrospect of guilt, yet in the hour
Of deep contrition to THE ETERNAL look
For mercy! for the child of Poverty,
And “disinherited of happiness,”
 

What if I warr’d upon the world? the world
Had wrong’d me first: I had endur’d the ills
Of hard injustice; all this goodly earth
Was but to me one wild waste wilderness;
I had no share in Nature’s patrimony,
Blasted were all my morning hopes of Youth,
Dark DISAPPOINTMENT follow’d on my ways,
CARE was my bosom inmate, and keen WANT
Gnaw’d at my heart. ETERNAL ONE thou know’st
How that poor heart even in the bitter hour
Of lewdest revelry has inly yearn’d
For peace!
 

         My FATHER! I will call on thee,
Pour to thy mercy seat my earnest prayer,
And wait thy peace in bowedness of soul.
Oh thoughts of comfort! how the afflicted heart,
Tired with the tempest of its passions, rests
On you with holy hope! the hollow howl
Of yonder harmless tenant of the woods
Bursts not with terror on the sober’d sense.
If I have sinn’d against mankind, on them
Be that past sin; they made me what I was.
In these extremest climes can Want no more
Urge to the deeds of darkness, and at length
Here shall I rest. What tho’ my hut be poor — 
The rains descend not thro’ its humble roof:
Would I were there again! the night is cold;
And what if in my wanderings I should rouse
The savage from his thicket!
 

    Hark! the gun!
And lo — the fire of safety! I shall reach
My little hut again! again by toil
Force from the stubborn earth my sustenance,
And quick-ear’d guilt will never start alarm’d
Amid the well-earn’d meal. This felon’s garb — 
Will it not shield me from the winds of Heaven?
And what could purple more? Oh strengthen me
Eternal One in this serener state!
Cleanse thou mine heart, so PENITENCE and FAITH
Shall heal my soul and my last days be peace.
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SONNET I.
 

Go Valentine and tell that lovely maid
  Whom Fancy still will pourtray to my sight,
How her Bard lingers in this sullen shade,
  This dreary gloom of dull monastic night.
Say that from every joy of life remote
  At evening’s closing hour he quits the throng,
Listening alone the ring-dove’s plaintive note
  Who pours like him her solitary song.
Say that her absence calls the sorrowing sigh,
  Say that of all her charms he loves to speak,
In fancy feels the magic of her eye,
  In fancy views the smile illume her cheek,
Courts the lone hour when Silence stills the grove
And heaves the sigh of Memory and of Love.
 




SONNET II.
 

 Think Valentine, as speeding on thy way
    Homeward thou hastest light of heart along,
  If heavily creep on one little day
    The medley crew of travellers among,
  Think on thine absent friend: reflect that here
    On Life’s sad journey comfortless he roves,
  Remote from every scene his heart holds dear,
    From him he values, and from her he loves.
  And when disgusted with the vain and dull
    Whom chance companions of thy way may doom,
  Thy mind, of each domestic comfort full,
    Turns to itself and meditates on home,
  Ah think what Cares must ache within his breast
Who loaths the lingering road, yet has no home of rest!
 




SONNET III.
 

 Not to thee Bedford mournful is the tale
    Of days departed. Time in his career
    Arraigns not thee that the neglected year
  Has past unheeded onward. To the vale
  Of years thou journeyest. May the future road
    Be pleasant as the past! and on my friend
    Friendship and Love, best blessings! still attend,
  ‘Till full of days he reach the calm abode
  Where Nature slumbers. Lovely is the age
    Of Virtue. With such reverence we behold
    The silver hairs, as some grey oak grown old
  That whilome mock’d the rushing tempest’s rage
  Now like the monument of strength decayed
With rarely-sprinkled leaves casting a trembling shade.
 




SONNET IV.
 

What tho’ no sculptur’d monument proclaim
  Thy fate-yet Albert in my breast I bear
Inshrin’d the sad remembrance; yet thy name
  Will fill my throbbing bosom. When DESPAIR
The child of murdered HOPE, fed on thy heart,
  Loved honored friend, I saw thee sink forlorn
Pierced to the soul by cold Neglect’s keen dart,
  And Penury’s hard ills, and pitying Scorn,
And the dark spectre of departed JOY
  Inhuman MEMORY. Often on thy grave
Love I the solitary hour to employ
Thinking on other days; and heave the sigh
  Responsive, when I mark the high grass wave
Sad sounding as the cold breeze rustles by.
 




SONNET V.
 

Hard by the road, where on that little mound
  The high grass rustles to the passing breeze,
  The child of Misery rests her head in peace.
Pause there in sadness. That unhallowed ground
Inshrines what once was Isabel. Sleep on
  Sleep on, poor Outcast! lovely was thy cheek,
  And thy mild eye was eloquent to speak
The soul of Pity. Pale and woe-begone
Soon did thy fair cheek fade, and thine eye weep
  The tear of anguish for the babe unborn,
  The helpless heir of Poverty and Scorn.
She drank the draught that chill’d her soul to sleep.
I pause and wipe the big drop from mine eye,
Whilst the proud Levite scowls and passes by.
 




SONNET VI
 

          to a brook near the village of Corston.
 

 As thus I bend me o’er thy babbling stream
    And watch thy current, Memory’s hand pourtrays
    The faint form’d scenes of the departed days,
  Like the far forest by the moon’s pale beam
  Dimly descried yet lovely. I have worn
    Upon thy banks the live-long hour away,
    When sportive Childhood wantoned thro’ the day,
  Joy’d at the opening splendour of the morn,
  Or as the twilight darken’d, heaved the sigh
    Thinking of distant home; as down my cheek
    At the fond thought slow stealing on, would speak
  The silent eloquence of the full eye.
  Dim are the long past days, yet still they please
As thy soft sounds half heard, borne on the inconstant breeze.
 




SONNET VII.
 

TO THE EVENING RAINBOW.
 

Mild arch of promise! on the evening sky
  Thou shinest fair with many a lovely ray
Each in the other melting. Much mine eye
  Delights to linger on thee; for the day,
Changeful and many-weather’d, seem’d to smile
Flashing brief splendor thro’ its clouds awhile,
  That deepen’d dark anon and fell in rain:
But pleasant is it now to pause, and view
Thy various tints of frail and watery hue,
  And think the storm shall not return again.
Such is the smile that Piety bestows
  On the good man’s pale cheek, when he in peace
Departing gently from a world of woes,
  Anticipates the realm where sorrows cease.
 




SONNET VIII.
 

With many a weary step, at length I gain
  Thy summit, Lansdown; and the cool breeze plays,
  Gratefully round my brow, as hence the gaze
Returns to dwell upon the journeyed plain.
  ’Twas a long way and tedious! to the eye
Tho fair the extended vale, and fair to view
The falling leaves of many a faded hue,
  That eddy in the wild gust moaning by.
Even so it fared with Life! in discontent
Restless thro’ Fortune’s mingled scenes I went,
  Yet wept to think they would return no more!
But cease fond heart in such sad thoughts to roam,
For surely thou ere long shall reach thy home,
  And pleasant is the way that lies before.
 




SONNET IX.
 

Fair is the rising morn when o’er the sky
  The orient sun expands his roseate ray,
And lovely to the Bard’s enthusiast eye
  Fades the meek radiance of departing day;
But fairer is the smile of one we love,
  Than all the scenes in Nature’s ample sway.
And sweeter than the music of the grove,
  The voice that bids us welcome. Such delight
  EDITH! is mine, escaping to thy sight
From the hard durance of the empty throng.
  Too swiftly then towards the silent night
Ye Hours of happiness! ye speed along,
  Whilst I, from all the World’s cold cares apart,
  Pour out the feelings of my burthen’d heart.
 




SONNET X.
 

How darkly o’er yon far-off mountain frowns
  The gather’d tempest! from that lurid cloud
  The deep-voiced thunders roll, aweful and loud
Tho’ distant; while upon the misty downs
Fast falls in shadowy streaks the pelting rain.
  I never saw so terrible a storm!
Perhaps some way-worn traveller in vain
  Wraps his torn raiment round his shivering form
Cold even as Hope within him! I the while
Pause me in sadness tho’ the sunbeams smile
  Cheerily round me. Ah that thus my lot
Might be with Peace and Solitude assign’d,
  Where I might from some little quiet cot,
Sigh for the crimes and miseries of mankind!
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SAPPHO.
 

Argument.
 

To leap from the promontory of LEUCADIA was believed by the Greeks to be a remedy for hopeless love, if the self-devoted victim escaped with life. Artemisia lost her life in the dangerous experiment: and Sappho is said thus to have perished, in attempting to cure her passion for Phaon.
 

SAPPHO
 

(Scene the promontory of Leucadia.)
 

This is the spot:—’tis here Tradition says
That hopeless Love from this high towering rock
Leaps headlong to Oblivion or to Death.
Oh ’tis a giddy height! my dizzy head
Swims at the precipice—’tis death to fall!
 

Lie still, thou coward heart! this is no time
To shake with thy strong throbs the frame convuls’d.
To die, — to be at rest — oh pleasant thought!
Perchance to leap and live; the soul all still,
And the wild tempest of the passions husht
In one deep calm; the heart, no more diseas’d
By the quick ague fits of hope and fear,
Quietly cold!
               Presiding Powers look down!
In vain to you I pour’d my earnest prayers,
In vain I sung your praises: chiefly thou
VENUS! ungrateful Goddess, whom my lyre
Hymn’d with such full devotion! Lesbian groves,
Witness how often at the languid hour
Of summer twilight, to the melting song
Ye gave your choral echoes! Grecian Maids
Who hear with downcast look and flushing cheek
That lay of love bear witness! and ye Youths,
Who hang enraptur’d on the empassion’d strain
Gazing with eloquent eye, even till the heart
Sinks in the deep delirium! and ye too
Shall witness, unborn Ages! to that song
Of warmest zeal; ah witness ye, how hard,
Her fate who hymn’d the votive hymn in vain!
Ungrateful Goddess! I have hung my lute
In yonder holy pile: my hand no more
Shall wake the melodies that fail’d to move
The heart of Phaon — yet when Rumour tells
How from Leucadia Sappho hurl’d her down
A self-devoted victim — he may melt
Too late in pity, obstinate to love.
 

Oh haunt his midnight dreams, black NEMESIS!
Whom, self-conceiving in the inmost depths
Of CHAOS, blackest NIGHT long-labouring bore,
When the stern DESTINIES, her elder brood.
And shapeless DEATH, from that more monstrous birth
Leapt shuddering! haunt his slumbers, Nemesis,
Scorch with the fires of Phlegethon his heart,
Till helpless, hopeless, heaven-abandon’d wretch
He too shall seek beneath the unfathom’d deep
To hide him from thy fury.
 

  How the sea
Far distant glitters as the sun-beams smile,
And gayly wanton o’er its heaving breast
Phoebus shines forth, nor wears one cloud to mourn
His votary’s sorrows! God of Day shine on — 
By Man despis’d, forsaken by the Gods,
I supplicate no more.
 

         How many a day,
O pleasant Lesbos! in thy secret streams
Delighted have I plung’d, from the hot sun
Screen’d by the o’er-arching groves delightful shade,
And pillowed on the waters: now the waves
Shall chill me to repose.
 

           Tremendous height!
Scarce to the brink will these rebellious limbs
Support me. Hark! how the rude deep below
Roars round the rugged base, as if it called
Its long-reluctant victim! I will come.
One leap, and all is over! The deep rest
Of Death, or tranquil Apathy’s dead calm
Welcome alike to me. Away vain fears!
Phaon is cold, and why should Sappho live?
Phaon is cold, or with some fairer one — 
Thought worse than death!
 

(She throws herself from the precipice.)
 




XIMALPOCA.
 

Scene — The Temple of Mexitli,
Subjects! friends! children! I may call you children
For I have ever borne a father’s love
Towards you; it is thirteen years since first
You saw me in the robes of royalty,..
Since here the multitudes of Mexico
Hail’d me their King. I thank you friends that now,
In equal numbers and with equal love,
You come to grace my death.
                          For thirteen years
What I have been, ye know: that with all care,
That with all justice and all gentleness,
Seeking your weal, I govern’d. Is there one
Whom I have injured? one whose just redress
I have denied, or baffled by delay?
Let him come forth, that so no evil tongue
Speak shame of me hereafter. O my people,
Not by my sins have I drawn down upon me
The wrath of Heaven.
                          The wrath is heavy on me
Heavy! a burthen more than I can bear!
I have endured contempt, insult and wrongs
From that Acolhuan tyrant! should I seek
Revenge? alas my people, we are few,..
Feeble our growing state! it hath not yet
Rooted itself to bear the hurricane;
It is the lion-cub that tempts not yet
The tyger’s full-aged fury. Mexicans,
He sent to bid me wear a woman’s robe;..
When was the day that ever I look’d back
In battle? Mexicans, the wife I loved,
To faith and friendship trusted, in despite
Of me, of heaven, he seized, and spurned her back
Polluted!.. coward villain! and he lurks
Behind his armies and his multitudes
And mocks my idle wrath!... it is not fit
It is not possible that I should live!
Live! and deserve to be the finger-mark
Of slave-contempt! his blood I cannot reach,
But in my own all stains shall be effaced.
It shall blot out the marks of infamy,
And when the warriors of the days to come
Tell of Ximalpoca, it shall be said,
He died the brave man’s death.!
                          Not of the God
Unworthy, do I seek his altar thus,
A voluntary victim. And perchance
The sacrifice of life may profit ye
My people, tho’ all living efforts fail’d
..By fortune, not by fault.
 

                          Cease your lament!
And if your ill-doom’d King deserved your love,
Say of him to your children, lie was one
Who bravely bore misfortune; who when life
Became dishonour, shook his body off,
And join’d the Spirits of the heroes dead.
Yes! not in Miclanteuctli’s dark abode
With cowards shall your King receive his doom;
Not in the icy caverns of the North
Suffer thro’ endless ages! He shall join
The Spirits of the brave, with them at mom
Shall issue from the eastern gate of Heaven,
And follow thro’ his fields of light the Sun;
With them shall raise the song and weave the dance
Sport in the stream of splendour; company
Down to the western palace of his rest
The Prince of Glory; and with equal eye
Endure his centered radiance. Not of you
Forgetful, O my people, even then
But often in the amber cloud of noon
Diffus’d, will I o’erspread your summer fields.
And on the freshened maize and brightening meads
Shower plenty,
 

                          Spirits of my valiant Sires,
I come! Mexitli, never at thy shrine
Flow’d braver blood! never a nobler heart
Steam’d up its life to thee! Priest of the God,
Perform your office!
 




THE WIFE OF FERGUS.
 

Fergusius 3. periit veneno ab uxore dalo. Alii seribim
cum uxor sæpe exprobrasset ei matrimonii content ptum et
pellicum greges, neque quicquam profecisset, tandem noctu
dormientem ab eâ strangulalum. Quæstione de morte ejus
habita, cum amicorum plurimi insimularentur, nec quis-
quam ne in gravissimis quidem tormentis quicquam fat ere-
tur, mulier, alioquiferox, tot innoxiorum capitum miserta,
in medium processit, ac e superiare loco cædem a se faclam
confessa, ne ad ludibrium superesset, pectus cultro transfodit: quod ejus factum varie pro cujusque ingenio est acceptum, ac perinde sermonibus celebratum. 
 

Buchanan.
 

Scene — The Palace Court. The Queen speaking from the Battlements.
 

Cease... cease your torments! spare the sufferers!
Scotchmen, not theirs the deed;.. the crime was mine,
Mine is the glory.
 

                          Idle threats! I stand
Secure. All access to these battlements
Is barr’d beyond your sudden strength to force;
And lo! the dagger by which Fergus died!
Shame on ye Scotchmen, that a woman’s hand
Was left to do this deed! Shame on ye Thanes,
Who with slave-patience have so long endured
The wrongs, and insolence of tyranny!
Ye coward race!.. that not a husband’s sword
Smote that adulterous King! that not a wife
Revenged her own pollution; in his blood
Wash’d her soul pure, and for the sin compell’d
Aton’d by virtuous murder! O my God!
Of what beast matter hast thou moulded them
To bear with wrongs like these? There was a time
When if the Bard had feign’d you such a tale
Your eyes had throbb’d with anger, and your hands
In honest instinct would have graspt the sword.
O miserable men who have disgraced
Your fathers, whom your sons must blush to name!
 

Aye,.. ye can threaten me! ye can be brave
In anger to a woman! one whose virtue
Upbraids your coward vice; whose name will live
Honoured and prais’d in song, when not a hand
Shall root from your forgotten monuments
The cankering moss. Fools! fools! to think that death
Is not a thing familiar to my mind!
As if I knew not what must consummate
My glory! as if ought that earth can give
Could tempt me to endure the load of life!...
Scotchmen! ye saw when Fergus to the altar
Led me, his maiden Queen. Ye blest me then,..
I heard you bless me,.. and I thought that Heaven
Had heard you also and that I was blest,
For I loved Fergus. Bear me witness, God!
With what a sacred heart-sincerity
My lips pronounced the unrecallable vow
That made me his, him mine; bear witness Thou!
Before whose throne I this day must appear
Stain’d with his blood and mine! my heart was his,..
His in the strength of all its first affections.
In all obedience, in all love, I kept
Holy my marriage vow. Behold me Thanes!
Time hath not changed the face on which his eye
‘So often dwelt, when with assiduous care
He sought my love; with seeming truth, for one,
Sincere herself, impossible to doubt.
Time hath not changed that face;.. I speak not now
With pride of beauties that will feed the worm
To morrow! but with joyful pride I say
That if the truest and most perfect love
Deserved requital, such was ever mine.
How often reeking from the adulterous bed
Have I received him! and with no complaint.
Neglect and insult, cruelty and scorn
Long, long did I endure, and long curb down
The indignant nature.
 

                          Tell your countrymen,
Scotchmen, what I have spoken! say to them
Ye saw the Queen of Scotland lift the dagger
Red from her husband’s heart; that in her own
She plunged it.
 

                          stabs herself
 

                          Tell them also, that she felt
No guilty fear in death.
 




LUCRETIA.
 

Scene, the house of COLLATINE.
 

Welcome, my father! good Valerius,
Welcome! and thou too, Brutus! ye were both
My wedding guests, and fitly ye are come.
My husband.. Collatine.. alas! no more
Lucretia’s husband, for thou shalt not clasp
Pollution to thy bosom,... hear me on!
For I will tell thee all.
 

                          I sate at eve
Spinning amid my maidens as I wont,
When from the camp at Ardea Sextus came.
Curb down thy swelling feelings, Collatine!
I little liked the man! yet, for he came
From Ardea, for he brought me news of thee,
I gladly gave him welcome, gladly listen’d,..
Thou canst not tell how gladly! to his tales
Of battles, and the long and perilous siege;
And when I laid me down at night to sleep,
’Twas with a lighten’d heart,.. I knew thee safe,
My visions were of thee.
 

                          Nay hear me out i
And be thou wise in vengeance, so thy wife
Not vainly shall have suffered. I have wrought
My soul up to the business of this hour
That it may stir your noble spirits, prompt
Such glorious deeds that ages yet unborn
Shall bless my fate. At midnight I awoke,..
The Tarquin was beside me! O my husband!
Where wert thou then! gone was my rebel strength,.
All power of utterance gone! astonish’d, stunn’d,
I saw the coward ruffian, heard him urge
His damned suit, and bid me tamely yield,..
Yield to dishonour. When he proffer’d death,..
Oh!  had leapt to meet the merciful sword!
But that with most accursed vows he vow’d
That he would lay a dead slave by my side,
Murdering my spotless honour... Collatine!
From what an anguish have I rescued thee!
And thou my father, wretched as thou art,
Thou miserable, childless, poor old man,.,
Think, father, what that agony had been!
Now thou mayst sorrow for me, thou mayst bless
The memory of thy poor, polluted child.
 

Look if it have not kindled Brutus’ eye!
Mysterious man! at last I know thee now,
I see thy dawning glories!.. to the grave
Not unrevenged Lucretia shall descend,
Not always shall her wretched country wear
The Tarquins yoke! ye will deliver Rome,
And I have comfort in this dreadful hour.
 

Thinkest thou, my husband, that I dreaded death?
O Collatine! the weapon that had gored
My bosom, had been ease, been happiness,..
Elysium, to the hell of his hot grasp.
Judge if Lucretia could have fear’d to die!
Stats herself.
 




LA CABA.
 

FATHER! Count Ilian! here — what here I say, — 
Aloft — look up! — ay, father, here I stand,
Safe of my purpose now! The way is barr’d; — 
Thou need’st not hasten hither! — Ho! Count Ilian,
I tell thee I have barr’d the battlements!
I tell thee that no human power can curb
A desperate will. The poison and the knife — 
These thou couldst wrest from me; but here I stand
Beyond thy thrall — free mistress of myself.
Though thou hadst wings, thou eouldst not overtake
My purpose. I command my destiny.
Would I stand dallying on Death’s threshold here,
If it were possible that hand of man
Could pluck me back?
                      Why didst thou bring me here
To set my foot, reluctant as I was,
On this most injured and unhappy land?
Yonder in Afric — on a foreign shore,
I might have linger’d out my wretched life — 
I might have found some distant lurking place,
Where my accursed tale was never known;
Where Gothic speech would never reach my ear, — 
Where among savages I might have fled
The leprous curse of infamy! But here — 
In Spain, — in my own country; — night and morn
Where all good people curse me in their prayers;
Where every Moorish accent that I hear
Doth tell me of my country’s overthrow,
Doth stab me like a dagger to the soul;
Here — here — in desolated Spain, whose fields
Yet reek to Heaven with blood, — whose slaughter’d sons
Lie rotting in the open light of day,
My victims; — said I, mine? Nay — Nay, Count Ilian,
They are thy victims! at the throne of God
Their spirits call for vengeance on thy head;
Their blood is on thy soul, — even I, myself,
I am thy victim too, — and this death more
Must yet be placed in Hell to thy account.
 

O my dear country! O my mother Spain!
My cradle and my grave! — for thou art dear;
And nursed to thy undoing as I was,
Still, still I am thy child — and love thee still;
I shall be written in thy chronicles
The veriest wretch that ever yet betray’d
Her native land! From sire to son my name
Will be transmitted down for infamy! — 
Never again will mother call her child
La Caba, — an Iscariot curse will lie
Upon the name, and children in their songs
Will teach the rocks and hills to echo with it
Strumpet and traitoress!
 

                      This is thy work, father
Nay, tell me not my shame is wash’d away — 
That all this ruin and this misery
Is vengeance for my wrongs. I ask’d not this, — 
I call’d for open, manly, Gothic vengeance.
Thou wert a vassal, and thy villain lord
Most falsely and most foully broke his faith;
Thou wert a father, and the lustful king
By force abused thy child! — Thou hadst a sword;
Shame on thee to call in the eimeter
To do thy work! Thou wert a Goth — a Christian — 
Son of an old and honorable house, — 
It was my boast, my proudest happiness,
To think I was the daughter of Count Ilian.
Fool that I am to call this African
By that good name! O do not spread thy hands
To me! — and put not on that father’s look!
Moor! turbaned misbeliever! renegade!
Circumcised traitor! Thou Count Ilian, Thou! — 
Thou my dear father? — cover me, O Earth?
Hell, hide me from the knowledge!
 

Bristol, 1802.
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DELIA AT PLAY.
 

SHE held a Cup and Ball of ivory white,
Less white the ivory than her snowy hand!
Enrapt, I watch’d her from my secret stand,
As now, intent, in innocent delight,
Her taper fingers twirl’d the giddy ball,
Now tost it, following still with EAGLE sight,
Now on the pointed end infix’d its fall.
Marking her sport I mused, and musing sigh’d.
Methought the BALL she play’d with was my HEART;
(Alas! that sport like that should be her pride!)
And the keen point which steadfast still she eyed
Wherewith to pierce it, that was CUPID’S dart;
Shall I not then the cruel Fair condemn
Who on that dart IMPALES my BOSOM’S GEM?
 




TO A PAINTER ATTEMPTING DELIA’S PORTRAIT.
 

RASH Painter! canst thou give the ORB OF DAY
In all its noontide glory? or portray
The DIAMOND, that athwart the taper’d hall
Flings the rich flashes of its dazzling light?
liven if thine art could boast such magic might,
Yet if it strove to paint my Angel’s EYE,
Here it perforce must fail. Cease! lest I call
Heaven’s vengeance on thy sin. Must thou be told
The CRIME it is to paint DIVINITY?
Rash Fainter! should the world her charms behold,
Dim and defiled, as there they needs must be,
They to their old idolatry would fall,
And bend before her form the pagan knee,
Fairer than VENUS, DAUGHTER OF THE SEA.
 




HE PROVES THE EXISTENCE OF A SOUL FROM HIS LOVE FOR DELIA.
 

Some have denied a soul! THEY NEVER LOVED.
Far from my Delia now by fate removed,
At home, abroad, I viewed her every where;
Her ONLY in the FLOOD OF NOON I see,
My Goddess Maid, my OMNIPRESENT FAIR,
For LOVE annihilates world to me!
And when the weary Sol around his led
Closes the SABLE CURTAINS of the night,
SUN OF MY SLUMBERS, on my dazzled sight
She shines confest. When every sound is dead,
The SPIRIT OF HER VOICE comes then to roll
The surge of music o’er my wavy brain.
Far, far from her my Body drags its chain,
But sure with Delia I exist a soul!
 




THE POET EXPRESSES HIS FEELINGS RESPECTING A PORTRAIT IN DELIA’S PARLOR.
 

WOULD I were that portly Gentleman
With gold-laced hat and golden-headed cane,
Who hangs in Delia’s parlor! For whene’er
From book or needlework her looks arise,
On him converge the, SUN-BEAMS of her eyes,
And he unblamed may gaze upon MY FAIR,
And oft MY FAIR his favor’d form surveys.
O HAPPY PICTURE! still on HER to gaze;
I envy him! and jealous fear alarms,
Lest the STRONG glance of those divinest charms
WARM HIM TO LIFE, as in the ancient days,
When MARBLE MELTED in Pygmalion’s arms.
I would I were that portly Gentleman
With gold-laced hat and golden-headed cane.
 




ELEGY I. THE POET RELATES HOW HE OBTAINED DELIA’S POCKET-HANDKERCHIEF.
 

’Tis mine! what accents can my joy declare?
Blest be the pressure of the thronging rout!
Blest be the hand so hasty of my fair,
That left the tempting corner hanging out!
 

I envy not the joy the pilgrim feels,
After long travel to some distant shrine,
When at the relic of his saint he kneels,
For Delia s pocket-handkerchief is mine.
 

When first with filching fingers I drew near,
Keen hope shot tremulous thro’ every vein,
And when the finish’d deed removed my fear,
Scarce could my bounding heart its joy contain
 

What tho’ the eighth commandment rose to mind,
It only served a moment’s qualm to move,
For thefts like this it could not be design’d,
The eighth commandment WAS NOT MADE FOR LOVE!
 

Here when she took the macaroons from me,
She wiped her mouth to clean the crumbs so sweet
Dear napkin! yes she wiped her lips in thee!
Lips sweeter than the macaroons she eat.
 

And when she took that pinch of Mocabaw
That made my Love so delicately sneeze,
Thee to her Roman nose applied I saw,
And thou art doubly dear for things like these.
 

No washerwoman’s filthy hand shall e’er,
SWEET POCKET-HANDKERCHIEF! thy worth profane;
For thou hast touched the rubies of my fair,
And I will kiss thee o’er and o’er again.
 




ELEGY II. THE POET INVOKES THE SPIRITS OF THE ELEMENTS TO APPROACH DELIA.
 

He describes her singing.
 

Ye Sylphs who banquet on my Delia’s blush,
Who on her locks of floating gold repose,
Dip in her cheek your gossamery brush,
And with its bloom of beauty tinge the rose.
 

Hover around her lips on rainbow wing,
Load from her honeyed breath your viewless feet,
Bear thence a richer fragrance for the spring,
And make the lily and the violet sweet.
 

Ye Gnomes, whose toil thro’ many a dateless year
Its nurture to the infant gem supplies,
From central caverns bring your diamonds here,
To ripen in the sun of Delia’s eyes.
 

And ye who bathe in Etna’s lava springs,
Spirits of fire! to see my love advance;
Fly, Salamanders, on Asbestos wings,
To wanton in my Delia’s fiery glance.
 

She weeps, she weeps! her eye with anguish swells.
Some tale of sorrow melts my feeling girl?
NYMPHS! catch the tears, and in your lucid shells’
Enclose them, embryos the orient pearl.
 

She sings! the Nightingale with envy hears,
The Cherubim bends from his starry throne,
And motionless are stopt the attentive Spheres,
To hear more heavenly music than their own.
 

Cease, Delia, cease! for all the angel throng,
Listening to thee, let sleep their golden wires!
Cease, Delia! cease that too surpassing song,
Lest, stung to envy, they should break their lyres.
 

Cease, ere my senses are to madness driven
By the strong joy! cease, Delia, lest my soul
Enrapt, already think itself in heaven,
And burst my feeble body’s frail controul.
 




ELEGY III. THE POET EXPATIATES ON THE BEAUTY OF DELIA’S HAIR
 

The comb between whose ivory teeth she strains
The straitening curls of gold so beamy bright,
Not spotless merely from the touch remains,
But issues forth more pure, more milky white.
 

The rose-pomatum that the Friseur spreads
Sometimes with honour’d fingers for my fair,
No added perfume on her tresses sheds.
But borrows sweetness from her sweeter hair.
 

Happy the Friseur who in Delia’s hair
With licensed fingers uncontroul’d may rove,
And happy in his death the dancing bear,
Who died to make pomatum for my love,
 

Oh could I hope that e’er my favour’d lays
Might curl those lovely locks with conscious pride,
Nor Hammond, nor the Mantuan Shepherds praise
I’d envy then, nor wish reward beside.
 

Cupid has strung from you, O tresses fine,
The bow that in my breast impell’d his dart 5
From you, sweet locks! he wove the subtle line
Wherewith the urchin angled for my Heart.
 

Fine are my Delia’s tresses as the threads
That from the silk-worm, self-interr’d, proceed;
Fine as the gleam y Gossamer, that spreads
Its filmy web-work o’er the tangled mead.
 

Yet with these tresses Cupid’s power elate
My captive heart has handcuffed in a chain,
Strong as the cables of some huge first-rate,
THAT BEARS BRITANNIA’S THUNDERS O’ERTHE MAIN.
 

The Sylphs that round her radiant locks repair,
In flowing lustre bathe their brightening wings;
And Elfin Minstrels with assiduous care
The ringlets rob for faery fiddle-strings,
 




ELEGY IV. THE POET RELATES HOW HE STOLE A LOCK OF DELIA’S HAIR, AND HER ANGER.
 

Oh! be the day accurst that gave me birth!
Ye seas, to swallow me in kindness rise!
Fall on me, mountains! and thou, merciful earth,
Open, and hide me from my Delia’s eyes!
 

Let universal Chaos now return,
Now let the central fires their prison burst,
And Earth and Heaven and Air and Ocean burn..
For Delia frowns.. she frowns, and I am curst!
 

Oh! I could dare the fury of the fight,
Where hostile millions sought my single life;
Would storm Volcano batteries with delight,
And grapple with grim Death in glorious strife.
 

Oh! I could brave the bolts of angry Jove,
When ceaseless lightnings fire the midnight skies;
What is his wrath to that of her I love?
What is his lightning to my Delia’s eyes?
 

Go, fatal Lock! I cast thee to the wind;
Ye serpent curls, ye poison-tendrils go..
Would I could tear thy memory from my mind.
Accursed Lock,.. thou cause of all my woe!
 

Seize the curst curls, ye Furies as they fly!
Daemons of darkness, guard the infernal roll,
That thence your cruel vengeance when I die,
May knit the knots of torture for my soul.
 

Last night,.. Oh hear me Heaven, and grant my prayer!
The Book of Fate before thy suppliant-lay,
And let me from its ample records tear
Only the single page of yesterday!
 

Or let me meet old Time upon his flight,
And I will stop him on his restless way;
Omnipotent in Love’s resistless might,
I’ll force him lack the road of yesterday.
 

Last night, as o’er the page of Love’s despair,
My Delia bent deliciously to grieve;
I stood a treacherous loiterer by her chair,
And drew the fatal scissors from my sleeve:
 

And would that at that instant o’er my thread
The shears of Atropos had open’d then 
And when I reft the lock from Delia’s head,
Had cut me sudden from the sons of men!
 

She heard the scissors that fair lock divide,
And whilst my heart with transport panted big,
She cast a fury frown on me, and cried,
“You stupid puppy,.. you have spoil’d my wig!”
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TO HORROR.
 

 Tin gar potaeisomai
      tan chai schuliches tromeonti
                Erchomenan nechuon ana t’aeria, chai melan aima.
 

Theocritos
 

Dark HORROR, hear my call!
  Stern Genius hear from thy retreat
  On some old sepulchre’s moss-cankered seat,
Beneath the Abbey’s ivied wall
  That trembles o’er its shade;
Where wrapt in midnight gloom, alone,
  Thou lovest to lie and hear
  The roar of waters near,
And listen to the deep dull groan
  Of some perturbed sprite
Borne fitful on the heavy gales of night.
 

Or whether o’er some wide waste hill
  Thou mark’st the traveller stray,
  Bewilder’d on his lonely way,
When, loud and keen and chill,
The evening winds of winter blow
Drifting deep the dismal snow.
 

Or if thou followest now on Greenland’s shore,
  With all thy terrors, on the lonely way
Of some wrecked mariner, when to the roar
  Of herded bears the floating ice-hills round
  Pour their deep echoing sound,
  And by the dim drear Boreal light
Givest half his dangers to the wretches sight.
 

 Or if thy fury form,
    When o’er the midnight deep
    The dark-wing’d tempests sweep
  Watches from some high cliff the encreasing storm,
    Listening with strange delight
  As the black billows to the thunder rave
    When by the lightnings light
  Thou seest the tall ship sink beneath the wave.
 

 Dark HORROR! bear me where the field of fight
    Scatters contagion on the tainted gale,
    When to the Moon’s faint beam,
  On many a carcase shine the dews of night
    And a dead silence stills the vale
Save when at times is heard the glutted Raven’s scream.
 

Where some wreck’d army from the Conquerors might
Speed their disastrous flight,
  With thee fierce Genius! let me trace their way,
And hear at times the deep heart-groan
Of some poor sufferer left to die alone,
  His sore wounds smarting with the winds of night;
And we will pause, where, on the wild,
  The  Mother to her frozen breast,
On the heap’d snows reclining clasps her child
  And with him sleeps, chill’d to eternal rest!
 

Black HORROR! speed we to the bed of Death,
  Where he whose murderous power afar
  Blasts with the myriad plagues of war,
Struggles with his last breath,
  Then to his wildly-starting eyes
  The phantoms of the murder’d rise,
  Then on his frenzied ear
Their groans for vengeance and the Demon’s yell
In one heart-maddening chorus swell.
Cold on his brow convulsing stands the dew,
And night eternal darkens on his view.
 

HORROR! I call thee yet once more!
Bear me to that accursed shore
Where round the stake the impaled Negro writhes.
Assume thy sacred terrors then! dispense
The blasting gales of Pestilence!
Arouse the race of Afric! holy Power,
Lead them to vengeance! and in that dread hour
When Ruin rages wide
I will behold and smile by MERCY’S side.
 




TO CONTEMPLATION.
 

Kai pagas fileoimi ton enguthen aechon achthein,
A terpei psopheoisa ton agrikon, thchi tarassei.
 

Moschos.
 

Faint gleams the evening radiance thro’ the sky,
  The sober twilight dimly darkens round;
In short quick circles the shrill bat flits by,
  And the slow vapour curls along the ground.
 

Now the pleas’d eye from yon lone cottage sees
  On the green mead the smoke long-shadowing play;
  The Red-breast on the blossom’d spray
  Warbles wild her latest lay,
And sleeps along the dale the silent breeze.
Calm CONTEMPLATION,’tis thy favorite hour!
Come fill my bosom, tranquillizing Power.
 

Meek Power! I view thee on the calmy shore
    When Ocean stills his waves to rest;
  Or when slow-moving on the surge’s hoar
  Meet with deep hollow roar
    And whiten o’er his breast;
  For lo! the Moon with softer radiance gleams,
  And lovelier heave the billows in her beams.
 

 When the low gales of evening moan along,
    I love with thee to feel the calm cool breeze,
  And roam the pathless forest wilds among,
    Listening the mellow murmur of the trees
  Full-foliaged as they lift their arms on high
And wave their shadowy heads in wildest melody.
 

Or lead me where amid the tranquil vale
  The broken stream flows on in silver light,
And I will linger where the gale
  O’er the bank of violets sighs,
Listening to hear its soften’d sounds arise;
  And hearken the dull beetle’s drowsy flight,
  And watch the horn-eyed snail
  Creep o’er his long moon-glittering trail,
  And mark where radiant thro’ the night
Moves in the grass-green hedge the glow-worms living light.
 

 Thee meekest Power! I love to meet,
  As oft with even solitary pace
  The scatter’d Abbeys hallowed rounds I trace
And listen to the echoings of my feet.
  Or on the half demolished tomb,
  Whole warning texts anticipate my doom:
  Mark the clear orb of night
Cast thro’ the storying glass a faintly-varied light.
 

Nor will I not in some more gloomy hour
Invoke with fearless awe thine holier power,
Wandering beneath the sainted pile
When the blast moans along the darksome aisle,
And clattering patters all around
The midnight shower with dreary sound.
 

   But sweeter ’tis to wander wild
    By melancholy dreams beguil’d,
    While the summer moon’s pale ray
    Faintly guides me on my way
    To the lone romantic glen
    Far from all the haunts of men,
    Where no noise of uproar rude
    Breaks the calm of solitude.
    But soothing Silence sleeps in all
    Save the neighbouring waterfall,
    Whose hoarse waters falling near
    Load with hollow sounds the ear,
    And with down-dasht torrent white
    Gleam hoary thro’ the shades of night.
 

Thus wandering silent on and slow
I’ll nurse Reflection’s sacred woe,
And muse upon the perish’d day
When Hope would weave her visions gay,
Ere FANCY chill’d by adverse fate
Left sad REALITY my mate.
 

O CONTEMPLATION! when to Memory’s eyes
The visions of the long-past days arise,
Thy holy power imparts the best relief,
And the calm’d Spirit loves the joy of grief.
 




TO A FRIEND.
 

Oh my faithful Friend!
Oh early chosen, ever found the same,
And trusted and beloved! once more the verse
Long destined, always obvious to thine ear,
Attend indulgent. — AKENSIDE.
 

AND wouldst thou seek the low abode
Where Peace delights to dwell?
Pause, Traveller, on thy way of life!
With many a snare and peril rife
Is that long labyrinth of road!
Dark is the vale of years before;
Pause, Traveller, on thy way,
Nor dare the dangerous path explore
Till old Experience comes to lend his leading ray.
 

Not he who comes with lantern light
Shall guide thy groping pace aright
With faltering feet and slow;
No! let him rear the torch on high,
And every maze shall meet thine eye,
And every snare and every foe;
Then with steady step and strong,
Traveller, shalt thou march along.
 

Though Power invite thee to her hall,
Regard not thou her tempting call,
Her splendor’s meteor glare;
Though courteous Flattery there await,
And Wealth adorn the dome of State,
There stalks the midnight spectre Care:
Peace, Traveller, doth not sojourn there.
 

If Fame allure thee, climb not thou
To that steep mountain’s craggy brow
Where stands her stately pile;
For far from thence doth Peace abide,
And thou shalt find Fame’s favoring smile
Cold as the feeble Sun on Hecla’s snow-clad side
 

And, Traveller! as thou hopest to find
That low and loved abode,
Retire thee from the thronging road,
And shun the mob of human-kind.
Ah! hear how old Experience schools — 
“Fly, fly the crowd of Knaves and Fools,
“And thou shalt fly from woe!
“The one thy heedless heart will greet
“With Judas-smile, and thou wilt meet
“In every Fool a Foe!”
 

So safely mayst thou pass from these,
And reach secure the home of Peace,
And Friendship find thee there;
No happier state can mortal know,
No happier lot can Earth bestow,
If Love thy lot shall share.
Yet still Content with him may dwell
Whom Hymen will not bless,
And Virtue sojourn in the cell
Of hermit Happiness.
 

Bristol, 1793.
 




REMEMBRANCE.
 

MAN HATH a weary pilgrimage
As through the world he wends,
On every stage from youth to age
Still discontent attends;
With heaviness he casts his eye
Upon the road before,
And still remembers with a sigh
The days that are no more.
 

To school the little exile goes,
Torn from his mother’s arms, — 
What then shall soothe his earliest woes,
When novelty hath lost its charms?
Condemn’d to suffer through the day
Restraints which no rewards repay,
And cares where love has no concern,
Hope lengthens as she counts the hours
Before his wish’d return.
From hard control and tyrant rules,
The unfeeling discipline of schools,
In thought he loves to roam,
And tears will struggle in his eye
While he remembers with a sigh
The comforts of his home.
 

Youth conies; the toils and cares of life
Torment the restless mind;
Where shall the tired and harass’d heart
Its consolation find:
Then is not Youth, as Fancy tells,
Life’s summer prime of joy?
All no! for hopes too long delay’d
And feelings blasted or betray’d,
Its fabled bliss destroy;
And Youth remembers with a sigh
The careless days of Infancy.
 

Maturer Manhood now arrives,
And other thoughts come on,
But with the baseless hopes of Youth
Its generous warmth is gone;
Cold, calculating cares succeed,
The timid thought, the wary deed,
The dull realities of truth;
Back on the past he turns his eye,
Remembering with an envious sigh
The happy dreams of Youth.
 

So reaches he the latter stage
Of this our mortal pilgimage,
With feeble step and slow;
New ills that latter stage await,
And old Experience learns too late
That all is vanity below.
Life’s vain delusions are gone by;
Its idle hopes are o’er;
Yet Age remembers with a sigh
The days that are no more.
Westbury, 1798.
 




THE SOLDIER’S WIFE.
 

DACTYLICS.
 

WEARY way-wanderer, languid and sick at heart,
Travelling painfully over the rugged road,
Wild-visaged Wanderer! God help thee, wretched one!
 

Sorely thy little one drags by thee barefooted;
Cold is the baby that hangs at thy bending back,
Meagre, and livid, and screaming for misery.
 

Woe-begone mother, half anger, half agony,
As over thy shoulder thou lookest to hush the babe,
Bleakly the blinding snow beats in thy haggard face.
 

Ne’er will thy husband return from the war again,
Cold is thy heart, and as frozen as Charity!
Cold are thy children. — Now God be thy comforter!
 

Bristol, 1795.
 




THE WIDOW.
 

SAPPHICS.
 

COLD was the night wind, drifting fast the snow fell
Wide were the downs, and shelterless and naked,
When a poor Wanderer struggled on her journey,
Weary and way-sore.
 

Drear were the downs, more dreary her reflections,
Cold was the night-wind, colder was her bosom;
She had no home, the world was all before her,
    She had no shelter.
 

Fast o’er the heath a chariot rattled by her,
“Pity me!” feebly cried the lonely wanderer;
“Pity me, strangers! lest with cold and hunger
    Here I should perish.
 

“Once I had friends, — though now by all forsaken!
Once I had parents, — they are now in heaven!
I had a home once — I had once a husband — 
    Pity me, strangers!
 

“I had a home once — I had once a husband
I am a widow, poor and broken-hearted!”
Loud blew the wind; unheard was her complaining,
    On drove the chariot.
 

Then on the snow she laid her down to rest her;
She heard a horseman; “Pity me!” she groan’d
out;
Loud was the wind; unheard was her complaining;
On went the horseman.
 

Worn out with anguish, toil, and cold, and hunger,
Down sunk the Wanderer; sleep had seized her
senses;
There did the traveller find her in the morning;
GOD had released her.
 

Bristol, 1795.
 




THE CHAPEL BELL.
 

Lo I, the man who from the Muse did ask
Her deepest notes to swell the Patriot’s meeds,
Am now enforced, a far unfitter task,
For cap and gown to leave my minstrel weeds;
For yon dull tone, that tinkles on the air,
Bids me lay by the lyre and go to morning prayer.
O how I hate the sound! it is the knell
That still a requiem tolls to Comfort’s hour;
And loath am I, at Superstition’s bell,
To quit or Morpheus’ or the Muse’s bower:
Better to lie and doze, than gape amain,
Hearing still mumbled o’er the same eternal strain.
 

Thou tedious herald of more tedious prayers,
Say, dost thou ever summon from his rest
One being wakening to religious cares?
Or rouse one pious transport in the breast?
Or rather, do not all reluctant creep
To linger out the time in listlessness or sleep?
 

I love the bell that calls the poor to pray,
Chiming from village church its cheerful sound,
When the sun smiles on Labor’s holy-day,
And all the rustic train are gather’d round,
Each deftly dizen’d in his Sunday’s best,
And pleased to hail the day of piety and rest.
 

And when, dim shadowing o’er the face of day,
The mantling mists of even-tide rise slow,
As through the forest gloom I wend my way,
The minster curfew’s sullen voice I know,
And pause, and love its solemn toll to hear,
As made by distance soft it dies upon the ear.
 

Nor with an idle nor unwilling ear
Do I receive the early passing-bell;
For, sick at heart with many a secret care,
When I lie listening to the dead man’s knell,
I think that in the grave all sorrows cease,
And would full fain recline my head and be at peace.
 

But thou, memorial of monastic gall!
What fancy sad or lightsome hast thou given?
Thy vision-scaring sounds alone recall
The prayer that trembles on a yawn to heaven,
The snuffling, snaffling Fellow’s nasal tone,
id Romish rites retain’d, though Romish faith be flown.
 

Oxford, 1793.
 




TO HYMEN.
 

GOD of the torch, whose soul-illuming flame
Beams brightest radiance o’er the human heart,
Of many a woe the cure,
Of many a joy the source;
 

To thee I sing, if haply may the Muse
Pour forth the song unblamed from these dull haunts,
Where never beams thy torch
To cheer the sullen scene.
 

I pour the song to thee, though haply doom d
Alone and unbeloved to pass my days;
Though doom’d perchance to die
Alone and unbewail’d.
 

Yet will the lark, albeit in cage enthrall’d,
Send out her voice to greet the morning sun,
As wide his cheerful beams
Light up the landscape round;
 

When high in heaven she hears the caroling,
The prisoner too begins her morning hymn,
And hails the beam of joy,
Of joy to her denied.
 

Friend to each better feeling of the soul,
I sing to thee, for many a joy is thine,
And many a Virtue comes
To join thy happy train.
 

Lured by the splendor of thy sacred torch,
The beacon-light of bliss, young Love draws near,
And leads his willing slaves
To wear thy flowery chain.
 

And chasten’d Friendship comes, whose mildest sway
Shall cheer the hour of age, when fainter burn
The fading flame of Love,
The fading flame of Life.
 

Parent of every bliss, the busy hand
Of Fancy oft will paint in brightest hues
How calm, how clear, thy torch
Illumes the wintry hour;
 

Will paint the wearied laborer at that hour,
When friendly darkness yields a pause to toil,
Returning blithely home
To each domestic joy;
Will paint the well-trimm’d fire, the frugal meal
Prepared with fond solicitude to please;
The ruddy children round
Climbing the father’s knee.
 

And oft will Fancy rise above the lot
Of honest Poverty, and think how man
Nor rich, nor poor, enjoys
His best and happiest state;
When toil no longer irksome and constrain’d
By hard necessity, but comes to please,
To vary the still hour
Of tranquil happiness.
 

Why, Fancy, wilt thou, o’er the lovely scene
Pouring thy vivid hues, why, sorceress bland,
Soothe sad reality
With visionary bliss?
 

Turn thou thine eyes to where the hallowed light
Of Learning shines; ah, rather lead thy son
Along her mystic paths
To drink the sacred spring.
 

Lead calmly on along the unvaried path
To solitary Age’s drear abode; — 
Is it not happiness
That gives the sting to Death?
 

Well then is he whose unimbitter’d years
Are waning on in lonely listlessness;
If Life hath little joy,
Death hath for him no sting.
 

Oxford, 1794
 




WRITTEN ON THE FIRST OF DECEMBER.
 

THOUGH now no more the musing ear
Delights to listen to the breeze,
That lingers o’er the green-wood shade,
I love thee, Winter! well.
 

Sweet are the harmonies of Spring;
Sweet is the Summer’s evening gale;
And sweet the Autumnal winds that shake
The many-color’d grove.
 

And pleasant to the sober’d soul
The silence of the wintry scene,
When Nature shrouds herself, entranced
In deep tranquillity.
 

Not undelightful now to roam
The wild heath sparkling on the sight;
Not undelightful now to pace
The forest’s ample rounds; — 
 

And see the spangled branches shine;
And mark the moss of many a hue
That varies the old tree’s brown bark,
Or o’er the gray stone spreads; — 
 

And see the cluster’d berries bright
Amid the holly’s gay green leaves;
The ivy round the leafless oak
That clasps its foliage close.
 

So Virtue, diffident of strength,
Clings to Religion’s firmer aid;
So, by Religion’s aid upheld,
Endures calamity.
 

Nor void of beauties now the spring,
Whose waters hid from summer-sun
Have soothed the thirsty pilgrim’s ear
With more than melody.
 

Green moss shines there with ice incased;
The long grass bends its spear-like form;
And lovely is the silvery scene
When faint the sun-beams smile.
 

Reflection, too, may love the hour
When Nature, hid in Winter’s grave,
No more expands the bursting bud,
Or bids the floweret bloom;
 

For Nature soon in Spring’s best charms,
Shall rise revived from Winter’s grave,
Expand the bursting bud again,
And bid the flower re-bloom.
 

Bath, 1793.
 




WRITTEN ON THE FIRST OF JANUARY.
 

COME, melancholy Moralizer, come!
Gather with me the dark and wintry wreath;
With me engarland now
The Sepulchre of Time.
 

Come, Moralizer, to the funeral song!
I pour the dirge of the Departed Days;
For well the funeral song
Befits this solemn hour.
 

But hark! even now the merry bells ring round
With clamorous joy to welcome in this day,
This consecrated day
To Joy and Merriment.
 

Mortal! while Fortune with benignant hand
Fills to the brim thy cup of happiness,
Whilst her unclouded sun
Illumes thy summer day, — 
 

Canst thou rejoice, — rejoice that Time flies fast:
That night shall shadow soon thy summer sun?
That swift the stream of Years
Rolls to Eternity?
 

If thou hast wealth to gratify each wish,
If power be thine, remember what thou art!
Remember thou art Man,
And Death thine heritage!
 

Hast thou known Love! Doth Beauty’s better sun
Cheer thy fond heart with no capricious smile,
Her eye all eloquence,
All harmony her voice?
 

Oh state of happiness! — Hark! how the gale
Moans deep and hollow through the leafless grove!
Winter is dark and cold;
Where now the charms of Spring!
 

Say’st thou that Fancy paints the future scene
In hues too sombrous? that the dark-stoled Maid
With frowning front severe
Appalls the shuddering soul:
 

And wouldst thou bid me court her fairy form,
When, as she sports her in some happier mood,
Her many-colored robes
Float varying in the sun?
 

Ah! vainly does the Pilgrim, whose long road
Leads o’er a barren mountain’s storm-vex’d height,
With wistful eye behold
Some quiet vale, far off.
 

And there are those who love the pensive song,
To whom all sounds of Mirth are dissonant;
Them in accordant mood
This thoughtful strain will find.
 

For hopeless Sorrow hails the lapse of Time,
Rejoicing when the fading orb of day
Is sunk again in night,
That one day more is gone.
 

And he who bears Affliction’s heavy load
With patient piety, well pleased he knows
The World a pilgrimage,
The Grave his inn of rest.
 

Bath, 1794.
 




WRITTEN ON SUNDAY MORNING.
 

Go thou and seek the House of Praver!
I to the woodlands wend, and there
In lovely Nature see the God of Love.
The swelling organ’s peal
Wakes not my soul to zeal,
Like the sweet music of the vernal grove.
The gorgeous altar and the mystic vest
Excite not such devotion in my breast,
As where the noon-tide beam,
Flash’d from some broken stream,
Vibrates on the dazzled sight;
Or where the cloud-suspended rain
Sweeps in shadows o’er the plain;
Or when, reclining on the cliff s huge height,
I mark the billows burst in silver light.
 

Go thou and seek the House of Prayer!
I to the Woodlands shall repair,
Feed with all Nature’s charms mine eyes,
And hear all Nature’s melodies.
The primrose bank will there dispense
Faint fragrance to the awaken’d sense;
The morning beams that life and joy impart,
Will with their influence warm my heart,
And the full tear that down my cheek will steal,
Will speak the prayer of praise I feel.
 

Go thou and seek the House of Prayer!
I to the Woodlands bend my way,
And meet Religion there!
She needs not haunt the high-arch’d dome to pray,
Where storied windows dim the doubtful day;
At liberty she loves to rove,
Wide o’er the healthy hill or cowslip’d dale
Or seek the shelter of the embowering grove,
Or with the streamlet wind along the vale.
Sweet are these scenes toiler; and when the Night
Pours in the North her silver streams of light,
She wooes reflection in the silent gloom,
And ponders on the world to come.
 

Bristol. 1795.
 




THE RACE OF BANQUO.
 

A FRAGMENT.
 

“FLY, son of Banquo! Fleance, fly!
Leave thy guilty sire to die!”
O’er the heath the stripling fled,
The wild storm howling round his head:
Fear, mightier through the shades of night,
Urged his feet, and wing’d his flight;
And still he heard his father’s cry,
“Fly, son of Banquo! Fleance, fly!”
 

“Fly, son of Banquo! Fleance, fly!
Leave thy guilty sire to die!”
On every blast was heard the moan,
The anguish’d shriek, the death-fraught groan;
Loathly night-hags join the yell,
And lo! — the midnight rites of Hell!
 

“Forms of magic! spare my life!
Shield me from the murderer’s knife!
Before me, dim in lurid light,
Float the phantoms of the night — 
Behind I hear my father cry,
Fly, son of Banquo — Fleance, fly!”
 

“Parent of the sceptred race,
Boldly tread the circled space,
Boldly, Fleance, venture near,
Sire of monarch, spurn at fear.
Sisters, with prophetic breath,
Pour we now the dirge of Death!”
 

Oxford, 1793.
 




WRITTEN IN ALENTEJO, JANUARY 23, 1796.
 

1.
 

WHEN at morn, the Muleteer
With early call announces day,
Sorrowing that early call I hear,
Which scares the visions of delight away
For dear to me the silent hour
When sleep exerts its wizard power,
And busy fancy, then let free,
Borne on the wings of Hope, ray Edith, flies to thee.
 

2.
 

When the slant sunbeams crest
The mountain’s shadowy breast;
When on the upland slope
Shines the green myrtle wet with morning dew,
And lovely as the youthful dreams of Hope,
The dim-seen landscape opens on the view,
I gaze around, with raptured eyes,
On Nature’s charms, where no illusion lies,
And drop the joy and memory mingled tear,
And sigh to think that Edith is not here.
 

3.
 

At the cool hour of even,
When all is calm and still,
And o’er the western hill
A richer radiance robes the mellow’d heaven,
Absorb’d in darkness thence,
When slowly fades in night
The dim, decaying light,
Like the fair day-dreams of Benevolence;
Fatigued, and sad, and slow
Along my lonely way I go,
And muse upon the distant day,
And sigh, remembering Edith far away.
 

4.
 

When late arriving at our inn of rest,
Whose roof, exposed to many a winter’s sky,
Half shelters from the wind the shivering guest;
By the lamp’s melancholy gloom,
I see the miserable room,
And musing on the evils that arise
From disproportion’d inequalities,
Pray that my lot may be
Neither with Riches, nor with Poverty,
But in that happy mean,
Which for the soul is best,
And with contentment blest,
In some secluded glen
To dwell with Peace and Edith far from men.
 




TO RECOVERY.
 

RECOVERY, where art thou?
Daughter of Heaven, where shall we seek thy help?
Upon what hallow’d fountain hast thou laid,
O Nymph adored, thy spell?
 

By the gray ocean’s verge,
Daughter of Heaven, we seek thee, but in vain;
We find no healing in the breeze that sweeps
The thymy mountain’s brow.
 

Where are the happy hours,
The sunshine where, that cheer’d the morn of life?
For Health is fled, and with her fled the joys
Which made existence dear.
 

I saw the distant lulls
Smile in the radiance of the orient beam,
And gazed delighted that anon our feet
Should visit scenes so fair
 

I look’d abroad at noon,
The shadow and the storm were on the hills,
The crags which like a faery fabric shone
Darkness had overcast.
 

On you, ye coming years,
So fairly shone the April gleam of hope;
So darkly o’er the distance, late so bright,
Now settle the black clouds.
 

Come thou, and chase away
Sorrow and Pain, the persecuting Powers
Who make the melancholy day so long,
So long the restless night.
 

Shall we not find thee here,
Recovery, on the salt sea’s breezy strand?
Is there no healing in the gales that sweep
The thymy mountain’s brow?
 

I look for thy approach,
O life-preserving Power! as one who strays
Alone in darkness o’er the pathless marsh,
Watches the dawn of day.
 

Minehead, July, 1799.
 




YOUTH AND AGE.
 

WITH cheerful step the traveller
Pursues his early way,
When first the dimly-dawning east
Reveals the rising day.
 

He bounds along his craggy road,
He hastens up the height,
And all he sees and all he hears
Administer delight.
 

And if the mist, retiring slow,
Roll round its wavy white,
He thinks the morning vapors hide
Some beauty from his sight.
 

But when behind the western clouds
Departs the fading day,
How wearily the traveller
Pursues his evening way!
 

Sorely along the craggy road
His painful footsteps creep,
And slow, with many a feeble pause,
He labors up the steep.
 

And if the mists of night close round,
They fill his soul with fear;
He dreads some unseen precipice,
Some hidden danger near.
 

So cheerfully does youth begin
Life’s pleasant morning stage;
Alas! the evening traveller feels
The fears of wary age!
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE OAK OF OUR FATHERS.
 

ALAS For the Oak of our Fathers, that stood
In its beauty, the glory and pride of the wood!
 

It grew and it flourish’d tor many an age,
And many a tempest wreak’d on it its rage;
But when its strong branches were bent with the blast,
It struck its root deeper, and flourish d more fast.
 

Its head tower’d on high, and its branches spread round:
For its roots had struck deep, and its heart was sound;
The bees o’er its honey-dew’d foliage play’d,
And the beasts of the forest fed under its shade.
 

The Oak of our Fathers to Freedom was dear;
Its leaves were her crown, and its wood was her spear.
Alas for the Oak of our Fathers, that stood
In its beauty, the glory and pride of the wood!
 

There crept up an ivy and clung round the trunk;
It struck in its mouths and the juices it drunk;
The branches grew sickly, deprived of their food.
And the Oak was no longer the pride of the wood.
 

The foresters saw and they gather’d around;
The roots still were fast, and the heart still was sound;
They lopp’d off the boughs that so beautiful spread,
But the ivy they spared on its vitals that fed.
 

No longer the bees o’er its honey-dews play’d,
Nor the beasts of the forest fed under its shade;
Lopp’d and mangled the trunk in its ruin is seen,
A monument now what its beauty has been.
 

The Oak has received its incurable wound;
They have loosen’d the roots, though the heart may be sound;
What the travellers at distance green-flourishing see;
Are the leaves of the ivy that poison’d the tree.
Alas for the Oak of our Fathers, that stood
In its beauty, the glory and pride of the wood!
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE BATTLE OF PULTOWA.
 

ON Vorska’s glittering waves
The morning sunbeams play;
Pultowa’s walls are throng’d
With eager multitudes;
Athwart the dusty vale
They strain their aching eyes,
Where to the fight moves on
The Conqueror Charles, the iron-hearted Swede.
 

Him Famine hath not tamed,
The tamer of the brave;
Him Winter hath not quell’d;
When man by man his veteran troops sunk down,
Frozen to their endless sleep,
He held undaunted on
Him Pain hath not subdued;
What though he mounts not now
The fiery steed of war?
Borne on a litter to the field he goes.
 

Go, iron-hearted King!
Full of thy former fame — 
Think how the humbled Dane
Crouch’d underneath thy sword;
Think how the wretched Pole
Resign’d his conquer’d crown;
Go, iron-hearted King!
Let Narva’s glory swell thy haughty breast, — 
The death-day of thy glory, Charles, hath dawn’d!
Proud Swede, the Sun hath risen
That on thy shame shall set!
 

Now, Patkul, may thine injured spirit rest!
For over that relentless Swede
Ruin hath raised his unrelenting arm;
For ere the night descends,
His veteran host destroyed,
His laurels blasted to revive no more,
he flies before the Moscovite.
 

Impatiently that haughty heart must bear
Long years of hope deceived;
Long years of idleness
That sleepless soul must brook.
Now, Patkul, may thine injured spirit rest
To him who suffers in an honest cause
No death is ignominious; not on thee,
But upon Charles, the cruel, the unjust,
Not upon thee, — on him
The ineffaceable reproach is fix’d,
The infamy abides.
Now, Patkul, may thine injured spirit rest.
 

Westbury 1798.
 




THE TRAVELLER’S RETURN.
 

SWEET to the morning traveller
The song amid the sky,
Where, twinkling in the dewy light,
The skylark soars on high.
 

And cheering to the traveller
The gales that round him play,
When faint and heavily he drags
Along his noon-tide way.
 

And when beneath the unclouded sun
Full wearily toils he,
The flowing water makes to him
A soothing melody.
 

And when the evening light decays,
And all is calm around,
There is sweet music to his ear
In the distant sheep-bell’s sound.
 

But oh! of all delightful sounds
Of evening or of morn,
The sweetest is the voice of Love,
That welcomes his return.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE OLD MAN’S COMFORTS AND HOW HE GAINED THEM.
 

You are old, Father William, the young man cried;
The few locks which are left you are gray;
You are hale, Father William, a hearty old man;
Now tell me the reason, I pray.
 

In the days of my youth, Father William replied,
I remember’d that youth would fly fast,
And abused not my health and my vigor at first,
That I never might need them at last.
 

You are old, Father William, the young man cried,
And pleasures with youth pass away;
And yet you lament not the days that are gone;
Now tell me the reason, I pray.
 

In the days of my youth, Father William replied,
I remember’d that youth could not last;
I thought of the future, whatever I did,
That I never might grieve for the past.
 

You are old, Father William, the young man cried,
And life must be hastening away;
You are cheerful, and love to converse upon death;
Now tell me the reason, I pray.
 

I am cheerful, young man, Father William replied;
Let the cause thy attention engage;
In the days of my youth I remember’d my God!
And He hath not forgotten my age.
Westbury, 1799.
 




TRANSLATION OF A GREEK ODE ON ASTRONOMY WRITTEN BY S. T. COLERIDGE, FOR THE PRIZE AT CAMBRIDGE, 1793.
 

1.
 

HAIL, venerable NIGHT!
O first-created, hail!
Thou who art doom’d in thy dark breast to veil
The dying beam of light,
The eldest and the latest thou,
Hail, venerable NIGHT!
Around thine ebon brow,
Glittering plays with lightning rays
A wreath of flowers of fire.
The varying clouds with many a hue attire
Thy many-tinted veil.
Holy are the blue graces of thy zone!
But who is he whose tongue can tell
The dewy lustres which thine eyes adorn?
Lovely to some the blushes of the morn;
To some the glories of the Day,
When, blazing with meridian ray,
The gorgeous Sun ascends his highest throne;
But I with solemn and severe delight
Still watch thy constant ear, immortal NIGHT!
 

2.
 

For then to the celestial Palaces
Urania leads, Urania, she
The Goddess who alone
Stands by the blazing throne,
Effulgent with the light of Deity.
Whom Wisdom, the Creatrix, by her side
Placed on the heights of yonder sky,
And smiling with ambrosial love, unlock’d
The depths of Nature to her piercing eye.
Angelic myriads struck their harps around,
And with triumphant song
The host of Stars, a beauteous throng,
Around the ever-living- Mind
In jubilee their mystic dance begun;
When at thy leaping forth, O Sun!
The Morning started in affright,
Astonish’d at thy birth, her Child of Light!
 

3.
 

Hail, O Urania, hail!
Queen of the Muses! Mistress of the Song!
For thou didst deign to leave the heavenly throng
As earthward thou thy steps wert bending,
A ray went forth and harbinger’d thy way
All Ether laugh’d with thy descending.
Thou hadst wreath’d thy hair with roses,
The flower that in the immortal bower
Its deathless bloom discloses.
Before thine awful mien, compelled to shrink,
Fled Ignorance, abash’d, with all her brood,
Dragons, and Hags of baleful breath,
Fierce Dreams, that wont to drink
The Sepulchre’s black blood;
Or on the wings of storms
Riding in fury forms,
Shriek to the mariner the shriek of Death.
 

4.
 

I boast, O Goddess, to thy name
That I have raised the pile of fame;
Therefore to me be given
To roam the starry path of Heaven,
To charioteer with wings on high,
And to rein-in the Tempests of the sky.
Chariots of happy Gods! Fountains of Light!
Ye Angel-Temples bright!
May I unblamed your flamy thresholds tread?
I leave Earth’s lowly scene;
I leave the Moon serene,
The lovely Queen of Night;
I leave the wide domains,
Beyond where Mars his fiercer light can fling,
And Jupiter’s vast plains,
(The many-belted king;)
Even to the solitude where Saturn reigns,
Like some stern tyrant to just exile driven;
Dim-seen the sullen power appears
In that cold solitude of Heaven,
And slow he drags along
The mighty circle of long-lingering years.
 

6.
 

Nor shalt thou escape my sight,
Who at the threshold of the sun-trod domes
Art trembling, — youngest Daughter of the Night!
And you, ye fiery-tressed strangers! you,
Comets who wander wide,
Will I along your pathless way pursue,
Whence bending I may view
The Worlds whom elder Suns have vivified.
 

7.
 

For Hope with loveliest visions soothes my mind,
That even in Man, Life’s winged power,
When comes again the natal hour,
Shall on heaven-wandering feet,
In undecaying youth,
Spring to the blessed seat;
Where round the fields of Truth
The fiery Essences forever feed;
And o’er the ambrosial mead,
The breezes of serenity
Silent and soothing glide forever by.
 

8.
 

There, Priest of Nature! dost thou shine,
NEWTON! a King among the Kings divine.
Whether with harmony’s mild force,
He guides along its course
The axle of some beauteous star on high,
Or gazing, in the spring
Ebullient with creative energy,
Feels his pure breast with rapturous joy possess’d,
Inebriate in the holy ecstasy.
 

9.
 

I may not call thee mortal then, my soul!
Immortal longings lift thee to the skies:
Love of thy native home inflames thee now,
With pious madness wise.
Know then thyself! expand thy wings divine!
Soon, mingled with thy fathers, thou shalt shine
A star amid the starry throng,
A God the Gods among.
London, 1802.
 




GOOSEBERRY-PIE.
 

A PINDARIC ODE.
 

1.
 

        GOOSEBERRY-PIE is best.
Full of the theme, O Muse, begin the song!
What though the sunbeams of the West
Mature within the Turtle’s breast
Blood glutinous and fat of verdant hue?
What though the Deer bound sportively along
O’er springy turf, the Park’s elastic vest?
Give them their honors due, — 
But Gooseberry-Pie is best.
 

2.
 

Behind his oxen slow
The patient Ploughman plods,
And as the Sower followed by the clods
Earth’s genial womb received the living seed.
The rains descend, the grains they grow;
Saw ye the vegetable ocean
Roll its green ripple to the April gale?
The golden waves with multitudinous motion
Swell o’er the summer vale?
 

3.
 

It flows through Alder banks along
Beneath the copse that hides the hill;
The gentle stream you cannot see,
You only hear its melody,
The stream that turns the Mill.
Pass on a little way, pass on,
And you shall catch its gleam anon;
And hark! the loud and agonizing groan,
That makes its anguish known,
Where tortured by the Tyrant Lord of Meal
The Brook is broken on the Wheel!
 

4.
 

Blow fair, blow fair, thou orient gale!
On the white bosom of the sail,
Ye Winds, enamor’d, lingering lie!
Ye Waves of ocean, spare the bark,
Ye tempests of the sky!
From distant realms she comes to bring
The sugar for my Pie.
For this on Gambia’s arid side
The Vulture’s feet are scaled with blood,
And Beelzebub beholds with pride
H is darling planter brood.
 

5.
 

First in the spring thy leaves were seen,
Thou beauteous bush, so early green!
Soon ceased thy blossoms’ little life of love
O safer than the gold-fruit-bearing tree,
The glory of that old Hesperian grove, — 
No Dragon does there need for thee
With quintessential sting to work alarms,
Prepotent guardian of thy fruitage fine,
Thou vegetable Porcupine! — 
And didst thou scratch thy tender arms,
O Jane! that I should dine!
 

6.
 

The flour, the sugar, and the fruit,
Commingled well, how well they suit!
And they were well bestow’d.
O Jane, with truth I praise your Pie,
And will not you in just reply
Praise my Pindaric Ode?
 

Exeter, 1799.
 




TO A BEE.
 

1.
 

Thou wert out betimes, thou busy, busy Bee!
As abroad I took my early way,
Before the Cow from her resting-place
Had risen up and left her trace
On the meadow, with dew so gray,
Saw I thee, thou busy, busy Bee.
 

2.
 

Thou wert working late, thou busy, busy Bee!
After the fall of the Cistus flower,
When the Primrose-of-evening was ready to burst,
I heard thee last, as I saw thee first;
In the silence of the evening hour,
Heard I thee, thou busy, busy Bee.
 

3.
 

Thou art a miser, thou busy, busy Bee!
Late and early at employ;
Still on thy golden stores intent,
Thy summer in heaping and hoarding is spent
What thy winter will never enjoy;
Wise lesson this for me, thou busy, busy Bee!
 

4.
 

Little dost thou think, thou busy, busy Bee!
What is the end of thy toil.
When the latest flowers of the ivy are gone,
And all thy work for the year is done,
Thy master conies for the spoil.
Woe then for thee, thou busy, busy Bee!
 

Westbury, 1799.
 




TO A SPIDER.
 

1.
 

SPIDER! thou need’st not run in fear about
To shun my curious eyes;
I won’t humanely crush thy bowels out
Lest thou shouldst eat the flies;
Nor will I roast thee with a damn’d delight
Thy strange instinctive fortitude to see,
For there is One who might
One day roast me.
 

2.
 

Thou art welcome to a Rhymer sore-perplex’d,
The subject of his verse;
There’s many a one who, on a better text,
Perhaps might comment worse.
Then shrink not old Free-Mason, from my view,
But quietly like me spin out the line;
Do thou thy work pursue,
As I will mine.
 

3.
 

Weaver of snares, thou emblemest the ways
Of Satan, Sire of lies;
Hell’s huge black Spider, for mankind he lays
His toils, as thou for flies.
When Betty’s busy eye runs round the room,
Woe to that nice geometry, if seen!
But where is he whose broom
The earth shall clean?
 

4.
 

Spider! of old thy flimsy webs were thought — 
And ’twas a likeness true — 
To emblem laws in which the weak are caught,
But which the strong break through:
And if a victim in thy toils is ta’en,
Like some poor client is that wretched fly,
I’ll warrant thee thou’lt drain
His life-blood dry.
 

5.
 

And is not thy weak work like human schemes
And care on earth employ’d?
Such are young hopes and Love’s delightful dreams
So easily destroy’d!
So does the Statesman, whilst the Avengers sleep,
Self-deem’d secure, his wiles in secret lay;
Soon shall destruction sweep
His work away.
 

6.
 

Thou busy laborer! one resemblance more
Way yet the verse prolong,
For, Spider, thou art like the Poet poor,
Whom thou hast help’d in song.
Both busily our needful food to win,
We work, as Nature taught, with ceaseless pains,
Thy bowels thou dost spin,
I spin my brains.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE DESTRUCTION OF JERUSALEM
 

THE rage of Babylon is roused,
  The King puts forth his strength;
  And Judah bends the bow
And points her arrows for the coming war.
 

Her walls are firm, her gates are strong,
  Her youth gird on the sword;
  High are her chiefs in hope,
For soon will Egypt send the promised aid.
 

But who is he whose voice of woe
  Is heard amid the streets?
  Whose ominous voice proclaims
Her strength, and arms, and promised succors vain?
 

His meagre cheek is pale and sunk,
  Wild is his hollow eye,
  Yet awful is its glance;
And who could bear the anger of his frown?
 

PROPHET of GOD! in vain thy lips
  Proclaim the woe to come;
  In vain thy warning voice
Summons her rulers timely to repent!
 

The Ethiop changes not his skin.
  Impious and reckless still
  The rulers spurn thy voice,
And now the measure of their crimes is full.
 

For now around Jerusalem
  The countless foes appear;
  Far as the eye can reach
Spreads the wide horror of the circling siege.
 

Why is the warrior’s cheek so pale?
  Why droops the gallant youth
  Who late in pride of heart
Sharpen’d his javelin for the welcome war?
 

’Tis not for terror that his eye
  Swells with the struggling woe;
  Oh! he could bear his ills,
Or rush to death, and in the grave have peace.
 

His parents do not ask for food,
  But they are weak with want;
  His wife has given her babes
Her wretched pittance, — she makes no complaint.
 

The consummating hour is come!
  Alas for Solyma!
  How is she desolate, — 
She that was great among the nations, fallen!
 

And thou — thou miserable King — 
  Where is thy trusted flock,
  Thy flock so beautiful,
Thy Father’s throne, the temple of thy God?
 

Repentance brings not back the past;
  It will not call again
  Thy murder’d sons to life,
Nor vision to those eyeless sockets more.
 

Thou wretched, childless, blind, old man,
  Heavy thy punishment;
  Dreadful thy present woes,
Alas, more dreadful thy remember’d guilt!
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE DEATH OF WALLACE.
 

  JOY, joy in London now!
He goes, the rebel Wallace goes to death;
At length the traitor meets the traitor’s doom,
Joy, joy, in London now!
 

  He on a sledge is drawn,
His strong right arm unweapon’d and in chains,
And garlanded around his helmless head
The laurel wreath of scorn.
 

  They throng to view him now
Who in the field had fled before his sword,
Who at the name of Wallace once grew pale
And falter’d out a prayer.
 

  Yes! they can meet his eye,
That only beams with patient courage now;
Yes! they can look upon those manly limbs
Defenceless now and bound.
 

  And that eye did not shrink
As he beheld the pomp of infamy;
Nor one ungovern’d feeling shook those limbs,
When the last moment came.
 

  What though suspended sense
Was by their legal cruelty revived;
What though ingenious vengeance lengthen’d life
To feel protracted death?
 

  What though the hangman’s hand
Grasped in his living breast the heaving heart? — 
In the last agony, the last, sick pang,
Wallace had comfort still.
 

  He call’d to mind his deeds
Done for his country in the embattled field;
He thought of that good cause for which he died.
And it was joy in death.
 

  Go, Edward! triumph now!
Cambria is fallen, and Scotland’s strength is crush’d;
On Wallace, on Llewellyn’s mangled limbs,
The fowls of Heaven have fed.
 

  Unrivall’d, unopposed,
Go, Edward, full of glory to thy grave!
The weight of patriot blood upon thy soul,
Go, Edward, to thy God!
 

Westbury, 1793.
 




THE SPANISH ARMADA.
 

CLEAR shone the morn, the gale was fair,
When from Coruna’s crowded port
With many a cheerful shout and loud acclaim
The huge Armada past.
 

To England’s shores their streamers point,
To England’s shores their sails are spread.
They go to triumph o’er the sea-girt land,
And Rome hath blest their arms.
 

Along the ocean’s echoing verge,
Along the mountain range of rocks,
The clustering multitudes behold their pomp,
And raise the votive prayer.
 

Commingling with the ocean’s roar
Ceaseless and hoarse their murmurs rise,
And soon they trust to see the winged bark
That bears good tidings home.
 

The watch-tower now in distance sinks,
And now Galicia’s mountain rocks
Faint as the far-off clouds of evening lie,
And now they fade away.
 

Each like some moving citadel,
On through the waves they sail sublime;
And now the Spaniards see the silvery cliffs,
Behold the sea-girt land!
 

O fools! to think that ever foe
Should triumph o’er that sea-girt land!
O fools! to think that ever Britain’s sons
Should wear the stranger’s yoke!
 

For not in vain hath Nature rear’d
Around her coast those silvery cliffs;
For not in vain old Ocean spreads his waves
To guard his favourite isle!
 

On come her gallant mariners!
What now avail Rome’s boasted charms?
Where are the Spaniard’s vaunts of eager wrath?
His hopes of conquest now?
 

And hark! the angry Winds arise;
Old Ocean heaves his angry Waves;
The Winds and Waves against the invaders fight,
To guard the sea-girt land.
 

Howling around his palace-towers
The Spanish despot hears the storm;
He thinks upon his navies far away,
And boding doubts arise.
 

Long, over Biscay’s boisterous surge
The watchman’s aching eye shall strain!
Long shall he gaze, but never wing’d bark
Shall bear good tidings home.
 

Westbury, 1793.
 




ST. BARTHOLOMEW’S DAY.
 

THE night is come; no fears disturb
The dreams of innocence;
They trust in kingly faith and kingly oaths;
They sleep, — alas! they sleep!
 

Go to the palace, wouldst thou know
How hideous night can be;
Eye is not closed in those accursed walls,
Nor heart at quiet there.
 

The Monarch from the window leans,
He listens to the night,
And with a horrible and eager hope
Awaits the midnight bell.
 

Oh, he has Hell within him now!
God, always art thou just!
For innocence can never know such pangs
As pierce successful guilt.
 

He looks abroad, and all is still.
Hark! — now the midnight bell
Sounds through the silence of the night alone, — 
And now the signal gun!
 

Thy hand is on him, righteous God!
He hears the frantic shrieks,
He hears the glorying yells of massacre,
And he repents, — too late.
 

He hears the murderer’s savage shout,
He hears the groan of death;
In vain they lay, — soldiers defenceless now,
Women, old men, and babes.
 

Righteous and just art thou, O God!
For at his dying hour
Those shrieks and groans reechoed in his ear,
He heard that murderous yell!
 

They throng’d around his midnight couch,
The phantoms of the slain; — 
It prey’d like poison on his powers of life:
Righteous art thou, O God!
 

Spirits! who suffer’d at that hour
For freedom and for faith.
Ye saw your country bent beneath the yoke,
Her faith and freedom crush’d.
 

And like a giant from his sleep
Ye saw when France awoke;
Ye saw the people burst their double chain,
And ye had joy in Heaven!
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE HOLLY-TREE.
 

1.
 

O READER! hast thou ever stood to see
The Holly-Tree?
The eye that contemplates it well perceives
Its glossy leaves
Order’d by an intelligence so wise,
As might confound the Atheist’s sophistries.
 

2.
 

Below, a circling fence, its leaves are seen
Wrinkled and keen;
No grazing cattle through their prickly round
Can reach to wound;
But as they grow where nothing is to fear,
Smooth and unarm’d the pointless leaves appear.
 

3.
 

I love to view these things with curious eyes,
And moralize;
And in this wisdom of the Holly-Tree
Can emblem see
Wherewith perchance to make a pleasant rhyme,
One which may profit in the after time.
 

4.
 

Thus, though abroad perchance I might appear
Harsh and austere,
To those who on my leisure would intrude
Reserved and rude,
Gentle at home amid my friends I’d be
Like the high leaves upon the Holly-Tree.
 

5.
 

And should my youth, as youth is apt, I know,
Some harshness show,
All vain asperities I day by day
Would wear away,
Till the smooth temper of my age should be
Like the high leaves upon the Holly-Tree.
 

6.
 

And as, when all the summer trees are seen
So bright and green,
The Holly leaves a sober hue display
Less bright than they;
But when the bare and wintry woods we see,
What then so cheerful as the Holly-Tree?
 

7.
 

So serious should my youth appear among
The thoughtless throng;
So would I seem amid the young and gay
More grave than they,
That in my age as cheerful I might be
As the green winter of the Holly-Tree.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE EBB TIDE.
 

SLOWLY thy flowing tide
Came in, old Avon! scarcely did mine eyes,
At? watchfully I roam’d thy green-wood side,
Perceive its gentle rise.
 

With many a stroke and strong
The laboring boatmen upward plied their oars;
Yet little way they made, though laboring long
Between thy winding shores.
 

Now down thine ebbing tide
The unlabor’d boat falls rapidly along;
The solitary helmsman sits to guide,
And sings an idle song.
 

Now o’er the rocks that lay
So silent late, the shallow current roars;
Fast flow thy waters on their seaward way
Through wider-spreading shores.
 

Avon! I gaze and know
The lesson emblem’d in thy varying way:
It speaks of human joys that rise so slow,
So rapidly decay.
 

Kingdoms which long have stood,
And slow to strength and power attain’d at last,
Thus from the summit of high fortune’s flood
They ebb to ruin fast.
 

Thus like thy flow appears
Time’s tardy course to manhood’s envied stage;
Alas! how hurryingly the ebbing years
Then hasten to old age!
 

Westbury, 1799
 




THE COMPLAINTS OF THE POOR
 

AND wherefore do the Poor complain?
The Rich Man ask’d of me; — 
Come walk abroad with me, I said,
And I will answer thee.
 

’Twas evening, and the frozen streets
Were cheerless to behold,
And we were wrapp’d and coated well,
And yet we were a-cold.
 

We met an old, bare-headed man;
His locks were thin and white;
I ask’d him what he did abroad
In that cold winter’s night.
 

The cold was keen indeed, he said,
But at home no fire had he,
And therefore he had come abroad
To ask for charity.
 

We met a young, bare-footed child,
And she begg’d loud and bold;
I ask’d her what she did abroad
When the wind it blew so cold.
 

She said her father was at home,
And he lay sick a-bed;
And therefore was it she was sent
Abroad to beg for bread.
 

We saw a woman sitting down
Upon a stone to rest;
She had a baby at her back,
And another at her breast.
 

I ask’d her why she loiter’d there
When the night-wind was so chill;
She turn’d her head and bade the child
That scream’d behind, be still; — 
 

Then told us that her husband served,
A soldier, far away,
And therefore to her parish she
Was begging back her way.
 

We met a girl; her dress was loose,
And sunken was her eye,
Who with a wanton’s hollow voice
Address’d the passers-by.
 

I ask’d her what there was in guilt
That could her heart allure
To shame, disease, and late remorse:
She answer’d, she was poor.
 

I turn’d me to the Rich Man then,
For silently stood he, — 
You ask’d me why the poor complain.
And these have answer’d thee!
 

London, 1798.
 




TO MARY.
 

MARY; ten checker’d years have past
Since we beheld each other last;
Yet, Mary, I remember thee,
Nor canst thou have forgotten me.
 

The bloom was then upon thy face;
Thy form had every youthful grace;
I too had then the warmth of youth,
And in our hearts was all its truth.
 

We conversed, were there others by,
With common mirth and random eye;
But when escaped the sight of men,
How serious was our converse then!
 

Our talk was then of years to come,
Of hopes which ask’d a humble doom,
Themes which to loving thoughts might move,
Although we never spake of love.
 

At our last meeting sure thy heart
Was even as loath as mine to part;
And yet we little thought that then
We parted — not to meet again.
 

Long, Mary! after that adieu,
My dearest day-dreams were of you;
In sleep I saw you still, and long
Made you the theme of secret song.
 

When manhood and its cares came on,
The humble hopes of youth were gone;
And other hopes and other fears
Effaced the thoughts of happier years.
 

Meantime through many a varied year
Of thee no tidings did I hear,
And thou hast never heard my name
Save from the vague reports of fame.
 

But then, I trust, detraction’s lie
Hath kindled anger in thine eye;
And thou my praise wert proud to see, — 
My name should still be dear to thee.
 

Ten years have held their course; thus late
I learn the tidings of thy fate;
A Husband and a Father now,
Of thee, a Wife and Mother thou.
 

And, Mary, as for thee I frame
A prayer which hath no selfish aim,
No happier lot can I wish thee
Than such as Heaven hath granted me.
 

London, 1802.
 




TO A FRIEND, INQUIRING IF I WOULD LIVE OVER MY YOUTH AGAIN.
 

1.
 

Do I regret the past?
Would I again live o’er
The morning hours of life?
Nay, William! nay, not so!
In the warm joyance of the summer sun,
I do not wish again
The changeful April day.
Nay, William! nay, not so!
Safe haven’d from the sea,
I would not tempt again
The uncertain ocean’s wrath.
Praise be to Him who made me what I am,
Other I would not be.
 

2.
 

Why is it pleasant then, to sit and talk
Of days that are no more?
When in his own dear home
The traveller rests at last,
And tells how often in his wanderings,
The thought of those far off
Hath made his eyes o’erflow
With no unmanly tears;
Delighted he recalls
Through what fair scenes his lingering feet have trod;
But ever when he tells of perils past
And troubles now no more,
His eyes are brightest, and a readier joy
Flow’s thankful from his heart.
 

3.
 

No, William! no, I would not live again
The morning hours of life;
I would not be again
The slave of hope and fear;
I would not learn again
The wisdom by Experience hardly taught.
 

4.
 

To me the past presents
No object for regret;
To me the present gives
All cause for full content.
The future? — it is now the cheerful noon,
And on the sunny-smiling fields I gaze
With eyes alive to joy;
When the dark night descends,
I willingly shall close my weary lids,
In sure and certain hope to wake again.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE DEAD FRIEND.
 

1.
 

NOT to the grave, not to the grave, my Soul,
Descend to contemplate
The form that once was dear!
The Spirit is not there
Which kindled that dead eye,
Which throbb’d in that cold heart,
Which in that motionless hand
Hath met thy friendly grasp.
The Spirit is not there!
It is but lifeless, perishable flesh
That moulders in the grave;
Earth, air, and water’s ministering particles
Now to the elements
Resolved, their uses done.
Not to the grave, not to the grave, my Soul,
Follow thy friend beloved;
The Spirit is not there!
 

2.
 

Often together have we talk’d of death;
How sweet it were to see
All doubtful things made clear;
How sweet it were with powers
Such as the Cherubim,
To view the depth of Heaven!
O Edmund! thou hast first
Begun the travel of Eternity!
I look upon the stars,
And think that thou art there,
Unfetter’d as the thought that follows thee.
 

3.
 

And we have often said how sweet it were
With unseen ministry of angel power,
To watch the friends we loved.
Edmund! we did not err!
Sure I have felt thy presence! Thou hast given
A birth to holy thought,
Hast kept me from the world unstain’d and pure.
Edmund! we did not err!
Our best affections here
They are not like the toys of infancy;
The Soul outgrows them not;
We do not cast them off;
O, if it could be so,
It were indeed a dreadful thing to die!
 

4.
 

Not to the grave, not to the grave, my Soul,
Follow thy friend beloved!
But in the lonely hour,
But in the evening walk,
Think that he companies thy solitude;
Think that he holds with thee
Mysterious intercourse;
And though remembrance wake a tear,
There will be joy in grief.
 

Weslbury, 1799.
 




SONGS OF THE AMERICAN INDIANS
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THE HURON’S ADDRESS TO THE DEAD.
 

1.
 

BROTHER, thou wert strong in youth!
Brother, thou wert brave in war!
Unhappy man was he
For whom thou hadst sharpen’d the tomahawk’s edge!
Unhappy man was he
On whom thine angry eye was fix’d in fight!
And he who from thy hand
Received the calumet,
Blest Heaven, and slept in peace.
 

2.
 

When the Evil Spirits seized thee,
Brother, we were sad at heart:
We bade the Jongler come
And bring his magic aid;
We circled thee in mystic dance,
With songs and shouts and cries,
To free thee from their power.
Brother, but in vain we strove;
The number of thy days was full.
 

3.
 

Thou sittest amongst us on thy mat;
The bear-skin from thy shoulder hangs,
Thy feet are sandall’d ready for the way
Those are the unfatigueable feet
That traversed the forest track;
Those are the lips that late
Thunder’d the yell of war;
And that is the strong right arm
Which never was lifted in vain.
Those lips are silent now;
The limbs that were active are stiff;
Loose hangs the strong right arm!
 

4.
 

And where is That which in thy voice
The language of friendship spake?
That gave the strength of thine arm?
That fill’d thy limbs with life?
It was not Thou, for Thou art here,
Thou art amongst us still,
But the Life and the Feeling are gone.
The Iroquois will learn
That thou hast ceased from war;
‘Twill be a joy like victory to them,
For thou wert the scourge of their nation.
 

5.
 

Brother, we sing thee the song of death;
In thy coffin of bark we lay thee to rest;
The bow shall be placed by thy side,
And the shafts that are pointed and feather’d for flight.
To the country of the Dead
Long and painful is thy way;
Over rivers wide and deep
Lies the road that must be past,
By bridges narrow-wall’d,
Where scarce the Soul can force its way,
While the loose fabric totters under it.
 

6.
 

Safely may our brother pass!
Safely may he reach the fields,
Where the sound of the drum and the shell
Shall be heard from the Country of Souls!
The Spirits of thy Sires
Shall come to welcome thee:
The God of the Dead in his Bower
Shall receive thee, and bid thee join
The dance of eternal joy.
 

7.
 

Brother, we pay thee the rites of death;
Rest in thy Bower of Delight!
 

Westbury, 1799.
 




THE PERUVIAN’S DIRGE OVER THE BODY OF HIS FATHER.
 

1.
 

REST in peace, my Father, rest!
With danger and toil have I borne thy corpse
From the Stranger’s field of death.
I bless thee, O Wife of the Sun,
For veiling thy beams with a cloud,
While at the pious task
Thy votary toil’d in fear.
Thou badest the clouds of night
Enwrap thee, and hide thee from Man;
But didst thou not see my toil,
And put on the darkness to aid,
O Wife of the visible God?
 

2.
 

Wretched, my Father, thy life!
Wretched the life of the Slave!
All day for another he toils;
Overwearied at night he lies down,
And dreams of the freedom that once he enjoy’d.
Thou wert blest in the days of thy youth,
My Father! for then thou wert free.
In the fields of the nation thy hand
Bore its part of the general task;
And when, with the song and the dance,
Ye brought the harvest home,
As all in the labor had shared,
So justly they shared in the fruits.
 

3.
 

Thou visible Lord of the Earth,
Thou God of my Fathers, thou God of my heart.
O Giver of light and of life!
When the Strangers came to our shores,
Why didst thou not put forth thy power?
Thy thunders should then have been hurl’d,
Thy fires should in lightnings have flash’d! — 
Visible God of the Earth,
The Strangers mock at thy might!
To idols and beams of wood
They force us to bow the knee;
They plunge us in caverns and dens,
Where never thy blessed light
Shines on our poisonous toil!
But not in the caverns and dens,
O Sun, are we mindless of thee!
We pine for the want of thy beams,
We adore thee with anguish and groans.
 

4.
 

My Father, rest in peace!
Rest with the dust of thy Sires!
They placed their Cross in thy dying grasp; — 
They bore thee to their burial-place.
And over thy breathless frame
Their bloody and merciless Priest
Mumbled his magic hastily.
Oil! could thy bones be at peace
In the field where the Strangers are laid? — 
Alone, in danger and in pain,
My Father, I bring thee here:
So may our God, in reward,
Allow me one faithful friend
To lay me beside thee when I am released!
So may he summon me soon,
That my Spirit may join thee there,
Where the strangers never shall come!
 

Exeter, 1799.
 




SONG OF THE ARAUCANS DURING A THUNDER-STORM.
 

THE storm-cloud grows deeper above,
Araucans! the tempest is ripe in the sky;
Our forefathers come from their Islands of Bliss,
They come to the war of the winds
 

The Souls of the Strangers are there,
In their garments of darkness they ride through the heaven;
Yon cloud that rolls luridly over the hill
Is red with their weapons of fire.
 

Hark! hark! in the howl of the wind
The shout of the battle, the clang of their drums;
The horsemen are met, and the shock of the fight
Is the blast that disbranches the wood.
 

Behold from the clouds of their power
The lightning, — the lightning is lanced at our sires!
And the thunder that shakes the broad pavement of Heaven!
And the darkness that quenches the day!
 

Ye Souls of our Fathers, be brave!
Ye shrunk not before the invaders on earth,
Ye trembled not then at their weapons of fire;
Brave Spirits, ye tremble not now!
 

We gaze on your warfare in hope,
We send up our shouts to encourage your arms!
Lift the lance of your vengeance, O Fathers, with force,
For the wrongs of your country strike home!
 

Remember the land was your own
When the Sons of Destruction came over the seas,
That the old fell asleep in the fulness of days,
And their children wept over their graves;
 

Till the Strangers came into the land
With tongues of deceit and with weapons of fire:
Then the strength of the people in youth was cutoff,
And the father wept over his son.
 

It thickens — the tumult of fight!
Louder and louder the blast of the battle is heard! — 
Remember the wrongs that your country endures!
Remember the fields of your fame!
 

Joy! joy! for the Strangers recoil, — 
They give way, — they retreat, — they are routed, — they fly;
Pursue them! pursue them! remember your wrongs!
Let your lances be drunk with their wounds.
 

The Souls of your wives shall rejoice
As they welcome you back to your Islands of Bliss;
And the breeze that refreshes the toil-throbbing brow
Waft thither the song of your praise.
 

Westbury, 1799.
 




SONG OF THE CHIKKASAH WIDOW
 

‘TWAS the voice of my husband that came on the gale;
His unappeased Spirit in anger complains;
Rest, rest, Ollanahta, be still!
The day of revenge is at hand.
 

The stake is made ready, the captives shall die;
To-morrow the song of their death shalt thou hear;
To-morrow thy widow shall wield
The knife and the fire; — be at rest!
 

The vengeance of anguish shall soon have its course, — 
The fountains of grief and of fury shall flow, — 
I will think, Ollanahta! of thee.
Will remember the days of our love.
 

Ollanahta, all day by thy war-pole I sat.
Where idly thy hatchet of battle is hung;
I gazed on the bow of thy strength
As it waved on the stream of the wind.
 

The scalps that we number’d in triumph were there,
And the musket that never was levell’d in vain, — 
What a leap has it given to my heart
To see thee suspend it in peace!
 

When the black and blood-banner was spread to the gale,
When thrice the deep voice of the war-drum was heard,
I remember thy terrible eyes
How they flash’d the dark glance of thy joy.
 

I remember the hope that shone over thy cheek,
As thy hand from the pole reach’d its doers of death;
Like the ominous gleam of the cloud,
Ere the thunder and lightning are born
 

He went, and ye came not to warn him in dreams
Kindred Spirits of Him who is holy and great!
And where was thy warning, O Bird,
The timely announcer of ill?
 

Alas! when thy brethren in conquest return’d;
When I saw the white plumes bending over their heads,
And the pine-boughs of triumph before,
Where the scalps of their victory swung, — 
 

The war-hymn they pour’d, and thy voice was not there!
I call’d thee, — alas, the white deer-skin was brought:
And thy grave was prepared in the tent
Which I had made ready for joy!
 

Ollanahta, all day by thy war-pole I sit, — 
Ollanahta, all night I weep over thy grave!
To-morrow the victims shall die,
And I shall have joy in revenge.
 

Westbury, 1799.
 




THE OLD CHIKKASAH TO HIS GRANDSON
 

1.
 

Now go to the battle, my Boy!
Dear child of my son,
There is strength in thine arm,
There is hope in thy heart.
Thou art ripe for the labors of war.
Thy Sire was a stripling like thee
When he went to the first of his fields.
 

2.
 

He return’d, in the glory of conquest return’d:
Before him his trophies were borne,
These scalps that have hung till the Sun and the rain
Have rusted their raven locks.
Here he stood when the morn of rejoicing arrived,
The day of the warrior’s reward;
When the banners sunbeaming were spread,
And all hearts were dancing in joy
To the sound of the victory-drum.
The Heroes were met to receive their reward,
But distinguish’d among the young Heroes that day,
The pride of his nation, thy Father was seen:
The swan-feathers hung from his neck,
His face like the rainbow was tinged,
And his eye, — how it sparkled in pride!
The Elders approach’d, and they placed on his brow
The crown that his valor had won,
And they gave him the old honor’d name.
They reported the deeds he had done in the war,
And the youth of the nation were told
To respect him and tread in his steps.
 

3.
 

My Boy! I have seen, and with hope,
The courage that rose in thine eye
When I told thee the tale of his death.
His war-pole now is gray with moss,
His tomahawk red with rust;
His bowstring, whose twang was death,
Now sings as it cuts the wind;
But his memory is fresh in the land,
And his name with the names that we love.
 

4.
 

Go now and revenge him, my Boy!
That his Spirit no longer may hover by day
O’er the hut where his bones are at rest,
Nor trouble our dreams in the night.
My Boy, I shall watch for the warrior’s return,
And my soul will be sad
Till the steps of thy coming I see.
 

Westbury, 1799.
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THE PAUPER’S FUNERAL.
 

WHAT! and not one to heave the pious sigh?
Not one whose sorrow-swollen and aching eye,
For social scenes, for life’s endearments fled,
Shall drop a tear, and dwell upon the dead?
Poor wretched Outcast! I will weep for thee,
And sorrow for forlorn humanity.
Yes, I will weep; but not that thou art come
To the cold Sabbath of the silent tomb:
For pining want, and heart-consuming care,
Soul-withering evils, never enter there.
I sorrow for the ills thy life has known,
As through the world’s long pilgrimage, alone,
Haunted by Poverty and woe-begone,
Unloved, unfriended, thou didst journey on;
Thy youth in ignorance and labor past,
And thine old age all barrenness and blast!
Hard was thy Fate, which, while it doom’d to woe,
Denied thee wisdom to support the blow;
And robb’d of all its energy thy mind,
Ere yet it cast thee on thy fellow-kind,
Abject of thought, the victim of distress,
To wander in the world’s wide wilderness.
 

  Poor Outcast, sleep in peace! the wintry storm
Blows bleak no more on thine unshelter’d form;
Thy woes are past; thou restest in the tomb; — 
I pause, — and ponder on the days to come.
 

Bristol, 1795.
 




THE SOLDIER’S FUNERAL.
 

IT is the funeral march. I did not think
That there had been such magic in sweet sounds!
Hark! from the blacken’d cymbal that dead tone! — 
It awes the very rabble multitude;
They follow silently, their earnest brows
Lifted in solemn thought. ’Tis not the pomp
And pageantry of death that with such force
Arrests the sense; — the mute and mourning train,
The white plume nodding o’er the sable hearse,
Had past unheeded, or perchance awoke
A serious smile upon the poor man’s cheek
At pride’s last triumph. Now these measured sounds,
This universal language, to the heart
Speak instant, and on all these various minds
Compel one feeling.
 

                            But such better thoughts
Will pass away, how soon! and these who here
Are following their dead comrade to the grave,
Ere the night fall will in their revelry
Quench all remembrance. From the ties of life
Unnaturally rent, a man who knew
No resting-place, no dear delights of home,
Belike who never saw his children’s face,
Whose children knew no lather, — he is gone, — 
Dropp’d from existence, like a blasted leaf
That from the summer tree is swept away,
Its loss unseen. She hears not of his death
Who bore him, and already for her son
Her tears of bitterness are shed; when first
He had put on the livery of blood,
She wept him dead to her.
 

                            We are indeed
Clay in the potter’s hand! One favor’d mind,
Scarce lower than the Angels, shall explore
The ways of Nature, whilst his fellow-man,
Framed with like miracle, the work of God,
Must as the unreasonable beast drag on
A life of labor; like this soldier here,
H is wondrous faculties bestow’d in vain,
Be moulded by his fate till he becomes
A mere machine of murder.
 

                            And there are
Who say that this is well! as God has made
All things for man’s good pleasure, so of men
The many for the few! Court-moralists,
Reverend lip-comforters, that once a week
Proclaim how blessed are the poor, for they
Shall have their wealth hereafter, and though now
Toiling and troubled, they may pick the crumbs
That from the rich man’s table fall, at length
In Abraham’s bosom rest with Lazarus.
Themselves meantime secure their good things
here,
 

                            And feast with Dives. 
These are they, O Lord!
Who in thy plain and simple Gospel see
All mysteries, but who find no peace enjoin’d,
No brotherhood, no wrath denounced on them
Who shed their brethren’s blood, — blind at noonday
As owls, lynx-eyed in darkness!
 

                            O my God!
I thank thee, with no Pharisaic pride
I thank thee, that I am not such as these;
I thank thee for the eye that sees, the heart
That feels, the voice that in these evil days,
Amid these evil tongues, exalts itself,
And cries aloud against iniquity.
 

Bristol, 1795.
 




ON A LANDSCAPE OF GASPAR POUSSIN.
 

GASPAR! how pleasantly thy pictured scenes
Beguile the lonely hour! I sit and gaze
With lingering eye, till dreaming Fancy makes
The lovely landscape live, and the rapt soul
From the foul haunts of herded human-kind
Flies far away with spirit speed, and tastes
The untainted air, that with the lively hue
Of health and happiness illumes the cheek
Of mountain Liberty. My willing soul
All eager follows on thy faery flights,
Fancy! best friend; whose blessed witcheries
With cheering prospects cheat the traveller
O’er the long wearying desert of the world.
Nor dost thou, Fancy! with such magic mock
My heart, as, demon-born, old Merlin knew,
Or Alquif, or Zarzafiel’s sister sage,
Who in her vengeance for so many a year
Held in the jacinth sepulchre entranced
Lisuart, the pride of Grecian chivalry.
Friend of my lonely hours! thou leadest me
To such calm joys as Nature, wise and good,
Proffers in vain to all her wretched sons, — 
Her wretched sons who pine with want amid
The abundant earth, and blindly bow them down
Before the Moloch shrines of Wealth and Power,
Authors of Evil. Well it is sometimes
That thy delusions should beguile the heart,
Sick of reality. The little pile
That tops the summit of that craggy hill
Shall be my dwelling: craggy is the hill
And steep; yet through yon hazels upward leads
The easy path, along whose winding way
Now close embower’d I hear the unseen stream
Dash down, anon behold its sparkling foam
Gleam through the thicket; and ascending on,
Now pause me to survey the goodly vale
That opens on my prospect. Half way up,
Pleasant it were upon some broad, smooth rock
To sit and sun myself, and look below,
And watch the goatherd down yon high-bank’d path
Urging his flock grotesque; and bidding now
His lean, rough dog from some near cliff” go drive
The straggler; while his barkings, loud and quick,
Amid their tremulous bleat, arising oft,
Fainter and fainter from the hollow road
Send their far echoes, till the waterfall,
Hoarse bursting from the cavern’d cliff beneath,
Their dying murmurs drown. A little yet
Onward, and I have gain’d the upmost height.
Fair spreads the vale below: I see the stream
Stream radiant on beneath the noontide sky.
A passing cloud darkens the bordering steep,
Where the town-spires behind the castle-towers
Rise graceful; brown the mountain in its shade,
Whose circling grandeur, part by mists conceal’d,
Part with white rocks resplendent in the sun,
Should bound mine eyes, — ay, and my wishes too,
For I would have no hope or fear beyond.
The empty turmoil of the worthless world,
Its vanities and vices, would not vex
My quiet heart. The traveller, who beheld
The low tower of the little pile, might deem
It were the house of God; nor would he err
So deeming, for that home would be the home
Of peace and love, and they would hallow it
To Him. Oh, life of blessedness! to reap
The fruit of honorable toil, and bound
Our wishes with our wants! Delightful thoughts,
That soothe the solitude of weary Hope,
Ye leave her to reality awaked,
Like the poor captive, from some fleeting dream
Of friends, and liberty, and home restored,
Startled, and listening as the midnight storm
Beats hard and heavy through his dungeon bars.
 

Bath, 1795.
 




WRITTEN ON CHRISTMAS DAY, 1795.
 

How many hearts are happy at this hour
In England! Brightly o’er the cheerful hall
Flares the heaped hearth, and friends and kindred meet,
And the glad mother round her festive board
Beholds her children, separated long
Amid the wide world’s ways, assembled now — 
A sight at which affection lightens up
With smiles the eye that age has long bedimm’d.
I do remember, when I was a child,
How my young heart, a stranger then to care,
With transport leap’d upon this holyday,
As o’er the house, all gay with evergreens,
From friend to friend with joyful speed I ran,
Bidding a merry Christmas to them all.
Those years arc past; their pleasures and their pains
Are now like yonder convent-crested hill
That bounds the distant prospect, indistinct,
Yet pictured upon memory’s mystic glass
In faint, fair hues. A weary traveller now
I journey o’er the desert mountain tracks
Of Leon, wilds all drear and comfortless,
Where the gray lizards in the noontide sun
Sport on the rocks, and where the goatherd starts,
Roused from his sleep at midnight when he hears
The prowling wolf, and falters as he calls
On Saints to save. Here of the friends I think
Who now, I ween, remember me, and fill
The glass of votive friendship. At the name
Will not thy cheek, Beloved, change its hue,
And in those gentle eyes uncall’d-for tears
Tremble? I will not wish thee not to weep;
Such tears are free from bitterness, and they
Who know not what it is sometimes to wake
And weep at midnight, are but instruments
Of Nature’s common work. Yes, think of me,
My Edith, think that, travelling far away,
Thus I beguile the solitary hours
With many a day-dream, picturing scenes as fair
Of peace, and comfort, and domestic bliss,
As ever to the youthful poet’s eye
Creative Fancy fashion’d. Think of me.
Though absent, thine; and if a sigh will rise,
And tears, unbidden, at the thought steal down,
Sure hope will cheer thee, and the happy hour
Of meeting soon all sorrow overpay.
 




THE CONVENT OF ARRABIDA
 

WRITTEN AFTER VISITING THE CONVENT OF ARRABIDA, NEAR SETUBAL, MARCH 22, 1796.
 

HAPPY the dwellers in this holy house;
For surely never worldly thoughts intrude
On this retreat, this sacred solitude,
Where Quiet with Religion makes her home.
And ye who tenant such a goodly scene,
How should ye be but good, where all is fair,
And where the mirror of the mind reflects
Serenest beauty? O’er these mountain wilds’
The insatiate eye with ever-new delight
Roams raptured, marking now where to the wind
The tall tree bends its many-tinted boughs
With soft, accordant sound; and now the sport
Of joyous sea-birds o’er the tranquil deep,
And now the long-extending stream of light
Where the broad orb of day refulgent sinks
Beneath old Ocean’s line. To have no cares
That eat the heart, no wants that to the earth
Chain the reluctant spirit, to be freed
From forced communion with the selfish tribe
Who worship Mammon, — yea, emancipate
From this world’s bondage, even while the soul
Inhabits still its corruptible clay, — 
Almost, ye dwellers in this holy house,
Almost I envy yon. You never see
Pale Misery’s asking eye, nor roam about
Those huge and hateful haunts of crowded men,
Where Wealth and Power have built their palaces,
Fraud spreads his snares secure, man preys on man,
Iniquity abounds, and rampant Vice,
With an infection worse than mortal, taints
The herd of human-kind.
 

I too could love,
Ye tenants of this sacred solitude,
Here to abide, and when the sun rides high,
Seek some sequestered dingle’s coolest shade;
And at the breezy hour, along the beach
Stray with slow step, and gaze upon the deep,
And while the breath of evening fann’d my brow,
And the wild waves with their continuous sound
Soothed my accustom’d ear, think thankfully
That I had from the crowd withdrawn in time,
And found a harbor — Yet may yonder deep
Suggest a less unprofitable thought,
Monastic brethren. Would the mariner,
Thougli storms may sometimes swell the mighty waves,
And o’er the reeling bark with thundering crash
Impel the mountainous surge, quit yonder deep,
And rather float upon some tranquil sea,
Whose moveless waters never feel the gale,
In safe stagnation? Rouse thyself, my soul!
No season this for self-deluding dreams;
It is thy spring-time; sow, if thou wouldst reap;
Then, alter honest labor, welcome rest,
In full contentment not to be enjoy’d
Unless when duly earn’d. Oh, happy then
To know that we have walked among mankind
More sinn’d against than sinning! Happy then
To muse on many a sorrow overpast,
And think the business of the day is done,
And as the evening of our lives shall close,
The peaceful evening, with a Christian’s hope
Expect the dawn of everlasting day.
 

Lisbon, 1796.
 




ON MY OWN MINIATURE PICTURE TAKEN AT TWO YEARS OF AGE.
 

AND I was once like this! that glowing cheek
Was mine, those pleasure-sparkling eyes; that brow
Smooth as the level lake, when not a breeze
Dies o’er the sleeping surface! — twenty years
Have wrought strange alteration! Of the friends
Who once so dearly prized this miniature,
And loved it for its likeness, some arc gone
To their last home; and some, estranged in heart,
Beholding me, with quick-averted glance
Pass on the other side. But still these hues
Remain unalter’d, and these features wear
The look of Infancy and Innocence.
I search myself in vain, and find no trace
Of what I was: those lightly-arching lines
Dark and o’erchanging now; arid that sweet face
Settled in these strong lineaments! — There were
Who form’d high hopes and flattering ones of thee,
Young Robert! for thine eye was quick to speak
Each opening feeling: should they not have known,
If the rich rainbow on a morning cloud
Reflects its radiant dyes, the husbandman
Beholds the ominous glory, and foresees
Impending storms! — They argued happily,
That thou didst love each wild and wondrous tale
Of faery fiction, and thine infant tongue
Lisp’d with delight the godlike deeds of Greece
And vising Rome; therefore they deem’d, forsooth,
That thou shouldst tread Preferment’s pleasant path.
Ill-judging ones! they let thy little feet
Stray in the pleasant paths of Poesy,
And when thou shouldst have press’d amid the crowd,
There didst thou love to linger out the day,
Loitering beneath the laurel’s barren shade.
SPIRIT OF SPENSER! was the wanderer wrong?
 

Bristol, 1796.
 




ON THE DEATH OF A FAVORITE OLD SPANIEL.
 

AND they have drown’d thee, then, at last! Poor Phillis!
The burden of old age was heavy on thee,
And yet thou shouldst have lived! What though thine eye
Was dim, and watch’d no more with eager joy
The wonted call that on thy dull sense sunk
With fruitless repetition? The warm Sun
Might still have cheer’d thy slumbers; thou didst love
To lick the hand that fed thee, and though past
Youth’s active season, even Life itself
Was comfort. Poor old friend, how earnestly
Would I have pleaded for thee! thou hadst been
Still the companion of my boyish sports;
And as I roam’d o’er Avon’s woody cliffs,
From many a day-dream has thy short, quick bark
Recall’d my wandering soul. I have beguiled
Often the melancholy hours at school,
Sour’d by some little tyrant, with the thought
Of distant home, and I remember’d then
Thy faithful fondness; for not mean the joy,
Returning at the happy holidays,
I felt from thy dumb welcome. Pensively
Sometimes have I remark’d thy slow decay,
Feeling myself changed too, and musing much
On many a sad vicissitude of Life.
Ah, poor companion! when thou followedst last
Thy master’s parting footsteps to the gate
Which closed forever on him, thou didst lose
Thy truest friend, and none was left to plead
For the old age of brute fidelity.
But fare thee well! Mine is no narrow creed;
And HE who gave thee being did not frame
The mystery of life to be the sport
Of merciless Man. There is another world
For all that live and move — a better one!
Where the proud bipeds, who would fain confine
INFINITE GOODNESS to the little bounds
Of their own charity, may envy thee.
 

Bristol, 1796.
 




RECOLLECTIONS OF A DAY’S JOURNEY IN SPAIN.
 

NOT less delighted do I call to mind,
Land of Romance, thy wild and lovely scenes,
Than I beheld them first. Pleased I retrace
With memory’s eye the placid Minho’s course,
And catch its winding waters gleaming bright
Amid the broken distance. I review
Leon’s wide wastes, and heights precipitous,
Seen with a pleasure not unmix’d with dread,
As the sagacious mules along the brink
Wound patiently and slow their way secure;
And rude Galicia’s hovels, and huge rocks
And mountains, where, when all beside was dim,
Dark and broad-headed the tall pines erect
Rose on the farthest eminence distinct,
Cresting the evening sky.
 

                    Rain now falls thick,
And damp and heavy is the unwholesome air;
I by this friendly hearth remember Spain,
And tread in fancy once again the road,
Where twelve months since I held my way, and thought
Of England, and of all my heart held dear,
And wish’d this day were come.
 

                    The morning mist,
Well I remember, hovered o’er the heath,
When with the earliest dawn of day we left
The solitary Venta. Soon the Sun
Rose in his glory; scatter’d by the breeze
The thin fog roll’d away, and now emerged
We saw where Oropesa’s castled hill
Tower’d dark, and dimly seen; and now we pass’d
Torvalva’s quiet huts, and on our way
Paused frequently, look’d back, and gazed around;
Then journey’d on, yet turn’d and gazed again,
So lovely was the scene. That ducal pile
Of the Toledos now with all its towers
Shone in the sunlight. Half way up the hill.
Embower’d in olives, like the abode of Peace,
Lay Lagartina; and the cool, fresh gale,
Bending the young corn on the gradual slope,
Play’d o’er its varying verdure. I beheld
A convent near, and could almost have thought
The dwellers there must needs be holy men,
For as they look’d around them, all they saw
Was good.
 

                    But when the purple eve came on,
How did the lovely landscape fill my heart!
Trees scatter’d among peering rocks adorn’d
The near ascent; the vale was overspread
With ilex in its wintry foliage gay,
Old cork-trees through their soft and swelling
bark
Bursting, and glaucous olives, underneath
Whose fertilizing influence the green herb
Grows greener, and with heavier ears enrich’d
The healthful harvest bends. Pellucid streams
Through many a vocal channel from the hills
Wound through the valley their melodious way;
And o’er the intermediate woods descried,
Naval-Moral’s church tower announced to us
Our resting-place that night, — a welcome mark;
Though willingly we loiter’d to behold
In long expanse Plasencia’s fertile plain,
And the high mountain range which bounded it,
Now losing fast the roseate hue that eve
Shed o’er its summit and its snowy breast;
For eve was closing now. Faint and more faint
The murmurs of the goatherd’s scattered flock
Were borne upon the air, and sailing slow
The broad-wing’d stork sought on the church tower top
His consecrated nest. O lovely scenes!
I gazed upon you with intense delight,
And yet with thoughts that weigh the spirit down.
I was a stranger in a foreign land,
And knowing that these eyes should never more
Behold that glorious prospect, Earth itself
Appear’d the place of pilgrimage it is.
 

Bristol, January 15, 1797.
 




TO MARGARET HILL.
 

WRITTEN FROM LONDON. 1798.
 

MARGARET! my Cousin, — nay you must not smile,
I love the homely and familiar phrase:
And I will call thee Cousin Margaret,
However quaint amid the measured line
The good old term appears. Oh! it looks ill
When delicate tongues disclaim old terms of kin,
Sir-ing and Madam-ing as civilly
As if the road between the heart and lips
Were such a weary and Laplandish way,
That the poor travellers came to the red gates
Half frozen. Trust me, Cousin Margaret,
For many a day my memory hath play’d
The creditor with me on your account,
And made me shame to think that I should owe
So long the debt of kindness. But in truth,
Like Christian on his pilgrimage, I bear
So heavy a pack of business, that albeit
I toil on mainly, in our twelve hours’ race
Time leaves me distanced. Loath indeed were I
That for a moment you should lay to me
Unkind neglect; mine, Margaret, is a heart
That smokes not; yet methinks there should be some
‘Who know its genuine warmth. I am not one
Who can play off my smiles and courtesies
To every Lady of her lap-dog tired
Who wants a plaything; I am no sworn friend
Of half-an-hour, as apt to leave as love;
Mine are no mushroom feelings, which spring up
At once without a seed, and take no root,
Wiseliest distrusted. In a narrow sphere,
The little circle of domestic life,
I would be known and loved: the world beyond
Is not for me. But, Margaret, sure I think
That you should know me well; for you and I
Grew up together, and when we look back
Upon old times, our recollections paint
The same familiar faces. Did I wield
The wand of Merlin’s magic, I would make
Brave witchcraft. We would have a faery ship,
Ay, a new Ark, as in that other flood
Which swept the sons of Anak from the earth;
The Sylphs should waft us to some goodly isle
Like that where whilom old Apollidon,
Retiring wisely from the troublous world,
Built up his blameless spell; and I would bid
The Sea-Nymphs pile around their coral bowers,
That we might stand upon the beach, and mark
The far-off breakers shower their silver spray,
And hear the eternal roar, whose pleasant sound
Told us that never mariner should reach
Our quiet coast. In such a blessed isle
We might renew the days of infancy,
And life, like a long childhood, pass away,
Without one care. It may be, Margaret,
That I shall yet he gather’d to my friends;
For I am not of those who live estranged
Of choice, till at the last they join their race
In the family vault. If so, if I should lose,
Like my old friend the Pilgrim, this huge pack
So heavy on my shoulders, I and mine
Right pleasantly will end our pilgrimage.
If not, if I should never get beyond
This Vanity-town, there is another world
Where friends will meet. And often, Margaret,
I gaze at night into the boundless sky,
And think that I shall there be born again,
The exalted native of some better star;
And, like the untaught American, I look
To find in Heaven the things I loved on earth.
 




AUTUMN.
 

NAY, William, nay, not so! the changeful year,
In all its due successions, to my sight
Presents but varied beauties, transient all,
All in their season good. These fading leaves,
That with their rich variety of hues
Make yonder forest in the slanting sun
So beautiful, in you awake the thought
Of winter, — cold, drear winter, when the trees
Each like a fleshless skeleton shall stretch
Its bare, brown boughs; when not a flower shall spread
Its colors to the day, and not a bird
Carol its joyance, — but all nature wear
One sullen aspect, bleak and desolate,
To eye, ear, feeling, comfortless alike.
To me their many-color’d beauties speak
Of times of merriment and festival,
The year’s best holiday: I call to mind
The school-boy days, when in the falling leaves
I saw with eager hope the pleasant sign
Of coming Christians; when at morn I took
My wooden calendar, and counting up
Once more its often-told account, smoothed off
Each day with more delight the daily notch.
To you the beauties of the autumnal year
Make mournful emblems, and you think of man
Doom’d to the grave’s long winter, spirit-broken,
Bending beneath the burden of his years,
Sense-dull’d and fretful, “full of aches and pains,”
Yet clinging still to life. To me they show
The calm decay of nature when the mind
Retains its strength, and in the languid eye
Religion’s holy hopes kindle a joy
That makes old age look lovely. All to you
Is dark anti cheerless; you in this fair world
See some destroying principle abroad,
Air, earth, and water full of living things,
Each on the other preying; and the ways
Of man, a strange, perplexing labyrinth,
Where crimes and miseries, each producing each,
Render life loathsome, and destroy the hope
That should in death bring comfort. Oh, my friend,
That thy faith were as mine! that thou couldst see
Death still producing life, and evil still
Working its own destruction; couldst behold
The strifes and troubles of this troubled world
With the strong eye that sees the promised day
Dawn through this night of tempest! All things, then,
Would minister to joy; then should thine heart
Be heal’d and harmonized, and thou wouldst feel
GOD, always, every where, and all in all.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE VICTORY.
 

HARK — how the church-bells, with redoubling peals,
Stun the glad ear! Tidings of joy have come,
Good tidings of great joy! two gallant ships
Met on the element, — they met, they fought
A desperate fight! — good tidings of great joy!
Old England triumph’d! yet another day
Of glory for the ruler of the waves!
For those who fell,—’twas in their country’s cause,
They have their passing paragraphs of praise,
And are forgotten.
 

                    There was one who died
In that day’s glory, whose obscurer name
No proud historian’s page will chronicle.
Peace to his honest soul! I read his name, — 
’Twas in the list of slaughter, — and thank’d God
The sound was not familiar to mine ear.
But it was told me after, that this man
Was one whom lawful violence had forced
From his own home, and wife, and little ones,
Who by his labor lived; that lie was one
Whose uncorrupted heart could keenly feel
A husband’s love, a father’s anxiousness;
That from the wages of his toil he fed
The distant dear ones, and would talk of them
At midnight when he trod the silent deck
With him lie valued, — talk of them, of joys
Which he had known, — oh God! and of the hour
When they should meet again, till his full heart,
His manly heart, at times would overflow,
Even like a child’s, with very tenderness.
Peace to his honest spirit! suddenly
It came, and merciful the ball of death,
That it came suddenly and shatter’d him,
Nor left a moment’s agonizing thought
On those he loved so well.
 

                    He ocean-deep
Now lies at rest. Be Thou her comforter,
Who art the widow’s friend! Man does not know
What a cold sickness made her blood run back
When first she heard the tidings of the fight!
Man does not know with what a dreadful hope
She listened to the names of those who died;
Man does not know, or knowing will not heed,
With what an agony of tenderness
She gazed upon her children, and beheld
His image who was gone. O God! be Thou,
Who art the widow’s friend, her comforter!
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




HISTORY.
 

THOU chronicle of crimes! I read no more;
For I am one who willingly would love
His fellow-kind. O gentle Poesy,
Receive me from the court’s polluted scenes,
From dungeon horrors, from the fields of war,
Receive me to your haunts, — that I may nurse
My nature’s better feelings; for my soul
Sickens at man’s misdeeds!
 

                    I spake, when lo!
There stood before me, in her majesty,
Clio, the strong-eyed Muse. Upon her brow
Sate a calm anger. Go, young man, she cried,
Sigh among myrtle bowers, and let thy soul
Effuse itself in strains so sorrowful sweet,
That love-sick Maids may weep upon thy page,
Soothed with delicious sorrow. Oh shame! shame!
Was it for this I waken’d thy young mind?
Was it for this I made thy swelling heart
Throb at the deeds of Greece, and thy boy’s eye
So kindle when that glorious Spartan died?
Boy! boy! deceive me not! — What if the tale
Of murder’d millions strike a chilling pang;
What if Tiberius in his island stews,
And Philip at his beads, alike inspire
Strong anger and contempt; hast thou not risen
With nobler feelings, — with a deeper love
For freedom? Yes; if righteously thy soul
Loathes the black history of human crimes
And human misery, let that spirit fill
Thy song, and it shall teach thee, boy! to raise
Strains such as Cato might have deign’d to hear,
As Sidney in his hall of bliss may love.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE SPEECH OF ROBERT EMMET
 

WRITTEN IMMEDIATELY AFTER READING THE SPEECH OF ROBERT EMMET, ON HIS TRIAL AND CONVICTION FOR HIGH TREASON,
SEPTEMBER, 1803.
 

“LET no man write my epitaph; let my grave
Be uninscribed, and let my memory rest
Till other times are come, and other men,
Who then may do me justice.”
 

Emmet, no!
No withering curse hath dried my spirit up,
That I should now be silent, — that my soul
Should from the stirring inspiration shrink,
Now when it shakes her, and withhold her voice,
Of that divinest impulse never more
Worthy, if impious I withheld it now,
Hardening my heart. Here, here in this free Isle,
To which in thy young virtue’s erring zeal
Thou wert so perilous an enemy,
Here in free England shall an English hand
Build thy imperishable monument;
Oh, — to thine own misfortune and to ours,
By thine own deadly error so beguiled,
Here in free England shall an English voice
Raise up thy mourning-song. For thou hast paid
The bitter penalty of that misdeed;
Justice hath done her unrelenting part,
If she in truth be Justice who drives on,
Bloody and blind, the chariot wheels of death.
 

So young, so glowing for the general good,
Oh, what a lovely manhood had been thine,
When all the violent workings of thy youth
Had passed away, hadst thou been wisely spared,
Left to the slow and certain influences
Of silent feeling and maturing thought!
How had that heart, — that noble heart of thine,
Which even now had snapp’d one spell, which beat
With such brave indignation at the shame
And guilt of France, and of her miscreant Lord, — 
How had it clung to England! With what love,
What pure and perfect love, return’d to her,
Now worthy of thy love, the champion now
For freedom, — yea, the only champion now,
And soon to be the Avenger. But the blow
Hath fallen, the indiscriminating blow,
That for its portion to the Grave consign’d
Youth, Genius, generous Virtue. Oh, grief, grief!
Oh, sorrow and reproach! Have ye to learn,
Deaf to the past, and to the future blind,
Ye who thus irremissibly exact
The forfeit life, how lightly life is staked,
When in distempered times the feverish mind
To strong delusion yields?
Have ye to learn
With what a deep and spirit-stirring voice
Pity doth call Revenge? Have ye no hearts
To feel and understand how Mercy tames
The rebel nature, madden’d by old wrongs,
And binds it in the gentle bands of love,
When steel and adamant were weak to hold
That Samson-strength subdued!
 

                       Let no man write
Thy epitaph! Emmet, nay; thou shalt not go
Without thy funeral strain! Oh, young, and good,
And wise, though erring here, thou shalt not go
Unhonor’d nor unsung. And better thus
Beneath that indiscriminating stroke,
Better to fall, than to have lived to mourn,
As sure thou wouldst, in misery and remorse,
Thine own disastrous triumph; to have seen,
If the Almighty at that awful hour
Had turn’d away his face, wild Ignorance
Let loose, and frantic Vengeance, and dark Zeal,
And all bad passions tyrannous, and the fires
Of Persecution once again ablaze.
How had it sunk into thy soul to see.
Last curse of all, the ruffian slaves of France
In thy dear native country lording it!
How happier thus, in that heroic mood
That takes away the sting of death, to die,
By all the good and all the wise forgiven!
Yea, in all ages by the wise and good
To be remember’d, mourn’d, and honor’d still.
 

Keswick.
 




THANKSGIVING FOR VICTORY.
 

Written for Music, and composed by Shield.
 

GLORY to thee in thine omnipotence,
O Lord, who art our shield and our defence,
And dost dispense,
As seemeth best to thine unerring will,
(Which passeth mortal sense,)
The lot of Victory still;
Edging sometimes with might the sword unjust;
And bowing to the dust
The rightful cause, that so such seeming ill
May thine appointed purposes fulfil;
Sometimes, as in this late auspicious hour
For which our hymns we raise,
Making the wicked feel thy present power;
Glory to thee and praise,
Almighty God, by whom our strength was given!
Glory to thee, O Lord of Earth and Heaven!
 

Keswick, 1815.
 




STANZAS WRITTEN IN LADY LONSDALE’S ALBUM, AT LOWTHER CASTLE, OCTOBER 13, 1821.
 

1.
 

SOMETIMES, in youthful years,
When in some ancient ruin I have stood,
Alone and musing, till with quiet tears
I felt my cheeks bedew’d,
A melancholy thought hath made me grieve
For this our age, and humbled me in mind,
That it should pass away and leave
No monuments behind.
 

2.
 

Not for themselves alone
Our fathers lived; nor with a niggard hand
Raised they the fabrics of enduring stone,
Which yet adorn the land;
Their piles, memorials of the mighty dead,
Survive them still, majestic in decay;
But ours are like ourselves, I said,
The creatures of a day.
 

3.
 

With other feelings now,
Lowther! have I beheld thy stately walls,
Thy pinnacles, and broad, embattled brow,
And hospitable halls.
The sun those wide-spread battlements shall crest,
And silent years unharming shall go by,
Till centuries in their course invest
Thy towers with sanctity.
 

4.
 

But thou the while shalt bear,
To after-times, an old and honored name,
And to remote posterity declare
Thy Founder’s virtuous fame.
Fair structure! worthy the triumphant age
Of glorious England’s opulence and power,
Peace be thy lasting heritage,
And happiness thy dower!
 




STANZAS ADDRESSED TO W. R. TURNER, ESQ., R. A., ON HIS VIEW OF THE LAGO MAGGIORE FROM THE TOWN OF ARONA.
 

Engraved for the Keepsake of 1829.
 

1.
 

TURNER, thy pencil brings to mind a day
When from Laveno and the Beuscer hill
I over Lake Verbanus held my way,
In pleasant fellowship, with wind at will;
Smooth were the waters wide, the sky serene,
And our hearts gladden’d with the joyful scene; — 
 

2.
 

Joyful, — for all things minister’d delight, — 
The lake and land, the mountains and the vales;
The Alps their snowy summits rear’d in light,
Tempering with gelid breath the summer gales;
And verdant shores and woods refresh’d the eye
That else had ached beneath that brilliant sky.
 

3.
 

To that elaborate island were we bound,
Of yore the scene of Borromean pride, — 
Folly’s prodigious work; where all around,
Under its coronet and self-belied,
Look where you will, you cannot choose but see
The obtrusive motto’s proud “HUMILITY!”
 

4.
 

Far off the Borromean saint was seen,
Distinct, though distant, o’er his native town,
Where his Colossus with benignant mien
Looks from its station on Arona down:
To it the inland sailor lifts his eyes,
From the wide lake, when perilous storms arise.
 

5.
 

But no storm threaten’d on that summer-day;
The whole rich scene appear’d for joyance made;
With many a gliding bark the mere was gay,
The fields and groves in all their wealth array’d;
I could have thought the Sun beheld with smiles
Those towns, and palaces, and populous isles.
 

6.
 

From fair Arona, even on such a day,
When gladness was descending like a shower,
Great painter, did thy gifted eye survey
The splendid scene; and, conscious of its power,
Well hath thine hand inimitable given
The glories of the lake, and land, and heaven.
 

Keswick, 1828.
 




ON A PICTURE BY J. M. WRIGHT, ESQ.
 

Engraved for the Keepsake of 1829
 

1.
 

THE sky-lark hath perceived his prison-door
Unclosed; for liberty the captive tries:
Puss eagerly hath watched him from the floor,
And in her grasp he flutters, pants, and dies
 

2.
 

Lucy’s own Puss, and Lucy’s own dear Bird,
Her foster’d favorites both for many a day,
That which the tender-hearted girl preferr’d,
She in her fondness knew not, sooth to say.
 

3.
 

For if the sky-lark’s pipe were shrill and strong,
And its rich tones the thrilling ear might please,
Yet Pussybel could breathe a fire-side song
As winning, when she lay on Lucy’s knees.
 

4.
 

Both knew her voice, and each alike would seek
Her eye, her smile, her fondling touch to gain:
How faintly, then, may words her sorrow speak,
When by the one she sees the other slain.
 

5.
 

The flowers fall scatter’d from her lifted hand;
A cry of grief she utters in affright;
And self-condemn’d for negligence she stands
Aghast and helpless at the cruel sight.
 

6.
 

Come, Lucy, let me dry those tearful eyes;
Take thou, dear child, a lesson not unholy,
From one whom nature taught to moralize,
Both in his mirth and in his melancholy.
 

7.
 

I will not warn thee not to set thy heart
Too fondly upon perishable things;
In vain the earnest preacher spends his art
Upon that theme; in vain the poet sings.
 

8.
 

It is our nature’s strong necessity,
And this the soul’s unerring instincts tell.
Therefore I say, let us love worthily,
Dear child, and then we cannot love too well.
 

9.
 

Better it is all losses to deplore,
Which dutiful affection can sustain,
Than that the heart should, in its inmost core,
Harden without it, and have lived in vain.
 

10.
 

This love which thou hast lavish’d, and the woe
Which makes thy lip now quiver with distress,
Are but a vent, an innocent overflow,
From the deep springs of female tenderness.
 

11.
 

And something I would teach thee from the grief
That thus hath fill’d those gentle eyes with tears,
The which may be thy sober, sure relief,
When sorrow visits thee in after years.
 

12.
 

I ask not whither is the spirit flown
That lit the eye which there in death is seal’d;
Our Father hath not made that mystery known;
Needless the knowledge, therefore not reveal’d.
 

13.
 

But didst thou know, in sure and sacred truth,
It had a place assign’d in yonder skies,
There, through an endless life of joyous youth,
To warble in the bowers of Paradise, — 
 

14.
 

Lucy, if then the power to thee were given
In that cold form its life to reengage,
Wouldst thou call back the warbler from its Heaven
To be again the tenant of a cage?
 

15.
 

Only that thou mightst cherish it again,
Wouldst thou the object of thy love recall
To mortal life, and chance, and change, and pain,
And death, which must be suffered once by all?
 

16.
 

Oh, no, thou say’st: oh, surely not, not so!
I read the answer which those looks express;
For pure and true affection, well I know,
Leaves in the heart no room for selfishness.
 

17.
 

Such love of all our virtues is the gem;
We bring with us the immortal seed at birth:
Of heaven it is, and heavenly; woe to them
Who make it wholly earthly and of earth!
 

18.
 

What we love perfectly, for its own sake
We love, and not our own, being ready thus
Whate’er self-sacrifice is ask’d, to make;
That which is best for it, is best for us.
 

19.
 

O Lucy! treasure up that pious thought!
It hath a balm for sorrow’s deadliest darts;
And with true comfort thou wilt find it fraught,
If grief should reach thee in thy heart of hearts.
 

Buckland, 1828.
 




MY DAYS AMONG THE DEAD ARE PAST
 

1.
 

MY days among the Dead are past;
Around me I behold,
Where’er these casual eyes arc cast,
The mighty minds of old;
My never-failing friends arc they,
With whom I converse day by day.
 

2.
 

With them I take delight in weal,
And seek relief in woe;
And while I understand and feel
How much to them I owe,
My cheeks have often been bedew’d
With tears of thoughtful gratitude.
 

3.
 

My thoughts are with the Dead; with them
I live in long-past years;
Their virtues love, their faults condemn,
Partake their hopes and fears,
And from their lessons seek and find
Instruction with an humble mind.
 

4.
 

My hopes are with the Dead; anon
My place with them will be,
And I with them shall travel on
Through all Futurity:
Yet leaving here a name, I trust,
That will not perish in the dust.
 

Keswick, 1818.
 




IMITATED FROM THE PERSIAN.
 

LORD! who art merciful as well as just,
Incline thine ear to me, a child of dust!
Not what I would, O Lord! I offer thee,
     Alas! but what I can.
Father Almighty, who hast made me man,
And bade me look to Heaven, for Thou art there,
  Accept my sacrifice and humble prayer.
  Four things which are not in thy treasury,
I lay before thee, Lord, with this petition: — 
     My nothingness, my wants,
     My sins, and my contrition.
 

Lowther Castle, 1828.
 




THE RETROSPECT.
 

................ “On life’s wide plain
Cast friendless, where unheard some sufferer cries
Hourly, and oft our road is lone and long,
Twere not a crime, should we awhile delay
Amid the sunny field; and happier they,
Who, as they wander, woo the charm of song
To cheer their path, ‘till they forget to weep,
And the tired sense is husht and sinks to sleep.”
 

BOWLES.
 

 As on I journey through the vale of years,
  Cheer’d by fond hopes, and chill’d by doubtful fears;
  Allow me, Memory, in thy treasur’d store,
  To view those days that will return no more:
  Oh! let thy vivid pencil call to view
  Each distant scene, each long-past hour anew,
  Ere yet my bosom knew the touch of grief,
  Ere yet my bosom lov’d the lyre’s relief.
 

   Yes, as thou dart’st thine intellectual ray,
  The clouds of mental darkness melt away:
  So when, at earliest day’s awaking dawn,
  The hovering mists obscure the dewy lawn,
  O’er all the champain spread their influence chill,
  Hang o’er the vale, and hide the lofty hill;
  Anon, slow rising, beams the orb of day,
  Slow melt the shadowy mists, and fade away;
  The vapours vanish at the view of morn,
  And hang in dew-drops on the glistening thorn;
  The prospect opens on the pilgrim’s sight,
And hills, and vales, and woods, reflect the beam of light.
 

   O thou! the mistress of my future days,
  Accept thy minstrel’s retrospective lays;
  To whom the minstrel and the lyre belong,
  Accept, ARISTE, Memory’s pensive song!
  For Memory on thine image loves to hang,
  Heave the sad sigh, and point the piercing pang.
  Of long-past days I sing, ere yet I knew
  Or grief and care, or happiness and you;
  Ere yet my infant bosom learnt to prove
  The pangs of absence, and the hopes of love.
 

   So when the pilgrim, on his journey bent,
  With upward toil creeps on the steep ascent;
  Ere yet his feet the destin’d height attain,
  Oft will he pause, and gaze the journey’d plain;
  Oft pause again, the valley to survey,
  Where food or slumber sooth’d his wand’ring way.
 

   ALSTON! twelve years, in various business fled,
  Have wing’d their restless flight o’er BION’s head;
  Twelve years have taught his opening mind to know
  The smiles of pleasure, and the frowns of woe;
  Since in thy vale, beneath the master’s rule,
  He roam’d an inmate of the village school:
  Yet still will memory’s busy eye retrace
  Each well-known vestige of the oft-trod place;
  Each wonted haunt, each scene of youthful joy,
  Where merriment has cheer’d the careless boy:
  Well pleas’d will memory still the spot survey,
  Where once he triumph’d in the infant play,
  Without one care where every morn he rose,
  Where every evening sunk to calm repose.
 

   Large was the mansion, fall’n by varying fate
  From lordly grandeur and manorial state;
  Where once the manor’s lord supreme had rule,
  Now reign’d the master of the village school:
  No more was heard around, at earliest morn,
  The echoing clangor of the huntsman’s horn;
  No more the eager hounds, with deep’ning cry,
  Yell’d in the exulting hope of pastime nigh;
  The squire no more obey’d the morning call,
  Nor favourite spaniels fill’d the sportsman’s hall;
  For he, the last descendant of his race,
  Slept with his fathers, and forgot the chace.
 

   Fall’n was the mansion: o’er the village poor
  The lordly landlord tyrannized no more;
  For now, in petty greatness o’er the school,
  The mighty master held despotic rule:
  With trembling silence all his deeds we saw,
  His look a mandate, and his word a law;
  Severe his voice, severely grave his mien,
And wond’rous strict he was, and wond’rous wise, I ween.
 

   Even now, thro’ many a long long year, I trace
  The hour when first in awe I view’d his face;
  Even now recall my entrance at the dome,
  ’Twas the first day I ever left my home!
  Years intervening have not worn away
  The deep remembrance of that distant day;
  Effac’d the vestige of my earliest fears,
  A mother’s fondness, and a mother’s tears;
  When close she prest me to her sorrowing heart,
  As loath as even I myself to part.
 

   But time to youthful sorrow yields relief,
  Each various object weans the child from grief:
  Like April showers the tears of youth descend,
  Sudden they fall, and suddenly they end;
  Serener pleasure gilds the following hour,
As brighter gleams the sun when past the April shower.
 

   Methinks ev’n now the interview I see,
  Recall the mistress’ smile, the master’s glee:
  Much of my future happiness they said,
  Much of the easy life the scholars led;
  Of spacious play-ground, and of wholsome air,
  The best instruction, and the tenderest care;
  And when I follow’d from the garden door
  My father, ‘till with tears I saw no more,
  How civilly they eas’d my parting pain,
  And never spake so civilly again!
 

   Why loves the soul on earlier years to dwell,
  When memory spreads around her saddening spell;
  When discontent, with sullen gloom o’ercast,
  Loaths at the present, and prefers the past?
  Why calls reflection to my pensive view
  Each trifling act of infancy anew — 
  Each trifling act with pleasure pondering o’er,
  Even at the time when trifles please no more!
  Day follows day, yet leaves no trace behind,
  When one sole thought engrosses all the mind;
  When anxious reason claims her painful sway,
  And for to-morrow’s prospect glooms to-day!
  Ill fares the wanderer in this vale of life,
  When each new stage affords succeeding strife;
  In every stage he feels supremely curst,
  Yet still the present evil seems the worst:
  On as he goes the vision’d prospect flies,
And, grasping still at bliss, unblest at last he dies.
 

   Yet is remembrance sweet; though well I know
  The days of childhood are but days of woe;
  Some rude restraint, some petty tyrant sours
  The tranquil calm of childhood’s easy hours;
  Some trifling fault committed calls the tear,
  Some trifling task neglected prompts to fear:
  Yet is it sweet to call to mind the hour,
  Ere searching reason gain’d her saddening power;
  Ere future prospects could the soul distress,
  When even ignorance was happiness.
 

   Such was my state in those remember’d years,
  When one small acre bounded all my fears:
  And even now with pleasure I recall
  The tapestry’d school, the bright-brown boarded hall;
  The murmuring brook, that every morning saw
  The due observance of the cleanly law;
  The walnuts, where, when favour would allow,
  Full oft I wont to search each well-stript bough;
  The crab-tree, whence we hid the secret hoard,
  With roasted crabs to deck the wintry board.
 

   These trifling pastimes then my soul possest,
  These trifling objects still remain imprest:
  So when, with unskill’d hand, the rustic hind
  Carves the rude legend on the growing rind,
  In after years the peasant lives to see
  The expanded legend grow as grows the tree.
  Though every winter’s desolating sway
  Shake the hoarse grove, and sweep the leaves away;
  Deep in its trunk the legend still will last,
  Defy the storm, and brave the wintry blast.
 

   Whilst letter’d travellers delight to roam
  The time-torn temple and demolish’d dome;
  Stray with the Arab o’er the wreck of time,
  Where erst Palmyra’s towers arose sublime;
  Or mark the lazy Turk’s lethargic pride,
  And Grecian slavery on Ilyssus’ side:
  Oh! be it mine to flee from empire’s strife,
  And mark the changes of domestic life;
  See the fall’n scenes where once I bore my part,
  Where every change of fortune strikes the heart;
  As when the merry bells’ responsive sound
  Proclaim the news of victory around;
  When eager patriots fly the news to spread
  Of glorious conquest, and of thousands dead;
  All feel the mighty glow of victor joy,
  Exult in blood, and triumph to destroy:
  But if extended on the gory plain,
  And, snatch’d in conquest, some lov’d friend be slain,
  Affection’s tears will dim the sorrowing eye,
  And suffering nature grieve that one should die.
 

   Oft have my footsteps roam’d the sacred spot,
  Where heroes, kings, and minstrels, sleep forgot;
  Oft traced the mouldering castle’s ivy’d wall,
  Or ruin’d convent tottering to its fall;
  Whilst sad reflection lov’d the solemn gloom,
  Paus’d o’er the pile, and ponder’d on the tomb:
  Yet never had my bosom felt such pain
  As, ALSTON, when I saw thy scenes again!
  For every long-lost pleasure rush’d to view,
  For every long-past sorrow rose anew;
  Where whilome all were friends, I stood alone,
Unknowing all I saw, of all I saw unknown.
 

   ALSTON! no pilgrim ever crept around
  With more emotion Sion’s sacred ground,
  Than fill’d my heart as slow I saunter’d o’er
  Those fields my infant steps had trod of yore;
  Where I had loiter’d out the summer hour,
  Chas’d the gay butterfly, and cull’d the flower;
  Sought the swift arrow’s erring course to trace,
  Or with mine equals vied amid the chace.
 

   Cold was the morn, and bleak the wintry blast
  Howl’d o’er the meadow, when I view’d thee last;
  My bosom bounded, as I wander’d round
  Each well-known field, each long-remember’d ground.
  I saw the church where I had slept away
  The tedious service of the summer-day;
  Or, listening sad to all the preacher told,
  In winter wak’d, and shiver’d with the cold;
  And, as I pass’d along the well-trod way,
  Where whilome two by two we walk’d to pray,
  I saw the garden ground as usual rail’d,
  A fence, to fetch my ball, I oft had scal’d:
  Oh! it recall’d a thousand scenes to view,
A thousand joys to which I long had bid adieu.
 

   Silent and sad the scene: I heard no more
  Mirth’s honest cry, and childhood’s cheerful roar,
  No longer echo’d round the shout of glee — 
  It seem’d as tho’ the world were chang’d, like me!
  There, where my little hands were wont to rear
  With pride the earliest sallad of the year;
  Where never idle weed to grow was seen,
  There the rank nettle rear’d its head obscene.
  I too have felt the hand of fate severe — 
  In those calm days I never knew to fear;
  No future views alarm’d my gloomy breast,
  No anxious pangs my sickening soul possest;
  No grief consum’d me, for I did not know
  Increase of reason was increase of woe.
 

   Silent and sad awhile I paus’d, to gaze
  On the fall’n dwelling of my earlier days;
  Long dwelt the eye on each remember’d spot,
  Each long-left scene, long left, but not forgot:
  Once more my soul delighted to survey
  The brook that murmured on its wonted way;
  Obedient to the master’s dread commands,
  Where every morn we wash’d our face and hands;
  Where, when the tempest raged along the air,
  I wont to rear the dam with eager care;
  And eft and aye return’d with joy to find
The neighbouring orchard’s fruit shook down by warring wind.
 

   How art thou chang’d! at first the stately pile,
  Where pride, and pomp, and pleasure, wont to smile,
  Lord of the manor, where the jovial squire
  Call’d all his tenants round the crackling fire;
  Where, whilst the glow of fame o’erspread his face,
  He told his ancient exploits in the chace;
  And, proud his rival sportsmen to surpass,
He lit again the pipe, and fill’d again the glass.
 

   Past is thy day of glory: past the day
  When here the man of learning held his sway:
  No more, when howl the wintry storms around,
  Within thy hall is heard the mirthful sound;
  No more disport around the infant crew,
  And high in health the mimic game pursue;
  No more to strike the well-aim’d ball delight,
  Or rear aloft with joy the buoyant kite.
 

   True, thou art fallen: thy day of glory past,
  Long may thy day of honest comfort last!
  Long may the farmer from his toil retire
  To joys domestic round thy evening fire;
  Where boisterous riot once supreme has reign’d,
  Where discipline his sway severe maintain’d;
  May heaven the industrious farmer’s labour bless,
  And crown his honest toil with happiness.
 

   Seat of my earlier, happier years, farewell!
  Thy memory still in Bion’s breast shall dwell:
  Still as he journeys life’s rough road along,
  Or sojourns sad, this college gloom among,
  Will fond remembrance paint those careless days,
  When all he wish’d was speedy holydays!
 

   ALSTON, how many a pang has wrung my heart,
  Since from thy scenes in youth I joy’d to part!
  How often has my bosom shrunk to know
  The sigh of sorrow, and the weight of woe
  I knew not even the comfort of a tear
  O’er a beloved father’s timeless bier;
  His clay-cold limbs I saw the grave inclose,
  And blest that fate which snatch’d him from his woes.
 

   Why wilt thou, Memory, still recall to view
  Each long-past joy, each long-lost friend anew?
  Paint not the scenes that pleas’d my soul of yore,
  Those friends are gone, those long-past joys no more;
  Cease to torment me, busy torturer, cease,
Let cold oblivion’s touch benumb my soul to peace!
 

   So when the morning smiles serene and mild,
  The cheerful pilgrim wanders o’er the wild;
  Soft through the bowering wood the breezes blow,
  And bubbling fountains sparkle as they flow;
  Sweet is to him the woodland’s secret glade,
  Sweet the deep shelter of the dingle’s shade:
  And oft he stops, delighted to survey
  The high hill’s top reflect the lucid ray;
  Anon the face of heaven is overcast,
  Hoarse groan the woods responsive to the blast;
  The wild winds howl, the torrents thunder down,
  With darker hues the sullen mountains frown;
  All that the pilgrim, late with joy possest,
O’ercast by horror now, englooms his shrinking breast.
 

   Yet, as the mariner, when tempest tost,
  Aghast he stands, and gives up all for lost;
  If at that moment, when with faultering breath
  He calls to heaven, and waits the rushing death;
  If then he sees the twin-born lights descend,
  His bosom brightens, and his terrors end.
  ARISTE! so when memory’s painful sway
  Recalls the sorrow of the distant day;
  When the soft soother turns at length to thee,
  The gloom disperses, and the shadows flee;
  Grief’s cankering pangs no more my bosom move,
  That beating bosom only bounds to Love.
 

BION.
 




HYMN TO THE PENATES.
 

Yet one Song more! one high and solemn strain
Ere PAEAN! on thy temple’s ruined wall
I hang the silent harp: there may its strings,
When the rude tempest shakes the aged pile,
Make melancholy music. One Song more!
PENATES! hear me! for to you I hymn
The votive lay. Whether, as sages deem,
Ye dwell in the inmost Heaven, the COUNSELLORS
Of JOVE; or if, SUPREME OF DEITIES,
All things are yours, and in your holy train
JOVE proudly ranks, and JUNO, white arm’d Queen.
 

And wisest of Immortals, aweful Maid
ATHENIAN PALLAS. Venerable Powers!
Hearken your hymn of praise! tho’ from your rites
Estranged, and exiled from your altars long,
I have not ceased to love you, HOUSEHOLD GODS!
In many a long and melancholy hour
Of solitude and sorrow, has my heart
With earnest longings prayed to rest at length
Beside your hallowed hearth — for PEACE is there!
 

Yes I have loved you long. I call on you
Yourselves to witness with what holy joy,
Shunning the polished mob of human kind,
I have retired to watch your lonely fires
And commune with myself. Delightful hours
That gave mysterious pleasure, made me know
All the recesses of my wayward heart,
Taught me to cherish with devoutest care
Its strange unworldly feelings, taught me too
The best of lessons — to respect myself!
 

Nor have I ever ceas’d to reverence you
DOMESTIC DEITIES! from the first dawn
Of reason, thro’ the adventurous paths of youth
Even to this better day, when on mine ear
The uproar of contending nations sounds,
But like the passing wind — and wakes no pulse
To tumult. When a child — (for still I love
To dwell with fondness on my childish years,
Even as that Persian favorite would retire
From the court’s dangerous pageantry and pomp,
To gaze upon his shepherd garb, and weep,
Rememb’ring humble happiness.) When first
A little one, I left my father’s home,
I can remember the first grief I felt,
And the first painful smile that cloathed my front
With feelings not its own: sadly at night
I sat me down beside a stranger’s hearth;
And when the lingering hour of rest was come,
First wet with tears my pillow. As I grew
In years and knowledge, and the course of Time
Developed the young feelings of my heart,
When most I loved in solitude to rove
Amid the woodland gloom; or where the rocks
Darken’d old Avon’s stream, in the ivied cave
Recluse to sit and brood the future song,
Yet not the less, PENATES, loved I then
Your altars, not the less at evening hour
Delighted by the well-trimm’d fire to sit,
Absorbed in many a dear deceitful dream
Of visionary joys: deceitful dreams — 
Not wholly vain — for painting purest joys,
They form’d to Fancy’s mould her votary’s heart.
 

By Cherwell’s sedgey side, and in the meads
Where Isis in her calm clear stream reflects
The willow’s bending boughs, at earliest dawn
In the noon-tide hour, and when the night-mists rose,
I have remembered you: and when the noise
Of loud intemperance on my lonely ear
Burst with loud tumult, as recluse I sat,
Pondering on loftiest themes of man redeemed
From servitude, and vice, and wretchedness,
I blest you, HOUSEHOLD GODS! because I loved
Your peaceful altars and serener rites.
Nor did I cease to reverence you, when driven
Amid the jarring crowd, an unfit man
To mingle with the world; still, still my heart
Sighed for your sanctuary, and inly pined;
And loathing human converse, I have strayed
Where o’er the sea-beach chilly howl’d the blast,
And gaz’d upon the world of waves, and wished
That I were far beyond the Atlantic deep,
In woodland haunts — a sojourner with PEACE.
 

Not idly fabled they the Bards inspired,
Who peopled Earth with Deities. They trod
The wood with reverence where the DRYADS dwelt;
At day’s dim dawn or evening’s misty hour
They saw the OREADS on their mountain haunts.
And felt their holy influence, nor impure
Of thought — or ever with polluted hands
Touched they without a prayer the NAIAD’S spring;
Yet was their influence transient; such brief awe
Inspiring as the thunder’s long loud peal
Strikes to the feeble spirit. HOUSEHOLD GODS,
Not such your empire! in your votaries’ breasts
No momentary impulse ye awake — 
Nor fleeting like their local energies,
The deep devotion that your fanes impart.
O ye whom YOUTH has wilder’d on your way,
Or VICE with fair-mask’d foulness, or the lure
Of FAME that calls ye to her crowded paths
With FOLLY’s rattle, to your HOUSEHOLD GODS
Return! for not in VICE’s gay abodes,
Not in the unquiet unsafe halls of FAME
Does HAPPINESS abide! O ye who weep
Much for the many miseries of Mankind,
More for their vices, ye whose honest eyes
Frown on OPPRESSION, — ye whose honest hearts
Beat high when FREEDOM sounds her dread tocsin; — 
O ye who quit the path of peaceful life
Crusading for mankind — a spaniel race
That lick the hand that beats them, or tear all
Alike in frenzy — to your HOUSEHOLD GODS
Return, for by their altars VIRTUE dwells
And HAPPINESS with her; for by their fires
TRANQUILLITY in no unsocial mood
Sits silent, listening to the pattering shower;
For, so SUSPICION sleep not at the gate
Of WISDOM, — FALSEHOOD shall not enter there.
 

As on the height of some huge eminence,
Reach’d with long labour, the way-faring man
Pauses awhile, and gazing o’er the plain
With many a sore step travelled, turns him then
Serious to contemplate the onward road,
And calls to mind the comforts of his home,
And sighs that he has left them, and resolves
To stray no more: I on my way of life
Muse thus PENATES, and with firmest faith
Devote myself to you. I will not quit
To mingle with the mob your calm abodes,
Where, by the evening hearth CONTENTMENT sits
And hears the cricket chirp; where LOVE delights
To dwell, and on your altars lays his torch
That burns with no extinguishable flame.
 

Hear me ye POWERS benignant! there is one
Must be mine inmate — for I may not chuse
But love him. He is one whom many wrongs
Have sicken’d of the world. There was a time
When he would weep to hear of wickedness
And wonder at the tale; when for the opprest
He felt a brother’s pity, to the oppressor
A good man’s honest anger. His quick eye
Betray’d each rising feeling, every thought
Leapt to his tongue. When first among mankind
He mingled, by himself he judged of them,
And loved and trusted them, to Wisdom deaf,
And took them to his bosom. FALSEHOOD met
Her unsuspecting victim, fair of front,
And lovely as Apega’s sculptured form,
Like that false image caught his warm embrace
And gored his open breast. The reptile race
Clung round his bosom, and with viper folds
Encircling, stung the fool who fostered them.
His mother was SIMPLICITY, his sire
BENEVOLENCE; in earlier days he bore
His father’s name; the world who injured him
Call him MISANTHROPY. I may not chuse
But love him, HOUSEHOLD GODS! for we were nurst
In the same school.
 

    PENATES! some there are
Who say, that not in the inmost heaven ye dwell,
Gazing with eye remote on all the ways
Of man, his GUARDIAN GODS; wiselier they deem
A dearer interest to the human race
Links you, yourselves the SPIRITS OF THE DEAD.
No mortal eye may pierce the invisible world,
No light of human reason penetrate
That depth where Truth lies hid. Yet to this faith
My heart with instant sympathy assents;
And I would judge all systems and all faiths
By that best touchstone, from whose test DECEIT
Shrinks like the Arch-Fiend at Ithuriel’s spear,
And SOPHISTRY’S gay glittering bubble bursts,
As at the spousals of the Nereid’s son,
When that false  Florimel, by her prototype
Display’d in rivalry, with all her charms
Dissolved away.
 

                Nor can the halls of Heaven
Give to the human soul such kindred joy,
As hovering o’er its earthly haunts it feels,
When with the breeze it wantons round the brow
Of one beloved on earth; or when at night
In dreams it comes, and brings with it the DAYS
And JOYS that are no more, Or when, perchance
With power permitted to alleviate ill
And fit the sufferer for the coming woe,
Some strange presage the SPIRIT breathes, and fills
The breast with ominous fear, and disciplines
For sorrow, pours into the afflicted heart
The balm of resignation, and inspires
With heavenly hope. Even as a Child delights
To visit day by day the favorite plant
His hand has sown, to mark its gradual growth,
And watch all anxious for the promised flower;
Thus to the blessed spirit, in innocence
And pure affections like a little child,
Sweet will it be to hover o’er the friends
Beloved; then sweetest if, as Duty prompts,
With earthly care we in their breasts have sown
The seeds of Truth and Virtue, holy flowers
Whose odour reacheth Heaven.
 

       When my sick Heart,
(Sick  with hope long delayed, than, which no care
Presses the crush’d heart heavier;) from itself
Seeks the best comfort, often have I deemed
That thou didst witness every inmost thought
SEWARD! my dear dead friend! for not in vain,
Oh early summon’d in thy heavenly course!
Was thy brief sojourn here: me didst thou leave
With strengthen’d step to follow the right path
Till we shall meet again. Meantime I soothe
The deep regret of Nature, with belief,
My EDMUND! that thine eye’s celestial ken
Pervades me now, marking no mean joy
The movements of the heart that loved thee well!
 

Such feelings Nature prompts, and hence your rites
DOMESTIC GODS! arose. When for his son
With ceaseless grief Syrophanes bewail’d,
Mourning his age left childless, and his wealth
Heapt for an alien, he with fixed eye
Still on the imaged marble of the dead
Dwelt, pampering sorrow. Thither from his wrath
A safe asylum, fled the offending slave,
And garlanded the statue and implored
His young lost Lord to save: Remembrance then
Softened the father, and he loved to see
The votive wreath renewed, and the rich smoke
Curl from the costly censer slow and sweet.
From Egypt soon the sorrow-soothing rites
Divulging spread; before your  idol forms
By every hearth the blinded Pagan knelt,
Pouring his prayers to these, and offering there
Vain sacrifice or impious, and sometimes
With human blood your sanctuary defil’d:
Till the first BRUTUS, tyrant-conquering chief,
Arose; he first the impious rites put down,
He fitliest, who for FREEDOM lived and died,
The friend of humankind. Then did your feasts
Frequent recur and blameless; and when came
The solemn  festival, whose happiest rites
Emblem’d EQUALITY, the holiest truth!
Crown’d with gay garlands were your statues seen,
To you the fragrant censer smok’d, to you
The rich libation flow’d: vain sacrifice!
For nor the poppy wreath nor fruits nor wine.
Ye ask, PENATES! nor the altar cleans’d
With many a mystic form; ye ask the heart
Made pure, and by domestic Peace and Love
Hallowed to you.
 

               Hearken your hymn of praise,
PENATES! to your shrines I come for rest,
There only to be found. Often at eve,
Amid my wanderings I have seen far off
The lonely light that spake of comfort there,
It told my heart of many a joy of home,
And my poor heart was sad. When I have gazed
From some high eminence on goodly vales
And cots and villages embower’d below,
The thought would rise that all to me was strange
Amid the scene so fair, nor one small spot
Where my tir’d mind might rest and call it home,
There is a magic in that little word;
It is a mystic circle that surrounds
Comforts and Virtues never known beyond
The hallowed limit. Often has my heart
Ached for that quiet haven; haven’d now,
I think of those in this world’s wilderness
Who wander on and find no home of rest
Till to the grave they go! them POVERTY
Hollow-eyed fiend, the child of WEALTH and POWER,
Bad offspring of worse parents, aye afflicts,
Cankering with her foul mildews the chill’d heart — 
Them WANT with scorpion scourge drives to the den
Of GUILT — them SLAUGHTER with the price of death
Buys for her raven brood. Oh not on them
GOD OF ETERNAL JUSTICE! not on them
Let fall thy thunder!
 

      HOUSEHOLD DEITIES!
Then only shall be Happiness on earth
When Man shall feel your sacred power, and love
Your tranquil joys; then shall the city stand
A huge void sepulchre, and rising fair
Amid the ruins of the palace pile
The Olive grow, there shall the TREE OF PEACE
Strike its roots deep and flourish. This the state
Shall bless the race redeemed of Man, when WEALTH
And POWER and all their hideous progeny
Shall sink annihilate, and all mankind
Live in the equal brotherhood of LOVE.
Heart-calming hope and sure! for hitherward
Tend all the tumults of the troubled world,
Its woes, its wisdom, and its wickedness
Alike: so he hath will’d whose will is just.
 

Meantime, all hoping and expecting all
In patient faith, to you, DOMESTIC GODS!
I come, studious of other lore than song,
Of my past years the solace and support:
Yet shall my Heart remember the past years
With honest pride, trusting that not in vain
Lives the pure song of LIBERTY and TRUTH.
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THE OLD MANSION-HOUSE.
 

STRANGER.
          Old friend! why you seem bent on parish duty,
          Breaking the highway stones, — and ’tis a task
          Somewhat too hard methinks for age like yours.
 

OLD MAN.
          Why yes! for one with such a weight of years
          Upon his back. I’ve lived here, man and boy,
          In this same parish, near the age of man
          For I am hard upon threescore and ten.
          I can remember sixty years ago
          The beautifying of this mansion here
          When my late Lady’s father, the old Squire
          Came to the estate.
 

STRANGER.
                  Why then you have outlasted
          All his improvements, for you see they’re making
          Great alterations here.
 

OLD MAN.
                        Aye-great indeed!
          And if my poor old Lady could rise up — 
          God rest her soul! ’twould grieve her to behold
          The wicked work is here.
 

STRANGER.
                       They’ve set about it
          In right good earnest. All the front is gone,
          Here’s to be turf they tell me, and a road
          Round to the door. There were some yew trees too
          Stood in the court.
 

OLD MAN.
                     Aye Master! fine old trees!
          My grandfather could just remember back
          When they were planted there. It was my task
          To keep them trimm’d, and ’twas a pleasure to me!
          All strait and smooth, and like a great green wall!
          My poor old Lady many a time would come
          And tell me where to shear, for she had played
          In childhood under them, and ’twas her pride
          To keep them in their beauty. Plague I say
          On their new-fangled whimsies! we shall have
          A modern shrubbery here stuck full of firs
          And your pert poplar trees; — I could as soon
          Have plough’d my father’s grave as cut them down!
 

STRANGER.
          But ‘twill be lighter and more chearful now,
          A fine smooth turf, and with a gravel road
          Round for the carriage, — now it suits my taste.
          I like a shrubbery too, it looks so fresh,
          And then there’s some variety about it.
          In spring the lilac and the gueldres rose,
          And the laburnum with its golden flowers
          Waving in the wind. And when the autumn comes
          The bright red berries of the mountain ash,
          With firs enough in winter to look green,
          And show that something lives. Sure this is better
          Than a great hedge of yew that makes it look
          All the year round like winter, and for ever
          Dropping its poisonous leaves from the under boughs
          So dry and bare!
 

OLD MAN.
                 Ah! so the new Squire thinks
          And pretty work he makes of it! what ’tis
          To have a stranger come to an old house!
 

STRANGER.
It seems you know him not?
 

OLD MAN.
                        No Sir, not I.
          They tell me he’s expected daily now,
          But in my Lady’s time he never came
          But once, for they were very distant kin.
          If he had played about here when a child
          In that fore court, and eat the yew-berries,
          And sat in the porch threading the jessamine flowers,
          That fell so thick, he had not had the heart
          To mar all thus.
 

STRANGER.
          Come — come! all a not wrong.
          Those old dark windows — 
 

OLD MAN.
                      They’re demolish’d too — 
          As if he could not see thro’ casement glass!
          The very red-breasts that so regular
          Came to my Lady for her morning crumbs,
          Won’t know the window now!
 

STRANGER.
                        Nay they were high
          And then so darken’d up with jessamine,
          Harbouring the vermine; — that was a fine tree
          However. Did it not grow in and line
          The porch?
 

OLD MAN.
              All over it: it did one good
          To pass within ten yards when ’twas in blossom.
          There was a sweet-briar too that grew beside.
          My Lady loved at evening to sit there
          And knit; and her old dog lay at her feet
          And slept in the sun; ’twas an old favourite dog
          She did not love him less that he was old
          And feeble, and he always had a place
          By the fire-side, and when he died at last
          She made me dig a grave in the garden for him.
          Ah I she was good to all! a woful day
          ’Twas for the poor when to her grave she went!
 

STRANGER.
          They lost a friend then?
 

OLD MAN.
          You’re a stranger here
          Or would not ask that question. Were they sick?
          She had rare cordial waters, and for herbs
          She could have taught the Doctors. Then at winter
          When weekly she distributed the bread
          In the poor old porch, to see her and to hear
          The blessings on her! and I warrant them
          They were a blessing to her when her wealth
          Had been no comfort else. At Christmas, Sir!
          It would have warm’d your heart if you had seen
          Her Christmas kitchen, — how the blazing fire
          Made her fine pewter shine, and holly boughs
          So chearful red, — and as for misseltoe,
          The finest bough that grew in the country round
          Was mark’d for Madam. Then her old ale went
          So bountiful about! a Christmas cask,
          And ’twas a noble one! God help me Sir!
          But I shall never see such days again.
 

STRANGER.
          Things may be better yet than you suppose
          And you should hope the best.
 

OLD MAN.
                       It don’t look well
          These alterations Sir! I’m an old man
          And love the good old fashions; we don’t find
          Old bounty in new houses. They’ve destroyed
          All that my Lady loved; her favourite walk
          Grubb’d up, and they do say that the great row
          Of elms behind the house, that meet a-top
          They must fall too. Well! well! I did not think
          To live to see all this, and ’tis perhaps
          A comfort I shan’t live to see it long.
 

STRANGER.
          But sure all changes are not needs for the worse
          My friend.
 

OLD MAN.
            May-hap they mayn’t Sir; — for all that
          I like what I’ve been us’d to. I remember
          All this from a child up, and now to lose it,
          ’Tis losing an old friend. There’s nothing left
          As ’twas; — I go abroad and only meet
          With men whose fathers I remember boys;
          The brook that used to run before my door
          That’s gone to the great pond; the trees I learnt
          To climb are down; and I see nothing now
          That tells me of old times, except the stones
          In the church-yard. You are young Sir and I hope
          Have many years in store, — but pray to God
          You mayn’t be left the last of all your friends.
 

STRANGER.
          Well! well! you’ve one friend more than you’re aware of.
          If the Squire’s taste don’t suit with your’s, I warrant
          That’s all you’ll quarrel with: walk in and taste
          His beer, old friend! and see if your old Lady
          E’er broached a better cask. You did not know me,
          But we’re acquainted now. ’Twould not be easy
          To make you like the outside; but within — 
          That is not changed my friend! you’ll always find
          The same old bounty and old welcome there.
 




THE GRANDMOTHERS TALE.
 

JANE.
       Harry! I’m tired of playing. We’ll draw round
       The fire, and Grandmamma perhaps will tell us
       One of her stories.
 

HARRY.
                    Aye — dear Grandmamma!
       A pretty story! something dismal now;
       A bloody murder.
 

JANE.
                  Or about a ghost.
 

GRANDMOTHER.
       Nay, nay, I should but frighten you. You know
       The other night when I was telling you
       About the light in the church-yard, how you trembled
       Because the screech-owl hooted at the window,
       And would not go to bed.
 

JANE.
                         Why Grandmamma
       You said yourself you did not like to hear him.
       Pray now! we wo’nt be frightened.
 

GRANDMOTHER.
                       Well, well, children!
       But you’ve heard all my stories. Let me see, — 
       Did I never tell you how the smuggler murdered
       The woman down at Pill?
 

HARRY.
                       No — never! never!
 

GRANDMOTHER.
       Not how he cut her head off in the stable?
 

HARRY.
       Oh — now! do tell us that!
 

GRANDMOTHER.
                 You must have heard
       Your Mother, children! often tell of her.
       She used to weed in the garden here, and worm
       Your uncle’s dogs , and serve the house with coal;
       And glad enough she was in winter time
       To drive her asses here! it was cold work
       To follow the slow beasts thro’ sleet and snow,
       And here she found a comfortable meal
       And a brave fire to thaw her, for poor Moll
       Was always welcome.
 

HARRY.
                   Oh—’twas blear-eyed Moll
       The collier woman, — a great ugly woman,
       I’ve heard of her.
 

GRANDMOTHER.
                   Ugly enough poor soul!
       At ten yards distance you could hardly tell
       If it were man or woman, for her voice
       Was rough as our old mastiff’s, and she wore
       A man’s old coat and hat, — and then her face!
       There was a merry story told of her,
       How when the press-gang came to take her husband
       As they were both in bed, she heard them coming,
       Drest John up in her night-cap, and herself
       Put on his clothes and went before the Captain.
 

JANE.
       And so they prest a woman!
 

GRANDMOTHER.
                           ’Twas a trick
       She dearly loved to tell, and all the country
       Soon knew the jest, for she was used to travel
       For miles around. All weathers and all hours
       She crossed the hill, as hardy as her beasts,
       Bearing the wind and rain and winter frosts,
       And if she did not reach her home at night
       She laid her down in the stable with her asses
       And slept as sound as they did.
 

HARRY.
                             With her asses!
 

GRANDMOTHER.
       Yes, and she loved her beasts. For tho’ poor wretch
       She was a terrible reprobate and swore
       Like any trooper, she was always good
       To the dumb creatures, never loaded them
       Beyond their strength, and rather I believe
       Would stint herself than let the poor beasts want,
       Because, she said, they could not ask for food.
       I never saw her stick fall heavier on them
       Than just with its own weight. She little thought
       This tender-heartedness would be her death!
       There was a fellow who had oftentimes,
       As if he took delight in cruelty.
       Ill-used her Asses. He was one who lived
       By smuggling, and, for she had often met him
       Crossing the down at night, she threatened him,
       If he tormented them again, to inform
       Of his unlawful ways. Well — so it was — 
       ’Twas what they both were born to, he provoked her,
       She laid an information, and one morn
       They found her in the stable, her throat cut
       From ear to ear,’till the head only hung
       Just by a bit of skin.
 

JANE.
       Oh dear! oh dear!
 

HARRY.
       I hope they hung the man!
 

GRANDMOTHER.
       They took him up;
       There was no proof, no one had seen the deed,
       And he was set at liberty. But God
       Whoss eye beholdeth all things, he had seen
       The murder, and the murderer knew that God
       Was witness to his crime. He fled the place,
       But nowhere could he fly the avenging hand
       Of heaven, but nowhere could the murderer rest,
       A guilty conscience haunted him, by day,
       By night, in company, in solitude,
       Restless and wretched, did he bear upon him
       The weight of blood; her cries were in his ears,
       Her stifled groans as when he knelt upon her
       Always he heard; always he saw her stand
       Before his eyes; even in the dead of night
       Distinctly seen as tho’ in the broad sun,
       She stood beside the murderer’s bed and yawn’d
       Her ghastly wound; till life itself became
       A punishment at last he could not bear,
       And he confess’d  it all, and gave himself
       To death, so terrible, he said, it was
       To have a guilty conscience!
 

HARRY.
                    Was he hung then?
 

GRANDMOTHER.
       Hung and anatomized. Poor wretched man,
       Your uncles went to see him on his trial,
       He was so pale, so thin, so hollow-eyed,
       And such a horror in his meagre face,
       They said he look’d like one who never slept.
       He begg’d the prayers of all who saw his end
       And met his death with fears that well might warn
       From guilt, tho’ not without a hope in Christ.
 




HANNAH.
 

Passing across a green and lonely lane
A funeral met our view. It was not here
A sight of every day, as in the streets
Of some great city, and we stopt and ask’d
Whom they were bearing to the grave. A girl.
They answer’d, of the village, who had pined
Through the long course of eighteen painful months
With such slow wasting, that the hour of death
Came welcome to her. We pursued our way
To the house of mirth, and with that idle talk
Which passes o’er the mind and is forgot.
We wore away the time. But it was eve
When homewardly I went, and in the air
Was that cool freshness, that discolouring shade
Which makes the eye turn inward : hearing then
Over the vale the heavy toll of death
Sound slow, it made me think upon the dead ;
I question’d more, and learnt her mournful tale.
 

  She bore unhusbanded a mother’s pains,
And he who should have cherish’d her, far off
Sail’d on the seas. Left thus a wretched one,
Scorn made a mock of her, and evil tongues
Were busy with her name. She had to bear
The sharper sorrow of neglect from him
Whom she had loved so dearly. Once he wrote,
But only once that drop of comfort came
To mingle with her cup of wretchedness ;
And when his parents had some tidings from him,
There was no mention of poor Hannah there.
Or ’twas the cold inquiry, more unkind
Than silence. So she pined and pined away.
And for herself and baby toil’d and toil’d ;
Nor did she, even on her death-bed, rest
From labour, knitting there with lifted arms.
Till she sunk with very weakness. Her old mother
Omitted no kind office, working for her.
Albeit her hardest labour barely earn’d
Enough to keep life struggling, and prolong
The pains of grief and sickness. Thus she lay
On the sick bed of poverty, worn out
With her long suffering and those painful thoughts
Which at her heart were rankling, and so weak,
That she could make no effort to express
Affection for her infant ; and the child.
Whose lisping love perhaps had solaced her,
Shunn’d her as one indifferent. But she too
Had grown indifferent to all things of earth ;
Finding her only comfort in the thought
Of that cold bed wherein the wretched rest.
There had she now, in that last home been laid.
And all was over now, — sickness and grief.
Her shame, her suffering, and her penitence :
Their work was done. The school-boys as they sport
In the church-yard, for awhile might turn away
From the fresh grave till grass should cover it ;
Nature would do that office soon ; and none
Who trod upon the senseless turf would think
Of what a world of woes lay buried there!
 




THE FUNERAL.
 

 The coffin  as I past across the lane
  Came sudden on my view. It was not here,
  A sight of every day, as in the streets
  Of the great city, and we paus’d and ask’d
  Who to the grave was going. It was one,
  A village girl, they told us, who had borne
  An eighteen months strange illness, and had pined
  With such slow wasting that the hour of death
  Came welcome to her. We pursued our way
  To the house of mirth, and with that idle talk
  That passes o’er the mind and is forgot,
  We wore away the time. But it was eve
  When homewardly I went, and in the air
  Was that cool freshness, that discolouring shade
  That makes the eye turn inward. Then I heard
  Over the vale the heavy toll of death
  Sound slow; it made me think upon the dead,
  I questioned more and learnt her sorrowful tale.
  She bore unhusbanded a mother’s name,
  And he who should have cherished her, far off
  Sail’d on the seas, self-exil’d from his home,
  For he was poor. Left thus, a wretched one,
  Scorn made a mock of her, and evil tongues
  Were busy with her name. She had one ill
  Heavier, neglect, forgetfulness from him
  Whom she had loved so dearly. Once he wrote,
  But only once that drop of comfort came
  To mingle with her cup of wretchedness;
  And when his parents had some tidings from him,
  There was no mention of poor Hannah there,
  Or ’twas the cold enquiry, bitterer
  Than silence. So she pined and pined away
  And for herself and baby toil’d and toil’d,
  Nor did she, even on her death bed, rest
  From labour, knitting with her outstretch’d arms
  Till she sunk with very weakness. Her old mother
  Omitted no kind office, and she work’d
  Hard, and with hardest working barely earn’d
  Enough to make life struggle and prolong
  The pains of grief and sickness. Thus she lay
  On the sick bed of poverty, so worn
  With her long suffering and that painful thought
  That at her heart lay rankling, and so weak,
  That she could make no effort to express
  Affection for her infant; and the child,
  Whose lisping love perhaps had solaced her
  With a strange infantine ingratitude
  Shunn’d her as one indifferent. She was past
  That anguish, for she felt her hour draw on,
  And ’twas her only comfoft now to think
  Upon the grave. “Poor girl!” her mother said,
  “Thou hast suffered much!” “aye mother! there is none
  “Can tell what I have suffered!” she replied,
  “But I shall soon be where the weary rest.”
  And she did rest her soon, for it pleased God
  To take her to his mercy.
 




THE SAILOR’S MOTHER.
 

WOMAN.
          Sir for the love of God some small relief
          To a poor woman!
 

TRAVELLER.
          Whither are you bound?
          ’Tis a late hour to travel o’er these downs,
          No house for miles around us, and the way
          Dreary and wild. The evening wind already
          Makes one’s teeth chatter, and the very Sun,
          Setting so pale behind those thin white clouds,
          Looks cold. ‘Twill be a bitter night!
 

WOMAN.
          Aye Sir
          ’Tis cutting keen! I smart at every breath,
          Heaven knows how I shall reach my journey’s end,
          For the way is long before me, and my feet,
          God help me! sore with travelling. I would gladly,
          If it pleased God, lie down at once and die.
 

TRAVELLER.
          Nay nay cheer up! a little food and rest
          Will comfort you; and then your journey’s end
          Will make amends for all. You shake your head,
          And weep. Is it some evil business then
          That leads you from your home?
 

WOMAN.
                             Sir I am going
          To see my son at Plymouth, sadly hurt
          In the late action, and in the hospital
          Dying, I fear me, now.
 

TRAVELLER.
                        Perhaps your fears
          Make evil worse. Even if a limb be lost
          There may be still enough for comfort left
          An arm or leg shot off, there’s yet the heart
          To keep life warm, and he may live to talk
          With pleasure of the glorious fight that maim’d him,
          Proud of his loss. Old England’s gratitude
          Makes the maim’d sailor happy.
 

WOMAN.
                               ’Tis not that — 
          An arm or leg — I could have borne with that.
          ’Twas not a ball, it was some cursed thing
          That bursts  and burns that hurt him. Something Sir
          They do not use on board our English ships
          It is so wicked!
 

TRAVELLER.
          Rascals! a mean art
          Of cruel cowardice, yet all in vain!
 

WOMAN.
          Yes Sir! and they should show no mercy to them
          For making use of such unchristian arms.
          I had a letter from the hospital,
          He got some friend to write it, and he tells me
          That my poor boy has lost his precious eyes,
          Burnt out. Alas! that I should ever live
          To see this wretched day! — they tell me Sir
          There is no cure for wounds like his. Indeed
          ’Tis a hard journey that I go upon
          To such a dismal end!
 

TRAVELLER.
          He yet may live.
          But if the worst should chance, why you must bear
          The will of heaven with patience. Were it not
          Some comfort to reflect your son has fallen
          Fighting his country’s cause? and for yourself
          You will not in unpitied poverty
          Be left to mourn his loss. Your grateful country
          Amid the triumph of her victory
          Remember those who paid its price of blood,
          And with a noble charity relieves
          The widow and the orphan.
 

WOMAN.
                        God reward them!
          God bless them, it will help me in my age
          But Sir! it will not pay me for my child!
 

TRAVELLER.
          Was he your only child?
 

WOMAN.
                        My only one,
          The stay and comfort of my widowhood,
          A dear good boy! — when first he went to sea
          I felt what it would come to, — something told me
          I should be childless soon. But tell me Sir
          If it be true that for a hurt like his
          There is no cure? please God to spare his life
          Tho’ he be blind, yet I should be so thankful!
          I can remember there was a blind man
          Lived in our village, one from his youth up
          Quite dark, and yet he was a merry man,
          And he had none to tend on him so well
          As I would tend my boy!
 

TRAVELLER.
          Of this be sure
          His hurts are look’d to well, and the best help
          The place affords, as rightly is his due,
          Ever at hand. How happened it he left you?
          Was a seafaring life his early choice?
 

WOMAN.
          No Sir! poor fellow — he was wise enough
          To be content at home, and ’twas a home
          As comfortable Sir I even tho’ I say it,
          As any in the country. He was left
          A little boy when his poor father died,
          Just old enough to totter by himself
          And call his mother’s name. We two were all,
          And as we were not left quite destitute
          We bore up well. In the summer time I worked
          Sometimes a-field. Then I was famed for knitting,
          And in long winter nights my spinning wheel
          Seldom stood still. We had kind neighbours too
          And never felt distress. So he grew up
          A comely lad and wonderous well disposed;
          I taught him well; there was not in the parish
          A child who said his prayers more regular,
          Or answered readier thro’ his catechism.
          If I had foreseen this! but ’tis a blessing
          We do’nt know what we’re born to!
 

TRAVELLER.
                         But how came it
          He chose to be a Sailor?
 

WOMAN.
                         You shall hear Sir;
          As he grew up he used to watch the birds
          In the corn, child’s work you know, and easily done.
          ’Tis an idle sort of task, so he built up
          A little hut of wicker-work and clay
          Under the hedge, to shelter him in rain.
          And then he took for very idleness
          To making traps to catch the plunderers,
          All sorts of cunning traps that boys can make — 
          Propping a stone to fall and shut them in,
          Or crush them with its weight, or else a springe
          Swung on a bough. He made them cleverly — 
          And I, poor foolish woman! I was pleased
          To see the boy so handy. You may guess
          What followed Sir from this unlucky skill.
          He did what he should not when he was older:
          I warn’d him oft enough; but he was caught
          In wiring hares at last, and had his choice
          The prison or the ship.
 

TRAVELLER.
          The choice at least
          Was kindly left him, and for broken laws
          This was methinks no heavy punishment.
 

WOMAN.
          So I was told Sir. And I tried to think so,
          But ’twas a sad blow to me! I was used
          To sleep at nights soundly and undisturb’d — 
          Now if the wind blew rough, it made me start
          And think of my poor boy tossing about
          Upon the roaring seas. And then I seem’d
          To feel that it was hard to take him from me
          For such a little fault. But he was wrong
          Oh very wrong — a murrain on his traps!
          See what they’ve brought him too!
 

TRAVELLER.
                         Well! well! take comfort
          He will be taken care of if he lives;
          And should you lose your child, this is a country
          Where the brave sailor never leaves a parent
          To weep for him in want.
 

WOMAN.
                         Sir I shall want
          No succour long. In the common course of years
          I soon must be at rest, and ’tis a comfort
          When grief is hard upon me to reflect
          It only leads me to that rest the sooner.
 




THE WITCH.
 

NATHANIEL.
          Father! here father! I have found a horse-shoe!
          Faith it was just in time, for t’other night
          I laid two straws across at Margery’s door,
          And afterwards I fear’d that she might do me
          A mischief for’t. There was the Miller’s boy
          Who set his dog at that black cat of hers,
          I met him upon crutches, and he told me
          ’Twas all her evil eye.
 

FATHER.
                       ’Tis rare good luck;
          I would have gladly given a crown for one
          If t’would have done as well. But where did’st find it?
 

NATHANIEL.
          Down on the Common; I was going a-field
          And neighbour Saunders pass’d me on his mare;
          He had hardly said “good day,” before I saw
          The shoe drop off; ’twas just upon my tongue
          To call him back, — it makes no difference, does it.
          Because I know whose ’twas?
 

FATHER.
                           Why no, it can’t.
          The shoe’s the same you know, and you ‘did find’ it.
 

NATHANIEL.
          That mare of his has got a plaguey road
          To travel, father, and if he should lame her,
          For she is but tender-footed, — 
 

FATHER.
                               Aye, indeed — 
          I should not like to see her limping back
          Poor beast! but charity begins at home,
          And Nat, there’s our own horse in such a way
          This morning!
 

NATHANIEL.
                     Why he ha’nt been rid again!
          Last night I hung a pebble by the manger
          With a hole thro’, and every body says
          That ’tis a special charm against the hags.
 

FATHER.
          It could not be a proper natural hole then,
          Or ’twas not a right pebble, — for I found him
          Smoking with sweat, quaking in every limb,
          And panting so! God knows where he had been
          When we were all asleep, thro’ bush and brake
          Up-hill and down-hill all alike, full stretch
          At such a deadly rate! — 
 

NATHANIEL.
                         By land and water,
          Over the sea perhaps! — I have heard tell
          That ’tis some thousand miles, almost at the end
          Of the world, where witches go to meet the Devil.
          They used to ride on broomsticks, and to smear
          Some ointment over them and then away
          Out of the window! but ’tis worse than all
          To worry the poor beasts so. Shame upon it
          That in a Christian country they should let
          Such creatures live!
 

FATHER.
                  And when there’s such plain proof!
          I did but threaten her because she robb’d
          Our hedge, and the next night there came a wind
          That made me shake to hear it in my bed!
          How came it that that storm unroofed my barn,
          And only mine in the parish? look at her
          And that’s enough; she has it in her face — 
          A pair of large dead eyes, rank in her head,
          Just like a corpse, and purs’d with wrinkles round,
          A nose and chin that scarce leave room between
          For her lean fingers to squeeze in the snuff,
          And when she speaks! I’d sooner hear a raven
          Croak at my door! she sits there, nose and knees
          Smoak-dried and shrivell’d over a starved fire,
          With that black cat beside her, whose great eyes
          Shine like old Beelzebub’s, and to be sure
          It must be one of his imps! — aye, nail it hard.
 

NATHANIEL.
          I wish old Margery heard the hammer go!
          She’d curse the music.
 

FATHER.
                        Here’s the Curate coming,
          He ought to rid the parish of such vermin;
          In the old times they used to hunt them out
          And hang them without mercy, but Lord bless us!
          The world is grown so wicked!
 

CURATE.
                            Good day Farmer!
          Nathaniel what art nailing to the threshold?
 

NATHANIEL.
          A horse-shoe Sir, ’tis good to keep off witchcraft,
          And we’re afraid of Margery.
 

CURATE.
                       Poor old woman!
          What can you fear from her?
 

FATHER.
                     What can we fear?
          Who lamed the Miller’s boy? who rais’d the wind
          That blew my old barn’s roof down? who d’ye think
          Rides my poor horse a’nights? who mocks the hounds?
          But let me catch her at that trick again,
          And I’ve a silver bullet ready for her,
          One that shall lame her, double how she will.
 

NATHANIEL.
          What makes her sit there moping by herself,
          With no soul near her but that great black cat?
          And do but look at her!
 

CURATE.
                      Poor wretch! half blind
          And crooked with her years, without a child
          Or friend in her old age, ’tis hard indeed
          To have her very miseries made her crimes!
          I met her but last week in that hard frost
          That made my young limbs ache, and when I ask’d
          What brought her out in the snow, the poor old woman
          Told me that she was forced to crawl abroad
          And pick the hedges, just to keep herself
          From perishing with cold, because no neighbour
          Had pity on her age; and then she cried,
          And said the children pelted her with snow-balls,
          And wish’d that she were dead.
 

FATHER.
                         I wish she was!
          She has plagued the parish long enough!
 

CURATE.
                            Shame farmer!
          Is that the charity your bible teaches?
 

FATHER.
          My bible does not teach me to love witches.
          I know what’s charity; who pays his tithes
          And poor-rates readier?
 

CURATE.
                       Who can better do it?
          You’ve been a prudent and industrious man,
          And God has blest your labour.
 

FATHER.
                        Why, thank God Sir,
          I’ve had no reason to complain of fortune.
 

CURATE.
          Complain! why you are wealthy. All the parish
          Look up to you.
 

FATHER.
                Perhaps Sir, I could tell
          Guinea for guinea with the warmest of them.
 

CURATE.
          You can afford a little to the poor,
          And then what’s better still, you have the heart
          To give from your abundance.
 

FATHER.
                       God forbid
          I should want charity!
 

CURATE.
                       Oh! ’tis a comfort
          To think at last of riches well employ’d!
          I have been by a death-bed, and know the worth
          Of a good deed at that most awful hour
          When riches profit not.
                                   Farmer, I’m going
          To visit Margery. She is sick I hear — 
          Old, poor, and sick! a miserable lot,
          And death will be a blessing. You might send her
          Some little matter, something comfortable,
          That she may go down easier to the grave
          And bless you when she dies.
 

FATHER.
                           What! is she going!
          Well God forgive her then! if she has dealt
          In the black art. I’ll tell my dame of it,
          And she shall send her something.
 

CURATE.
                         So I’ll say;
          And take my thanks for her’s. [‘goes’]
 

FATHER.
                           That’s a good man
          That Curate, Nat, of ours, to go and visit
          The poor in sickness; but he don’t believe
          In witchcraft, and that is not like a christian.
 

NATHANIEL.
          And so old Margery’s dying!
 

FATHER.
                             But you know
          She may recover; so drive t’other nail in!
 




THE RUINED COTTAGE.
 

 Aye Charles! I knew that this would fix thine eye,
  This woodbine wreathing round the broken porch,
  Its leaves just withering, yet one autumn flower
  Still fresh and fragrant; and yon holly-hock
  That thro’ the creeping weeds and nettles tall
  Peers taller, and uplifts its column’d stem
  Bright with the broad rose-blossoms. I have seen
  Many a fallen convent reverend in decay,
  And many a time have trod the castle courts
  And grass-green halls, yet never did they strike
  Home to the heart such melancholy thoughts
  As this poor cottage. Look, its little hatch
  Fleeced with that grey and wintry moss; the roof
  Part mouldered in, the rest o’ergrown with weeds,
  House-leek and long thin grass and greener moss;
  So Nature wars with all the works of man.
  And, like himself, reduces back to earth
  His perishable piles.
                         I led thee here
  Charles, not without design; for this hath been
  My favourite walk even since I was a boy;
  And I remember Charles, this ruin here,
  The neatest comfortable dwelling place!
  That when I read in those dear books that first
  Woke in my heart the love of poesy,
  How with the villagers Erminia dwelt,
  And Calidore for a fair shepherdess
  Forgot his quest to learn the shepherd’s lore;
  My fancy drew from, this the little hut
  Where that poor princess wept her hopeless love,
  Or where the gentle Calidore at eve
  Led Pastorella home. There was not then
  A weed where all these nettles overtop
  The garden wall; but sweet-briar, scenting sweet
  The morning air, rosemary and marjoram,
  All wholesome herbs; and then, that woodbine wreath’d
  So lavishly around the pillared porch
  Its fragrant flowers, that when I past this way,
  After a truant absence hastening home,
  I could not chuse but pass with slacken’d speed
  By that delightful fragrance. Sadly changed
  Is this poor cottage! and its dwellers, Charles! — 
  Theirs is a simple melancholy tale,
  There’s scarce a village but can fellow it,
  And yet methinks it will not weary thee,
  And should not be untold.
                             A widow woman
  Dwelt with her daughter here; just above want,
  She lived on some small pittance that sufficed,
  In better times, the needful calls of life,
  Not without comfort. I remember her
  Sitting at evening in that open door way
  And spinning in the sun; methinks I see her
  Raising her eyes and dark-rimm’d spectacles
  To see the passer by, yet ceasing not
  To twirl her lengthening thread. Or in the garden
  On some dry summer evening, walking round
  To view her flowers, and pointing, as she lean’d
  Upon the ivory handle of her stick,
  To some carnation whose o’erheavy head
  Needed support, while with the watering-pot
  Joanna followed, and refresh’d and trimm’d
  The drooping plant; Joanna, her dear child,
  As lovely and as happy then as youth
  And innocence could make her.
                                 Charles! it seems
  As tho’ I were a boy again, and all
  The mediate years with their vicissitudes
  A half-forgotten dream. I see the Maid
  So comely in her Sunday dress! her hair,
  Her bright brown hair, wreath’d in contracting curls,
  And then her cheek! it was a red and white
  That made the delicate hues of art look loathsome,
  The countrymen who on their way to church
  Were leaning o’er the bridge, loitering to hear
  The bell’s last summons, and in idleness
  Watching the stream below, would all look up
  When she pass’d by. And her old Mother, Charles!
  When I have beard some erring infidel
  Speak of our faith as of a gloomy creed,
  Inspiring fear and boding wretchedness.
  Her figure has recurr’d; for she did love
  The sabbath-day, and many a time has cross’d
  These fields in rain and thro’ the winter snows.
  When I, a graceless boy, wishing myself
  By the fire-side, have wondered why ‘she’ came
  Who might have sate at home.
                               One only care
  Hung on her aged spirit. For herself,
  Her path was plain before her, and the close
  Of her long journey near. But then her child
  Soon to be left alone in this bad world, — 
  That was a thought that many a winter night
  Had kept her sleepless: and when prudent love
  In something better than a servant’s slate
  Had placed her well at last, it was a pang
  Like parting life to part with her dear girl.
 

 One summer, Charles, when at the holydays
  Return’d from school, I visited again
  My old accustomed walks, and found in them.
  A joy almost like meeting an old friend,
  I saw the cottage empty, and the weeds
  Already crowding the neglected flowers.
  Joanna by a villain’s wiles seduced
  Had played the wanton, and that blow had reach’d
  Her mother’s heart. She did not suffer long,
  Her age was feeble, and the heavy blow
  Brought her grey hairs with sorrow to the grave.
 

 I pass this ruin’d dwelling oftentimes
  And think of other days. It wakes in me
  A transient sadness, but the feelings Charles
  That ever with these recollections rise,
  I trust in God they will not pass away.
 




THE LAST OF THE FAMILY
 

James.
What Gregory! you are come I see to join us
On this sad business!
 

Gregory.
Aye James! I am come,
But with a heavy heart – God knows it, man –
Where shall we meet the corpse?
 

James.
Some hour from hence,
By noon, & near about the elms I take it.
This is not as it should be Gregory!
Old men to follow young ones to the grave! –
This morning when I heard the bell strike out
I thought that I had never heard it toll
In dismay before.
 

Gregory.
Well – well – my friend –
Tis what we all must come to soon or late.
But when a young man dies, in the prime of life,
One born so well, who might have blest us all
Many long years, –
 

James.
And then the family
Extinguishd in him, & the good old name
Only to be remembered on a tombstone!
A name that has gone down from sire to son
So many generations! – many a time
Poor Master Edward, who is now a corpse,
When yet a child would come to me & lead me
To the great family tree, & beg of me
To tell him stories of his ancestors,
Of Eustace he that went to the Holy Land
With Richard Lionheart, & that Sir Henry
Who fought at Crecy in K. Edwards wars.
And then his little eyes would kindle so
To hear of their brave deeds! – I usd to think
The bravest of them all would not out do
My darling boy.
 

Gregory.
This comes of your great schools
And college breeding! plague upon his guardians
That would have made him wiser than his fathers.
 

James.
If his poor father Gregory! had but lived
Things would not have been so. he poor good man
Had little of book learning, but there lived not
A kinder, nobler hearted gentleman.
One better to his tenants. when he died
There was not a dry eye for miles around.
Gregory I thought that I could never know
A sadder day than that, – but what was that
Compared to this days sorrow?
 

Gregory.
I remember
Eight months ago when the young Squire began
To alter the old mansion, they destroyd
The martins nests that had stood undisturbd
Under that roof, – aye – long before my memory.
I shook my head at seeing it & thought
No good could follow.
 

James.
Poor young man! I loved him
Like my own child, I loved the family;
Come Candlemas & I have been their servant
For five & forty years. I lived with them
When his good father brought my Lady home,
And when the young Squire was born, it did me good
To hear the bells so merrily announce
An heir. this is indeed a heavy blow –
I feel it Gregory, heavier than the weight
Of three-score years. he was a noble lad –
I loved him dearly!
 

Gregory.
Every body loved him –
Such a fine, generous, open-hearted youth!
When he came home from school at holydays
How I rejoiced to see him! he was sure
To come to me & to ask of me what birds there were
About my fields; & when I found a covey
Theres not a testy Squire preserves his game
More charily, than I have kept them safe
For Master Edward. & he lookd so well
Upon a fine sharp morning after them,
His brown hair frosted, & his cheek so flushd,
With such a wholesome ruddiness! ah James
But he was sadly changed when he came down
To keep his birth day!
 

James.
Changd! – why Gregory
Twas like a palsy to me, when he steppd
Out of the carriage. he was grown so thin,
His cheek so delicate sallow, & his eyes
Had such a dim & rakish hollowness!
And when he came to shake me by the hand
And spoke as kindly to me as he used,
I hardly knew the voice!
 

Gregory.
It struck a damp
On all our merriment. twas a noble ox
That smoak’d before us, & the old October
Went merrily in overflowing cans;
But twas a skin-deep merriment, my heart
Seemd as it took no share. – & when we drank
His health, the thought came over me what cause
We had for wishing that, & spoilt the draught.
Poor Gentleman – to think ten months ago
He came of age, & now –
 

James.
I feard it then;
He lookd to me as one that was not long
For this worlds business.
 

Gregory.
When the Doctors sent him
Abroad to try the air it made me certain
That all was over. there’s but little hope,
Methinks, that foreign parts can help a man
When his own mother country will not do.
The last time he came down these bells rung so
I thought they would have rockd the old steeple down
And now that dismal toll! I would have staid
Beyond its reach, but this was a last duty.
I’m an old tenant of the family,
Born on the estate, & now that I’ve outlived it,
Why tis but right to see it to the grave.
Have you heard ought of the new Squire?
 

James.
But little
And that not well; but be he what he may
Matters not much to me. the love I bore
To the good family will not easily fix
Upon a stranger; tis too old a plant
To bear transplanting & its roots had struck
Too deeply. look – what’s on the opposite hill?
Is’t not the funeral?
 

Gregory.
Tis I think some horsemen
 

James.
And yonder is the herse – between the trees,
Tis hid behind them now.
 

Gregory –
Aye – there I see it
And there’s the coaches following, we shall meet <it>
About the bridge. would that this day were over
I wonder whose turn’s next?
 

James
God above knows.
When youth is summond what must age expect!
God make us ready Gregory when it comes.
 




THE WEDDING
 

TRAVELLER.
I pray you, wherefore are the village bells
Ringing so merrily?
 

WOMAN.
A wedding, Sir,..
Two of the village folk. And they are right
To make a merry time on’t while they may!
Come twelve-months hence, I warrant them they’d go
To church again more willingly than now,
If all might be undone.
 

TRAVELLER.
An ill-match’d pair,
So I conceive you. Youth perhaps and age?
 

WOMAN.
No,.. both are young enough.
 

TRAVELLER.
Perhaps the man then,
A lazy idler,.. one who better likes
The alehouse than his work?
 

WOMAN.
Why, Sir, for that
He always was a well-condition’d lad,
One who’d work hard and well; and as for drink,
Save now and then mayhap at Christmas time,
Sober as wife could wish.
 

TRAVELLER.
Then is the girl
A shrew, or else untidy;.. one to welcome
Her husband with a rude unruly tongue!
Or drive him from a foul and wretched home
To look elsewhere for comfort. Is it so?
 

WOMAN.
She’s notable enough; and as for temper
The best good-humour’d girl! You see yon house,
There by the aspen-tree, whose grey leaves shine
In the wind? she lived a servant at the farm.
And often, as I came to weeding here,
I’ve heard her singing as she milk’d her cows
So cheerfully,.. I did not like to hear her,
Because it made me think upon the days
When I had got as little on my mind,
And was as cheerful too. But she would marry,
And folks must reap as they have sown. God help her!
 

TRAVELLER.
Why Mistress, if they both are well inclined,
Why should not both be happy?
 

WOMAN.
They’ve no money.
 

TRAVELLER.
But both can work; and sure as cheerfully
She’d labour for herself as at the farm.
And he wo’n’t work the worse because he knows
That she will make his fire-side ready for him,
And watch for his return.
 

WOMAN.
All very well,
A little while.
 

TRAVELLER.
And what if they are poor?
Riches can’t always purchase happiness;
And much we know will be expected there
Where much was given.
 

WOMAN.
All this I have heard at church!
And when I walk in the church-yard, or have been
By a death-bed, ’tis mighty comforting.
But when I hear my children cry for hunger,
And see them shiver in their rags,.. God help me!
I pity those for whom these bells ring up
So merrily upon their wedding-day,
Because I think of mine.
 

TRAVELLER.
You have known trouble;
These haply may be happier.
 

WOMAN.
Why for that
I’ve had my share; some sickness and some sorrow
Well will it be for them to know no worse.
Yet I had rather hear a daughter’s knell
Than her wedding-peal, Sir, if I thought her fate
Promised no better things.
 

TRAVELLER.
Sure, sure, good woman,
You look upon the world with jaundiced eyes!
All have their cares; those who are poor want wealth,
They who have wealth want more; so are we all
Dissatisfied, yet all live on, and each
Has his own comforts.
 

WOMAN.
Sir! d’ye see that horse
Turn’d out to common here by the way-side?
He’s high in bone, you may tell every rib
Even at this distance. Mind him! how he turns
His head, to drive away the flies that feed
On his gall’d shoulder! There’s just grass enough
To disappoint his whetted appetite.
You see his comforts, Sir!
 

TRAVELLER.
A wretched beast!
Hard labour and worse usage he endures
From some bad master. But the lot of the poor
Is not like his.
 

WOMAN.
In truth it is not, Sir!
For when the horse lies down at night, no cares
About to-morrow vex him in his dreams:
He knows no quarter-day, and when he gets
Some musty hay or patch of hedge-row grass,
He has no hungry children to claim part
Of his half meal!
 

TRAVELLER.
’Tis idleness makes want,
And idle habits. If the man will go
And spend his evenings by the alehouse fire,
Whom can he blame if there be want at home?
 

WOMAN.
Aye! idleness! the rich folks never fail
To find some reason why the poor deserve
Their miseries!.. Is it idleness, I pray you,
That brings the fever or the ague fit?
That makes the sick one’s sickly appetite
From dry bread and potatoes turn away?
Is it idleness that makes small wages fail
For growing wants?.. Six years agone, these bells
Rung on my wedding-day, and I was told
What I might look for,.. but I did not heed
Good counsel. I had lived in service, Sir;
Knew never what it was to want a meal;
Lay down without one thought to keep me sleepless
Or trouble me in sleep; had for a Sunday
My linen gown, and when the pedlar came
Could buy me a new ribbon... And my husband,..
A towardly young man and well to do,..
He had his silver buckles and his watch;
There was not in the village one who look’d
Sprucer on holidays. We married, Sir,
And we had children, but while wants increased
Wages stood still. The silver buckles went,
So went the watch; and when the holiday coat
Was worn to work, no new one in its place.
For me.. you see my rags! but I deserve them,
For wilfully, like this new-married pair,
I went to my undoing.
 

TRAVELLER.
But the parish...
 

WOMAN.
Aye, it falls heavy there; and yet their pittance
Just serves to keep life in. A blessed prospect,
To slave while there is strength, in age the workhouse,
A parish shell at last, and the little bell
Toll’d hastily for a pauper’s funeral!
 

TRAVELLER.
Is this your child?
 

WOMAN.
Aye, Sir; and were he drest
And clean’d, he’d be as fine a boy to look on
As the Squire’s young master. These thin rags of his
Let comfortably in the summer wind;
But when the winter comes, it pinches me
To see the little wretch; I’ve three besides;
And,.. God forgive me! but I often wish
To see them in their coffins... God reward you!
God bless you for your charity!
 

TRAVELLER.
You have taught me
To give sad meaning to the village bells!
 




THE ALDERMAN’S FUNERAL
 

STRANGER.
Whom are they ushering from the world, with all
This pageantry and long parade of death?
 

TOWNSMAN.
A long parade, indeed Sir; and yet here
You see but half; round yonder bend it reaches
A furlong farther, carriage behind carriage.
 

STRANGER.
’Tis but a mournful sight, and yet the pomp
Tempts me to stand a gazer.
 

TOWNSMAN.
Yonder schoolboy,
Who plays the truant, says, the proclamation
Of peace was nothing to the show, and even
The chairing of the members at election
Would not have been a finer sight than this;
Only that red and green are prettier colours
Than all this mourning. There, Sir, you behold
One of the red-gown’d worthies of the city,
The envy and the boast of our exchange,
Aye, what was worth, last week, a good half-million,
Screw’d down in yonder hearse.
 

STRANGER.
Then he was born
Under a lucky planet, who to-day
Puts mourning on for his inheritance.
 

TOWNSMAN.
When first I heard his death, that very wish
Leapt to my lips; but now the closing scene
Of the comedy hath wakened wiser thoughts;
And I bless God, that when I go to the grave,
There will not be the weight of wealth like his
To sink me down.
 

STRANGER.
The camel and the needle, — 
Is that then in your mind?
 

TOWNSMAN.
Even so. The text
Is Gospel wisdom. I wou’d ride the camel — 
Yea leap him flying, through the needle’s eye,
As easily as such a pampered soul
Could pass the narrow gate.
 

STRANGER.
Your pardon, Sir.
But sure this lack of christian charity
Looks not like christian truth.
 

TOWNSMAN.
Your pardon too, Sir,
If, with this text before me, I should feel
In the preaching mood! But for these barren fig-trees,
With all their flourish and their leafiness.
We have been told their destiny and use,
When the axe is laid unto the root, and they
Cumber the earth no longer.
 

STRANGER.
Was his wealth
Stored fraudfully, the spoil of orphans wrong’d,
And widows who had none to plead their right?
 

TOWNSMAN.
All honest, open, honourable gains,
Fair legal interest, bonds and mortgages,
Ships to the East and West.
 

STRANGER.
Why judge you then
So hardly of the dead?
 

TOWNSMAN.
For what he left
Undone; — for sins, not one of which is mention’d
In the Ten Commandments. He, I warrant him,
Believ’d no other Gods than those of the Creed:
Bow’d to no idols — but his money-bags:
Swore no false oaths, except at the custom-house:
Kept the Sabbath idle: built a monument
To honour his dead father: did no murder:
Was too old-fashioned for adultery:
Never pick’d pockets: never bore false-witness:
And never, with that all-commanding wealth,
Coveted his neighbour’s house, nor ox, nor ass.
 

STRANGER.
You knew him, then, it seems.
 

TOWNSMAN.
As all men know
The virtues of your hundred-thousanders;
They never bide their lights beneath a bushel.
 

STRANGER.
Nay, nay, uncharitable Sir! for often
Doth bounty like a streamlet flow unseen,
Freshening and giving life along its source.
 

TOWNSMAN.
We track the streamlet by the brighter green
And livelier growth it gives: — but as for this — 
This was a pool that stagnated and stunk;
The rains of Heaven engender’d nothing in it
But slime and foul corruption.
 

STRANGER.
Yet even these
Are reservoirs whence public charity
Still keeps her channels full.
 

TOWNSMAN.
Now, Sir, you touch
Upon the point. This man of half a million
Had all these public virtues which you praise:
But the poor man rung never at his door;
And the old beggar, at the public gate,
Who, all the summer long, stands, hat in hand,
He knew how vain it was to lift an eye
To that hard face. Yet he was always found
Among your ten and twenty pound subscribers,
Your benefactors in the news-papers.
His alms were money put to interest
In the other world, — donations to keep open
A running charity-account with heaven: — 
Retaining fees against the last assizes,
When, for the trusted talents, strict account
Shall be required from all, and the old Arch-Lawyer
Plead his own cause as plaintiff.
 

STRANGER.
I must needs
Believe you, Sir: — these are your witnesses,
These mourners here, who from their carriages
Gape at the gaping crowd. A good March wind
Were to be pray’d for now, to lend their eyes
Some decent rheum. The very hireling mute
Rears not a face blanker of all emotion
Than the old servant of the family!
How can this man have liv’d, that thus his death
Costs not the soiling one white handkerchief!
 

TOWNSMAN.
Who should lament for him, Sir, in whose heart
Love had no place, nor natural charity?
The parlour spaniel, when she heard his step,
Rose slowly from the hearth, and stole aside
With creeping pace; she never rais’d her eyes
To woo kind words from him, nor laid her head
Uprais’d upon his knee, with fondling whine.
How could it be but thus! Arithmetick
Was the sole science he was ever taught.
The multiplication-table was his Creed,
His Pater-noster, and his Decalogue.
When yet he was a boy, and should have breath’d
The open air and sun-shine of the fields,
To give his blood its natural spring and play,
He in a close and dusky counting-house,
Smoke-dried and sear’d and shrivel’d up his heart.
So, from the way in which he was train’d up,
His feet departed not; he toil’d and moil’d,
Poor muckworm! through his three-score years and ten,
And when the earth shall now be shovell’d on him,
If that which serv’d him for a soul were still
Within its husk, ’twould still be dirt to dirt.
 

STRANGER.
Yet your next news-papers will blazon him
For industry and honourable wealth
A bright example.
 

TOWNSMAN.
Even half a million
Gets him no other praise. But come this way
Some twelve-months hence, and you will find his virtues
Trimly set forth in lapidary lines,
Faith, with her torch beside, and little Cupids
Dropping upon his urn their marble tears.
 




NONDESCRIPTS

[image: img24.png]
 


CONTENTS
 

WRITTEN THE WINTER AFTER THE INSTALLATION AT OXFORD. 1793.

SNUFF.

COOL REFLECTIONS DURING A MIDSUMMER WALK FROM WARMINSTER TO SHAFTESBURY. 1799.

THE PIG.

THE DANCING BEAR.

THE FILBERT.

THE CATARACT OF LODORE.

ROBERT THE RHYMER’S TRUE AND PARTICULAR ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF.

 




WRITTEN THE WINTER AFTER THE INSTALLATION AT OXFORD. 1793.
 

TOLL on, toll on, old Bell! I’ll neither pass
The cold and weary hour in heartless rites,
Nor doze away the time. The fire burns bright;
And, bless the maker of this Windsor-Chair!
(Of polish’d cherry, elbow’d, saddle-seated,)
This is the throne of comfort. I will sit
And study here devoutly; — not my Euclid, — 
For Heaven forbid that I should discompose
That Spider’s excellent geometry!
I’ll study thee, Puss! Not to make a picture;
I hate your canvass eats, and dogs, and fools,
Themes that disgrace the pencil. Thou shalt give
A moral subject, Puss. Come, look at me; — 
Lift up thine emerald eyes! Ay, purr away!
For I am praising thee, I tell thee, Puss,
And Cats as well as Kings like flattery.
For three whole days I heard an old Fur-gown
Bepraised, that made a Duke a Chancellor;
Bepraised in prose it was, bepraised in verse;
Lauded in pious Latin to the skies;
Kudos’d egregiously in heathen Greek;
In sapphics sweetly incensed; glorified
In proud alcaics; in hexameters
Applauded to the very Galleries,
That did applaud again, whose thunder-claps,
Higher and longer, with redoubling peals,
Rung when they heard the illustrious furbelow’d
Heroically in Popean rhyme
Tee-ti-tum’d, in Miltonie blank bemouth’d;
Prose, verse, Greek, Latin, English, rhyme and blank,
Apotheosi-chaneellor’d in all,
Till Eulogy, with all her wealth of words,
Grew bankrupt, all-too-prodigal of praise,
And panting Panegyrie toil’d in vain,
O’er-task’d in keeping pace with such desert.
 

Though I can poetize right willingly,
Puss, on thy well-streak’d coat, to that Fur-gown
I was not guilty of a single line:
’Twas an old furbelow, that would hang loose,
And wrap round any one, as it were made
To fit him only, so it were but tied
With a blue ribbon.
 

What a power there is
In beauty! Within these forbidden walls
Thou hast thy range at will, and when perchance
The Fellows see thee, Puss, they overlook
Inhibitory laws, or haply think
The statute was not made for Cats like thee;
For thou art beautiful as ever Cat
That wantoned in the joy of kittenhood.
Ay, stretch thy claws, thou democratic beast, — 
I like thine independence. Treat thee well,
Thou art as playful as young Innocence;
But if we act the governor, and break
The social compact, Nature gave those claws,
And taught thee how to use them. Man, methinks,
Master and slave alike, might learn from thee
A salutary lesson: but the one
Abuses wickedly his power unjust;
The other crouches, spaniel-like, and licks
The hand that strikes him. Wiser animal,
I look at thee, familiarized, yet free;
And, thinking that a child with gentle hand
Leads by a string the large-limb’d Elephant,
With mingled indignation and contempt
Behold his drivers goad the biped beast
 




SNUFF.
 

A DELICATE pinch! oh, how it tingles up
The titillated nose, and fills the eyes
And breast, till in one comfortable sneeze
The full-collected pleasure bursts at last!
Most rare Columbus! thou shalt be for this
The only Christopher in my Calendar.
Why, but for thee the uses of the Nose
Were half unknown, and its capacity
Of joy. The summer gale that from the heath,
At midnoon glowing with the golden gorse,
Bears its balsamic odor, but provokes,
Not satisfies the sense; and all the flowers,
That with their unsubstantial fragrance tempt
And disappoint, bloom for so short a space,
That half the year the Nostrils would keep Lent,
But that the kind tobacconist admits
No winter in his work; when Nature sleeps,
His wheels roll on, and still administer
A plenitude of joy, a tangible smell.
What are Peru and those Golcondan mines
To thee, Virginia? Miserable realms,
The produce of inhuman toil, they send
Gold for the greedy, jewels for the vain.
But thine are common comforts! — To omit
Pipe-panegyric and tobacco-praise,
Think what the general joy the snuff-box gives,
Europe, and far above Pizarro’s name
Write Raleigh in thy records of renown!
Him let the school-boy bless if he behold
His master’s box produced; for when he sees
The thumb and finger of Authority
Stuff d up the nostrils; when hat, head, and wig
Shake all; when on the waistcoat black, brown dust,
From the oft-reiterated pinch profuse
Profusely scattered, lodges in its folds,
And part on the magistral table lights,
Part on the open book, soon blown away, — 
Full surely soon shall then the brow severe
Relax; and from vituperative lips
Words that of birch remind not, sounds of praise,
And jokes that must be laugh’d at shall proceed.
 

Westbury, 1799.
 




COOL REFLECTIONS DURING A MIDSUMMER WALK FROM WARMINSTER TO SHAFTESBURY. 1799.
 

O SPARE me — spare me, Phoebus! if indeed
Thou hast not let another Phaëton
Drive earthward thy fierce steeds and fiery car;
Mercy! I melt! I melt! No tree, no bush,
No shelter, not a breath of stirring air
East, West, or North, or South! Dear God of day,
Put on thy nightcap; crop thy locks of light,
And be in the fashion; turn thy back upon us,
And let thy beams flow upward; make it night
Instead of noon; — one little miracle,
In pity, gentle Phoebus!
 

What a joy,
Oh what a joy, to be a seal and flounder
On an ice island! or to have a den
With the white bear, cavern’d in polar snow!
It were a comfort to shake hands with Death, — 
He has a rare cold hand! — to wrap one’s self
In the gift shirt Dejanira sent,
Dipt in the blood of Nessus, just to keep
The sun off; or toast cheese for Beelzebub, — 
That were a cool employment to this journey
Along a road whose white intensity
Would now make platina uncongealable
Like quicksilver.
 

Were it midnight, I should walk
Self-lantern’d, saturate with sunbeams. Jove!
O gentle Jove! have mercy, and once more
Kick that obdurate Phoebus out of heaven;
Give Boreas the wind-cholic, till he roar
For cardamum, and drink down peppermint,
Making what’s left as precious as Tokay;
Send Mercury to salivate the sky
Till it dissolve in rain. O gentle Jove!
But some such little kindness to a wretch
Who feels his marrow spoiling his best coat, — 
Who swells with calorique as if a Prester
Had leaven’d every limb with poison-yeast; — 
Lend me thine eagle just to flap his wings
And fan me, and I will build temples to thee,
And turn true Pagan.
 

Not a cloud nor breeze, — 
O you most heathen Deities! if ever
My bones reach home (for, for the flesh upon them,
It hath resolved itself into a dew,)
I shall have learnt owl-wisdom. Thou vile Phoebus,
Set me a Persian sun-idolater
Upon this turnpike road, and I’ll convert him
With no inquisitorial argument
But thy own fires. Now woe be to me, wretch,
That I was in a heretic country born!
Else might some mass for the poor souls that bleach,
And burn away the calx of their offences
In that great Purgatory crucible,
Help me. O Jupiter! my poor complexion!
I am made a copper-Indian of already;
And if no kindly cloud will parasol me,
My very cellular membrane will be changed, — 
I shall be negrofied.
 

A brook! a brook!
O what a sweet, cool sound!
’Tis very nectar!
It runs like life through every strengthen’d limb!
Nymph of the stream, now take a grateful prayer.
 

1799.
 




THE PIG.
 

A COLLOQUIAL POEM.
 

JACOB! I do not like to see thy nose
Turn’d up in scornful curve at yonder Pig.
It would be well, my friend, if we, like him,
Were perfect in our kind! — And why despise
The sow-born grunter? — He is obstinate,
Thou answerest; ugly, and the filthiest beast
That banquets upon offal. — Now, I pray you,
Hear the Pig’s Counsel.
 

Is he obstinate?
We must not, Jacob, be deceived by words;
We must not take them as unheeding hands
Receive base money at the current worth,
But with a just suspicion try their sound,
And in the even balance weigh them well.
See now to what this obstinacy comes;
A poor, mistreated, democratic beast,
He knows that his unmerciful drivers seek
Their profit, and not his. He hath not learnt
That Pigs were made for Man, — born to be brawn’d
And baconized; that he must please to give
Just what his gracious masters please to take;
Perhaps his tusks, the weapons Nature gave
For self-defence, the general privilege;
Perhaps, — hark, Jacob! dost thou hear that horn?
Woe to the young posterity of Pork!
Their enemy is at hand.
 

Again. Thou say’st
The Pig is ugly. Jacob, look at him!
Those eyes have taught the Lover flattery.
His face, — nay, Jacob, Jacob! were it fair
To judge a Lady in her dishabille?
Fancy it dress’d, and with saltpetre rouged.
Behold his tail, my friend; with curls like that
The wanton hop marries her stately spouse:
So crisp in beauty Amoretta’s hair
Rings round her lover’s soul the chains of love.
And what is beauty, but the aptitude
Of parts harmonious? Give thy fancy scope,
And thou wilt find that no imagined change
Can beautify this beast. Place at his end
The starry glories of the Peacock’s pride,
Give him the Swan’s white breast; for his horn-hoofs
Shape such a foot and ankle as the waves
Crowded in eager rivalry to kiss
When Venus from the enamor’d sea arose; — 
Jacob, thou canst but make a monster of him!
All alteration man could think, would mar
His Pig-perfection.
 

The last charge, — he lives
A dirty life. Here I could shelter him
With noble and right-reverend precedents,
And show by sanction of authority
That ’tis a very honorable thing
To thrive by dirty ways. But let me rest
On better ground the unanswerable defence:
The Pig is a philosopher, who knows
No prejudice. Dirt? — Jacob, what is dirt?
If matter, — why the delicate dish that tempts
An o’ergorged Epicure to the last morsel
That stuffs him to the throat-gates, is no more.
If matter be not, but, as Sages say,
Spirit is all, and all things visible
Are one, the infinitely modified,
Think, Jacob, what that Pig is, and the mire
Wherein he stands knee-deep!
And there! the breeze
Pleads with me, and has won thee to a smile
That speaks conviction. O’er yon blossom’d field
Of beans it came, and thoughts of bacon rise.
 

Westbury, 1799.
 




THE DANCING BEAR.
 

RECOMMENDED TO THE ADVOCATES FOR THE SLAVE-TRADE.
 

RARE music! I would rather hear cat-courtship
Under my bed-room window in the night,
Than this scraped catgut’s screak. Rare dancing too!
Alas, poor Bruin! How he foots the pole,
And waddles round it with unwieldy steps,
Swaying from side to side! — The dancing-master
Hath had as profitless a pupil in him
As when he would have tortured my poor toes
To minuet grace, and made them move like clock-
In musical obedience. Bruin! Bruin! [work
Thou art but a clumsy biped! — And the mob
With noisy merriment mock his heavy pace,
And laugh to see him led by the nose! — themselves
Led by the nose, embruted, and in the eye
Of Reason from their nature’s purposes
As miserably perverted.
 

Bruin-Bear!
Now could I sonnetize thy piteous plight,
And prove how much my sympathetic heart
Even for the miseries of a beast can feel,
In fourteen lines of sensibility.
But we are told all things were made for man;
And I’ll be sworn there’s not a fellow here
Who would not swear ‘twere hanging blasphemy
To doubt that truth. Therefore, as thou wert born,
Bruin! for Man, and Man makes nothing of thee
In any other way, — most logically
It follows, thou wert born to make him sport;
That that great snout of thine was form’d on purpose
To hold a ring; and that thy fat was given thee
For an approved pomatum!
 

To demur
Were heresy. And politicians say
(Wise men who in the scale of reason give
No foolish feelings weight) that thou art here
Far happier than thy brother Bears who roam
O’er trackless snow for food; that being born
Inferior to thy leader, unto him
Rightly belongs dominion; that the compact
Was made between ye, when thy clumsy feet
First fell into the snare, and he gave up
His right to kill, conditioning thy life
Should thenceforth be his property; — besides,
’Tis wholesome for thy morals to be brought
From savage climes into a civilized state,
Into the decencies of Christendom — 
Bear! Bear! it passes in the Parliament
For excellent logic, this! What if we say
How barbarously Man abuses power?
Talk of thy baiting, it will be replied,
Thy welfare is thy owner’s interest,
But were thou baited it would injure thee,
Therefore thou art not baited. For seven years
Hear it, O Heaven, and give ear, O Earth!
For seven long years this precious syllogism
Hath baffled justice and humanity!
 

Westbury, 1799.
 




THE FILBERT.
 

NAY, gather not that Filbert, Nicholas,
There is a maggot there, — it is his house,
His castle, — oh, commit not burglary!
Strip him not naked,—’tis his clothes, his shell,
His bones, the case and armor of his life,
And thou shalt do no murder, Nicholas!
It were an easy thing to crack that nut,
Or with thy crackers or thy double teeth;
So easily may all things be destroy’d!
But ’tis not in the power of mortal man
To mend the fracture of a filbert shell.
There were two great men once amused themselves
Watching two maggots run their wriggling race,
And wagering on their speed; but, Nick, to us
It were no sport, to see the pamper’d worm
Roll out and then draw in his folds of fat,
Like to some Barber’s leathern powder-bag
Wherewith he feathers, frosts, or cauliflowers
Spruce Beau, or Lady fair, or Doctor grave.
Enough of dangers and of enemies
Hath Nature’s wisdom for the worm ordain’d;
Increase not thou the number! Him the Mouse;
Gnawing with nibbling tooth the shell’s defence,
May from his native tenement eject;
Him may the Nut-hatch, piercing with strong bill,
Unwittingly destroy; or to his hoard
The Squirrel bear, at leisure to be crack’d.
Man also hath his dangers and his foes,
As this poor Maggot hath; and when I muse
Upon the aches, anxieties, and fears,
The Maggot knows not, Nicholas, methinks
It were a happy metamorphosis
To be enkernell’d thus: never to hear
Of wars, and of invasions, and of plots,
Kings, Jacobines, and Tax-commissioners;
To feel no motion but the wind that shook
The Filbert Tree, and rock’d us to our rest;
And in the middle of such exquisite food
To live luxurious! The perfection this
Of snugness! it were to unite at onee
Hermit retirement, Aldermanic bliss,
And Stoic independence of mankind.
 

Westbury, 1799.
 




THE CATARACT OF LODORE.
 

DESCRIBED IN RHYMES FOR THE NURSERY.
 

“How does the Water
Come down at Lodore?”
My little boy ask’d me
Thus, once on a time;
And moreover he task’d me
To tell him in rhyme.
Anon at the word,
There first came one daughter,
And then came another,
To second and third
The request of their brother,
And to hear how the Water
Comes down at Lodore,
With its rush and its roar,
As many a time
They had seen it before.
So I told them in rhyme,
For of rhymes I had store;
And ’twas in my vocation
For their recreation
That so I should sing;
Because I was Laureate
To them and the King.
 

From its sources which well
In the Tarn on the fell;
From its fountains
In the mountains,
Its rills and its gills;
Through moss and through brake,
It runs and it creeps
For awhile, till it sleeps
In its own little Lake.
And thence at departing,
Awakening and starting,
It runs through the reeds,
And away it proceeds,
Through meadow and glade,
In sun and in shade,
And through the wood-shelter,
Among crags in its flurry,
Helter-skelter,
Hurry-scurry.
Here it comes sparkling,
And there it lies darkling;
Now smoking and frothing
Its tumult and wrath in,
Till in this rapid race
On which it is bent,
It reaches the place
Of its steep descent.
 

The Cataract strong
Then plunges along,
Striking and raging
As if a war waging
Its caverns and rocks among;
Rising and leaping,
Sinking and creeping,
Swelling and sweeping,
Showering and springing,
Flying and flinging,
Writhing and ringing,
Eddying and whisking.
Spouting and frisking,
Turning and twisting,
Around and around
With endless rebound:
Smiting and fighting,
A sight to delight in;
Confounding, astounding,
Dizzying and deafening the ear with its sound
 

Collecting, projecting,
Receding and speeding,
And shocking and rocking,
And darting and parting,
And threading and spreading,
And whizzing and hissing,
And dripping and skipping,
And hitting and splitting,
And shining and twining,
And rattling and battling,
And shaking and quaking,
And pouring and roaring,
And waving and raving,
And tossing and crossing,
And flowing and going,
And running and stunning,
And foaming and roaming,
And dinning and spinning,
And dropping and hopping,
And working and jerking,
And guggling and struggling,
And heaving and cleaving,
And moaning and groaning;
 

And glittering and frittering,
And gathering and feathering,
And whitening and brightening,
And quivering and shivering,
And hurrying and skurrying,
And thundering and floundering;
 

Dividing and gliding and sliding,
And falling and brawling and sprawling,
And driving and riving and striving,
And sprinkling and twinkling and wrinkling,
And sounding and bounding and rounding,
And bubbling and troubling and doubling,
And grumbling and rumbling and tumbling,
And clattering and battering and shattering;
 

Retreating and beating and meeting and sheeting,
Delaying and straying and playing and spraying,
Advancing and prancing and glancing and dancing,
Recoiling, turmoilm? and toiling and boiling,
And gleaming and streaming and steaming and beaming,
And rushing and flushing and brushing and gushing,
And flapping and rapping and clapping and slapping,
And curling and whirling and purling and twirling,
And thumping and plumping and bumping and jumping,
And dashing and flashing and splashing and clashing;
And so never ending, but always descending,
Sounds and motions forever and ever are blending,
All at once and all o’er, with a mighty uproar,
And this way the Water comes down at Lodore.
 

Keswick, 1320.
 




ROBERT THE RHYMER’S TRUE AND PARTICULAR ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF.
 

ROBERT the Rhymer, who lives at the Lakes,
Describes himself thus, to prevent mistakes;
Or rather, perhaps, be it said, to correct them,
There being plenty about for those who collect them.
He is lean of body, and lank of limb;
The man must walk fast who would overtake him.
His eyes are not yet much the worse for the wear,
And time has not thinn’d nor straighten’d his hair,
Notwithstanding that now he is more than halfway
On the road from Grizzle to Gray.
He hath a long nose with a bending ridge;
It might be worthy of notice on Strasburg bridge.
He sings like a lark when at morn he arises,
And when evening comes he nightingalizes,
Warbling house-notes wild from throat and gizzard,
Which reach from A to G, and from G to Izzard.
His voice is as good as when he was young,
And he has teeth enough left to keep-in his tongue.
A man he is by nature merry,
Somewhat Tom-foolish, and comical, very;
Who has gone through the world, not mindful of pelf,
Upon easy terms, thank Heaven, with himself,
Along by-paths and in pleasant ways,
Caring as little for censure as praise;
Having some friends whom he loves dearly,
And no lack of foes, whom he laughs at sincerely;
And never for great, nor for little things,
Has he fretted his guts to fiddle-strings.
He might have made them by such folly
Most musical, most melancholy.
 

Sic cecinit Robertus, anno ætatis suæ 55.
 




THE DEVIL’S WALK
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ADVERTISEMENT.
 

After the Devil’s Thoughts had been published by Mr
Coleridge in the collection of his Poetical Works, and the
statement with which he accompanied it, it might have been
supposed that the joint authorship of that Siamese production
had been sufficiently authenticated, and that no supposititious
claim to it would again he advanced. The following extract,
however, appeared in the John Bull of Feb. 14, 1830:—”In the Morning Post of Tuesday, we find the following
letter: — 

 

“‘To the Editor of the Morning Post.


“‘SIR, — Permit me to correct a statement which appeared
in a recent number of the John Bull, wherein it is made to
appear that Dr. Southey is the author of the Poem entitled
The Devil’s Walk. I have the means of settling this ques-
tion, since I possess the identical MS. copy of verses, as they
were written by my uncle, the late Professor Porson, during
an evening party at Dr. Beloe’s.
“‘I am, Sir, your very obedient servant,—”’R. C. PORSON.

“‘Bayswater Terrace, Feb. 6, 1830.’


“We are quite sure that Mr. Porson, the writer of the
above letter, is convinced of the truth of the statement it
contains; but although The Devil’s Walk is perhaps not a
work of which cither Mr. Southey or Mr. Porson need be
very proud, we feel it due to ourselves to restate the fact of
its being from the pen of Mr. Southey. If we are wrong, Mr.
Porson may apply to Mr. Southey; for although Mr. Person’s
eminent uncle is dead, the Poet Laureate is alive and merry.
“The Lines — Poem they can scarcely he called — were
written by Mr. Southey one morning before breakfast, the
idea having struck him while he was shaving; they were
subsequently shown to Mr. Coleridge, who, we believe,
pointed some of the stanzas, and perhaps added one or two.
“Wo beg to assure Mr. R. C. Porson that we recur to this
matter out of no disrespect either to the memory of his uncle,
which is not likely to be affected one way or another, by the
circumstance; or to his own veracity, being, as we said, quite
assured that he believes the statement he makes: our only
object is to set ourselves right.”


 

* * *

“Our readers, perhaps, may smile at the following, which
appears in yesterday’s Court Journal—”’ We have received a letter, signed “W. Marshall,” and
dated “York;” claiming for its writer the long-contested
authorship of those celebrated verses, which arc known by
the title of The Devil’s Walk on Earth, and to which attention has lately been directed anew, by Lord Byron’s imitation
of them. There have been so many mystifications connected
with the authorship of these clever verses, that, for any thing
we know to the contrary, this letter may be only one more.’”
* * *
A week afterwards there was the following notice: — Wu cannot waste any more time about The Devils Walk.
We happen to know that it is Mr. Southey’s; hut as he is
alive, we refer any body, who is not yet satisfied, to the eminent person himself — we do not mean the Devil — but the
Doctor.”
The same newspaper contained the ensuing advertisement:—’ ‘On Tuesday next, uniform with Robert Cruikshank’s
Monsieur Tonson, price one shilling: The Devil’s Walk, a
Poem, by Professor Porsen. With additions and variations
by Southey and Coleridge: illustrated by seven engravings
from R. Cruikshank. London, Marsh and Miller, 137, Oxford
Street; and Constable and Co., Edinburgh.”
Professor Porson never had any part in these verses as a
writer, and it is for the first time that he now appears in them
as the subject of two or three stanzas written some few years
ago, when the fabricated story of his having composed them
during an evening party at Dr. Vincent’s (for that was the
original habitat of this falsehood) was revived. A friend of
one of the authors, more jealous for him than he has ever been
for himself, urged him then to put the matter out of doubt, (for
it was before Mr. Coleridge had done so;) and as much to
please that friend as to amuse himself and his domestic
circle, in a sportive mood, the part which relates the rise and
progress of the Poem was thrown off, and that also touching
the aforesaid Professor. The old vein having thus been
opened, some other passages were added; and so it grew to its present length.




THE DEVIL’S WALK.
 

1.
 

FROM his brimstone bed at break of day
A walking the Devil is gone,
To look at his little, snug farm of the World,
And see how his stock went on.
 

2.
 

Over the hill and over the dale,
And he went over the plain;
And backward and forward he swish’d his tail,
As a gentleman swishes a cane.
 

3.
 

How then was the Devil dress’d?
Oh, he was in his Sunday’s best;
His coat was red, and his breeches were blue,
And there was a hole where his tail came through.
 

4.
 

A lady drove by in her pride,
In whose face an expression he spied,
For which he could have kiss’d her;
Such a flourishing, fine, clever creature was she,
With an eye as wicked as wicked can be:
I should take her for my Aunt, thought he;
If my dam had had a sister.
 

5.
 

He met a lord of high degree, — 
No matter what was his name, — 
Whose face with his own when he came to compare
The expression, the look, and the air,
And the character too, as it seem’d to a hair, — 
Such a twin-likeness there was in the pair,
That it made the Devil start and stare;
For he thought there was surely a looking-glass there
But he could not see the frame.
 

6.
 

He saw a Lawyer killing a viper
On a dunghill beside his stable;
Ho! quoth he, thou put’st me in mind
Of the story of Cain and Abel.
 

7.
 

An Apothecary on a white horse
Rode by on his vocation;
And the Devil thought of his old friend
Death in the Revelation.
 

8.
 

He pass’d a cottage with a double coach-house,
A cottage of gentility;
And he own’d with a grin
That his favorite sin
Is pride that apes humility.
 

9.
 

He saw a pig rapidly
Down a river float;
The pig swam well, but every stroke
Was cutting his own throat; — 
 

10.
 

And Satan gave thereat his tail
A twirl of admiration;
For he thought of his daughter War
And her suckling babe Taxation.
 

11.
 

Well enough, in sooth, he liked that truth,
And nothing the worse for the jest;
But this was only a first thought;
And in this he did not rest:
Another came presently into his head;
And here it proved, as has often been said,
That second thoughts are best
 

12.
 

For as Piggy plied, with wind and tide,
His way with such celerity,
And at every stroke the water dyed
With his own red blood, the Devil cried
Behold a swinish nation’s pride
In cotton-spun prosperity
 

13.
 

He walk’d into London leisurely;
The streets were dirty and dim;
But there he saw Brothers the Prophet,
And Brothers the Prophet saw him.
 

14.
 

He entered a thriving bookseller’s shop;
Quoth he, We are both of one college,
For I myself sate like a Cormorant once
Upon the Tree of Knowledge.
 

15.
 

As he passed through Cold-Bath Fields, he look’d
At a solitary cell;
And he was well-pleased, for it gave him a hint
For improving the prisons of Hell.
 

16.
 

He saw a turnkey tie a thief’s hands
With a cordial tug and jerk;
Nimbly, quoth he, a man’s fingers move
When his heart is in his work.
 

17.
 

He saw the same turnkey unfettering a man
With little expedition;
And he chuckled to think of his dear slave trade,
And the long debates and delays that were made
Concerning its abolition.
 

18.
 

He met one of his favorite daughters
By an Evangelical Meeting;
And forgetting himself for joy at her sight,
He would have accosted her outright,
And given her a fatherly greeting.
 

19.
 

But she tipp’d him a wink, drew back, and cried,
Avaunt! my name’s Religion!
And then she turn’d to the preacher,
And leer’d like a love-sick pigeon.
 

20.
 

A fine man and a famous Professor was he,
As the great Alexander now may be,
Whose fame not yet o’erpast is
Or that new Scotch performer
Who is fiercer and warmer,
The great Sir Arch-Bombastes;
 

21.
 

With throbs and throes, and ahs and ohs,
Far famed his flock for frightening;
And thundering with his voice, the while
His eyes zigzag like lightning.
 

22.
 

This Scotch phenomenon, I trow,
Beats Alexander hollow;
Even when most tame,
He breathes more flame
Than ten Fire-Kings could swallow
 

23.
 

Another daughter he presently met:
With music of fife and drum,
And a consecrated flag,
And shout of tag and rag,
And march of rank and file,
Which had fill’d the crowded aisle
Of the venerable pile,
From church he saw her come.
 

24.
 

He call’d her aside, and began to chide,
For what dost thou here? said he;
My city of Rome is thy proper home,
And there’s work enough there for thee.
 

25.
 

Thou hast confessions to listen,
And bells to christen,
And altars and dolls to dress;
And fools to coax,
And sinners to hoax,
And beads and bones to bless;
And great pardons to sell
For those who pay well,
And small ones for those who pay less.
 

26.
 

Nay, Father, I boast, that this is my post,
She answered; and thou wilt allow,
That the great Harlot,
Who is clothed in scarlet,
Can very well spare me now.
 

27.
 

Upon her business I am come here,
That we may extend her powers;
Whatever lets down this church that we hate,
Is something in favor of ours.
 

28.
 

You will not think, great Cosmocrat!
That I spend my time in fooling;
Many irons, my Sire, have we in the fire,
And I must leave none of them cooling;
For you must know state-councils here
Are held which I bear rule in.
When my liberal notions
Produce mischievous motions,
There’s many a man of good intent,
In either house of Parliament,
Whom I shall find a tool in;
And I have hopeful pupils too
Who all this while are schooling.
 

29.
 

Fine progress they make in our liberal opinions,
My Utilitarians,
My all sorts of — inians
And all sorts of — arians;
My all sorts of — ists,
And my Prigs and my Whigs,
Who have all sorts of twists,
Train’d in the very way, I know,
Father, you would have them go;
High and low,
Wise and foolish, great and small,
March-of-Intellect-Boys all.
 

30.
 

Well pleased wilt thou be at no very far day,
When the caldron of mischief boils,
And I bring them forth in battle array,
And bid them suspend their broils,
That they may unite and fall on the prey,
For which we are spreading our toils.
How the nice boys all will give mouth at the call,
Hark away! hark away to the spoils!
My Macs and my Quacks and my lawless-Jacks,
My Shields and O’Connells, my pious Mac-Donnells,
My joke-smith Sidney, and all of his kidney,
My Humes and my Broughams,
My merry old Jerry,
My Lord Kings, and my Doctor Doyles!
 

31.
 

At this good news, so great
The Devil’s pleasure grew,
That with a joyful swish he rent
The hole where his tail came through.
 

32.
 

His countenance fell for a moment
When he felt the stitches go;
Ah! thought he, there’s a job now
That I’ve made for my tailor below.
 

33.
 

Great news! bloody news! cried a newsman;
The Devil said, Stop, let me see!
Great news? bloody news? thought the Devil,
The bloodier the better for me.
 

34.
 

So he bought the newspaper, and no news
At all for his money he had.
Lying varlet, thought he, thus to take in old Nick!
But it’s some satisfaction, my lad,
To know thou art paid beforehand for the trick,
For the sixpence I gave thee is bad.
 

35.
 

And then it came into his head,
By oracular inspiration,
That what he had seen and what he had said,
In the course of this visitation,
Would be published in the Morning Post
For all this reading nation.
 

36.
 

Therewith in second-sight he saw
The place, and the manner and time,
In which this mortal story
Would be put in immortal rhyme.
 

37.
 

That it would happen when two poets
Should on a time be met
In the town of Nether Stowey,
In the shire of Somerset.
 

38.
 

There, while the one was shaving,
Would he the song begin;
And the other, when he heard it at breakfast,
In ready accord join in.
 

39.
 

So each would help the other,
Two heads being better than one;
And the phrase and conceit
Would in unison meet,
And so with glee the verse flow free
In ding-dong chime of sing-song rhyme,
Till the whole were merrily done.
 

40.
 

And because it was set to the razor,
Not to the lute or harp,
Therefore it was that the fancy
Should be bright, and the wit be sharp.
 

41.
 

But their, said Satan to himself,
As for that said beginner,
Against my infernal Majesty
There is no greater sinner.
 

42.
 

He hath put me in ugly ballads
With libellous pictures for sale;
He hath scoff’d at my hoofs and my horns,
And has made very free with my tail.
 

43.
 

But this Mister Poet shall find
I am not a safe subject for whim;
For I’ll set up a School of my own,
And my Poets shall set upon him.
 

44.
 

He went to a coffee-house to dine,
And there he had soy in his dish;
Having ordered some soles for his dinner.
Because he was fond of flat fish.
 

45.
 

They are much to my palate, thought he,
And now guess the reason who can,
Why no bait should be better than place,
When I fish for a Parliament-man.
 

46.
 

But the soles in the bill were ten shillings,
Tell your master, quoth he, what I say;
If he charges at this rate for all things,
He must be in a pretty good way.
 

47.
 

But mark ye, said he to the waiter,
I’m a dealer myself in this line,
And his business, between you and me,
Nothing like so extensive as mine.
 

48.
 

Now soles are exceedingly cheap;
Which he will not attempt to deny,
When I see him at my fish-market,
I warrant him, by and by.
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FOR A TABLET AT GODSTOW NUNNERY.
 

Here Stranger rest thee! from the neighbouring towers
Of Oxford, haply thou hast forced thy bark
Up this strong stream, whose broken waters here
Send pleasant murmurs to the listening sense:
Rest thee beneath this hazel; its green boughs
Afford a grateful shade, and to the eye
Fair is its fruit: Stranger! the seemly fruit
Is worthless, all is hollowness within,
For on the grave of ROSAMUND it grows!
Young lovely and beloved she fell seduced,
And here retir’d to wear her wretched age
In earnest prayer and bitter penitence,
Despis’d and self-despising: think of her
Young Man! and learn to reverence Womankind!
 




FOR A COLUMN AT NEWBURY.
 

Art thou a Patriot Traveller? on this field
Did FALKLAND fall the blameless and the brave
Beneath a Tyrant’s banners: dost thou boast
Of loyal ardor? HAMBDEN perish’d here,
The rebel HAMBDEN, at whose glorious name
The heart of every honest Englishman
Beats high with conscious pride. Both uncorrupt,
Friends to their common country both, they fought,
They died in adverse armies. Traveller!
If with thy neighbour thou should’st not accord,
In charity remember these good men,
And quell each angry and injurious thought.
 




FOR A CAVERN THAT OVERLOOKS THE RIVER AVON.
 

Enter this cavern Stranger! the ascent
Is long and steep and toilsome; here awhile
Thou mayest repose thee, from the noontide heat
O’ercanopied by this arch’d rock that strikes
A grateful coolness: clasping its rough arms
Round the rude portal, the old ivy hangs
Its dark green branches down, and the wild Bees,
O’er its grey blossoms murmuring ceaseless, make
Most pleasant melody. No common spot
Receives thee, for the Power who prompts the song,
Loves this secluded haunt. The tide below
Scarce sends the sound of waters to thine ear;
And this high-hanging forest to the wind
Varies its many hues. Gaze Stranger here!
And let thy soften’d heart intensely feel
How good, how lovely, Nature! When from hence
Departing to the City’s crouded streets,
Thy sickening eye at every step revolts
From scenes of vice and wretchedness; reflect
That Man creates the evil he endures.
 




FOR THE APARTMENT IN CHEPSTOW-CASTLE WHERE HENRY MARTEN THE REGICIDE WAS IMPRISONED THIRTY YEARS.
 

For thirty years secluded from mankind,
Here Marten linger’d. Often have these walls
Echoed his footsteps, as with even tread
He paced around his prison: not to him
Did Nature’s fair varieties exist;
He never saw the Sun’s delightful beams,
Save when thro’ yon high bars it pour’d a sad
And broken splendor. Dost thou ask his crime?
He had rebell’d against the King, and sat
In judgment on him; for his ardent mind
Shaped goodliest plans of happiness on earth,
And peace and liberty. Wild dreams! But such
As PLATO lov’d; such as with holy zeal
Our MILTON worshipp’d. Blessed hopes! awhile
From man withheld, even to the latter days,
When CHRIST shall come and all things be fulfill’d.
 




FOR A MONUMENT AT SILBURY-HILL.
 

This mound in some remote and dateless day
Rear’d o’er a Chieftain of the Age  of Hills,
May here detain thee Traveller! from thy road
Not idly lingering. In his narrow house
Some Warrior sleeps below: his gallant deeds
Haply at many a solemn festival
The Bard has harp’d, but perish’d is the song
Of praise, as o’er these bleak and barren downs
The wind that passes and is heard no more.
Go Traveller on thy way, and contemplate
Glory’s brief pageant, and remember then
That one good deed was never wrought in vain.
 




FOR A MONUMENT IN THE NEW FOREST.
 

This is the place where William’s kingly power
Did from their poor and peaceful homes expel,
Unfriended, desolate, and shelterless,
The habitants of all the fertile track
Far as these wilds extend. He levell’d down
Their little cottages, he bade their fields
Lie barren, so that o’er the forest waste
He might most royally pursue his sports!
If that thine heart be human, Passenger!
Sure it will swell within thee, and thy lips
Will mutter curses on him. Think thou then
What cities flame, what hosts unsepulchred
Pollute the passing wind, when raging Power
Drives on his blood-hounds to the chase of Man;
And as thy thoughts anticipate that day
When God shall judge aright, in charity
Pray for the wicked rulers of mankind.
 




FOR A TABLET ON THE BANKS OF A STREAM.
 

Stranger! awhile upon this mossy bank
Recline thee. If the Sun rides high, the breeze,
That loves to ripple o’er the rivulet,
Will play around thy brow, and the cool sound
Of running waters soothe thee. Mark how clear
It sparkles o’er the shallows, and behold
Where o’er its surface wheels with restless speed
Yon glossy insect, on the sand below
How the swift shadow flies. The stream is pure
In solitude, and many a healthful herb
Bends o’er its course and drinks the vital wave:
But passing on amid the haunts of man,
It finds pollution there, and rolls from thence
A tainted tide. Seek’st thou for HAPPINESS?
Go Stranger, sojourn in the woodland cot
Of INNOCENCE, and thou shalt find her there.
 




FOR THE CENOTAPH AT ERMENONVILLE.
 

STRANGER! the MAN OF NATURE lies not here:
Enshrin’d far distant by his  rival’s side
His relics rest, there by the giddy throng
With blind idolatry alike revered!
Wiselier directed have thy pilgrim feet
Explor’d the scenes of Ermenonville. ROUSSEAU
Loved these calm haunts of Solitude and Peace;
Here he has heard the murmurs of the stream,
And the soft rustling of the poplar grove,
When o’er their bending boughs the passing wind
Swept a grey shade. Here if thy breast be full,
If in thine eye the tear devout should gush,
His SPIRIT shall behold thee, to thine home
From hence returning, purified of heart.
 




INSCRIPTIONS FOR THE CALEDONIAN CANAL
 

1. AT CLACHNACHARRY
 

Athwart the island here, from sea to sea,
Between these mountain barriers, the Great Glen
Of Scotland offers to the traveller,
Through wilds impervious else, an easy path,
Along the shore of rivers and of lakes,
In line continuous, whence the waters flow
Dividing east and west. Thus had they held
For untold centuries their perpetual course
Unprofited, till in the Georgian age
This mighty work was planned, which should unite
The lakes, control the innavigable streams,
And through the bowels of the land deduce
A way, where vessels which must else have braved
The formidable Cape, and have essayed
The perils of the Hyperborean Sea,
Might from the Baltic to the Atlantic deep
Pass and repass at will. So when the storm
Careers abroad, may they securely here,
Through birchen groves, green fields, and pastoral hills,
Pursue their voyage home. Humanity
May boast this proud expenditure, begun
By Britain in a time of arduous war;
Through all the efforts and emergencies
Of that long strife continued, and achieved
After her triumph, even at the time
When national burdens bearing on the State
Were felt with heaviest pressure. Such expense
Is best economy. In growing wealth,
Comfort and spreading industry, behold
The fruits immediate! And in days to come,
Fitly shall this great British work be named
With whatsoe’er of most magnificence,
For public use Rome in her plenitude
Of power effected, or all-glorious Greece,
Or Egypt, mother-land of all the arts.
 

2. AT FORT AUGUSTUS
 

Thou who hast reached this level, where the glede,
Wheeling between the mountains in mid-air,
Eastward or westward as his gyre inclines,
Descries the German or the Atlantic Sea,
Pause here; and, as thou seest the ship pursue
Her easy way serene, call thou to mind
By what exertions of victorious art
The way was opened. Fourteen times upheaved,
The vessel hath ascended, since she changed
The salt sea water for the highland lymph;
As oft in imperceptible descent
Must, step by step, be lowered, before she woo
The ocean breeze again. Thou hast beheld
What basins, most capacious of their kind,
Enclose her, while the obedient element
Lifts or depones its burthen. Thou hast seen
The torrent hurrying from its native hills
Pass underneath the broad canal inhumed,
Then issue harmless thence; the rivulet
Admitted by its intake peaceably,
Forthwith by gentle overfall discharged:
And haply too thou hast observed the herds
Frequent their vaulted path, unconscious they
That the wide waters on the long low arch
Above them, lie sustained. What other works
Science, audacious in emprize, hath wrought,
Meet not the eye, but well may fill the mind.
Not from the bowels of the land alone,
From lake and stream hath their diluvial wreck
Been scooped to form this navigable way;
Huge rivers were controlled, or from their course
Shouldered aside; and at the eastern mouth,
Where the salt ooze denied a resting place,
There were the deep foundations laid, by weight
On weight immersed, and pile on pile down-driven,
Till steadfast as the everlasting rocks
The massive outwork stands. Contemplate now
What days and nights of thought, what years of toil,
What inexhaustive springs of public wealth
The vast design required; the immediate good,
The future benefit progressive still;
And thou wilt pay the tribute of due praise
To those whose counsels, whose decrees, whose care,
For after ages formed the generous work.
 

3. AT BANAVIE
 

Where these capacious basins, by the laws
Of the subjacent element receive
The ship, descending or upraised, eight times,
From stage to stage with unfelt agency
Translated; fitliest may the marble here
Record the Architect’s immortal name.
Telford it was, by whose presiding mind
The whole great work was planned and perfected;
Telford, who o’er the vale of Cambrian Dee,
Aloft in air, at giddy height upborne,
Carried his navigable road, and hung
High o’er Menaï’s straits the bending bridge;
Structures of more ambitious enterprise
Than minstrels in the age of old romance
To their own Merlin’s magic lore ascribed.
Nor hath he for his native land performed
Less in his proud design; and where his piers
Around her coast from many a fisher’s creek
Unsheltered else, and many an ample port
Repel the assailing storm; and where his roads
In beautiful and sinuous line far seen,
Wind with the vale, and win the long ascent,
Now o’er the deep morass sustained, and now
Across ravine, or glen, or estuary,
Opening a passage through the wilds subdued.
 




EPITAPH IN BUTLEIGH CHURCH.
 

Divided far by death were they, whose names,
In honour here united, as in birth,
This monumental verse records. They drew
In Dorset’s healthy vales their natal breath,
And from these shores beheld the ocean first,
Whereon, in early youth, with one accord
They chose their way of fortune; to that course
By Hood and Bridport’s bright example drawn,
Their kinsmen, children of this place, and sons
Of one, who in his faithful ministry
Inculcated, within these hallowed walls,
The truths, in mercy to mankind revealed.
Worthy were these three brethren each to add
New honours to the already honour’d name;
But Arthur, in the morning of his day,
Perished amid the Caribbean sea,
When the Pomona, by a hurricane
Whirl’d, riven and overwhelmed, with all her crew
Into the deep went down. A longer date
To Alexander was assign’d, for hope
For fair ambition, and for fond regret,
Alas, how short! for duty, for desert,
Sufficing; and, while Time preserves the roll
Of Britain’s naval feats, for good report.
A boy, with Cook he rounded the great globe;
A youth, in many a celebrated fight
With Rodney had his part; and having reach’d
Life’s middle stage, engaging ship to ship,
When the French Hercules, a gallant foe,
Struck to the British Mars his three-striped flag,
He fell, in the moment of his victory.
Here his remains in sure and certain hope
Are laid, until the hour when earth and sea
Shall render up their dead. One brother yet
Survived, with Keppel and with Rodney train’d
In battles, with the Lord of Nile approved,
Ere in command he worthily upheld
Old England’s high prerogative. In the east,
The west, the Baltic, and the midland seas,
Yea, wheresoever hostile fleets have plough’d
The ensanguined deep, his thunders have been heard,
His flag in brave defiance hath been seen,
And bravest enemies at Sir Samuel’s name
Felt fatal presage in their inmost heart,
Of unavertable defeat foredoom’d.
Thus in the path of glory he rode on,
Victorious alway, adding praise to praise;
Till full of honours, not of years, beneath
The venom of the infected clime he sunk,
On Coromandel’s coast, completing there
His service, only when his life was spent.
To the three brethren, Alexander’s son
(Sole scion he in whom their line survived,)
With English feeling, and the deeper sense
Of filial duty, consecrates this tomb.
 




EPITAPH.
 

To Butler’s venerable memory.
By private gratitude for public worth.
This monument is raised, here where twelve years
Meekly the blameless Prelate exercised
His pastoral charge; and whither, though removed
A little while to Durham’s wider See,
His mortal relics were conveyed to rest. 
Bom in dissent, and in the school of schism 
Bred, he withstood the withering influence 
Of that unwholesome nurture. To the Church, 
In strength of mind mature and judgment clear, 
A convert, in sincerity of heart 
Seeking the truth, deliberately convinced, 
And finding there the truth he sought, he came. 
In honor must his high desert be held 
While there is any virtue, any praise; 
For he it was whose gifled intellect 
First apprehended, and developed first 
The analogy connate, which in its course 
And constitution Nature manifests 
To the Creator’s word and will divine; 
And in the depth of that great argument 
LAying his firm foundation, built thereon 
Proofs neyer to be shaken of the truths 
Reveal’d from Heaven in mercy to mankind; 
Allying thus Philosophy with Faith, 
And finding in things seen and known the type 
And evidence of those within the veil.
 




DEDICATIOM OF THE AUTHOR’S COLLOQUIES ON THE PROGRESS AND PROSPECTS OF SOCIETY.
 

MEMORY OF THE REV. HERBERT HILL
 

Fonnerly Student of Christ Church, Oxford; successively Chaplain to the British Factories at Porto and at Lisbon; and late Rector of Streatham; who was released from this life, Sept. 19, 1898, in the 80th year of his age.
 

Not upon marble or sepulchral brass
Have I the record of thy worth inscribed.
Dear Uncle! nor from Chantrey’s chisel ask’d
A monumental statue, which might wear
Through many an age thy venerable form.
Such tribute, were I rich in this world’s wealth.
Should rightfully be rendered, in discharge
Of grateful duty, to the world evinced
When testifying so by outward sign
Its deep and inmost sense. But what I can
Is rendered piously, prefixing here
Thy perfect lineaments, two centuries
Before thy birth by Holbein’s happy hand
Prefigured thus. It is the portraiture
Of More, the mild, the learned, and the good;
Traced in that better stage of human life.
When vain imaginations, troublous thoughts.
And hopes and fears have had their course, and left
The intellect composed, the heart at rest.
Nor yet decay hath touch’d our mortal frame.
Such was the man whom Henry, of desert
Appreciant alway, chose for highest trust;
Whom England in that eminence approved;
Whom Europe honored, and Erasmus loved.
 

Such was he ere heart-hardening bigotry
Obscured his spirit, made him with himself
Discordant, and contracting then his brow,
With sour defeature marr’d his countenance.
What he was, in his best and happiest time.
Even such wert thou, dear Uncle! such thy look
Benign and thoughtful; such thy placid mien;
Thine eye serene, significant, and strong.
Bright in its quietness, yet brightening oft
With quick emotion of benevolence.
Or flash of active fancy, and that mirth
Which aye with sober wisdom well accords.
Nor ever did true Nature, with more nice
Exactitude, fit to the inner man
The fleshly mould, than when she stamp’d on tiling
Her best credentials, and bestow’d on thee
An aspect, to whose sure benignity
Beasts with instinctive confidence could trust,
Which at a glance obtain’d respect from men.
And won at once good will from all the good.
Such as in semblance, such in word and deed
Lisbon beheld him, when for many a yeax
The even tenor of his spotless life
Adom’d the English Church, — her minister.
In that stronghold of Rome’s Idolatry,
To God and man approved. What Englishman,
Who in those peaceful days of Portugal
Resorted thither, curious to observe
Her cities, and the works and ways of men,
But sought him, and from his abundant stores
Of knowledge profited f What stricken one.
Sent thither to protract a living death.
Forlorn perhaps, and friendless else, but found
A firiend in him ? What mourners, — who had seen
The object of their agonizing hopes
In that sad cypress ground deposited.
Wherein so many a flower of British growth,
Untimely faded and cut down, is laid.
In foreign earth compress’d, — but bore away
A life-long sense of his compassionate care.
His Christian goodness ? Faithful shepherd he,
And vigilant against the wolves, who, there.
If entrance might be won, would straight beset
The dying stranger, and with merciless zeal
Bay th^ death-bed. In every family
Throughout his fold was he the welcome guest,
Alike to every generation dear,
The children’s favorite, and the grandsire’s friend;
Tried, trusted and beloved. So liberal, too,
In secret alms, even to his utmost means.
That they who served him, and who saw in part
The channels where his constant bounty ran,
Maugre their own uncharitable faith.
Believed him, for his works, secure of Heaven.
It would have been a grief for me to think
The features, which so perfectly expressed
That excellent mind, should irretrievably
From earth have past away, existing now
Only in some few faithful memories
Insoul’d, and not by any limner’s skill
To be imbodied thence. A blessing then
On him, in whose prophetic counterfeit
Preserved, the children now, who were the crown
Of his old age, may see their father’s face,
Here to the very life portray’d, as when
Spain’s mountain passes, and her ilex woods,
And fragant wildernesses , side hy side,
With him 1 traversed, in my morn of youth,
And ^ther’d knowledge from his full discourse.
Often, in former years, 1 pointed out,
Well-pleased, the casual portrait, which so well
Assorted in all points; and haply since,
While lingering o’er this meditative work.
Sometimes that likeness, not unconsciously.
Hath tinged the strain; and therefore, for the sake
Of this resemblance, are these volumes now
Thus to his memory properly inscribed.
O friend! O more than father! who I found
Forbearing alway, alway kind; to whom
No gratitude can speak the debt I owe;
Far on their earthly pilgrimage advanced
Are they who knew thee when we drew the breath
Of that delicious clime! The most are gone;
And whoso yet survive of those who then
Were in their summer season, on the tree
Of life hang here and there like wintry leaves.
Which the first breeze will from the bough bring down.
I, too, am in the sear, the yellow leaf.
And yet (no wish is nearer to my heart)
One arduous labor more, as unto thee
In duty bound, full fain would I complete,
(So Heaven permit,) recording faithfully
The heroic rise, the glories, the decline.
Of that fallen country, dear to us, wherein
The better portion of thy days was past;
And where, in fruitful intercourse with thee.
My intellectual life received betimes
The bias it hath kept. Poor Portugal,
In us thou harboredst no ungrateful guests!
We loved thee well; Mother magnanimous
Of mighty intellects and faithful hearts, — 
For such in other times thou wert, nor yet
To be despair’d of, for not yet, methinks.
Degenerate wholly, — yes, we loved thee well!
And in thy moving story, (so but life
Be given me to mature the gathered store
Of thirty years,) poet and politic,
And Christian sage, (only philosopher
Who from the Well of living water drinks
Never to thirst again,) shall find, I ween.
For fancy, and for profitable thought.
Abundant food.
 

Alas! should this be given,
Such consummation of my work will now
Be but a mournful close, the one being gone,
Whom to have satisfied was still to me
A pure reward, outweighing far all breath
Of public praise. O friend revered, O guide
And fellow-laborer in this ample field.
How large a portion of myself hath past
With thee, from earth to heaven! — Thus they who reach
Gray hairs die piecemeal. But in good old age
Thou hast departed; not to be bewail’d, — 
Oh no! The promise on the Mount vouchsafed.
Nor abrogate by any later law
Reveal ‘d to man, — that promise, as by thee
Full piously deserved, was faithfully
In thee fulfilled, and in the land thy days
Were long. 1 would not, as I saw thee Ust,
For a king’s ransom, have detain’d thee here, — 
Bent, like the antique sculptor’s limbless trunk.
By chronic pain, yet with thine eye unquench’d,
The ear undimm’d, the mind retentive still.
The heart unchanged, the intellectual lamp
Burning in its corporeal sepulchre.
No; not if human wishes had had power
To have suspended Nature’s constant work.
Would they who loved thee have detain’d thee thus
Waiting for death.
 

That trance is over. Thou
Art enter’d on thy heavenly heritage;
And I, whose dial of mortality
Points to the eleventh hour, shall follow soon.
Meantime, with dutiful and patient hope,
I labor that our names conjoin’d may long
Survive, in honor one day to be held
Where old Lisboa from her hills o’erlooks
Expanded Tagus, with its populous shores
And pine woods, to Palmella’s crested height:
Nor there alone; but in those rising realms
Where now the offsets of the Lusian tree
Push forth their vigorous shoots, — from central plains.
Whence rivers flow divergent, to the gulf
Southward, where wild Parana disembogues
A sea-like stream; and northward, in a world
Of forests, where huge Orellana clips
His thousand islands with his thousand arms.
 




CARMEN TRIUMPHALE
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FOR THE COMMENCEMENT OF THE YEAR 1814.
 

From 1809 Southey had started contributing poems and articles to the Quarterly Review and he had become so well known by 1813 that he was appointed Poet Laureate after Walter Scott had refused the post. The following Pindaric ode Carmen Triumphale was written to celebrate his appointment and opens with a respectful salute to the new Poet Laureate’s predecessors, including Dryden and his beloved Spenser.  The poem also functions as a new year’s ode and details the Duke of Wellington’s victories in the Peninsular War. While Southey would break with the convention of publishing annual odes on the state of the nation, the convention of abusing the new laureate, which had begun with Whitehead, continued unabated. 

Lord Byron wrote to James Wedderburn Webster: “I have been passing my time with Rogers and Sir James Mackintosh; and once at Holland House I met Southey; he is a person of very ‘epic’ appearance, and has a fine head — as far as the outside goes, and wants nothing but taste to make the inside equally attractive” And Francis Jeffrey wrote: “On the whole, we cannot congratulate Mr. Southey on ‘Carmen Triumphale’; — and, high as our expectations were, when we heard that he had ‘forsworn thin potations, and addicted himself to sack,’ we are now satisfied that this diet does not at all agree with his poetical temperament; and advise him to shake off his foolish bays, and return to his fresh water a speedily as possible. We think very favourably of his abilities, when his head is clear, and divested of these incumbrances; and promise ourselves much and frequent gratification from the sober use of his pen.”
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Lord Byron (1788-1824) was always a severe critic of Southey’s literary talent, sinisterly portraying him in Don Juan as “insolent, narrow and shabby”.  Byron was quick to attack Southey after his appointment as Poet Laureate.




Carmen Triumphale.
 

FOR THE COMMENCEMENT OF THE YEAR 1814.
 

I.
 

In happy hour doth he receive
The Laurel, meed of famous Bards of yore,
Which Dryden and diviner Spenser wore,..
In happy hour, and well may he rejoice,
Whose earliest task must be
To raise the exultant hymn for victory,
And join a nation’s joy with harp and voice,
Pouring the strain of triumph on the wind,
Glory to God, his song, Deliverance for Mankind!
 

II.
 

Wake, lute and harp! My soul take up the strain!
Glory to God! Deliverance for Mankind!
Joy,.. for all Nations, joy! But most for thee,
Who hast so nobly fill’d thy part assign’d,
O England! O my glorious native land!
For thou in evil days didst stand
Against leagued Europe all in arms array’d,
Single and undismay’d,
Thy hope in Heaven and in thine own right hand.
Now are thy virtuous efforts overpaid,
Thy generous counsels now their guerdon find,
Glory to God! Deliverance for Mankind!
 

III.
 

Dread was the strife, for mighty was the foe
Who sought with his whole strength thy overthrow.
The Nations bow’d before him; some in war
Subdued, some yielding to superior art;
Submiss, they follow’d his victorious car.
Their Kings, like Satraps, waited round his throne;
For Britain’s ruin and their own,
By force or fraud in monstrous league combined.
Alone, in that disastrous hour,
Britain stood firm and braved his power;
Alone she fought the battles of mankind.
 

IV.
 

O virtue which, above all former fame,
Exalts her venerable name!
O joy of joys for every British breast!
That with that mighty peril full in view,
The Queen of Ocean to herself was true!
That no weak heart, no abject mind possess’d
Her counsels, to abase her lofty crest,..
(Then had she sunk in everlasting shame,)
But ready still to succour the oppress’d,
Her Red Cross floated on the waves unfurl’d,
Offering Redemption to the groaning world.
 

V.
 

First from his trance the heroic Spaniard woke;
His chains he broke,
And casting off his neck the treacherous yoke,
He call’d on England, on his generous foe:
For well he knew that wheresoe’er
Wise policy prevail’d, or brave despair,
Thither would Britain’s liberal succours flow,
Her arm be present there.
Then, too, regenerate Portugal display’d
Her ancient virtue, dormant all-too-long.
Rising against intolerable wrong,
On England, on her old ally, for aid
The faithful nation call’d in her distress:
And well that old ally the call obey’d,
Well was that faithful friendship then repaid.
 

VI.
 

Say from thy trophied field how well,
Vimeiro! Rocky Douro tell!
And thou, Busaco, on whose sacred height
The astonished Carmelite,
While those unwonted thunders shook his cell,
Join’d with his prayers the fervour of the fight.
Bear witness those Old Towers, where many a day
Waiting with foresight calm the fitting hour,
The Wellesley, gathering strength in wise delay,
Defied the Tyrant’s undivided power.
Swore not the boastful Frenchman in his might,
Into the sea to drive his Island-foe?
Tagus and Zezere, in secret night,
Ye saw that host of ruffians take their flight!
And in the Sun’s broad light
Onoro’s Springs beheld their overthrow.
 

VII.
 

Patient of loss, profuse of life,
Meantime had Spain endured the strife;
And though she saw her cities yield,
Her armies scatter’d in the field,
Her strongest bulwarks fall;
The danger undismay’d she view’d,
Knowing that nought could e’er appal
The Spaniards’ fortitude.
What though the Tyrant, drunk with power,
Might vaunt himself, in impious hour,
Lord and Disposer of this earthly ball?
Her cause is just, and Heaven is over all.
 

VIII.
 

Therefore no thought of fear debased
Her judgement, nor her acts disgraced.
To every ill, but not to shame resign’d,
All sufferings, all calamities she bore.
She bade the people call to mind
Their heroes of the days of yore,
Pelayo and the Campeador,
With all who once in battle strong,
Lived still in story and in song.
Against the Moor, age after age,
Their stubborn warfare did they wage;
Age after age, from sire to son,
The hallowed sword was handed down;
Nor did they from that warfare cease,
And sheathe that hallowed sword in peace,
Until the work was done.
 

IX.
 

Thus, in the famous days of yore,
Their fathers triumph’d o’er the Moor.
They gloried in his overthrow,
But touch’d not with reproach his gallant name;
For fairly, and with hostile aim profest,
The Moor had rear’d his haughty crest,
An open, honourable foe;
But as a friend the treacherous Frenchman came,
And Spain received him as a guest.
Think what your fathers were! she cried,
Think what ye are, in sufferings tried;
And think of what your sons must be.. 
Even as ye make them.. slaves or free!
 

X.
 

Strains such as these from Spain’s three seas,
And from the farthest Pyrenees,
Rung through the region. Vengeance was the word;
One impulse to all hearts at once was given;
From every voice the sacred cry was heard,
And borne abroad by all the winds of Heaven.
Heaven too, to whom the Spaniards look’d for aid,
A spirit equal to the hour bestow’d;
And gloriously the debt they paid,
Which to their valiant ancestors they owed;
And gloriously against the power of France
Maintain’d their children’s proud inheritance.
Their steady purpose no defeat could move,
No horrors could abate their constant mind;
Hope had its source and resting place above,
And they, to loss of all on earth resign’d,
Suffer’d, to save their country, and mankind.
What strain heroic might suffice to tell,
How Zaragoza stood, and how she fell?
Ne’er since yon sun began his daily round,
Was higher virtue, holier valour, found,
Than on that consecrated ground.
 

XI.
 

Alone the noble Nation stood,
When from Coruna, in the main,
The star of England set in blood.
Ere long on Talavera’s plain,
That star resplendent rose again;
And though that day was doom’d to be
A day of frustrate victory,
Not vainly bled the brave;
For French and Spaniard there might see
That England’s arm was strong to save;
Fair promise there the Wellesley gave,
And well in sight of Earth and Heaven,
Did he redeem the pledge which there was given.
 

XII.
 

Lord of Conquest, heir of Fame,
From rescued Portugal he came.
Rodrigo’s walls in vain oppose;
In vain thy bulwarks, Badajoz;
And Salamanca’s heights proclaim
The Conqueror’s praise, the Wellesley’s name.
Oh, had the sun stood still that hour,
When Marmont and his broken power
Fled from their field of shame!
Spain felt through all her realms the electric blow;
Cadiz in peace expands her gates again;
And Betis, who to bondage long resign’d,
Flow’d mournfully along the silent plain,
Into her joyful bosom unconfined,
Receives once more the treasures of the main.
 

XIII.
 

What now shall check the Wellesley, when at length
Onward he goes, rejoicing in his strength?
From Douro, from Castille’s extended plain,
The foe, a numerous band,
Retire; amid the heights which overhang
Dark Ebro’s bed, they think to make their stand.
He reads their purpose, and prevents their speed;
And still as they recede,
Impetuously he presses on their way;
Till by Vittoria’s walls they stood at bay,
And drew their battle up in fair array.
 

XIV.
 

Vain their array, their valour vain:
There did the practised Frenchman find
A master arm, a master mind!
Behold his veteran army driven
Like dust before the breath of Heaven,
Like leaves before the autumnal wind!
Now, Britain, now thy brow with laurels bind;
Raise now the song of joy for rescued Spain!
And Europe, take thou up the awakening strain.. 
Glory to God! Deliverance for mankind!
 

XV.
 

From Spain the living spark went forth:
The flame hath caught, the flame is spread!
It warms,.. it fires the farthest North.
Behold! the awaken’d Moscovite
Meets the Tyrant in his might;
The Brandenburg, at Freedom’s call,
Rises more glorious from his fall;
And Frederic, best and greatest of the name,
Treads in the path of duty and of fame.
See Austria from her painful trance awake!
The breath of God goes forth,.. the dry bones shake!
Up Germany!.. with all thy nations rise!
Land of the virtuous and the wise,
No longer let that free, that mighty mind,
Endure its shame! She rose as from the dead,
She broke her chains upon the oppressor’s head.. 
Glory to God! Deliverance for Mankind!
 

XVI.
 

Open thy gates, O Hanover! display
Thy loyal banners to the day;
Receive thy old illustrious line once more!
Beneath an Upstart’s yoke opprest,
Long hath it been thy fortune to deplore
That line, whose fostering and paternal sway
So many an age thy grateful children blest.
The yoke is broken now:.. A mightier hand
Hath dash’d,.. in pieces dash’d,.. the iron rod.
To meet her Princes, the deliver’d land
Pours her rejoicing multitudes abroad;
The happy bells, from every town and tower,
Roll their glad peals upon the joyful wind;
And from all hearts and tongues, with one consent,
The high thanksgiving strain to heaven is sent,..
Glory to God! Deliverance for Mankind!
 

XVII.
 

Egmont and Horn, heard ye that holy cry,
Martyrs of Freedom, from your seats in Heaven?
And William the Deliverer, doth thine eye
Regard from yon empyreal realm the land
For which thy blood was given?
What ills hath that poor Country suffer’d long!
Deceived, despised, and plunder’d, and oppress’d,
Mockery and insult aggravating wrong!
Severely she her errors hath atoned,
And long in anguish groan’d,
Wearing the patient semblance of despair,
While fervent curses rose with every prayer,
In mercy Heaven at length its ear inclined;
The avenging armies of the North draw nigh,
Joy for the injured Hollander!.. the cry
Of Orange rends the sky!
All hearts are now in one good cause combined,.
Once more that flag triumphant floats on high,..
Glory to God! Deliverance for Mankind!
 

XVIII.
 

When shall the Dove go forth? Oh when
Shall Peace return among the Sons of Men?
Hasten benignant Heaven the blessed day!
Justice must go before,
And Retribution must make plain the way;
Force must be crushed by Force,
The power of Evil by the power of Good,
Ere Order bless the suffering world once more,
Or Peace return again.
Hold then right on in your auspicious course,
Ye Princes, and ye People, hold right on!
Your task not yet is done:
Pursue the blow,.. ye know your foe,..
Complete the happy work so well begun.
Hold on, and be your aim with all your strength
Loudly proclaim’d and steadily pursued;
So shall this fatal Tyranny at length
Before the arms of Freedom fall subdued.
Then, when the waters of the flood abate,
The Dove her resting-place secure may find:
And France restored, and shaking off her chain,
Shall join the Avengers in the joyful strain,
Glory to God! Deliverance for Mankind!
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ODE, WRITTEN DURING THE NEGOTIATIONS WITH BONAPARTE, IN JANUARY, 1814.
 

WHO counsels peace at this momentous hour,
When God hath given deliverance to the oppress’d,
And to the injured power?
Who counsels peace, when vengeance, like a flood,
Rolls on, no longer now to be repress’d;
When innocent blood
From the four corners of the world cries out
For justice upon one accursed head;
When freedom hath her holy banners spread
Over all nations, now in one just cause
United; when, with one sublime accord,
Europe throws off the yoke abhorr’d,
And loyalty, and faith, and ancient laws
Follow the avenging sword!
 

Wo, wo to England! wo and endless shame,
If this heroic land,
False to her feelings and unspotted fame,
Hold out the olive to the tyrant’s hand!
Wo to the world, if Bonaparte’s throne
Be suffer’d still to stand!
For by what name shall right and wrong be known, — 
What new and courtly phrases must we feign
For falsehood, murder, and all monstrous crimes,
If that perfidious Corsican maintain
Still his detested reign,
And France, who yearns even now to break her chain,
Beneath his iron rule be left to groan?
No! by the innumerable dead,
Whose blood hath for his lust of power been shed,
Death only can for his foul deeds atone;
That peace which death and judgment can bestow,
That peace be Bonaparte’s, — that alone!
 

For sooner shall the Ethiop change his skin,
Or from the leopard shall her spots depart,
Than this man change his old, flagitious heart.
Have ye not seen him in the balance weigh’d,
And there found wanting? On the stage of blood
Foremost the resolute adventurer stood;
And when, by many a battle won,
He placed upon his brow the crown,
Curbing delirious France beneath his sway,
Then, like Octavius in old time,
Fair name might he have handed down,
Efacing many a stain of former crime.
Fool! should he cast away that bright renown!
Fool! the redemption proffer’d should he lose!
When Heaven sach grace vouchsafed him that the way
To good and evil lay
Before him, which to choose.
 

But evil was his good,
For all too long in blood had he been nursed,
And ne’er was earth with verier tyrant cursed.
Bold man and bad,
Remorseless, godless, full of fraud and lies,
And black with murders and with perjuries,
Himself in hell’s whole panoply he clad;
No law but his own headstrong will he knew,
No counsellor but his own wicked heart.
From evil thus portentous strength he drew,
And trampled under foot all human ties,
All holy laws, all natural charities.
 

O France! beneath this fierce barbarian’s sway
Disgraced thou art to all succeeding times;
Rapine, and blood, and fire have mark’d thy way,
All loathsome, all unutterable crimes.
A curse is on thee, France! from far and wide
It hath gone up to heaven. All lands have cried
For vengeance upon thy detested head!
All nations curse thee, France! for wheresoe’er,
In peace or war, thy banner hath been spread,
All forms of human woe have follow’d there.
The living and the dead
Cry out alike against thee! They who bear,
Crouching beneath its weight, thine iron yoke,
Join in the bitterness of secret prayer
The voice of that innumerable throng,
Whose slaughter’d spirits day and night invoke
The everlasting Judge of right and wrong,
How long, O Lord! Holy and Just, how long!
 

A merciless oppressor hast thou been,
Thyself remorselessly oppress’d meantime;
Greedy of war, when all that thou couldst gain
Was but to dye thy soul with deeper crime,
And rivet faster round thyself the chain.
Oh! blind to honour, and to interest blind,
When thus in abject servitude resign’d
To this barbarian upstart, thou couldst brave
God’s justice, and the heart of human-kind!
Madly thou thoughtest to enslave the world,
Thyself the while a miserable slave.
Behold, the flag of vengeance is unfurl’d!
The dreadful armies of the North advance;
While England, Portugal, and Spain combined,
Give their triumphant banners to the wind,
And stand victorious in the fields of France.
 

One man hath been for ten long, wretched years
The cause of all this blood and all these tears;
One man in this most awful point of time
Draws on thy danger, as he caused thy crime.
Wait not too long the event,
For now whole Europe comes against thee bent:
His wiles and their own strength the nations know:
Wise from past wrongs, on future peace intent,
The people and the princes, with one mind,
From all parts move against the general foe;
One act of justice, one atoning blow,
One execrable head laid low,
Even yet, O France! averts thy punishment.
Open thine eyes! — too long hast thou been blind
Take vengeance for thyself, and for mankind!
 

France! if thou lovest thine ancient fame,
Revenge thy sufferings and thy shame!
By the bones which bleach on Jaffa’s beach;
By the blood which on Domingo’s shore
Hath clogg’d the carrion-birds with gore;
By the flesh which gorged the wolves of Spain,
Or stiffen’d on the snowy plain
Of frozen Moscovy;
By the bodies, which lie all open to the sky,
Tracking from Elbe to Rhine the tyrant’s flight;
By the widow’s and the orphan’s cry;
By the childless parent’s misery;
By the lives which he hath shed;
By the ruin he hath spread;
By the prayers which rise for curses on his head, — 
Redeem, O France! thine ancient fame,
Revenge thy sufferings and thy shame,
Open thine eyes! — too long hast thou been blind;
Take vengeance for thyself, and for mankind!
 

By those horrors which the night
Witness’d when the torches’ light
To the assembled murderers show’d
Where the blood of Conde flow’d;
By thy murder’d Pichegru’s fame;
By murder’d Wright — an English name;
By murder’d Palm’s atrocious doom;
By murder’d Hofer’s martyrdom, — 
Oh! by the virtuous blood thus vilely spilt,
The villain’s own peculiar, private guilt,
Open thine eyes! — too long hast thou been blind;
Take vengeance for thyself, and for mankind!
 




ODE, WRITTEN DURING THE WAR WITH AMERICA 1814.
 

1.
 

WHEN shall the Island Queen of Ocean lay
The thunderbolt aside,
And, twining olives with her laurel crown.
Rest in the Bower of Peace
 

2.
 

Not long may this unnatural strife endure
Beyond the Atlantic deep;
Not long may men, with vain ambition crunk.
And insolent in wrong.
Afflict with their misrule the indignant land
Where Washington hath left
His aweful memory
A light for after times!
Vile instruments of fallen Tyranny.
In their own annals, by their countrymen,
For lasting shame shall they be written down.
Soon may the better Genius there prevail
Then will the Island Queen of Ocean law
The thunderbolt aside.
And, twining olives with her laurel noun,
Rest in the Bower of Peace.
 

3.
 

But not in ignominious ease,
Within the Bower of Peace supine,
The Ocean Queen shall rest!
Her other toils await,..
A holier warfare,.. nobler victories;
And amaranthine wreaths,
Which, when the laurel crown grows sere,
Will live for ever green.
 

4.
 

Hear me, O England! rightly may I claim
Thy favourable audience, Queen of Isles,
My Mother-land revered!
For in the perilous hour,
When weaker spirits stood aghast,
And reptile tongues, to thy dishonour bold,
Spit their dull venom on the public ear,
My voice was heard,..a voice of hope,
Of confidence and joy,...
Yea of such prophecy
As Wisdom to her sons doth aye vouchsafe,
When with pure heart and diligent desire
They seek the fountain springs,
And of the Ages past
Take counsel reverently.
 

5.
 

Nobly hast thou stood up
Against the foulest Tyranny that ere,
In elder or in later times,
Hath outraged human kind.
O glorious England! thou hast borne thyself
Religiously and bravely in that strife:
And happier victory hath blest thine arms
Than, in the days of yore.
Thine own Plantagenets achieved,
Or Marlborough, wise in council as in field,
Or Wolfe, heroic name.
Now gird thyself for other war;
Look round thee, and behold what ills,
Remediable and yet unremedied,
Afflict man’s wretched race!
Put on the panoply of faith!
Bestir thyself against thine inward foes.
Ignorance and Want, with all their brood
Of miseries and of crimes.
 

6.
 

Powerful thou art: imperial Rome,
When in the Augustan age she closed
The temple of the two-laced God,
Could boast no power like thine.
Less opulent was Spain,
When Mexico her sumless riches sent
To that proud monarchy;
And Hayti’s ransack’d caverns gave their gold,
And from Potosi’s recent veins
The unabating stream of treasure flow’d.
And blest art thou, above all nations blest.
For thou art Freedom’s own beloved Isle!
The light of Science shines
Conspicuous like a beacon on thy shores;
Thy martyrs purchased at the stake
Faith uncorrupt for thine inheritance;
And by thine hearths Domestic Parity,
Safe from the infection of a tainted age,
Hath kept her sanctuaries.
Yet, O dear England! powerful as thou art,
And rich and wise and blest,
Yet would I see thee, O my Mother-land!
Mightier and wealthier, wiser, happier still I
 

7.
 

For still doth Ignorance
Maintain large empire here,
Dark and unblest amid surrounding light;
Even as within this favour’d spot,
Earth’s wonder and her pride,
The traveller on his way
Beholds with weary eye
Bleak moorland, noxious fen, and lonely heath,
In drear extension spread,
Oh grief! that spirits of celestial seed,
Whom ever-teeming Nature hath brought forth,
With all the human faculties divine
Of sense and soul endued,..
Disherited of knowledge and of bliss,
Mere creatures of brute life,
Should grope in darkness lost!
 

8.
 

Must this reproach endure?
Honour and praise to him
The universal friend,
The general benefactor of mankind;
He who from Coromandel’s shores
His perfected discovery brought;
He by whose generous toils
This foul reproach ere long shall be effaced,
This root of evil be eradicate!
Yea, generations yet unborn
Shall owe their weal to him,
And future nations bless
The honour’d name of Bell.
 

9.
 

Now may that blessed edifice
Of public good be rear’d
Which holy Edward traced,
The spotless Tudor, he whom Death
Too early summon’d to his heavenly throne.
For Brunswick’s line was this great work reserved,
For Brunswick’s fated line;
They who from papal darkness, and the thrall
Of that worst bondage which doth hold
The immortal spirit chain’d,
Saved us in happy hour.
Fitly for them was this great work reserved;
So, Britain, shall thine aged monarch’s wish
Receive its due accomplishment,
That wish which with the good,
(Had he no other praise,)
Through all succeeding times would rank his name,
That all within his realms
Might learn the Book, which all
Who rightly learn shall live.
 

10.
 

From public fountains the perennial stream
Of public weal must flow.
O England! wheresoe’er thy churches stand,
There on that sacred ground,
Where the rich harvest of mortality
Is laid, as in a garner, treasured up,
There plant the Tree of Knowledge! Water it
With thy perpetual bounty! It shall spread
Its branches o’er the venerable pile,
Shield it against the storm,
And bring forth fruits of life.
 

11.
 

Train up thy children, England! in the ways
Of righteousness, and feed them with the bread
Of wholesome doctrine. Where hast thou thy mines
But in their industry?
Thy bulwarks where, but in their breasts?
Thy might, but in their arms?
Shall not their numbers therefore be thy wealth,
Thy strength, thy power, thy safety, and thy pride?
Oh grief then, grief and shame,
If, in this flourishing land,
There should be dwellings where the new-born babe
Doth bring unto its parent’s soul no joy!
Where squalid Poverty
Receives it at its birth,
And on her wither’d knees
Gives it the scanty food of discontent!
 

12.
 

Queen of the Seas! enlarge thyself;
Redundant as thou art of life and power,
Be thou the hive of nations,
And send thy swarms abroad!
Send them like Greece of old.
With arts and science to enrich
The uncultivated earth;
But with more precious gifts than Greece or Tyre
Or elder Egypt, to the world bequeath’d;
Just laws, and rightful polity,
And, crowning all, the dearest boon of Heaven,
Its word and will reveal’d.
Queen of the Seas! enlarge
The place of thy pavilion. Let them stretch
The curtains of thine habitations forth;
Spare not; but lengthen thou
Thy cords, make strong thy slakes.
 

13.
 

Queen of the Seas! enlarge thyself;
Send thou thy swarms abroad!
For in the years to come.
Though centuries or millenniums intervene,
Where’er thy progeny.
Thy language, and thy spirit shall be found...
If on Ontario’s shores,
Or late-explored Missouri’s pastures wide.
Or in that Austral world long sought,
The many-isled Pacific,., yea where waves,
Now breaking over coral reefs, affright
The venturous mariner,
When islands shall have grown, and cities risen
In cocoa groves embower’d;..
Where’er thy language lives,
By whatsoever name the land be call’d,
That land is English still, and there
Thy influential spirit dwells and reigns.
Thrones fall, and Dynasties are changed;
Empires decay and sink
Beneath their own unwieldy weight;
Dominion passeth like a cloud away:
The imperishable mind
Survives all meaner things.
 

14.
 

Train up thy children, England, in the ways
Of righteousness, and feed them with the bread
Of wholesome doctrine. Send thy swarms abroad
Send forth thy humanizing arts,
Thy stirring enterprize,
Thy liberal polity, thy Gospel light!
Illume the dark idolater,
Reclaim the savage! O thou Ocean Queen!
Be these thy toils when thou hast laid
The thunderbolt aside:
He who hath blest thine arms
Will bless thee in these holy works of Peace!
Father! thy kingdom come, and as in Heaven
Thy will be done on Earth!
Keswick.
 




CARMINA AULICA
 

WRITTEN IN 1814, ON THE ARRIVAL OF THE ALLIED SOVEREIGNS IN ENGLAND.
 


ODE TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCE REGENT OF THE UNITED KINGDOM OF GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.
 

1.
 

PRINCE of the mighty Isle!
Proud day for thee and for thy kingdoms this,
When Britain round her spear
The olive garland twines, by Victory won.
 

2.
 

Rightly may’st thou rejoice,
For in a day of darkness and of storms,
An evil day, a day of woe,
To thee the sceptre fell.
The Continent was leagued,
It’s numbers wielded by one will,
Against the mighty Isle;
All shores were hostile to the Red Cross flag,
All ports against it closed;
Save where, behind their ramparts driven,
The Spaniard, and the faithful Portugal,
Each on the utmost limits of his land,
Invincible of heart,
Stood firm, and put their trust
In their good cause and thee.
 

3.
 

Such perils menaced from abroad;
At home worse dangers compass’d thee,
Where shallow counsellors,
A weak but clamorous crew,
Pester’d the land, and with their withering breath
Poison’d the public ear.
For peace the feeble raised their factious cry:
Oh, madness, to resist
The Invincible in arms!
Seek the peace-garland from his dreadful hand!
And at the Tyrant’s feet
They would have knelt to take
The wreath of aconite for Britain’s brow.
Prince of the mighty Isle!
Rightly may’st thou rejoice,
For in the day of danger thou did’st turn
From their vile counsels thine indignant heart;
Rightly may’st thou rejoice,
When Britain round her spear
The olive-garland twines, by Victory won.
 

4.
 

Rejoice, thou mighty Isle,
Queen of the Seas! rejoice;
Ring round, ye merry bells,
Till every steeple rock,
And the wide air grow giddy with your joy!
Flow streamers to the breeze!
And ye victorious banners to the sun
Unroll the proud Red Cross!
Now let the anvil rest;
Shut up the loom, and open the school-doors,
That young and old may with festivities
Hallow for memory, through all after years,
This memorable time:
This memorable time,
When Peace, long absent, long deplored, returns.
Not as vile Faction would have brought her home,
Her countenance for shame abased,
In servile weeds array’d,
Submission leading her,
Fear, Sorrow, and Repentance following close;
And War, scarce deigning to conceal
Beneath the mantle’s folds his armed plight,
Dogging her steps with deadly eye intent,
Sure of his victim, and in devilish joy
Laughing behind the mask.
 

5.
 

Not thus doth Peace return!..
A blessed visitant she comes,...
Honour in his right hand
Doth lead her like a bride;
And Victory goes before;
Hope, Safety, and Prosperity, and Strength,
Come in her joyful train.
Now let the churches ring
With high thanksgiving songs,
And the full organ pour
It’s swelling peals to Heaven,
The while the grateful nation bless in prayer
Their Warriors and their Statesmen and their Prince,
Whose will, whose mind, whose arm
Have thus with happy end their efforts crown’d.
Prince of the mighty Isle,
Rightly may’st thou rejoice,
When Britain round her spear
The olive-garland twines, by Victory won.
 

6.
 

Enjoy thy triumph now,
Prince of the mighty Isle!
Enjoy the rich reward, so rightly due,
When rcscued nations, with one heart and voice,
Thy counsels bless and thee.
Thou on thine own Firm Island seest the while,
As if the tales of old Romance
Were but to typify these splendid days,
Princes and Potentates,
And Chiefs renown’d in arms,
From their great enterprize achieved,
In friendship and in joy collected here.
 

7.
 

Rejoice, thou mighty Isle!
Queen of the Seas! rejoice;
For ne’er in elder nor in later times
Have such illustrious guests
Honour’d thy silver shores.
No such assemblage shone in Edward’s hall,
Nor brighter triumphs graced his glorious reign.
Prince of the mighty Isle,
Proud day for thee and for thy kingdoms this!
Rightly mayst thou rejoice,
When Britain round her spear
The olive-garland twines, by Victory won.
 

8.
 

Yet in the pomp of these festivities
One mournful thought will rise within thy mind,
The thought of Him who sits
In mental as in visual darkness lost.
How had his heart been fill’d
With deepest gratitude to Heaven,
Had he beheld this day!
O King of kings, and Lord of lords,
Thou who hast visited thus heavily
The anointed head,..
Oh! for one little interval,
One precious hour,
Remove the blindness from his soul,
That he may know it all,
And bless thee ere he die.
 

9.
 

Thou also should’st have seen
This harvest of thy hopes,
Thou whom the guilty act
Of a proud spirit overthrown,
Sent to thine early grave in evil hour!
Forget not him, my country, in thy joy,
But let thy grateful hand
With laurel garlands hang
The tomb of Perceval.
Virtuous, and firm, and wise,
The Ark of Britain in her darkest day
He steer’d through stormy seas;
And long shall Britain hold his memory dear,
And faithful History give
His meed of lasting praise.
 

10.
 

That earthly meed shall his compeers enjoy,
Britain’s true counsellors,
Who see with just success their counsels crown’d
They have their triumph now, to him denied;
Proud day for them is this!
Prince of the mighty Isle!
Proud day for them and thee,
When Britain round her spear
The olive-garland twines, by Victory won.
 




ODE TO HIS IMPERIAL MAJESTY, ALEXANDER THE FIRST, EMPEROR OF ALL THE RUSSIAS.
 

1.
 

CONQUEROR, Deliverer, Friend of human-kind!
The free, the happy, Island welcomes thee;
Thee from thy wasted realms,
So signally revenged;
From Prussia’s rescued plains;
From Dresden’s field of slaughter, where the ball,
Which struck Moreau’s dear life,
Was turn’d from thy more precious head aside;
From Leipsic’s dreadful day,
From Elbe, and Rhine, and Seine,
In thy career of conquest overpast;
From the proud Capital
Of haughty France subdued,
Then to her rightful line of Kings restored;
Thee, Alexander! thee, the Great, the Good,
The Glorious, the Beneficent, the Just,
Thee to her honour’d shores
The mighty Island welcomes in her joy.
 

2.
 

Sixscore full years have past,
Since to these friendly shores
Thy famous ancestor,
Illustrious PETER came.
Wise traveller he, who over Europe went,
Marking the ways of men;
That so to his dear country, which then rose
Among the nations in uncultured strength,
He might bear back the stores
Of elder polity,
Its sciences and arts.
Little did then the industrious German think,..
The soft Italian, lapt in luxury,..
Helvetia’s mountain sons, of freedom proud,..
The patient Hollander,
Prosperous and warlike then,..
Little thought they that in that farthest North,
From PETER’S race should the Deliverer spring,
Destined by Heaven to save
Art, Learning, Industry,
Beneath the bestial hoof of godless Might
All trampled in the dust.
As little did the French,
Vaunting the power of their Great Monarch then,
(His schemes of wide ambition yet uncheck’d,)
As little did they think,
That from rude Moscovy the stone should come,
To smite their huge Colossus, which bestrode
The subject Continent;
And from its feet of clay,
Breaking the iron limbs and front of brass,
Strew the rejoicing Nations with the wreck.
 

3.
 

Roused as thou wert with insult and with wrong,
Who should have blamed thee if, in high-wrought mood
Of vengeance and the sense of injured power,
Thou from the flames which laid
The City of thy Fathers in the dust,
Had’st bid a spark be brought,
And borne it in thy tent,
Religiously by night and day preserved,
Till on Montmartre’s height,
When open to thine arms,
Her last defence o’erthrown,
The guilty city lay,
Thou hadst call’d every Russian of thine host
To light his flambeau at the sacred flame,
And sent them through her streets,
And wrapt her roofs and towers,
Temples and palaces,
Her wealth and boasted spoils,
In one wide flood of fire,
Making the hated Nation feel herself
The miseries she had spread.
 

4.
 

Who should have blamed the Conqueror for that deed?
Yea, rather would not one exulting cry
Have risen from Elbe to Nile,
How is the Oppressor fallen!
Moscow’s re-rising walls
Had rung with glad acclaim;
Thanksgiving hymns had fill’d
Tyrol’s rejoicing vales:
How is the Oppressor fallen!
The Germans in their grass-grown marts had met.
To celebrate the deed;
Holland’s still waters had been starr’d
With festive lights, reflected there
From every house and hut,
From every town and tower;
The Iberian and the Lusian’s injured realms,
From all their mountain-holds,
From all their ravaged fields,
From cities sack’d, from violated fanes,
And from the sanctuary of every heart,
Had pour’d that pious strain,
How is the Oppressor fallen Î
Righteous art thou, O Lord!
Thou Zaragoza, from thy sepulchres
Hadst join’d the hymn; and from thine ashes thou,
Manresa, faithful still!
The blood that calls for vengeance in thy streets,
Madrid, and Porto thine,
And that which from the beach
Of Tarragona sent its cry to Heaven,
Had rested then appeased.
Orphans had clapt their hands,
And widows would have wept exulting tears,
And childless parents with a bitter joy
Have blest the avenging deed.
 

5.
 

But thou hadst seen enough
Of horrors,.. amply hadst avenged mankind.
Witness that dread retreat,
When God and nature smote
The Tyrant in his pride!
No wider ruin overtook
Sennacherib’s impious host;
Nor when the frantic Persian led
His veterans to the Lybian sands;
Nor when united Greece
O’er the barbaric power that victory won
Which Europe yet may bless.
A fouler Tyrant cursed the groaning earth,..
A fearfuller destruction was dispensed.
Victorious armies followed on his flight;
On every side he met
The Cossacks’ dreadful spear;
On every side he saw
The injured nation rise,
Invincible in arms.
What myriads, victims of one wicked will,
Spent their last breath in curses on his head.
There where the soldiers’ blood
Froze in the festering wound;
And nightly the cold moon
Saw sinking thousands in the snow lie down,
Whom there the morning found
Stiff, as their icy bed.
 

6.
 

Hear high the monument!
In Moscow and in proud Petropolis,
The brazen trophy build;
Cannon on cannon piled,
Till the huge column overtop your towers!
From France the Tyrant brought
These instruments of death
To work your overthrow;
He left them in his flight
To form the eternal record of his own.
Raise, Russia, with thy spoils,
A nobler monument
Than e’er imperial Rome
Built in her plenitude of pride and power!
Still, Alexander! on the banks of Seine,
Thy noblest monument
For future ages stands — 
PARIS SUBDUED AND SPARED.
 

7.
 

Conqueror, Deliverer, Friend of human-kind,
The free, the happy Island welcomes thee!
Thee, Alexander! thee, the Great, the Good,
The Glorious, the Beneficent, the Just!
Thee to her honour’d shores
The mighty Island welcomes in her joy.
 




ODE TO HIS MAJESTY, FREDERICK WILLIAM THE FOURTH, KING OF PRUSSIA.
 

1.
 

WELCOME to England, to the happy Isle,
Brave Prince of gallant people! Welcome Thou,
In adverse as in prosperous fortunes tried,
Frederick, the well-beloved!
Greatest and best of that illustrious name,
Welcome to these free shores!
In glory art thou come.
Thy victory perfect, thy revenge complete.
 

2.
 

Enough of sorrow hast thou known.
Enough of evil hath thy realm endured.
Oppress’d but not debased,
When thine indignant soul.
Long suffering, bore its weight of heaviest woe.
But still, through that dark day
Unsullied honour was thy counseller;
And Hope, that had its trust in Heaven.
And in the heart of man
Its strength, forsook thee not.
Thou had’st thy faithful people’s love,
The sympathy of noble minds;
And wistfully, as one
Who through the weary night has long’d for day,
Looks eastward for the dawn,
So Germany to thee
Turn’d in her bondage her imploring eyes.
 

3.
 

Oh, grief of griefs, that Germany,
The wise, the virtuous land,
The land of mighty minds,
Should bend beneath the frothy Frenchman’s yoke!
Oh, grief of griefs, to think
That she should groan in bonds,
She who had blest all nations with her gifts!
There had the light of Reformation risen,
The light of Knowledge there was burning clear.
Oh, grief, that her unhappy sons
Should toil and bleed and die,
To quench that sacred light,
The wretched agents of a tyrant’s will!
How often hath their blood
In his accursed cause
Reek’d on the Spaniard’s blade!
Their mangled bodies fed
The wolves and eagles of the Pyrenees;
Or stiffening in the snows of Moscovy,
Amid the ashes of the watch-fire lay,
Where dragging painfully their frozen limbs,
With life’s last effort, in the flames they fell.
 

4.
 

Long, Frederick, did’st thou bear
Her sorrows and thine own;
Seven miserable years
In patience did’st thou food thy heart with hope;
Till, when the arm of God
Smote the blaspheming Tyrant in his pride.
And Alexander with the voice of power
Raised the glad cry, Deliverance for Mankind,
First of the Germans, Prussia broke her chains.
 

5.
 

Joy, joy for Germany,
For Europe, for the World,
When Prussia rose in arms!
Oh, what a spectacle
For present and for future times was there.
When for the public need
Wives gave their marriage rings.
And mothers, when their sons
The Band of Vengeance join’d,
Bade them return victorious from the Held,
Or with their country fall.
 

6.
 

Twice o’er the Held of death
The trembling scales of Fate hung equipoised:
For France, obsequious to her Tyrant still,
Mighty for evil, put forth all her power;
And still beneath his hateful banners driven.
Against their father-land
Unwilling Germans bore unnatural arms.
What though the Boaster made his temples ring
With vain thanksgivings for each doubtful day,..
What though with false pretence of peace
His old insidious arts he tried,..
The spell was broken! Austria threw her sword
Into the inclining scale,
And Leipsic saw the wrongs
Of Germany avenged.
 

7.
 

Ne’er till that aweful time had Europe seen
Such multitudes in arms;
Nor ever had the rising Sun beheld
Such mighty interests of mankind at stake:
Nor o’er so wide a scene
Of slaughter e’er had Night her curtain closed.
There, on the battle-field,
With one accord the grateful monarchs knelt.
And raised their voice to Heaven;
“The cause was thine, O Lord!
“O Lord! thy hand was here!”
What Conquerors e’er deserved
So proud, so pure a joy!
It was a moment when the exalted soul
Might almost wish to burst its mortal bounds,
Lest all of life to come
Vapid and void should seem
After that high-wrought hour.
 

8.
 

But thou hadst yet more toils,
More duties and more triumphs yet in store.
Eibe must not bound thine arms,
Nor on the banks of Rhine
Thine eagles check their flight;
When o’er that barrier stream,
Awakened Germany
Drove her invaders with such rout and wreck
As overtook the impious Gaul of old,
Laden with plunder, and from Delphi driven.
 

9.
 

Long had insulting France
Boasted her arms invincible,
Her soil inviolate;
At length the hour of retribution comes I
Avenging nations on all sides move on;
In Gascony the flag of England flies,
Triumphant, as of yore,
When sable Edward led his peerless host.
Behold the Spaniard and the Portugal,
For cities burnt, for violated fanes,
For murders, massacres,
All monstrous, all unutterable crimes,
Demanding vengeance with victorious cries,
Pour from the Pyrenees.
The Russian comes, his eye on Paris fix’d,
The flames of Moscow present to his heart;
The Austrian to efface
Ulm, Austerlitz, and Wagram’s later shame;
Rejoicing Germany
With all her nations swells the avenging train
And in the field and in the triumph first,
Thy banner, Frederick, floats.
 

10.
 

Six weeks in daily strife
The veteran Blucher bore the brunt of war.
Glorious old man,
The last and greatest of his master’s school,
Long may he live to hear
The people bless his name!
Late be it ere the wreath
That crowns his silver hair
Adorn his monument!
Glorious old man,
How oft hath he discomfited
The boasted chiefs of France,
And foil’d her vaunting Tyrant’s desperate rage!
Glorious old man,
Who from Silesia’s fields,
O’er Elbe, and Rhine, and Seine,
From victory to victory marching on,
Made his heroic way; till at the gates
Of Paris, open’d by his arms, he saw
His King triumphant stand.
 

11.
 

Bear back the sword of Frederick now!
The sword which France amid her spoils display’d,
Proud trophy of a day ignobly won.
With laurels wreathe the sword;
Bear it in triumph back,
Thus gloriously regain’d;
And when thou lay’st it in its honour’d place,
O Frederick, well-beloved,
Greatest and best of that illustrious name,
Lay by its side thine own,
A holier relic there!
 

12.
 

Frederick, the well beloved!
Welcome to these free shores,
To England welcome, to the happy Isle!
In glory art thou come,
Thy victory perfect, thy revenge complete.
 




ODE. THE BATTLE OF ALGIERS.
 

1.
 

ONE day of dreadful occupation more.
Ere England’s gallant ships
Shall, of their beauty, pomp, and power disrobed,
Like sea-birds on the sunny main,
Rock idly in the port.
 

2.
 

One day of dreadful occupation more!
A work of righteousness.
Yea, of sublimest mercy, must be done;
England will break the oppressor’s chain.
And set the captives free.
 

3.
 

Red cross of England, which all shores have seen
Triumphantly displayed,
Thou sacred banner of the glorious Isle,
Known wheresoever keel hath eut
The navigable deep;
 

4.
 

Ne’er didst thou float more proudly o’er the storm
Of havoc and of death.
Than when, resisting fiercely, but in vain,
Algiers, her moony standard lowered,
And sign’d the conqueror’s law.
 

5.
 

Oh, if the grave were sentient, as these Moors
In erring credence hold;
And if the victims of captivity
Could in the silent tomb have heard
The thunder of the fight;
 

6.
 

Sure their rejoicing dust upon that day
Had heaved the oppressive soil,
And earth been shaken like the mosques and towers,
When England on those guilty walls
Her fiery vengeance sent.
 

7.
 

Seldom hath victory given a joy like this, — 
When the delivered slave
Revisits once again his own dear home,
And tells of all his sufferings past,
And blesses Exmouth’s name.
 

8.
 

Far, far and wide along the Italian shores,
That holy joy extends;
Sardinian mothers pay their vows fulfill’d;
And hymns are heard beside thy banks,
O Fountain Arethuse!
 

9.
 

Churches shall blaze with lights, and ring with praise,
And deeper strains shall rise
From many an overflowing heart to Heaven;
Nor will they in their prayers forget
The hand that set them free.
 

Keswick.
 




ODE ON THE DEATH OF QUEEN CHARLOTTE.
 

1.
 

DEATH has gone up into our Palaces!
The light of day once more
Hath visited the last abode
Of mortal royalty,
The dark and silent vault.
 

2.
 

But not as when the silence of that vault
Was interrupted last
Doth England raise her loud lament,
Like one by sudden grief
Surprised and overcome.
 

3.
 

Then with a passionate sorrow we bewail’d
Youth on the untimely bier;
And hopes which seem’d like flower-buds lull,
Just opening to the sun,
For ever swept away.
 

4.
 

The heart then struggled with repining thought
With feelings that almost 
Arraign’d the inscrutable decree,
Embittered by a sense
Of that which might have been.
 

5.
 

This grief hath no repining; all is well,
What hath been, and what is.
The Angel of Deliverance came
To one who full of years
Awaited her release.
 

6.
 

All that our fathers in their prayers desired,
When first their chosen Queen
Set on our shores her happy feet,
All by indulgent Heaven
Had largely been vouchsafed.
 

7.
 

At Court the Household Virtues had their place
Domestic Purity
Maintain’d her proper influence there:
The marriage bed was blest,
And length of days was given.
 

8.
 

No cause for sorrow then, but thankfulness;
Life’s business well perform’d,
When weary age full willingly
Resigns itself to sleep,
In sure and certain hope!
 

9.
 

Oh end to be desired, whene’er, as now,
Good works have gone before,
The seasonable fruit of Faith;
And good Report, and good
Example have survived.
 

10.
 

Her loft hand knew not of the ample alms
Which her right hand had done;
And therefore in the aweful hour,
The promises were hers
To secret bounty made.
 

11.
 

With more than royal honours to the tomb
Her bier is borne; with more
Than Pomp can claim, or Power bestow;
With blessings and with prayers
From many a grateful heart.
 

12.
 

Long, long then shall Queen Charlotte’s name be
dear;
And future Queens to her
As to their best examplar look;
Who imitates her best
May best deserve our love.
 

Keswick, 1818.
 




ODE FOR ST. GEORGE’S DAY.
 

1.
 

WILD were the tales which fabling monks of old
Devised to swell their hero’s holy fame,
When in the noble army they enroll’d
St. George’s doubtful name.
Of arrows and of spears they told
Which fell rebated from his mortal mould;
And how the burning fiery furnace blast
To him came tempered like a summer breeze,
When at the hour of evening it hath past
O’er gurgling tanks, and groves of lemon trees:
And how the reverential flame
Condensing like a garb of honour, play’d
In gorgeous folds around his glorious frame;
And how the Heathen in their frantic strife
With water then alike in vain, essay’d
His inextinguishable life.
 

2.
 

What marvel if the Christian Knight
Thus for his dear Redeemer’s sake
Defied the purpled Pagan’s might?
Such boldness well might he partake,
For he beside the Libyan lake
Silence, with the Infernal King
Had eoped in actual fight.
The old Dragon on terrific wing
Assail’d him there with Stygian sting
And arrowy tongue, and potent breath
Exhaling pestilence and death.
Dauntless in faith the Champion stood,
Opposed against the rage of Hell
The Red-Cross shield, and wielding well
His sword, the strife pursued;
First with a wide and rending wound
Brought the maim’d monster to the ground,
Then pressing with victorious heel
Upon his scaly neck subdued,
Plunged and replunged the searching steel;
Till from the shameful overthrow
Howling the incarnate Demon fled,
And left that form untenanted,
And hid in Hell his humbled head,
Still trembling in the realm below,
At thought of that tremendous foe.
 

3.
 

Such tales monastic fablers taught;
Their kindred strain the minstrels caught;
A web of finer texture they
Wrought in the rich romantic lay;
Of magic caves and woods they sung,
Where Kalyb nursed the boy divine,
And how those woods and caverns rung
With cries from many a demon tongue,
When breaking from the witch’s cell,
He bound her in her own strong spell.
And of the bowers of Ormandine
Where thrall’d by art, St. David lay
Sleeping inglorious years away,
Till our St. George, with happier arm
Released him, and dissolved the charm.
But most the minstrels loved to tell
Of that portentous day,
When Sabra at the stake was bound,
Her brow with sweetest garlands crown’d
The Egyptian Dragon’s prey;
And how for her the English Knight,
Invincible at such a sight,
Engaged that fiendish beast in fight,
And o’er the monster, triple-scaled,
The good sword Askalon prevail’d.
 

4.
 

Such legends monks and minstrels feign’d.
And easily the wondrous tales obtain’d,
In those dark days, belief;
Shrines to the Saint were rear’d, and temples rose
And states and kingdoms for their patron chose
The Cappadoeian Chief.
Full soon his sainted name hath won
In fields of war a wide renown;
Spain saw the Moors confounded fly,
Before the well known slaughter cry,
St. George for Aragon!
And when the Catalans pursued
Their vengeful way with fire and blood,
The Turk and treacherous Greek were dearly taught
That all-appalling shout,
For them with rage and ruin fraught
In many a dolorous rout.
Twas in this heavenly Guardian’s trusted strength.
That Malta’s old heroic knights defied
The Ottoman in all his power and pride.
Repulsed from her immortal walls at length
The baffled Misbeliever turn’d with shame;
And when in after years in dreams he heard
That all-too-well remembered battle-word,
Woke starting at St. George’s dreadful name.
And felt cold sweats of fear suffuse his trembling frame.
 

5.
 

But thou, O England! to that sainted name
Hast given its proudest praise, its loftiest fame.
Witness the field of Cressy, on that day,
When vollying thunders roll’d unheard on high,
For in that memorable fray.
Broken, confused, and scatter’d in dismay,
France had ears only for the Conqueror’s cry,
St. George, St. George for England! St. George and Victory!
Bear witness Poietiers! where again the foe
From that same hand received his overthrow.
In vain essay’d, Mont Joye St. Denis rang
From many a boastful tongue,
And many a hopeful heart in onset brave;
Their courage in the shock of battle quail’d
His dread response, when sable Edward gave,
And England and St. George again prevail’d.
Bear witness Agincourt, where once again
The bannered lilies on the ensanguin’d plain
Were trampled by the fierce pursuers’ feet;
And France, doora’d ever to defeat
Against that foe, beheld her myriads fly
Before the withering cry,
St. George, St. George for England! St. George and Victory!
 

6.
 

That cry in many a field of Fame
Through glorious ages held its high renown;
Nor less hath Britain proved the sacred name
Auspicious to her crown.
Troubled too oft her course of fortune ran,
Till when the Georges came
Her happiest age began.
Beneath their just and liberal sway,
Old feuds and factions died away;
One feeling through her realms was known,
One interest of the Nation and the Throne.
Ring, then, ye bells upon St. George’s Day,
From every tower in glad accordance ring;
And let all instruments full, strong, or sweet,
With touch of modulated string,
And soft or swelling breath, and sonorous beat,
The happy name repeat,
While heart and voice their joyous tribute bring
And speak the People’s love for George their King.
 

Keswick, 1820.
 




ODE WRITTEN AFTER THE KING’S VISIT TO IRELAND.
 

1.
 

How long, O Ireland, from thy guilty ground
Shall innocent blood
Arraign the inefficient arm of Power ?
How long shall Murder there^
Leading his banded ruffians thro’ the land.
Range unrepress’d?
How long shall Night
Bring to thy harmless dwellers, in the stead
Of natural rest, the feverish sleep of fear.
Midnight alarms.
Horrible dreams, and worse realities?
How long shall darkness cover, and the eye
Of Morning open upon deeds of death ?
 

2.
 

In vain art thou by liberal Nature’s dower
Exuberantly blest ;
The Seasons in their course
Shed o’er thy hills and vales
The bounties of a genial clime, in vain ;
Heaven hath m vain bestowed
Well-tempered liberty,
(Its last and largest boon to social man,)
If the brute Multitude from age to age.
Wild as their savage ancestors,
Go irreclaim’d the while,
From sire to son transmitting still
In undisturb’d descent,
(A sad inheritance!)
Their errors, and their crimes.
 

3.
 

Green Island of the West!
Thy Sister Kingdom fear’d not this
When thine exultant shores
Rung far and wide of late,
And grateful Dublin first beheld her King,
First of thy Sovereigns he
Who visited thy shores in peace and joy.
 

4.
 

Oh what a joy was there!
In loud huzzahs prolong’d,
Surge after surge the tide
Of popular welcome rose;
And in the intervals alone
Of that tumultuous sound of glad acclaim,
Could the deep cannon’s voice
Of duteous gratulation, though it spake
In thunder, reach the ear.
From every tower the merry bells rung round,
Peal hurrying upon peal,
Till with the still reverberating din
The walls and solid pavement seem’d to shake,
And every bosom with the tremulous air
Inhaled a dizzy joy.
 

5.
 

Age that came forth to gaze,
That memorable day
Felt in its quicken’d veins a pulse like youth;
And lisping babes were taught to bless their King;
And grandsircs bade the children treasure up
The precious sight, for it would be a tale
The which in their old age
Would make their children’s children gather round
Intent, all ears to hear.
 

6.
 

Were then the feelings of that generous time
Ephemeral as the joy?
Pass’d they away like summer clouds,
Like dreams of infancy,
Like glories of the evening firmament,
Which fade, and leave no trace?
Merciful Heaven, oh let not thou the hope
Be frustrate, that our Sister Isle may reap
From the good seed then sown
Full harvests of prosperity and peace;
That perfect union may derive its date
From that auspicious day,
And equitable ages thence
Their lasting course begin;
 

7.
 

Green Island of the West,
While frantic violence delays
That happier order, still must thou remain
In thine own baleful darkness wrapt;
As if the Eye divine,
That which beholdeth all, from thee alone
In wrath had turn’d away!
 

8.
 

But not for ever thus shalt thou endure,
To thy reproach, and ours,
Thy misery, and our shame!
For Mercy shall go forth
To stablish Order, with an arm’d right hand;
And firm Authority
With its all-present strength controul the bad
And with its all-sufficient shield
Protect the innocent:
The first great duty this of lawful Power
Which holds its delegated right from Heaven.
 

9.
 

The first great duty this; but this not all;
For more than conies within the scope
Of Power, is needed here;
More than to watch insidious discontent,
Curb, and keep curb’d the treasonable tongue,
And quell the madden’d multitude:
Labours of love remain;
To weed out noxious customs rooted deep
In a rank soil, and long left seeding there;
Pour balm into old wounds, and bind them up:
Remove remediable ills,
Improve the willing mind,
And win the generous heart.
Afflicted Country, from thyself
Must this redemption come;
And thou hast children able to perform
This work of faith and hope.
 

10.
 

O for a voice that might recall
To their deserted hearths
Thy truant sons! a voice
Whose virtuous cogency
Might with the strength of duty reach their souls;
A strength that should compel entire consent,
And to their glad obedience give
The impulse and the force of free good-will ‘
For who but they can knit
The severed links of that appointed chain,
Which when in just cohesion it unites
Order to order, rank to rank,
In mutual benefit,
So binding heart to heart,
It then connecteth Earth with Heaven, from whence
The golden links depend.
 

11.
 

Nor when the war is waged
With Error, and the brood
Of Darkness, will your aid
Be wanting in the cause of Light and Love,
Ye Ministers of that most holy Church
Whose firm foundations on the ruck
Of Scripture rest secure!
What though the Romanist in numbers strong,
In misdirected zeal
And bigotry’s blind force,
Assail your Fortress; though the sons of Schism
Join in insane alliance with that old
Inveterate enemy,
Weening thereby to wreak
Their covenanted hatred, and effect
Your utter overthrow;
What though the unbelieving crew,
For fouler purpose aid the unnatural league;
And Faction’s wolfish pack
Set up their fiercest yell, to augment
The uproar of assault;
Clad in your panoply will ye be found.
Wielding the spear of Reason, with the sword
Of Scripture girt; and from your shield of Truth
Such radiance shall go forth,
As when, unable to sustain its beams
On Arthur’s arm unveil’d,
Earth-born Orgoglio reel’d, as if with wine;
And from her many-headed beast cast down
Duessa fell, her cup of sorcery spilt,
Her three-crown’d mitre in the dust devolved,
And all her secret filthiness exposed.
 

12.
 

O thou fair Island, with thy Sister Isle
Indissolubly link’d for weal and woe;
Partaker of her present power,
Her everlasting fame;
Dear pledges hast thou render’d and received
Of that eternal union! Bedell’s grave
Is in thy keeping; and with thee-
Deposited, doth Taylor’s holy dust
Await the Archangel’s call.
O land profuse of genius and of worth,
Largely hast thou received, and largely given!
 

13.
 

Green Island of the West,
The example of unspotted Ormond’s faith
To thee we owe; to thee
Boyle’s venerable name:
Berkeley the wise, the good:
And that great Orator who first
Unmask’d the harlot sorceress Anarchy,
What time, in Freedom’s borrowed form profaned,
She to the nations round
Her draught of witchcraft gave:
And him who in the field
O’erthrow her giant offspring in his strength,
And brake the iron rod.
Proud of such debt,
Rich to be thus indebted, these,
Fair Island, Sister Queen
Of Ocean, Ireland, these to thee we owe.
 

14.
 

Shall I then imprecate
A curse on them that would divide
Our union?.. Far be this from me, O Lord Î
Far be it! What is man,
That he should scatter curses?.. King of Kings,
Father of all, Almighty, Governor
Of all things! unto Thee
Humbly I offer up our holier prayer!
I  pray Thee, not in wrath
But in thy mercy, to confound
These men’s devices. Lord!
Lighten their darkness with thy Gospel light,
And thus abate their pride,
Assuage their malice thus!
 

Keswick, 1821.
 




ODE WRITTEN AFTER THE KING’S VISIT TO SCOTLAND.
 

1.
 

AT length hath Scotland seen
The presence long desired;
The pomp of royalty
Hath gladden’d once again
Her ancient palace, desolate how long!
From all parts far and near,
Highland and lowland, glen and fertile carse,
The silent mountain lake, the busy port,
Her populous cities, and her pastoral hills,
In generous joy convened
By the free impulse of the loyal heart
Her sons have gather’d, and beheld their King.
 

2.
 

Land of the loyal, as in happy hour
Revisited, so was thy regal seat
In happy hour for thee
Forsaken, under favouring stars, when James.
His valediction gave,
And great Eliza’s throne
Received its rightful heir.
The Peaceful and the Just.
 

3.
 

A more auspicious union never Earth
From eldest days had seen.
Than when, their mutual wrongs forgiven.
And gallant enmity renounced
With honour, as in honour foster’d long,
The ancient Kingdoms formed
Their everlasting league.
 

4.
 

Slowly by time matured
A happier order then for Scotland rose;
And where inhuman force,
And rapine unrestrain’d
Had lorded o’er the land,
Peace came, and polity,
And quiet industry, and frugal wealth;
And there the household virtues fix’d
Their sojourn undisturb’d.
 

5.
 

Such blessings for her dowry Scotland drew
From that benignant union; nor less large
The portion that she brought.
She brought security and strength,
True hearts, and strenuous hands, and noble mind
Say, Ocean, from the shores of Camperdown,
What Caledonia brought! Say thou,
Egypt! Let India tell!
And let tell Victory
From that Brabantine field,
The proudest field of fame!
Speak ye, too, Works of peace;
For ye too have a voice
Which shall be heard by ages!  The proud Bridge,
Through whose broad arches, worthy of their name
And place, his vising and his refluent tide
Majestic Thames, the royal river rolls;
And that which high in air
A bending line suspended, shall o’erhang
Menai’s straits, as if
By Merlin’s mighty magic there sustain’d;
And Pont-Cyssylté, not less wondrous work;
Where on gigantic columns raised
Aloft, a dizzying height,
The laden barge pursues its even way,
While o’er his rocky channel the dark Dee
Hurries below, a raging stream, scarce heard.
And that huge mole, whose deep foundations, firm
As if by Nature laid,
Repel the assailing billows, and protect
The British fleet, securely riding there,
Though southern storms possess the sea and sky,
And from its depths commoved,
Infuriate ocean raves.
Ye stately monuments of Britain’s power,
Bear record ye what Scottish minds
Have plann’d and perfected!
With grateful wonder shall posterity
See the stupendous works, and Rennie’s name,
And Telford’s shall survive, till time
Leave not a wrcck of sublunary things.
 

7.
 

Him too may I attest for Scotland’s praise,
Who seized and wielded first
The mightiest element
That lies within the scope of man’s controul;
Of evil and of good,
Prolific spring, and dimly yet discern’d
The immeasurable results.
The mariner no longer seeks
Wings from the wind; creating now the power
Wherewith he wins his way,
Bight on across the ocean-flood he steers
Against opposing skies;
And reaching now the inmost continent,
Up rapid streams, innavigable else,
Ascends with steady progress, self-propell’d.
 

8.
 

Nor hath the Sister kingdom borne
In science and in arms
Alone, her noble part;
There is an empire which survives
The wreck of thrones, the overthrow of realms,
The downfall, and decay, and death
Of Nations. Such an empire in the mind
Of intellectual man
Home yet maintains, and elder Greece, and such
By indefeasible right
Hath Britain made her own.
How fair a part doth Caledonia claim
In that fair conquest! Whereso’er
The British tongue may spread,
(A goodly tree, whose leaf
No winter e’er shall nip;)
Earthly immortals, there, her sons of fame,
Will have their heritage.
In eastern and in occidental Ind;
The new antarctic world, where sable swans
Glide upon waters, call’d by British names,
And plough’d by British keels;
In vast America through all its length
And breadth, from Massachusetts populous eoast
To western Oregan;
And from the southern gulph,
Where the great river with his turbid flood
Stains the green Ocean, to the polar sea.
 

9.
 

There nations yet unborn shall trace
In Hume’s perspieuous page,
How Britain rose, and through what storms attain’d
Her eminence of power.
In other climates, youths and maidens there
Shall learn from Thomson’s verse in what attire
The various seasons, bringing in their change
Variety of good,
Revisit their beloved English ground.
There Beattie! in thy sweet and soothing strain
Shall youthful poets read
Their own emotions. There too, old and young,
Gentle and simple, by Sir Walter’s tales
Spell-bound shall feel
Imaginary hopes and fears
Strong as realities,
And waking from the dream, regret its close.
 

10.
 

These Scotland are thy glories; and thy praise
Is England’s, even as her power
And opulence of fame are thine.
So hath our happy union made
Each in the other’s weal participant,
Enriching, strengthening, glorifying both.
 

11.
 

O House of Stuart, to thy memory still
For this best benefit
Should British hearts in gratitude be bound!
A deeper tragedy
Than thine unhappy tale hath never fill’d
The historic page, nor given
Poet or moralist his mournful theme.
O House severely tried,
And in prosperity alone
Found wanting, Time hath closed
Thy tragic story now I
Errors, and virtues fatally betrayed,
Magnanimous suffering, vice,
Weakness, and head-strong zeal, sincere, tho’ blind,
Wrongs, calumnies, heart-wounds,
Religious resignation, earthly hopes,
Fears and affections, these have had their course,
And over them in peace
The all-ingulphing stream of years hath closed.
But this good work endures,
‘Stablish’d and perfected by length of days,
The indissoluble union stands.
 

12.
 

Nor hath the sceptre from that line
Departed, though the name hath lost
Its regal honours. Trunk and root have fail’d:
A scion from the stock
Liveth and flourisheth. It is the Tree
Beneath whose sacred shade,
In majesty and peaceful power serene,
The Island Queen of Ocean hath her seat;
Whose branches far and near
Extend their sure protection; whose strong roots
Are with the Isle’s foundations inter-knit;
Whose stately summit when the storm careers
Below, abides unmoved,
Safe in the sunshine and the peace of Heaven.
 

Keswick, 1822.
 




THE WARNING VOICE. ODE I.
 

1.
 

TAKE up thy prophecy,
Thou dweller in the mountains, who hast nursed
Thy soul in solitude,
Holding communion with immortal minds,
Poets and Sages of the days of old;
And with the sacred food
Of meditation and of lore divine
Hast fed thy heavenly part;
Take up thy monitory strain,
O son of song, a strain severe
Of warning and of woe!
 

2.
 

O Britain, O my Mother Isle,
Ocean’s imperial Queen,
Thou glory of all lands!
Is there a curse upon thee, that thy sons
Would rush to ruin, drunk
With sin, and in infuriate folly blind?
Hath Hell enlarged itself,
And are the Fiends let loose
To work thine overthrow?
 

3.
 

For who is she
That on the many-headed Beast
Triumphantly enthroned,
Doth ride abroad in state.
The Book of her Enchantments in her hand?
Her robes are stain’d with blood,
And on her brazen front
Is written BLASPHEMY.
 

4.
 

Know ye not then the Harlot? know ye not
Her shameless forehead, her obdurate eye.
Her meretricious mien,
Her loose immodest garb with slaughter foul?
Your Fathers knew her; when delirious France,
Drunk with her witcheries,
Upon the desecrated altar set
The Sorceress, and with rites
Inhuman and accurst,
O’er all the groaning land
Perform’d her sacrifice.
 

5.
 

Your Fathers knew her! when the nations round
Received her maddening spell,
And call’d her Liberty,
And in that name proclaim’d
A jubilee for guilt;
When their blaspheming hosts defied high Heaven,
And wheresoe’er they went let havoc loose;
Your Fathers knew the Sorceress! They stood firm
And in that hour of trial faithful found,
They raised the Red Cross Hag.
 

6.
 

They knew her; and they knew
That not in scenes of rapine and of blood,
In lawless riotry,
And wallowing with the multitude obscene,
Would Liberty be found!
Her in her form divine,
Her genuine form they knew;
For Britain was her home,
With Order and Religion there she dwelt;
It was her chosen seat,
Her own beloved Isle.
Think not that Liberty
From Order and Religion e’er will dwell
Apart; companions they
Of heavenly seed connate.
 

7.
 

Woe, woe for Britain, woe!
If that society divine,
By lewd and impious uproar driven,
Indignantly should leave
The land that in their presence hath been blest!
Woe, woe! for in her streets
Should grey-hair’d Polity
Be trampled under foot by ruffian force;
And Murder to the noon-day sky
Lift his red hands, as if no God were there
War would lay waste the realm;
Devouring fire consume
Temples and Palaces;
Nor would the lowliest cot
Escape that indiscriminating storm,
When Heaven upon the guilty nation pour’d
The vials of its wrath.
 

8.
 

These are no doubtful ills!
The unerring voice of Time
Warns us that what hath been again shall be;
And the broad beacon-flame
Of History, casts its light
Upon Futurity.
 

9.
 

Turn not thy face away,
Almighty! from the realm
By thee so highly favoured, and so long.
Thou who in war hast been our shield and strength,
From famine who hast saved us, and hast bade
The Earthquake and the Pestilence go by,
Spare us, O Father! save us from ourselves!
From insane Faction, who prepares the pit
In which itself would fall;
From rabid Treason’s rage,..
The poor priest-ridden Papist’s erring zeal,..
The lurking Atheist’s wiles,..
The mad Blasphemer’s venom,.. from our foes,
Our follies and our errors, and our sins,
Save us, O Father! for thy mercy’s sake.
Thou who ALONE canst save!
 

Keswick, 1819.
 




THE WARNING VOICE. ODE II.
 

1.
 

IN a vision I was seized,
When the elements were hush’d
In the stillness that is felt
Ere the Storm goes abroad;
Thro’ the air I was borne away:
And in spirit I beheld
Where a City lay beneath,
Like a valley mapp’d below,
When seen from a mountain top.
 

2.
 

The night had closed around,
And o’er the sullen sky
Were the wide wings of darkness spread,
The City’s myriad lamps
Shone mistily below,
Like stars in the bosom of a lake;
And its murmurs arose
Incessant and deep,
Like the sound of the sea
Where it rakes on a stoney shore.
 

3.
 

A voice from the darkness went forth,
“Son of Man, look below!
This is the City to be visited;
For as a fountain
Casteth its waters,
So casteth she her wickedness abroad!”
Mine eyes were opened then.
And the veil which conceals
The Invisible World was withdrawn.
 

4.
 

I look’d, and behold!
As the Patriarch, in his dream,
Saw the Angels to and fro
Pass from Heaven to Earth,
On their ministry of love;
So saw I where a way
From that great City, led
To the black abyss of bale,
To the dolorous region of Death.
 

5.
 

Wide and beaten was the way,
And deep the descent
To the Adamantine Gates,
Which were thrown on their hinges back.
Wailing and Woe were within,
And the gleam of sulphurous fires,
In darkness and smoke involved.
 

6.
 

And through those open gates
The Fiends were swarming forth;
Hastily, joyfully,
As to a jubilee,
The Spirits accurst were trooping up:
They fill’d the streets,
And they bore with them curses and plagues;
And they scatter’d lies abroad,
Horrors, obscenities,
Blasphemies, treasons,
And the seeds of strife and death.
 

7.
 

“Son of Man, look up!” said the Voice.
I look’d and beheld
The way which Angels tread,
Seen like a pillar of light
That slants from a broken sky.
That heavenly way by clouds was closed,
Heavy, and thick, and dark, with thunder charged
And there a Spirit stood,
Who raised in menacing act his aweful arm;
He spake aloud, and thrill’d
My inmost soul with fear.
 

8.
 

“Woe! Woe!
Woe to the City where Faction reigns!
Woe to the Land where Sedition prevails!
Woe to the Nation whom Hell deceives!
Woe! Woe!
They have Eyes, and they will not see!
They have Ears, and they will not hear!
They have Hearts, and they will not feel!
Woe to the People who fasten their eyes!
Woe to the People who deafen their ears!
Woe to the People who harden their hearts!
Woe! Woe!
The Vials are charged;
The measure is full;
The wrath is ripe;..
Woe! Woe!”
 

9.
 

But from that City then, behold,
A gracious form arose;
Her snow-white wings upon the dusky air
Shone like the waves that glow
Around a midnight keel in liquid light.
Upward her supplicating arms were spread
And as her face to heaven
In eloquent grief she raised,
Loose, like a Comet’s refluent tresses, hung
Her heavenly hair dispersed.
 

10.
 

“Not yet, O Lord! not yet,
O merciful as just!
Not yet!”.. the Tutelary Angel cried;
“For I must plead with thee for this poor land,
Guilty,.. but still the seat
Of genuine piety,..
The mother still of noble minds,..
The nurse of high desires!
Not yet, O Lord, not yet,
Give thou thine anger way!
Thou who hast set thy Bow
Of Mercy in the clouds
Not yet, O Lord, pour out
The Vials of thy wrath!
 

11.
 

“Oh, for the sake
Of that religion pure and undefiled
Here purchased by thy Martyrs’ precious blood,..
Mercy, Oh mercy, Lord!
For that well-order’d frame of equal laws,
Time’s goodliest monument,
O’er which thy guardian shield
So oft hath been extended heretofore,..
Mercy, Oh mercy, Lord!
For the dear charities
The household virtues, that in secret there,
Like sweetest violets, send their fragrance forth,
Mercy, Oh mercy, Lord!
 

12.
 

“Oh wilt thou quench the light,
That should illuminate
The nations who in darkness sit,
And in the shadow of death?..
Oh wilt thou stop the heart
Of intellectual life?..
Wilt thou seek the eye of the world?..
Mercy, Oh mercy, Lord!
 

13.
 

“Not for the guilty few;
Nor for the erring multitude,
The ignorant many, wickedly misled,..
Send thou thy vengeance down
Upon a land so long the dear abode
Of Freedom, Knowledge, Virtue, Faith, approved,.
Thine own beloved land!
Oh let not Hell prevail
Against her past deserts,..
Against her actual worth..
Against her living hopes...
Against the Prayers that rise
From righteous hearts this hour!
 

14.
 

“Plead with me, O ye Dead! whose sacred dust
Is laid in hope within her hallow’d soil,
Plead with me for your Country, suffering now
Beneath such loathsome plagues,
As ancient Egypt in her slime
And hot corruption bred.
Plead with me at this hour
All wise and upright Minds,
All honourable Hearts,..
For ye abhor the sins
Which, o’er the guilty land,
Have drawn this gather’d storm!
Plead with me Souls unborn,
Ye who are doomed upon this fateful spot,
To pass your pilgrimage,
Earth’s noblest heritors,
Or children of a ruin’d realm, to shame
And degradation born...
(For this is on the issue of the hour ‘.)
Plead with me, unborn Spirits! that the wrath
Deserved, may pass away!
 

15.
 

Join in my supplication, Seas and Lands...
I call upon you all!
Thou, Europe, in whose cause,
Alone and undismay’d,
The generous nation strove;
For whose deliverance in the Spanish Helds
Her noblest blood was pour’d
Profusely; and on that Brabantine plain,
(The proudest fight that e’er
By virtuous victory
Was hallowed to all time.)
Join, with me, Africa!
For here hath thy redemption had its birth;..
Thou, India, who art blest
With peace and equity
Beneath her easy sway;..
And thou, America, who owest
The large and inextinguishable debt
Of filial love!.. And ye,
Remote Antarctic Isles and Continent,
Where the glad tidings of the Gospel truth.
Her children arc proclaiming faithfully;
Join with me now to wrest
The thunderbolt from that relenting arm!..
Plead with me, Earth and Ocean, at this hour,
Thou, Ocean, for thy Queen,
And for thy benefactress, thou, O Earth!”
 

16.
 

The Angel ceased;
The vision fled;
The wind arose,
The clouds were rent,
They were drifted and scatter’d abroad;
And as I look’d, and saw
Where through the clear blue sky the silver Moon
Moved in her light serene,
A healing influence reach’d my heart,
And I felt in my soul
That the voice of the Angel was heard.
 

Keswick, 1820.
 




ODE ON THE PORTRAIT OF BISHOP HEBER.
 

1.
 

YES,.. such as these were Heber’s lineaments;
Such his capacious front,
His comprehensive eye,
His open brow serene.
Such was the gentle countenance which bore
Of generous feeling, and of golden truth,
Sure Nature’s sterling impress; never there
Unruly passion left
Its ominous marks infix’d,
Nor the worse die of evil habit set
An inward stain ingrain’d.
Such were the lips whose salient playfulness
Enliven’d peaceful hours of private life;
Whose eloquence
Held congregations open-ear’d,
As from the heart it flow’d, a living stream
Of Christian wisdom, pure and undefiled.
 

2.
 

And what if there be those
Who in the cabinet
Of memory hold enshrined
A livelier portraiture,
And see in thought, as in their dreams,
His actual image, verily produced;
Yet shall this counterfeit convey
To strangers, and preserve for after-time,
All that could perish of him,.. all that else
Even now had past away:
For he hath taken with the Living Dead
His honourable place,..
Yea, with the Saints of God
His holy habitation. Hearts, to which
Thro’ ages he shall speak,
Will yearn towards him; and they too, (for such
Will be,) who gird their loins
With truth to follow him,
Having the breast-plate on of righteousness,
The helmet of salvation, and the shield
Of faith,.. they too will gaze
Upon his effigy
With reverential love,
‘Till they shall grow familiar with its lines,
And know him when they see his face in Heaven.
 

3.
 

Ten years have held their course
Since last I look’d upon
That living countenance,
When on Llangedwin’s terraces we paced
Together, to and fro.
Partaking there its hospitality,
We with its honoured master spent,
Well-pleased, the social hours;
His friend and mine,.. my earliest friend, whom I
Have ever- thro’ all changes, found the same,
From boyhood to grey hairs,
In goodness, and in worth and warmth of heart.
Together then we traced
The grass-grown site, where armed feet once trod
The threshold of Glendower’s embattled hall;
Together sought Melangel s lonely Church,
Saw the dark yews, majestic in decay,
Which in their flourishing strength
Cyveilioc might have seen;
Letter by letter traced the lines
On Yorwerth’s fabled tomb;
And curiously observed what vestiges.
Mouldering and mutilate,
Of Monacella’s legend there are left,
A tale humane, itself
Well-nigh forgotten now:
Together visited the ancient house
Which from the hill-slope takes
Its Cymric name euphonious; there to view,
Tho’ drawn by some rude limner inexpert,
The faded portrait of that lady fair,
Beside whose corpse her husband watch’d.
And with perverted faith,
Preposterously placed,
Thought, obstinate in hopeless hope, to see
The beautiful dead, by miracle, revive.
 

4.
 

The sunny recollections of those days
Full soon were overcast, when Heber went
Where half this wide world’s circle lay
Between us interposed.
A messenger of love he went,
A true Evangelist;
Not for ambition, nor for gain,
Nor of constraint, save such as duty lays
Upon the disciplin’d heart,
Took he the overseeing on himself,
Of that wide flock dispers’d,
Which, till these latter times,
Had there been left to stray
Neglected all too long.
For this great end devotedly he went,
Forsaking friends and kin,
His own loved paths of pleasantness and peace,
Books, leisure, privacy,
Prospects (and not remote), of all wherewith
Authority could dignify desert;
And, dearer far to him,
Pursuits that with the learned and the wise
Should have assured his name its lasting place.
 

5.
 

Large, England, is the debt
Thou owest to Heathendom
To India most of all, where Providence,
Giving thee thy dominion there in trust,
Upholds its baseless strength.
All seas have seen thy red-cross flag
In war triumphantly display’d;
Late only has thou set that standard up
On pagan shores in peace!
Yea, at this hour the cry of blood
Riseth against thee from beneath the wheels
Of that seven-headed Idol’s ear accurst;
Against thee, from the widow’s funeral pile
The smoke of human sacrifice
Ascends, even now, to Heaven
 

6.
 

The debt shall be discharged; the crying sin
Silenced; the foul offence
For ever done away.
Thither our saintly Heber went,
In promise and in pledge
That England, from her guilty torpor roused.
Should zealously and wisely undertake
Her aweful task assign’d:
Thither, devoted to the work, he went,
There spent his precious life,
There left his holy dust.
 

7.
 

How beautiful are the feet of him
That bringeth good tidings,
That publisheth peace,
That bringeth good tidings of good,
That proclaimeth salvation for men
Where’er the Christian Patriarch went.
Honour and reverence heralded his way.
And blessings followed him.
The Malabar, the Moor, the Cingalese,
Tho’ unillumed by faith,
Yet not the less admin d
The virtue that they saw.
The European soldier, there so long
Of needful and consolatory rites
Injuriously deprived,
Felt, at his presence, the neglected seed
Of early piety
Refresh’d, as with a quickening dew from Heaven.
Native believers wept for thankfulness,
When on their heads he laid his hallowing hands;
And, if the Saints in bliss
Be cognizant of aught that passeth here,
It was a joy for Schwartz
To look from Paradise that hour
Upon his earthly flock.
 

8
 

Ram boweth down,
Creeshna and Seeva stoop;
The Arabian Moon must wane to wax no more:
And Ishmael’s seed redeem’d,
And Esau’s.. to their brotherhood,
And to their better birthright then restored,
Shall within Israel’s covenant be brought.
Drop down, ye Heavens, from above!
Ye Skies, pour righteousness!
Open, thou Earth, and let
Salvation be brought forth!
And sing ye, O ye Heavens, and shout, O Earth,
With all thy hills and vales,
Thy mountains and thy woods,
Break forth into a song, a jubilant song,
For by Himself the Lord hath sworn
That every tongue to Him shall swear,
To Him that every knee shall bow.
 

9.
 

Take comfort, then, my soul!
Thy latter clays on earth,
Tho’ few shall not he evil, by this hope
Supported, and enlighten’d on the way.
O Reginald, one course,
Our studies, and our thoughts,
Our aspirations held,
Wherein, but mostly in this blessed hope,
We had a bond of union, closely knit
In spirit, though in this world’s wilderness
Apart our lots were cast.
Seldom we met; but I knew well
That whatsoe’er this never-idle hand
Sent forth would find with thee
Benign acceptance, to its full desert.
For thou wert of that audience,.. fit, though few.
For whom I am content
To live laborious days,
Assured that after years will ratify
Their honourable award.
 

10.
 

Hadst thou revisited thy native land,
Mortality and Time,
And Change, must needs have made
Our meeting mournful. Happy he
Who to his rest is borne
In sure and certain hope.
Before the hand of age
Hath chill’d his faculties,
Or sorrow reach’d him in his heart of hearts!
Most happy if he leave in his good name
A light for those who follow him,
And in his works a living seed
Of good, prolific still.
 

11.
 

Yes, to the Christian, to the Heathen world,
Heber, thou art not dead,.. thou canst not die!
Nor can I think of thee as lost.
A little portion of this little isle
At first divided us; then half the globe:
The same earth held us still; but when,
O Reginald, wert thou so near as now!
‘T is but the falling of a withered leaf,..
The breaking of a shell,..
The rending of a veil I
Oh when that leaf shall fall,..
That shell be burst,.. that veil be rent,.. may then
My spirit be with thine!
 

Keswick, 1820.
 




EPISTLE TO ALLAN CUNNINGHAM.
 

WELL, Heaven be thank’d! friend Allan, here I am,
Once more to that dear dwelling place return’d,
Where I have past the whole mid stage of life,
Not idly, certes; not unworthily,,.
So let me hope: where Time upon my head
Hath laid his frore and monitory hand;
And when this poor frail earthly tabernacle
Shall be dissolved,.. it matters not how soon
Or late, in God’s good time,. where I would lain
Be gathered to my children, earth to earth.
 

Needless it were to say how willingly
I bade the huge metropolis farewell,
Its din, and dust, and dirt, and smoke, and smut,
Thames’ water, paviours’ ground, and London sky;
Weary of hurried days and restless nights,
Watchmen, whose office is to murder sleep
When sleep might else have weigh’d ones eyelids down.
Rattle of carriages, and roll of carts,
And tramp of iron hoofs; and worse then all,..
Confusion being worse confounded then.
With coachmen’s quarrels and with footmen’s shouts.
My next-door neighbours, in a street not yet
Macadamized, (me miserable!) at home;
For then had we from midnight until morn
House-quakes, street-thunders, and door-batteries.
O Government! in thy wisdom and thy want,
Tax knockers;in compassion to the sick,
And those whose sober habits are not yet
Inverted, topsy-turvying night and day,
Tax them more heavily than thon hast charged
Armorial bearings and bepowder’d pates.
And thou, O Michael, ever to be praised,
Angelic among Taylors! for thy laws
Antifuliginous, extend those laws
Till every chimney its own smoke consume,
And give thenceforth thy dinners unlampoon’d.
Escaping from all this, the very whirl
Of mail-coach wheels bound outward from Lad-lane,
Was peace and quietness. Three hundred miles
Of homeward way seem’d to the body rest.
And to the mind repose.
 

Donne did not hate
More perfectly that city. Not for all
Its social, all its intellectual joys,.,
Which having touch’d, I may not condescend
To name aught else the Demon of the place
Might for his lure hold forth;.. not even for these
Would I forego gardens and green-field walks,
And hedge-row trees, and stiles, and shady lanes,
And orchards, were such ordinary scenes
Alone to me accessible as those
Wherein I learnt in infancy to love
The sights and sounds of Nature wholesome sights
Gladdening the eye that they refresh; and sounds
Which, when from life and happiness they spring.
Bear with them to the yet unharden’d heart
A sense that thrills its cords of sympathy;
Or, when proceeding from insensate tilings,
Give to tranquillity a voice wherewith
To woo the ear and win the soul attuned;...
Oh not for all that London might bestow,
Would I renounce the genial influences
And thoughts and feelings to be found where’er
We breathe beneath the open sky, and see
Earth’s liberal bosom. Judge then by thyself,
Allan, true child of Scotland,.. thou who art
So oft in spirit on thy native hills,
And yonder Solway shores,.. a poet thou,
Judge by thyself how strong the ties which bind
A poet to his home; when,.. making thus
Large recompense for all that haply else
Might seem perversely or unkindly done,..
Fortune hath set his happy habitacle
Among the ancient hills, near mountain stream-;
And lakes pellucid, in a land sublime
And lovely as those regions of Romance
Where his young fancy in its day-dreams roam’d.
Expatiating in forests wild and wide,
Loëgrian, or of dearest Faery-land.
 

Yet, Allan, of the cup of social joy
No man drinks freelier nor with heartier thirst.
Nor keener relish, where I see around
Faces which I have known and loved so long,
That when he prints a dream upon my brain
Dan Morpheus takes them for his readiest types.
And therefore in that loathed metropolis
Time measured out to me some golden hours.
They were not leaden-footed while the clay
Beneath the patient touch of Chantrey’s hand
Grew to the semblance of my lineaments.
Lit up in memory’s landscape, like green spots
Of sunshine, are the mornings, when in talk
With him, and thee, and Bedford (my true friend
Of forty years,) I saw the work proceed,
Subject the while myself to no restraint,
But pleasureably in frank discourse engaged:
Pleased too, and with no unbecoming pride
To think this countenance, such as it is,
So oft by rascally mislikeness wrong’d,
Should faithfully to those who in his works
Have seen the inner man portray’d, be shown,
And in enduring marble should partake
Of our great sculptor’s immortality.
 

I have been libell’d, Allan, as thou knowest,
Through all degrees of calumny; but they
Who fix one’s name for public sale beneath
A set of features slanderously unlike,
Are the worst libellers. Against the wrong
Which they inflict Time hath no remedy.
Injuries there are which Time redresseth best,
Being more sure in judgement, though perhaps
Slower in process even than the court
Where justice, tortoise-footed and mole-eyed,
Sleeps undisturb’d, fann’d by the billing wings
Of harpies at their prey. We soon live down
Evil or good report, if undeserved.
Let then the dogs of Faction bark and bay,
Its bloodhounds, savaged by a cross of wolf.
Its full-bred kennel from the Blatant-beast;
And from my lady’s gay varanda, let
Her pamper’d lap-dog with his fetid breath
In bold bravado join, and snap and growl,
With petulant consequentialness clate,
There in his imbecility at once
Ridiculous and safe; though all give cry,
Whiggery’s sleek spaniels, and its lurchers lean.
Its poodles by unlucky training marr’d,
Mongrel and cur and bob-tail, let them yelp
Till weariness and hoarseness shall at length
Silence the noisy pack; meantime be sure
I will not stoop for stones to cast among them.
The foumarts and the skunks may be secure
In their own scent; and for that viler swarm,
The vermin of the press, both those that skip,
And those that creep and crawl, I do not catch
And pin them for exposure on the page.
Their filth is their defence.
 

                                                 But I appeal
Against the limner’s and the graver’s wrong;
Their evil works survive them. Bilderdijk,
Whom I am privileged to call my friend,
Suffering by graphic libels in likewise,
Gave his wrath vent in verse. Would I could give
The life and spirit of his vigorous Dutch,
As his dear consort hath transfused my strains
Into her native speech; and made them known
On Rhine and Yssel, and rich Amstel’s banks;
And wheresoe’er the voice of Vondel still
Is heard, and still Antonides and Hooft
Arc living agencies; and Father Cats,
The household poet, teacheth in his songs
The love of all things lovely, all things pure:
Best poet, who delights the cheerful mind
Of childhood, stores with moral strength the heart
Of youth, with wisdom maketh mid-life rich,
And fills with quiet tears the eyes of age.
 

Hear then in English rhyme how Bilderdijk
Describes his wicked portraits, one by one.
 

“A madman who from Bedlam hath broke loose;
An honest fellow of the numskull race;
And pappyer-headed still, a very goose
Staring with eyes aghast and vacant face;
A Frenchman who would mirthfully display
On some poor idiot his malicious wit;
And lastly, one who, train’d up in the way
Of worldly craft, hath not forsaken it,
But hath served Mammon with his whole intent,
A thing of Nature’s worst materials made,
Low-minded, stupid, base and insolent.
I,.. I,.. a Poet,.. have been thus portray’d.
Can ye believe that my true effigy
Among these vile varieties is found?
What thought, or line, or word, hath fallen from me
In all my numerous works whereon to ground
The opprobrious notion? Safely I may smile
At these, acknowledging no likeness here.
But worse is yet to come: so, soft awhile!
For now in potter’s earth must I appear,
And in such workmanship, that, sooth to say,
Humanity disowns the imitation,
And the dolt image is not worth its clay.
Then comes there one who will to admiration
In plastic wax my perfect face present;
And what of his performance comes at last?
Folly itself in every lineament!
Its consequential features overcast
With the coxcombical and shallow laugh
Of one who would, for condescension, hide,
Yet in his best behaviour, can bat half
Suppress the scornfulness of empty pride.”
 

“And who is Bilderdijk?” methinks thou mayest,
A ready question; yet which, trust me, Allan,
Would not be ask’d, had not the curse that came
From Babel, dipt the wings of Poetry.
Napoleon ask’d him once with cold fix’d look,
“Art thou then in the world of letters known?”
“I have deserved to be,” the Hollander
Replied, meeting that proud imperial look
With calm and proper confidence, and eye
As little wont to turn away abash’d
Before a mortal presence. He is one
Who hath received upon his constant breast
The sharpest arrows of adversity;
Whom not the clamours ol the multitude.
Demanding in their madness and their might
Iniquitous things, could shake in his firm mind;
Nor the strong hand of instant tyranny,
From the straight path of duty turn aside.
But who in public troubles, in the wreck
Of his own fortunes, in proscription, exile,
Want, obloquy, ingratitude, neglect,
And what severer trials Providence
Sometimes inflicteth, chastening whom it loves,
In all, thro’ all, and over all, hath borne
An equal heart, as resolute toward
The world, as humbly and religiously
Beneath his heavenly Father’s rod resign’d.
Right-minded, happy-minded, righteous man,
True lover of his country and his kind;
In knowledge, and in inexhaustive stores
Of native genius rich; philosopher,
Poet, and sage. The language of a State
Inferior in illustrious deeds to none,
But circumscribed by narrow bounds, and now
Sinking in irrecoverable decline,
Hath pent within its sphere a name wherewith
Europe should else have rung from side to side.
 

Such, Allan, is the Hollander to whom
Esteem and admiration have attach’d
My soui, not less than pre-consent of mind,
And gratitude for benefits, when being
A stranger, sick, and in a foreign land,
He took me like a brother to his house,
And ministered to me, and made a time
Which had been wearisome and careful else,
So pleasurable, that in my kalendar
There are no whiter days. ‘T will be a joy
For us to meet in Heaven, tho’ we should look
Upon each other’s earthly face no more.
..This is this world’s complexion! “cheerful thoughts
Bring sad thoughts to the mind,” and those again
Give place to calm content, and steadfast hope,
And happy faith assured... Return we now,
With such transition as our daily life
Imposes in its wholesome discipline,
To a lighter strain; and from the gallery
Of the Dutch Poet’s mis-resemblances
Pass into mine; where I shall show thee, Allan,
Such an array of villainous visages,
That if among them all there wore but one
Which as a likeness could be proved upon me,
It were enough to make me in mere shame
Take up an alias, and forswear myself.
 

Whom have we first? A dainty gentleman.
His sleepy eyes half-closed, and countenance
To no expression stronger than might suit
A simper, capable of being moved:
Sawney and sentimental; with an air
So lack-thought and so lackadaisical,
You might suppose the volume in his hand
Must needs be Zimmermann on Solitude.
 

Then comes a jovial landlord, who hath made it
Part of his trade to be the shoeing horn
For his commercial customers, God Bacchus
Hath not a thirstier votary. Many a pipe
Of Porto’s vintage hath contributed
To give his cheeks that deep carmine engrain’d,
And many a runlet of right Nantes, I ween,
Hath suffered percolation thro’ that trunk,
Leaving behind it in the boozey eyes
A swoln and red suffusion, glazed and dim.
 

Our next is in the evangelical line,
A leaden-visaged specimen; demure,
Because he hath put on his Sunday’s face:
Dull by formation, by complexion sad,
By bile, opinions, and dyspepsy sour.
One of the sons of Jack,.. I know not which,
For Jack hath a most numerous progeny,..
Made up for Mr. Colburn’s Magazine
This pleasant composite; a bust supplied
The features; look, expression, character
Are of the artist’s fancy and free grace.
Such was that fellow’s birth and parentage.
The rascal proved prolific; one of his breed,
By Docteur Pichot introduced in France,
Passes for Monsieur Sooté; and another,..
An uglier miscreant too,.. the brothers Schumann
And their most cruel copper-scratcher Zschoch,
From Zwickau sent abroad through Germany.
I wish the Schumen and the copper-scratcher
No worse misfortune for their recompence,
Than to encounter such a cut-throat face
In the Black Forest or the Odenwald.,
 

And now is there a third derivative
From Mr. Colburn’s composite, which late
The Arch-Pirate Galignani hath prefix’d,
A spurious portrait to a faithless life.
And bearing lyingly the libell’d name
Of Lawrence, impudently there insculpt.
 

The bust that was the innocent forefather
To all this base, abominable brood,
I blame not, Allan. T was the work of Smith.
A modest, mild, ingenious man, and errs,
Where erring, only because over-true,
Too close a likeness for similitude;
Fixing to every part and lineament
Its separate character, and missing thus
That which results from all.
 

                Sir Smug comes next;
Allan, I own Sir Smug! I recognise
That visage with its dull sobriety;
I see it duly as the day returns,
When at the looking-glass with lather’d chin
And razor-weapon’d hand I sit, the face
Composed and apprehensively intent
Upon the necessary operation
About to be perform’d, with touch, alas,
Not always confident of hair-breadth skill.
Even in such sober sadness and constrain’d
Composure cold, the faithful Painter’s eye
Had fix’d me like a spell, and I could feel
My features stiffen as he glanced upon them.
And vet he was a man whom I loved dearly,
My fellow-traveller, my familiar friend,
My household guest. But when he look’d upon me
Anxious to exercise his excellent art,
The countenance he knew so thoroughly
Was gone, and in its stead there sate Sir Smug.
 

Under the graver’s hand, Sir Smug became
Sir Smouch,.. a son of Abraham. Now albeit,
Far rather would I trace my lineage thence
Than with the oldest line of Peers or Kings
Claim consanguinity, that cast of features
Would ill accord with me, who in all forms
Of pork, baked, roasted, toasted, boil’d or broil’d,
Fresh, salted, pickled, seasoned, moist or dry,
Whether ham, bacon, sausage, souse or brawn,
Leg, bladebone, baldrib, griskin, chine, or chop,
Profess myself a genuine Philopig.
 

It was, however, as a Jew whose portion
Had fallen unto him in a goodly land
Of loans, of omnium, and of three per cents,
That Messrs. Percy of the Anecdote-firm
Presented me unto their customers.
Poor Smouch endured a worse judaization
Under another hand. In this next stage
He is on trial at the Old Bailey, charged
With dealing in base coin. That he is guilty
No Judge or Jury could have half a doubt
When they saw the culprit’s face; and he himself,
As you may plainly see, is comforted
By thinking he has just contrived to keep
Out of rope’s reach, and will come off this time
For transportation.
 

                 Stand thou forth for trial,
Now, William Darton, of the Society
Of Friends called Quakers; thou who in 4th month
Of the year 21 on Holborn Hill,
At No. 58., didst wilfully,
Falsely, and knowing it was falsely done,
Publish upon a card, as Robert Southey’s,
A face which might be just as like Tom Fool’s.
Or John, or Richard Any-body-else’s!
What had I done to thee, thou William Darton,
That thou shouldst for the lucre of base gain,
Yea, for the sake of filthy fourpences,
Palm on my countrymen that face for mine?
O William Darton, let the Yearly Meeting
Deal with thee for that falseness! All the rest
Are traceable; Smug’s Hebrew family;
The German who might properly adorn
A gibbet or a wheel, and Monsieur Sooté,
Sons of Fitzbust the Evangelical;..
I recognize all these unlikenesses,
Spurious abominations tho’ they be,
Each filiated on some original;
But thou, Friend Darton, and.. observe me, man.
Only in courtesy, and quast Quaker,
I call thee Friend!.. hadst no original;
No likeness, or unlikeness, silhouette,
Outline, or plaister, representing me,
Whereon to form thy misrepresentation.
If I guess rightly at the pedigree
Of thy bad groatsworth, thou didst get a barber
To personate my injured Laureateship;
An advertising barber,.. one who keeps
A bear, and when he puts to death poor Bruin
Sells his grease, fresh as trom the carcase cut,
Pro bono publico, the price per pound
Twelve shillings and no more. From such a barber,
O unfriend Darton! was that portrait made
I think, or peradventure from his block.
 

Next comes a minion worthy to be set
In a wooden frame; and here I might invoke
Avenging Nemesis, if I did not feel
Just now God Cynthius pluck me by the ear.
But, Allan, in what shape God Cynthius comes,
And wherefore he admonisheth me thus,
Nor thou nor I will tell the world; hereafter
The commentators, my Malones and Reids,
May if they can. For in my gallery
Though there remaineth undescribed good store,
Yet “of enough enough, and now no more,”
(As honest old George Gascoigne said of yore,)
Save only a last couplet to express
That I am always truly yours,
 

R. S.
 

Keswick, August, 1828.
 




OP EENE VERZAMELING VAN MIJNE
 

AFBEELDINGEN.
 

In pejus vultu proponi cereus ustquam. — Horat.
 

Een Wildeman hot dolliuis u’ltgovlogen:
Een goedo Hals, maar zonder zicl of kracht:
Een Sukkelaar, die met verwondorde oogen
Om alles mot verbeten weerzin lacht 
Eon Franschmans Iach op halfverwrongen kaken.
Die geest boduidt op’t aanziclit van een bloed:
Er om ‘t getal dier fraaiheen vol te maken,
Eens Financiers vonvaunde dommo snoot.’1
En dat moot ik, dat moot eon Dichter wez en!
Gelooft gy’t ooit die doze monsters ziet?
Gceft, wat ik sechreef, een trek daar van to lezen
Zoo zog gcrust: ‘‘lly kent zich zelven niet.”
 

Maar zacht oon poos!.. Hoe langer hoe verkoerder!
Men vomit, my na uit Poltobakkers aard;
Doch do Adamskop beshaaamt den kuunstootseorder.
En ‘t ziolluos ding is zolf’s don klci uiet waanl...
Nil komt or oon, dio zal “ ‘t oolite Ioven
In lenig wasch mot voile lijk’nis geven;
En deze held, wat spreidt hy ons ten toon?
De knorrigheid in eigen hoofdpersoon;
Met zulk een lach van meêlij’ op de lippen,
A Is’t zelfgevoel eens Trotzaarts af laat glippen
Verachting spreidt op al wat hem omringt,
En half in spijt, zich tot verneedring dwingt.
 

Mijn God! is ‘t waar, zijn dit mijn wezenstrekken,
En is’t mijn hart, dat ze aan my-zelf onbdekken?
Of maaldet gy, wier kunst my dus herteelt,
Uw eigen aart onwetend in mijn beeld?
Het moog zoo zijn. De Rubens en Van Dijken
Zijn lang voorby, die zielen deên gelijken:
Wier oog hun ziel een heldre spiegel was,
En geest en hart in elken vezel las,
Niet, dagen lang, op’t uiterlijk bleef staren,
Maar d’ecrsten blik in’t harte kon bewaren,
Dien blik getrouw in klei of verven bracht,
En spreken deed tot Tijd-en-Nageslacht.
 

Die troffen, ja! die wisten af te malen
Wat oog en mond, wat elke zenuw sprak;
Wier borst, doorstroomd van hooger idealen,
Een hand bewoog die’t voorwerj) noort, ontbrak.
Doch wat maalt gy?.. ‘t Misnoegim van’t vervelen
Voor Rust der ziel in zalig zelfgenot;
Met Ongeduld om’t haatlijk tijdontstelen;
En-Bitterheid, die met uw wanklap spot
Wen ge, om den mond iets vriendlijks af te prachen,
Of slaaprigheid of mijmrende ernst verstoort,
 

En door uw boert het aanzicht tergt tot lachen
Met zotterny, sleehts wreevlig aangehoord.
Maar HODGES! gy, die uit vervlogen ectiwen
De Sehilderkunst te rug riept op ‘t paneeI,
Geen mond mismaakt door’t zielverteerend geenwen.
Maar kunstgesprek vereenigt aan ‘t peneel!
Zoo ‘t Noodlot wil dat zieh in later dagen
Mijn liaam bewaar in ‘t omvijs Vaderlaml,
En eenig beeld mijn leest moet overdragen,
Het zij gesehetst door mw bi gaatde hand.
In uw tafreel, bevredigd met my-zelven.
Ontdek ik ‘t hart dat lof nocli la?ter aelit;
En, die daaruit mijn ziel weet op te delven
Miskent in my noch inborst noch geslaeht.
 

1822.
 




MADOC
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This 1805 epic poem is based on the legend of Madoc, the supposed Welsh prince that fled conflict in Wales to sail for America in the 12th century. The first half of the poem, Madoc in Wales, introduces the young Welsh nobleman, whose family is embroiled in a series of bloody disputes over royal succession. Madoc, unwilling to participate in the struggle, decides to journey to America and start a new life. When he reaches America, he witnesses bloody human sacrifices inflicted by the Aztec nation upon the surrounding tribes in Aztlan. Believing such acts a defiance against God, Madoc leads the Hoamen, a local tribe, into warfare against the Aztecs. Eventually, Madoc conquers his foes and converts the Americans to Christianity, before returning to Wales to find more recruits for his colony. In the second part of the epic, Madoc in Aztlan, Madoc returns to find that the Aztecs have resumed their human sacrifices. After long and bloody warfare, Madoc is able to defeat the Aztecs and force them out of their homeland and into exile.

Southey first approached the theme during his schoolboy days when he completed a prose version of Madoc’s story. The subject had been suggested by a school friend, who claimed to be a descendant of Madoc’s brother, Rhodri. By the time the poet was in his twenties, he began to devote himself to working on the poem in earnest, hoping that he could sell the work to raise money to attain his ambition to start a new life in America and found a Utopian commune or “Pantisocracy”. Southey finally completed Madoc as a whole in 1799, though he postponed publishing the work, devoting more time to extensively editing the poem, and thus it was not ready for publication until 1805. Madoc was finally published in two volumes by the London publisher Longman with extensive footnotes.

The poem contains Southey’s bias against superstition, whether Catholic, Protestant or pagan. He believed that the work itself was more historical than epic, and it contained many of Southey’s political views. Critics gave the work mixed reviews, with many praising the epic’s beautiful scenes, whilst others felt that the language fell short of being adequate for the subject matter. One reviewer went so far to mock Southey’s reliance on Welsh and Aztec names.

William Wordsworth claimed that he was “highly pleased with it; it abounds in beautiful pictures and descriptions happily introduced, and there is an animation diffused through the whole story though it cannot perhaps be said that any of the characters interest you much, except perhaps young Llewllyn whose situation is highly interesting, and he appears to me the best conceived and sustained character in the piece… The Poem fails in the highest gifts of the poet’s mind Imagination in the true sense of the word, and knowledge of human Nature and human heart. There is nothing that shows the hand of the great Master”. He followed this with a letter on 29 July 1805 saying “Southey’s mind does not seem strong enough to draw the picture of a Hero. The character of Madoc is often very insipid and contemptible  In short, according to my notion, the character is throughout languidly conceived”. Dorothy Wordsworth, William’s sister, wrote: “We have read Madoc with great delight... I had one painful feeling throughout, that I did not care as much about Madoc as the Author wished me to do, and that the characters in general are not sufficiently distinct to make them have a separate after-existence in my affection.”
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Dolwyddelan Castle, the reputed birthplace of Madoc
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PREFACE
 

THE historical facts on which this Poem is founded may be related in a few words. On the death of Owen Gwyneth, King of North Wales, A.D. 1169, his children disputed the succession. Yorwerth, the elder, was set aside without a struggle, as being incapacitated by a blemish in his face. Hoel, though illegitimate and born of an Irish mother, obtained possession of the throne for a while, till he was defeated and slain by David, the eldest son of the late king by a second wife. The conqueror, who then succeeded without opposition, slew Yorwerth, imprisoned Rodri, and hunted others of his brethren into exile. But Madoc, meantime, abandoned his barbarous country, and sailed away to the West in search of some better resting-place. The land which he discovered pleased him: he left there part of his people, and went back to Wales for a fresh supply of adventurers, with whom he again set sail, and was heard of no more. Strong evidence has been adduced that he reached America, and that his posterity exist there to this day, on the southern branches of the Missouri, retaining their complexion, their language, and, in some degree, their arts.

About the same timer the Aztecas, an American tribe, in consequence of certain calamities and of a particular omen, forsook Aztlan, their own country, under the guidance of Yuhidthiton. They became a mighty people, and founded the Mexican empire, talking the name of Mexicans, in honor of Mexitli, their tutelary god. Their emigration is here connected with the adventures of Madoc; and their superstition is represented as the same which their descendants practised, when discovered by the Spaniards. The manners of the Poem, in both its parts, will be found historically true. It assumes not the degraded title of Epic; and the question, therefore, is not whether the story is formed upon the rules of Aristotle, but whether it be adapted to the purposes of poetry.

1805.
 

Three things must be avoided in Poetry; the frivolous, the obscure, and the superfluous.

The three excellences of Poetry; simplicity of language, simplicity of subject, and simplicity of invention.

The three indispensable purities of Poetry; pure truth, pure language, and pure manners.’

Three things should all Poetry be; thoroughly erudite, thoroughly animated, and thoroughly natural.

Triads.

COME, LISTEN TO A TALE OF TIMES OF OLD!
COME, FOR YE KNOW ME. I AM HE WHO SANG
THE MAID OF ARC, AND I AM HE WHO FRAMED
OF THALABA THE WILD AND WONDROUS SONG.
COME, LISTEN TO MY LAY; AND YE SHALL HEAR
HOW MADOC FROM THE SHORES OF BRITAIN SPREAD
THE ADVENTUROUS SAIL, EXPLORED THE OCEAN-PATHS,
AND QUELLED BARBARIAN POWER, AND OVERTHREW
THE BLOODY ALTARS OF IDOLATRY,
AND PLANTED IN ITS FANES TRIUMPHANTLY
THE CROSS OF CHRIST. COME, LISTEN TO MY LAY!
 




MADOC IN WALES. PART I.
 

I.
 

FAIR blows the wind... the vessel drives along,
Her streamers fluttering at their length, her sails
All full; she drives along, and round her prow
Scatters the ocean-spray. What feelings then
Filled every bosom, when the mariners,
After the peril of that weary way,
Beheld their own dear country! Here stands one
Stretching his sight toward the distant shore;
And, as to well-known forms his busy joy
Shapes the dim outline, eagerly he points
The fancied headland, and the cape and bay,
 

Till his eyes ache o’erstraining. This man shakes
His comrade’s hand, and bids him welcome home,
And blesses God, and then he weeps aloud:
Here stands another, who, in secret prayer,
Calls on the Virgin, and his patron Saint,
Renewing his old vows of gifts and alms
And pilgrimage, so he may find all well.
Silent and thoughtful, and apart from all,
Stood Madoc; now his noble enterprize
Proudly remembering, now in dreams of hope,
Anon of bodings full, and doubt and fear.
Fair smiled the evening, and the favoring gale
Sung in the shrouds, and swift the steady bark
Rushed roaring through the waves.
 

          The sun goes down:
Far off his light is on the naked crags
Of Penmanmawr, and Arvon’s ancient hills;
And the last glory lingers yet awhile,
Crowning old Snowdon’s venerable head,
That rose amid his mountains. Now the ship
Drew nigh where Mona, the dark island, stretch’d
Her shore along the ocean’s lighter line.
There, through the mist and twilight, many a fire,
Upflaming, streamed upon the level sea
Red lines of lengthening light, which far away
 

Rising and falling, flashed athwart the waves.
Thereat, full many a thought of ill disturbed
Prince Madoc’s mind: did some new conqueror seize
The throne of David? had the tyrant’s guilt
Awakened vengeance to the deed of death?
Or blazed they for a brother’s obsequies,
The sport and mirth of murder? Like the lights
Which there upon Aberfraw’s royal walls
Are waving with the wind, the painful doubt
Fluctuates within him. — Onward drives the gale;
On flies the bark; and she hath reached at length
Her haven, safe from her unequalled way!
And now, in louder and yet louder joy
Clamorous, the happy mariners all-hail
Their native shore, and now they leap to land.
 

There stood-an old man on the beach to wait
The comers from the ocean; and he ask’d,
“Is it the Prince?” And Madoc knew his voice,
And turned to him, and fell upon his neck;
For it was Urien, who had fostered him,
Had loved him like a child; and Madoc lov’d,
Even as a father loved he that old man.
 

My sister? quoth the Prince... Oh, she and I

Have wept together, Madoc, for thy loss,
That long and cruel absence!.. She and I,
Hour after hour and day by day, have look’d
Toward the waters, and, with aching eyes
And aching heart, sate watching every sail.
 

And David, and our brethren? cried the prince,
As they moved on... But then old Urien’s lips
Were slow at answer; and he spake, and paus’d
In the first breath of utterance, as to choose
Fit words for uttering some unhappy tale.
More blood, quoth Madoc, yet? Hath David’s fear
Forced him to still more cruelty? Alas...
Woe for the house of Owen!”
 

          Evil stars,
Replied the old man, ruled o’er thy brethren’s birth.
From Dolwyddelan driven, his peaceful home,
Poor Yorwerth sought the church’s sanctuary;
The murderer followed... Madoc, need I say
Who sent the sword?... Llewelyn, his brave boy,
Where wanders he? in this his rightful realm,
Houseless and hunted! Richly would the king
Gift the red hand that rid him of that fear!
Ririd, an outlawed fugitive, as yet
Eludes his deadly purpose; Rodri lives,
 

A prisoner he,.. I know not in what fit
Of natural mercy from the slaughter spar’d.
Oh, if my dear old master saw the wreck
And scattering of his house!... that princely race!
The beautiful band of brethren that they were!
 

Madoc made no reply;.. he clos’d his lids,
Groaning. But Urien, for his soul was full,
Loving to linger on the woe, pursued:
I did not think to live to such an hour
Of joy as this; and often, when my eyes
Turned dizzy from the ocean, overcome
With heavy anguish, Madoc, I have pray’d
That God would please to take me to his rest.
 

So, as he ceas’d his speech, a sudden shout
Of popular joy awaken’d Madoc’s ear;
And, calling then to mind the festal fires,
He ask’d their import. The old man replied,
It is the giddy people merry-making
To welcome their new queen; unheeding they
The shame and the reproach to the long line
Of our old royalty!.. Thy brother weds
The Saxon’s sister.
 

          What!.. in loud reply

Madoc exclaim’d, hath he forgotten all!
David! King Owen’s son,.. my father’s son,...
He wed the Saxon,... the Plantagenet!
 

Quoth Urien, He so dotes, as she had dropt
Some philter in his cup, to lethargize
The British blood that came from Owen’s veins.
Three days his halls have echoed to the song
Of joyance.
 

     Shame! foul shame! that they should hear
Songs of such joyance! cried the indignant prince.
Oh that my Father’s hall, where I have heard
The songs of Corwen and of Keiriog’s day,
Should echo this pollution! Will the chiefs
Brook this alliance, this unnatural tie?
 

There is no face but wears a courtly smile
Urien replied: Aberfraw’s ancient towers
Beheld no pride of festival like this,
No like solemnities, when Owen came
In conquest, and Gwalchmai struck the harp.
Only Goervyl, careless of the pomp,
Sits in her solitude, lamenting thee.
 

Saw ye not, then, my banner? quoth the Lord

Of Ocean; on the topmast-head it stood
To tell the tale of triumph;... or did night
Hide the glad signal, and the joy hath yet
To reach her?
 

     Now had they almost attain’d
The palace portal. Urien stopt, and said,
The child should know your coming: it is long
Since she hath heard a voice that to her heart
Spake gladness,.. none but I must tell her this!
So Urien sought Goervyl, whom he found
Alone, and gazing on the moonlight sea.
 

Oh, you are welcome, Urien!” cried the maid.
There was a ship came sailing hitherward...
I could not see his banner, for the night
Clos’d in so fast around her; but my heart
Indulged a foolish hope!
 

     The old man replied,
With difficult effort keeping down his heart,
God, in his goodness, may reserve for us
That blessing yet! I have yet life enow
To trust that I shall live to see the day,
Albeit the number of my years well nigh
Be full.
 

     Ill-judging kindness! said the maid.

Have I not nursed, for two long, wretched years,
That miserable hope, which every day
Grew weaker, like a baby sick to death,
Yet dearer for its weakness day by day!
No, never shall we see his daring bark!
I knew and felt it in the evil hour
When forth she far’d! I felt it... his last kiss
Was our death parting!
 

     And she paus’d to curb
The agony: anon,.. But thou hast been
To learn their tidings, Urien? He replied,
In half-articulate voice,.. they said, my child,
That Madoc lived... that soon he would be here.
 

She had receiv’d the shock of happiness:
Urien! she cried, thou art not mocking me!
Nothing the old man spake, but spread his arms,
Sobbing aloud. Goervyl from their hold
Started, and sunk upon her brother’s breast.
 

Recovering first, the aged Urien said,
Enough of this:... there will be time for this,
My children! better it behooves ye now
To seek the King. And, Madoc, I beseech thee,
Bear with thy brother! gently bear with him,
 

My gentle prince! he is the headstrong slave
Of passions unsubdu’d; he feels no tie
Of kindly love or blood... provoke him not,
Madoc!... It is his nature’s malady.
 

Thou good old man! replied the prince, be sure
I shall remember what to him is due,
What to myself; for I was in my youth
Wisely and well trained up, nor yet hath time
Effaced the lore my foster-father taught.
 

Haste, haste! exclaimed Goervyl;... and her heart
Smote her, in sudden terror. at the thought
Of Yorwerth, and of Owen’s broken house;..
I dread his dark suspicions!
 

     Not for me
Suffer that fear, my sister! quoth the prince.
Safe is the straight and open way I tread!
Nor hath God made the human heart so bad,
That thou or I should have a danger there.
So saying, they toward the palace-gate
Went on, ere yet Aberfraw had received
The tidings of her wanderer’s glad return.
 

II.
 

The guests were seated at the festal board;
Green rushes strewed the floor; high in the hall
Was David; Emma, in her bridal robe,
In youth, in beauty, by her husband’s side
Sate at the marriage feast. The monarch rais’d
His eyes; he saw the mariner approach;
Madoc! he cried; strong nature’s impulses
Prevail’d, and with a holy joy he met
His brother’s warm embrace.
 

     With that, what peals
Of exultation shook Aberfraw’s tower!
How then re-echoing rang the home of kings,
When from subdued Ocean, from the World
That he had first foreseen, he first had found,
Came her triumphant child! The mariners,
A happy band, enter the clamorous hall;
Friend greets with friend, and all are friends; one joy
 

Fills with one common feeling every heart,
And strangers give and take the welcoming
Of hand and voice and eye. That boisterous joy
At length allayed, the board was spread anew,
Anew the horn was brimm’d, the central hearth
Built up anew for later revelries.
Now to the ready feast! the seneschal
Duly below the pillars ranged the crew;
Toward the guest’s most honorable seat
The king himself led his brave brother: then,
Eying the lovely Saxon as he spake,
Here, Madoc, see thy sister! thou hast been
Long absent, and our house hath felt the while
Sad diminution: but my arm at last
Hath rooted out rebellion from the land;
And I have stablished now our ancient house,
Grafting a scion from the royal tree
Of England on the sceptre: so shall peace
Bless our dear country.
 

     Long and happy years
Await my sovereigns! thus the chief replied,
And long may our dear country rest in peace!
Enough of sorrow hath our royal house
Known in the field of battles,.. yet we reap’d
The harvest of renown.
 

    Ay, many a day,
David replied, together have we led
The onset!.. Dost thou not remember, brother,
How, in that hot and unexpected charge
On Keiriog’s bank, we gave the enemy
Their welcoming?
 

     And Berwyn’s after-strife!
Quoth Madoc, as the. memory kindled him:
The fool that day, who in his masque attire
Sported before King Henry, wished in vain
Fitlier habiliments of javelin-proof!
And yet not more precipitate that fool
Dropped his mock weapons, than the archers cast,
Desperate their bows and quivers full away,
When we leapt on, and in the mire and blood
Trampled their banner!
 

     That,” exclaim’d the king,
That was a day indeed, that I may still
Proudly remember, prov’d as I have been
In conflicts of such perilous assay,
That Saxon combat seemed like woman’s war.
When with the traitor Hoel I did wage
The deadly battle, then was I in truth
Put to the proof; no vantage-ground was there,
Nor famine, nor disease, nor storms to aid,
 

But equal, hard, close battle, man to man,
Briton to Briton. By my soul! pursued
The’ tyrant, heedless how from Madoc’s eye
Flashed the quick wrath like lightning,.. though I knew
The rebel’s worth, his prowess then excited
Unwelcome wonder! even at the last,
When stiff with toil and faint with wounds, he rais’d
Feebly his broken sword....
 

     Then Madoc’s grief
Found utterance; Wherefore, David, dost thou rouse
The memory now of that unhappy day,
That thou shouldst wish to hide from earth and heaven?
Not in Aberfraw,.. not to me this tale!
Tell it the Saxon!.. he will join thy triumph,..
He hates the race of Owen!.. But I lov’d
My brother Hoel,.. lov’d him,.. that ye knew!
I was to him the dearest of his kin,
And he my own heart’s brother.
 

     David’s cheek
Grew pale and dark; he bent his broad, black brow
Full upon Madoc’s glowing countenance;
Art thou returned to brave me? to my teeth
To praise the rebel bastard? to insult
The royal Saxon, my affianced friend?
 

I hate the Saxon!” Madoc cried; not yet
Have I forgotten how, from Keiriog’s shame
Flying, the coward wreaked his cruelty
On our poor brethren!... David, seest thou never
Those eyeless spectres by thy bridal bed?
Forget that horror?.. may the fire of God
Blast my right hand, or ever it be link’d
With that accurst Plantagenet!
 

     The while,
Impatience struggled in the heaving breast
Of David; every agitated limb
Shook with ungovernable wrath; the page,
Who chaf’d his feet, in fear suspends his task,
In fear the guests gaze on him silently;
His eyeballs flashed; strong anger chok’d his voice,
He started up... Him Emma, by the hand
Gently retaining, held, with gentle words
Calming his rage; Goervyl, too, in tears
Besought her generous brother: he had met
Emma’s reproaching glance, and self-reprov’d,
While the warm blood flush’d deeper o’er his cheek,
Thus he replied: I pray you pardon me,
My sister queen! nay, you will learn to love
This high affection for the race of Owen,
Yourself the daughter of his royal house,
By better ties than blood.
 

    Grateful the queen
Replied, by winning smile and eloquent eye
Thanking the gentle prince: a moment’s pause
Ensued: Goervyl, then, with timely speech
Thus to the wanderer of the waters spake:
Madoc, thou hast not told us of the world
Beyond the ocean and the paths of man;
A lovely land it needs must be, my brother,
Or sure you had not sojourned there so long,
Of me forgetful, and my heavy hours
Of grief and solitude and wretched hope.
Where is Cadwallon? for one bark alone
I saw come sailing here.
 

     The tale you ask
Is long, Goervyl, said the mariner,
And I in truth am weary. Many moons
Have wax’d and wan’d, since from the distant world,
The country of my dreams and hope and faith,
We spread the homeward sail: a goodly world,
My sister! thou wilt see its goodliness,
And greet Cadwallon there;... But this shall be
To-morrow’s tale:... indulge we now the feast!..
You know not with what joy we mariners
Behold a sight like this.
 

     Smiling he spake,

And, turning, from the sewer’s hand he took
The flowing mead. David, the while, reliev’d
From rising jealousies, with better eye
Regards his venturous brother. Let the bard,
Exclaim’d the king, give his accustomed lay;
For sweet, I know, to Madoc is the song
He lov’d in earlier years.
 

     Then, strong of voice,
The officer proclaimed the sovereign will,
Bidding the hall be silent; loud he spake,
And smote the sounding pillar with his wand,
And hushed the banqueters. The chief of Bards
Then raised the ancient lay.
 

     Thee, Lord! he sung,
Father! he eternal One, whose wisdom, power,
And love... all love, all power, all wisdom, Thou!
Nor tongue cannot utter, nor can heart conceive.
He in the lowest depth of Being fram’d
The imperishable mind; in every change,
Through the great circle of progressive life,
He guides and guards, till evil shall be known,
And, being known as evil, cease to be;
And the pure soul, emancipate by Death
The Enlarger, shall attain its end predoom’d,
The eternal newness of eternal joy.
 

He left this lofty theme; he struck the harp
To Owen’s praise, swift in the course of wrath,
Father of Heroes. That proud day he sung,
When from green Erin came the insulting host,
Lochlin’s long burdens of the flood, and they
Who left their distant homes in evil hour,
The death doom’d Normen. There was heaviest toil,
There deeper tumult, where the dragon-race
Of Mona trampled down the humbled head
Of haughty power; the sword of slaughter carv’d
Food for the yellow-footed fowl of heaven,
And Menai’s waters, burst with plunge on plunge,
Curling above their banks with tempest-swell,
Their bloody billows heav’d.
 

     The long-past days
Came on the mind of Madoc, as he heard
That song of triumph; on his sun-burnt brow
Sate exultation:.. Other thoughts arose,
As on the fate of all his gallant house
Mournful he mused; oppressive memory swell’d
His bosom; over his fix’d eyeballs swam
The tear’s dim lustre, and the loud-ton’d harp
Rung on his ear in vain;.. its silence first
Roused him from dreams of days that were no more.
 

III.
 

Then on the morrow, at the banquet board,
The Lord of Ocean thus began his tale.
 

My heart beat high, when, with the favoring wind,
We sailed away, Aberfraw! when thy towers,
And the huge headland of my mother isle,
Shrunk and were gone.
 

     But, Madoc, I would learn,
Quoth David, how this enterprise arose,
And the wild hope of worlds beyond the sea;
For, at thine outset, being in the war,
I did not hear from vague and common fame
The moving cause. Sprung it from bardic lore,
The hidden wisdom of the years of old,
Forgotten long? or did it visit thee
In dreams that come from heaven?
 

The prince replied,

    Thou shalt hear all;.. but if, amid the tale,
Strictly sincere, I haply should rehearse
Aught to the king ungrateful, let my brother
Be patient with the involuntary fault.
 

I was the guest of Rhys at Dinevawr,
And there the tidings found. me, that our sire
Was gathered to his fathers:.. Not alone
The sorrow came; the same ill messenger
Told of the strife that shook our royal house,
When Hoel, proud of prowess, seiz’d the throne
Which you, for elder claim and lawful birth,
Challenged in arms. With all a brother’s love,
I, on the instant hurried to prevent
The impious battle:.. All the day I sped;
Night did not stay me on my eager way...
Where’er I pass’d, new rumor raised new fear...
Midnight, and morn, and noon I hurried on;
And the late eve was darkening when I reach’d
Arvon, the fatal field... The sight, the sounds,
Live in my memory now;.. for all was done!
For horse and horseman, side by side in death,
Lay on the bloody plain;.. a host of men,
And not one living soul,.. and not one sound,
One human sound,.. only the raven’s wing,
 

Which rose before my coming, and the neigh
Of wounded horses, wandering o’er the plain.
 

Night now was coming in; a man approach’d,
And bade me to his dwelling nigh at hand.
Thither I turned, too weak to travel on;
For I was overspent with weariness,
And, having now no hope to bear me up,
Trouble and bodily labor master’d me.
I asked him of the battle:.. who had fall’n
He knew not, nor to whom the lot of war
Had given my father’s sceptre. Here, said he,
I came to seek if haply I might find
Some wounded wretch, abandon’d else to death.
My search was vain: the sword of civil war
Had bit too deeply.
 

     Soon we reach’d his home,
A lone and lowly dwelling in the hills,
By a gray mountain stream. Beside the hearth
There sate an old blind man; his head was rais’d
As he were listening to the coming sounds,
And in the fire-light shone his silver locks.
Father, said he who guided me, I bring
A guest to our poor hospitality;
And then he brought me water from the brook,
 

And homely fare, and I was satisfied:
That done, he pil’d the hearth, and spread around
The rushes of repose. I laid me down;
But, worn with toil and full of many fears,
Sleep did not visit me: the quiet sounds
Of nature troubled my distempered sense;
My ear was busy with the stirring gale,
The moving leaves, the brook’s perpetual flow.
 

So on the morrow languidly I rose,
And faint with fever; but a restless wish
Was working in me, and I said, My host,
Wilt thou go with me to the battle-field,
That I may search the slain? for in the fray
My brethren fought; vainly, with all my speed
I strove to reach them ere the strife began,
Alas, I sped too slow!
 

     Griev’st thou for that?
He answer’d, grievest thou that thou art spar’d
The shame and guilt of that unhappy strife,
Briton with Briton in unnatural war?
 

Nay, I replied, mistake me not! I came
To reconcile the chiefs: they might have heard
Their brother’s voice.
 

    Their brother’s voice? said he,
Was it not so?... And thou, too, art the son
Of Owen!... yesternight I did not know
The cause there is to pity thee. Alas,
Two brethren thou wilt lose when one shall fall!
Lament not him whom death may save from guilt;
For in the conqueror thou art doom’d to find
A foe, whom his own fears make perilous!
 

I felt as though he wronged my father’s sons,
And rais’d an angry eye, and answer’d him,...
My brethren love me.
 

     Then the old man cried,
Oh what is princes love? what are the ties
Of blood, the affections growing as we grow,
If but ambition come? Thou deemest sure
Thy brethren love thee;.. ye have play’d together
In childhood, shared your riper hopes and fears,
Fought side by side in battle:... they may be
Brave, generous, all that once their father was,
Whom ye, I ween, call virtuous.
 

     At the name,
With pious warmth I cried, Yes, he was good,
And great and glorious! Gwyneth’s ancient annals
Boast not a name more noble: in the war
 

Fearless he was,.. the Saxon prov’d him so;
Wise was his counsel; and no supplicant
For justice ever from his palace-gate
Unrighted turned away. King Owen’s name
Shall live to after-times without a blot!
 

There were two brethren once of kingly line,
The old man replied: they lov’d each other well,
And, when the one was at his dying hour,
It then was comfort to him that he left
So dear a brother, who would duly pay
A father’s duties to his orphan boy.
And sure he loved the orphan, and the boy
With all a child’s sincerity lov’d him,
And learnt to call him father: so the years
Went on, till, when the orphan gain’d the age
Of manhood, to the throne his uncle came.
The young man claimed a fair inheritance,
His father’s lands; and... mark what follows, prince!
At midnight he was seiz’d, and to his eyes
The brazen plate was held.... He look’d around
His prison room for help; he only saw
The ruffian forms, who to the red-hot brass
Forced his poor eyes, and held the open lids,
Till the long agony consum’d the sense;
 

And, when their hold relax’d, it had been worth
The wealth of worlds if he could then have seen
Their ruffian faces!.. I am blind, young prince,
And I can tell how sweet a thing it is
To see the blessed light!
 

     Must more be told?
What further agonies he yet endur’d?
Or hast thou known the consummated crime,
And heard Cynetha’s fate?
 

     A painful glow
Inflam’d my cheek, and for my father’s crime,
I felt the shame of guilt. The dark-brow’d man
Beheld the burning flush, the uneasy eye,
That knew not where to rest. Come! we will search
The slain! arising from his seat, he said.
I follow’d; to the field of fight we went,
And over steeds, and arms, and men, we held
Our way in silence. Here it was, quoth he,
The fiercest war was waged; lo! in what heaps
Man upon man fell slaughter’d! Then my heart
Smote me, and my knees shook; for I beheld
Where, on his conquer’d foemen, Hoel lay.
 

He paus’d; his heart was full, and on his tongue
The imperfect utterance died; a general gloom
 

Sadden’d the hall, and David’s cheek grew pale.
Commanding first his nature, Madoc broke
The oppressive silence.
 

     Then Cadwallon took
My hand, and, pointing to his dwelling, cried,
Prince, go and rest thee there, for thou hast need
Of rest:.. the care of sepulture be mine.
Nor did I then comply, refusing rest,
Till I had seen in holy ground inearth’d
My poor, lost brother. Wherefore, he exclaim’d,
(And I was aw’d by his severer eye,)
Wouldst thou be pampering thy distempered mind?
Affliction is not sent in vain, young man,
From that good God, who chastens whom he loves!
Oh! there is healing in the bitter cup!
Go yonder, and before the unerring will
Bow, and have comfort! To the hut I went,
And there, beside the lonely mountain stream,
I veiled my head, and brooded on the past.
 

He tarried long; I felt the hours pass by,
As in a dream of morning, when the mind,
Half to reality awaken’d, blends
With airy visions and vague phantasies
Her dim perception; till at length his step
 

Aroused me, and he came. I question’d him,
Where is the body? hast thou bade the priests
Perform due masses for his soul’s repose?
 

He answer’d me, The rain and dew of heaven
Will fall upon the turf that covers him,
And greener grass shall flourish on his grave.
But rouse thee, prince! there will be hours enough
For mournful memory;.. It befits thee now
Take counsel for thyself:.. the son of Owen
Lives not in safety here.
 

     I bowed my head,
Oppressed by heavy thoughts: all wretchedness
The present; darkness on the future lay;
Fearful and gloomy both. I answer’d not.
 

Hath power seduced thy wishes? he pursu’d,
And wouldst thou seize upon thy father’s throne?
 

Now God forbid! quoth I. Now God forbid!
Quoth he;... but thou art dangerous, prince! and what
Shall shield thee from the jealous arm of power?
Think of Cynetha!.. the unsleeping eye
Of justice hath not clos’d upon his wrongs;...
At length the avenging arm is gone abroad,...
 

One woe is past,.. woe after woe comes on,..
There is no safety here,.. here thou must be
The victim or the murderer! Does thy heart
Shrink from the alternative?.. Look round!.. behold
What shelter,.. whither wouldst thou fly for peace?
What if the asylum of the church were safe,..
Were there no better purposes ordain’d
For that young arm, that heart of noble hopes?
Son of our kings,.. of old Cassibelan,
Great Caratach, immortal Arthur’s line...
Oh! shall the blood of that heroic race
Stagnate in cloister-sloth?.. Or wouldst thou leave
Thy native isle, and beg, in awkward phrase,
Some foreign sovereign’s charitable grace,..
The Saxon or the Frank,.. and earn his gold,..
The hireling in a war whose cause thou know’st not,
Whose end concerns not thee?
 

     I sate and gaz’d,
Following his eye with wonder, as he paced
Before me to and fro, and listening still,
Though now he paced in silence. But anon,
The old man’s voice and step awaken’d us,
Each from his thought; I will come out, said he,
That I may sit beside the brook, and feel
The comfortable sun. As he came forth,
 

I could not choose but look upon his face:
Gently on him had gentle nature laid
The weight of years! all passions that disturb
Were passed away; the stronger lines of grief
Soften’d and settled, till they told of grief
By patient hope and piety subdued.
His eyes, which had their hue and brightness left,
Fix’d lifelessly, or objectless they roll’d,
Nor moved by sense, nor animate with thought.
On a smooth stone, beside the stream, he took
His wonted seat in the sunshine. Thou hast lost
A brother, prince, he cried,.. or the dull ear
Of age deceiv’d me. Peace be with his soul!
And may the curse that lies upon the house
Of Owen turn away! wilt thou come hither,
And let me feel thy face?.. I wonder’d at him;
Yet, while his hand perus’d my lineaments,
Deep awe and reverence fill’d me. O my God.
Bless this young man! he cried: a perilous state
Is his;.. but let not thou his father’s sins
Be visited on him!
 

     I rais’d my eyes,
Inquiring, to Cadwallon: Nay, young prince,
Despise not thou the blind man’s prayer! he cried;
It might have given thy father’s dying hour
 

A hope, that sure he needed!.. for, know thou,
It is the victim of thy father’s crime,
Who asks a blessing on thee!
 

     At his feet
I fell, and clasped his knees: he rais’d me up;..
Blind as I was, a mutilated wretch,
A thing, that nature owns not, I surviv’d,
Loathing existence, and, with impious voice,
Accused the will of Heaven, and groan’d for death.
Years passed away: this universal blank
Became familiar, and my soul repos’d
On God, and I had comfort in my prayers.
But there were blessings for me yet in store:
Thy father knew not, when his bloody fear
All hope of an avenger had cut off,
How there existed then an unborn babe,
Child of my lawless love. Year after year
I liv’d a lonely and forgotten wretch,
Before Cadwallon knew his father’s fate,
Long years and years before I knew my son;
For never, till his mother’s dying hour,
Learnt he his dangerous birth. He sought me then;
He woke my soul once more to human ties:...
I hope he hath not wean’d my heart from heaven,
Life is so precious now!...
 

    Dear, good old man!
And lives he still? Goervyl asked, in tears.
Madoc replied, I scarce can hope to find
A father’s welcome at my distant home.
I left him full of days, and ripe for death;
And the last prayer Cynetha breath’d upon me
Went like a death-bed blessing to my heart!
 

When evening came, toward the echoing shore
I and Cadwallon walked together forth:
Bright with dilated glory shone the west;
But brighter lay the ocean-flood below,
The burnish’d silver sea, that heav’d and flash’d
Its restless rays, intolerably bright.
Prince, quoth Cadwallon, thou hast rode the wave
In triumph, when the invaders felt thine arm.
Oh, what a nobler conquest might be won
There,.. upon that wide field!.. What meanest thou?
I cried.... That yonder waters are not spread
A boundless waste, a bourn impassable!..
That man should rule the Elements!.. that there
Might manly courage, manly wisdom find
Some happy isle, some undiscover’d shore,
Some resting-place for peace... Oh that my soul
Could seize the wings of Morning! soon would I
 

Behold that other world, where yonder sun:
Speeds now, to dawn in glory!
 

     As he spake,
Conviction came upon my startled mind,
Like lightning on the midnight traveller.
I caught his hand;.. Kinsman, and guide, and friend,
Yea, let us go together! Down we sate,
Full of the vision, on the echoing shore,
One only object filled ear, eye, and thought:
We gazed upon the awful world of waves,
And talked and dreamt of years that were to come.
 

IV.
 

Not with a heart unmov’d I left thy shores,
Dear native isle! oh, not without a pang,
As thy fair uplands lessened on the view,
Cast back the long, involuntary look!
The morning cheer’d our outset; gentle airs
Curl’d the blue deep, and bright the summer sun
Played o’er the summer ocean, when our barks
Began their way.
 

     And they were gallant barks,
As ever through the raging billows rode!
And many a tempest’s buffeting they bore.
Their sails all swelling with the eastern breeze,
Their tighten’d cordage clattering to the mast,
Steady they rode the main; the gale aloft
Sung in the shrouds, the sparkling waters hiss’d
Before, and froth’d, and whiten’d far behind.
Day after day, with one auspicious wind,
 

Right to the setting sun we held our way.
My hope had kindled every heart; they blest
The unvarying breeze, whose unabating strength
Still sped us onward; and they said that heaven
Favour’d the bold emprize.
 

     How many a time,
Mounting the mast-tower-top, with eager ken
They gazed, and fancied in the distant sky,
Their promis’d shore, beneath the evening cloud,
Or seen, low lying, through the haze of morn.
I, too, with eyes as anxious watch’d the waves,
Though patient, and prepar’d for long delay;
For not on wild adventure had I rush’d,
With giddy speed, in some delirious fit
Of fancy; but in many a tranquil hour
Weighed well the attempt, till hope matur’d to faith.
Day after day, day after day the same,..
A weary waste of waters! Still the breeze
Hung heavy in our sails, and we held on
One even course; a second week was gone,
And now another past, and still the same,
Waves beyond waves, the interminable sea!
What marvel, if at length the mariners
Grew sick with long expectance? I beheld
Dark looks of growing restlessness, I heard
 

Distrust’s low murmurings; nor avail’d it long
To see, and not perceive. Shame had awhile
Repressed their fear, till, like a smother’d fire,
It burst, and spread with quick contagion round,
And strengthened as it spread. They spake in tones
Which might not be mistaken.. they had done
What men dar’d do, ventur’d where never keel
Had cut the deep before; still all was sea,
The same unbounded ocean!.. to proceed
Were tempting heaven.
 

     I heard with feigned surprise,
And, pointing then to where our fellow-bark,
Gay with her fluttering streamers and full sails,
Rode, as in triumph, o’er the element,
I ask’d them what their comrades there would deem
Of those so bold ashore, who, when a day,
Perchance an hour, might crown their glorious toil,
Shrunk then, and coward-like return’d to meet
Mockery and shame? true, they had ventured on
In seas unknown, beyond wherever man
Had plough’d the billows yet: more reason so
Why they should now, like him whose happy speed
Well nigh hath run the race, with higher hope
Press onward to the prize. But late they said,
Marking the favour of the steady gale,
 

That heaven was with us; heaven vouchsafed us still
Fair seas and favouring skies; nor need we pray
For other aid; the rest was in ourselves;
Nature had given it, when she gave to man
Courage and constancy.
 

     They answered not,
Awhile obedient; but I saw with dread
The silent sullenness of cold assent.
Then with what fearful eagerness I gazed,
At earliest daybreak, o’er the distant deep!
How sick at heart with hope, when evening closed,
Gaz’d through the gathering shadows!... but I saw
The sun still sink below the endless waves,
And still at morn, beneath the farthest sky,
Unbounded ocean heav’d. Day after day,
Before the steady gale we drove along,...
Day after day! The fourth week now had passed;
Still all around was sea,.. the eternal sea!
So long that we had voyaged on so fast,
And still at morning where we were at night,
And where we were at morn, at nightfall still,
The centre of that drear circumference,
Progressive, yet no change!.. almost it seem’d
That we had passed the mortal bounds of space,
And speed was toiling in infinity.
 

My days were days of fear; my hours of rest
Were like a tyrant’s slumber. Sullen looks,
Eyes turned on me, and whispers meant to meet
My ear, and loud despondency, and talk
Of home, now never to be seen again,..
I suffered these, dissembling as I could,
Till that availed no longer. Resolute
The men came round me:.. They had shown enough
Of courage now, enough of constancy;
Still to pursue the desperate enterprize
Were impious madness! they had deem’d, indeed,
That heaven in favour gave the unchanging gale;..
More reason now to think offended God,
When man’s presumptuous folly strove to pass
The fated limits of the world, had sent
His winds to waft us to the death we sought.
Their lives were dear, they bade me know, and they
Many, and I, the obstinate, but one.
With that, attending no reply; they hail’d
Our fellow-bark, and told their fix’d resolve.
A shout of joy approved. Thus, desperate now,
I sought my solitary cabin; there,
Confus’d with vague, tumultuous feelings, lay,
And, to remembrance and reflection lost,
Knew only I was wretched.
 

    Thus entranced,
Cadwallon found me; shame and grief and pride,
And baffled hope, and fruitless anger, swell’d
Within me. All is over! I exclaim’d;
Yet not in me, my friend, hath time produced
These tardy doubts and shameful fickleness.
I have not fail’d, Cadwallon! Nay, he said,
The coward-fears which persecuted me
Have shown what thou hast suffer’d. We have yet
One hope:.. I pray’d them to proceed a day,..
But one day more;.. this little have I gain’d,
And here will wait the issue; in yon bark
I am not needed;.. they are masters there.
 

One only day!.. The gale blew strong, the bark
Sped through the waters: but the silent hours,
Which make no pause, went by; and, centr’d still,
We saw the dreary vacancy of heaven
Close round our narrow view, when that brief term,
The last poor respite of our hopes, expir’d.
They shorten’d sail, and call’d with coward prayer,
For homeward winds. Why, what poor slaves are we
In bitterness I cried; the sport of chance;
Left to the mercy of the elements,
Or the more wayward will of such as these,
Blind tools and victims of their destiny!
 

Yea, Madoc! he replied, the elements
Master indeed the feeble powers of man!
Not to the shores of Cambria will thy ships
Win, back their shameful way!.. or He, whose will
Unchains the winds, hath bade them minister
To aid us, when all human hope was gone,
Or we shall soon eternally repose
From life’s long voyage.
 

     As he spake, I saw
The clouds hang thick and heavy o’er the deep;
And heavily, upon the long, slow swell,
The vessel labour’d on the labouring sea.
The reef-points rattled on the shivering sail;
At fits the sudden gust howl’d ominous,
Anon with unremitting fury raged;
High roll’d the mighty billows, and the blast
Swept from their sheeted sides the showery foam.
Vain, now, were all the seamen’s homeward hopes,
Vain all their skill!.. we drove before the storm.
 

’Tis pleasant, by the cheerful hearth, to hear
Of tempests and the dangers of the deep,
And pause at times, and feel that we are safe;
Then listen to the perilous tale again,
And, with an eager and suspended soul,
Woo terror to delight us;.. but to hear
 

The roaring of the raging elements,..
To know all human skill, all human strength,
Avail not,.. to look round, and only see
The mountain wave incumbent with its weight
Of bursting waters o’er the reeling bark,...
O God, this is indeed a dreadful thing!
And he who hath endur’d the horror, once,
Of such an hour, doth never hear the storm
Howl round his home, but he remembers it,
And thinks upon the suffering mariner!
 

Onward we drove: with unabating force
The tempest raged; night added to the storm
New horrors; and the morn arose o’erspread
With heavier clouds. The weary mariners
Call’d on St. Cyric’s aid; and I, too, placed
My hope on heaven, relaxing not the while
Our human efforts. Ye who dwell at home,
Ye do not know the terrors of the main!
When the winds blow, ye walk along the shore,
And, as the curling billows leap and toss,
Fable that Ocean’s mermaid Shepherdess
Drives her white flocks afield, and warns in time
The wary fisherman. Gwenhidwy warn’d us
When we had no retreat! my secret heart
 

Almost had failed me... Were the Elements
Confounded in perpetual conflict here,
Sea, Air, and Heaven? Or were we perishing
Where at their source the Floods, for ever thus,
Beneath the nearer influence of the Moon,
Labour’d in these mad workings? Did the Waters
Here on their outmost circle meet the Void,
The verge and brink of Chaos? Or this Earth,..
Was it indeed a living thing,.. its breath
The ebb and flow of Ocean? and had we
Reached the storm rampart of its Sanctuary,
The insuperable boundary, rais’d to guard
Its mysteries from the eye of man profane?
 

Three dreadful nights and days we drove along;
The fourth, the welcome rain came rattling down;
The wind had fallen, and through the broken cloud
Appear’d the bright, dilating blue of heaven.
Emboldened now, I called the mariners:..
Vain were it should we bend a homeward course,
Driven by the storm so far; they saw our barks,
For service of that long and perilous way,
Disabled, and our food belike to fail.
Silent they heard, reluctant in assent;
Anon, they shouted joyfully,.. I look’d
 

And saw a bird slow sailing overhead,
His long white pinions by the sunbeam edged,
As though with burnished silver,.. never yet
Heard I so sweet a music as his cry!
 

Yet three days more, and hope more eager now,
Sure of the signs of land,.. weed-shoals, and birds
Who flocked the main, and gentle airs that breath’d,
Or seemed to breathe, fresh fragrance from the shore.
On the last evening, a long, shadowy line
Skirted the sea;.. how fast the night clos’d in!
I stood upon the deck, and watch’d till dawn.
But who can tell what feelings fill’d my heart,
When, like a cloud, the distant land arose
Gray from the ocean,.. when we left the ship,
And cleft, with rapid oars, the shallow wave,
And stood triumphant on another world!
 

V.
 

Madoc had paused awhile; but every eye
Still watch’d his lips, and every voice was hush’d.
Soon as I leaped ashore, pursues the Lord
Of Ocean, prostrate on my face I fell,
Kiss’d the dear earth, and pray’d with thankful tears.
Hard by, a brook was flowing;.. never yet,
Even from the gold-tipped horn of victory,
With harp and song, amid my father’s hall,
Pledged I so sweet a draught, as lying there,
Beside that streamlet’s brink!.. to feel the ground,
To quaff the cool, clear water, to inhale
The breeze of land, while fears and dangers past
Recurred and heighten’d joy, as summer storms
Make the fresh evening lovelier!
 

     To the shore
The natives thronged; astonished, they beheld
Our winged barks, and gazed with wonderment
 

On the strange garb, the bearded countenance,
And the white skin, in all unlike themselves.
I see with what enquiring eyes you ask,
What men were they? Of dark-brown colour, tinged
With sunny redness; wild of eye; their brows
So smooth, as never yet anxiety,
Nor busy thought had made a furrow there;
Beardless, and each to each of lineaments
So like, they seemed but one great family.
Their loins were loosely cinctur’d, all beside
Bare to the sun and wind; and thus their limbs,
Unmanacled, display’d the truest forms
Of strength and beauty: fearless, sure, they were,
And, while they eyed us, grasp’d their spears, as if,
Like Britain’s injur’d but unconquer’d sons,
They, too, had known how perilous it was
To let an arm’d stranger set his foot
In their free country.
 

     Soon the guise
Of men, nor purporting nor fearing ill
Gained confidence; their wild, distrustful looks
Assumed a milder meaning; over one
I cast my mantle, on another’s head
The velvet bonnet placed, and all was joy.
We now besought for food; at once they read
 

Our gestures; but I cast a hopeless eye
On hills and thickets, woods and marshy plains,
A waste of rank luxuriance all around.
Thus musing, to a lake I follow’d them,
Left when the rivers to their summer course
Withdrew; they scattered on its water drugs
Of such strange potency, that soon the shoals,
Coop’d there by Nature, prodigally kind,
Floated inebriate. As I gaz’d, a deer
Sprung from the bordering thicket: the true shaft
Scarce with the distant victim’s blood had stain’d
Its point, when instantly he dropped and died,
Such deadly juice imbued it; yet on this
We made our meal unharm’d; and I perceiv’d
The wisest leech, that ever in our world
Culled herbs of hidden virtue, was to these
Even as an infant
 

     Sorrowing we beheld
The night come on; but soon did night display
More wonders than it veil’d: innumerous tribes
From the wood-cover swarm’d, and darkness made
Their beauties visible; one while they stream’d
A bright-blue radiance upon flowers that clos’d
Their gorgeous colors from the eye of day;
Now, motionless and dark, eluded search,
 

Self-shrouded; and anon, starring the sky,
Rose like a shower of fire.
 

     Our friendly hosts
Now led us to the hut, our that night’s home,
A rude and spacious dwelling: twisted boughs,
And canes and withies form’d the walls and roof;
And, from the unhewn trunks which pillar’d it,
Low nets of interwoven reeds were hung.
With shouts of honour, here they gather’d round me,
Ungarmented my limbs, and in a net,
With softest feathers lin’d, a pleasant couch,
They laid and left me.
 

     To our ships return’d,
After soft sojourn here, we coasted on,
Insatiate of the wonders and the charms
Of earth and air and sea. Thy summer woods
Are lovely, O my mother isle! the birch
Light bending on thy banks, thy elmy vales,
Thy venerable oaks!.. but there, what forms
Of beauty cloth’d the inlands and the shore!
All these in stateliest growth, and, mixt with these,
Dark-spreading cedar, and the cypress tall,
Its pointed summit waving to the wind,
Like a long beacon-flame; and, loveliest
Amid a thousand strange and lovely shapes,
 

The lofty palm, that with its nuts supplied
Beverage and food: they edged the shore, and crowned
The far off mountain summits, their straight stems
Bare, without leaf or bough, erect and smooth,
Their tresses nodding like a crested helm,
The plumage of the grove.
 

     Will ye believe
The wonders of the ocean? how its shoals
Sprang from the wave, like flashing light;.. took wing,
And, twinkling with a silver glitterance,
Flew through the air and sunshine? yet were they
To sight less wondrous than the tribe who swam,
Following like fowlers, with uplifted eye,
Their falling quarry:.. language cannot paint
Their splendid tints! though in blue ocean seen,
Blue, darkly, deeply, beautifully blue,
In all its rich variety of shades,
Suffus’d with glowing gold.
 

     Heaven, too, had there
Its wonders:... from a deep, black, heavy cloud,
What shall I say?.. a shoot,.. a trunk,.. an arm
Came down;.. yea! like a demon’s arm, it seized
The waters: Ocean smok’d beneath its touch,
And rose, like dust before the whirlwind’s force.
 

But we sailed onward over tranquil seas,
Wafted by airs so exquisitely mild,
That even to breathe became an act
Of will, and sense and pleasure! Not a cloud
With purple islanded the dark-blue deep.
By night, the quiet billows heav’d and glanced
Under the moon,.. that heavenly noon! so bright,
That many a midnight have I paced the deck,
Forgetful of the hours of due repose;
By day, the Sun, in his full majesty,
Went forth like God beholding his own works.
 

Once, when a chief was feasting us on shore,
A captive served the food: I mark’d the youth,
For he had features of a gentler race;
And oftentimes his eye was fix’d on me,
With looks of more than wonder. We return’d
At evening to our ships; at night a voice
Came from the sea, the intelligible voice
Of earnest supplication: he had swam
To trust our mercy; up the side he sprung,
And look’d among the crew, and, singling me,
Fell at my feet. Such friendly tokenings
As our short commerce with the native tribes
Had taught, I proffer’d, and sincerity
 

Gave force and meaning to the half-learnt forms;
For one we needed who might speak for us,
And well I liked the youth, the open lines
Which character’d his face, the fearless heart,
Which gave at once, and won full confidence.
So that night at my feet Lincoya slept.
 

When I displayed whate’er might gratify,
Whate’er surprise, with most delight he view’d
Our arms, the iron helm, the pliant mail,
The buckler strong to save; and then he shook
The lance, and grasp’d the sword, and turn’d to me
With vehement words and gestures, every limb
Working with one strong passion; and he placed
The falchion in my hand, and gave the shield,
And pointed south and west, that I should go,
To conquer and protect; anon he wept
Aloud, and clasp’d my knees, and, falling, fain
He would have kiss’d my feet. Went we to shore?
Then would he labor restlessly to show
A better place lay onward; and in the sand
To south and west he drew the line of coast,
And figur’d how a mighty river there
Ran to the sea. The land bent westward soon,
And, thus confirm’d, we voyaged on to seek
 

The river inlet, following at the will
Of our new friend; and we learnt after him,
Well pleased and proud to teach, what this was call’d,
What that, with no unprofitable toil.
Nor light the joy I felt at hearing first
The pleasant accents of my native tongue,
Albeit in broken words and tones uncouth,
Come from these foreign lips.
 

     At length we came
Where the great river, amid shoals and banks
And islands, growth of its own gathering spoils,
Through many a branching channel, wide and full,
Rushed to the main. The gale was strong; and safe,
Amid the uproar of conflicting tides,
Our gallant vessels rode. A stream as broad,
And turbid, when it leaves the Land of Hills,
Old Severn rolls; but banks so fair as these
Old Severn views not in his Land of Hills,
Nor even where his turbid waters swell
And sully the salt sea.
 

     So we sail’d on
By shores now cover’d with impervious woods,
Now stretching wide and low, a reedy waste,
And now through vales where earth profusely pour’d
 

Her treasures, gathered from the first of days.
Sometimes a savage tribe would welcome us,
By wonder from their lethargy of life
Awakened; then again we voyaged on
Through tracts all desolate, for days and days,
League after league, one green and fertile mead,
That fed a thousand herds.
 

     A different scene
Rose on our view, of mount on mountain pil’d,
Which when I see again in memory,
The giant Cader Idris by their bulk
Is dwarfed, and Snowdon, with its eagle haunts,
Shrinks, and seems dwindled like a Saxon hill.
 

Here, with Cadwallon and a chosen band,
I left the ships. Lincoya guided us
A toilsome way among the heights. At dusk,
We reach’d the village skirts; he bade us halt,
And raised his voice: the elders of the land
Came forth, and led us to an ample hut,
Which in the centre of their dwellings stood,..
The Stranger’s House. They eyed us wondering,
Yet not for wonder ceas’d they to observe
Their hospitable rites; from hut to hut
 

The tidings spread the tale that strangers were arriv’d,
Fatigued and hungry, and athirst; anon,
Each from his means supplying us, came food
And beverage, such as cheers the weary man.
 

VI.
 

At morning, their high-priest, Ayayaca,
Came with our guide: the venerable man
With reverential awe accosted us;
For we, he ween’d, were children of a race
Mightier than they, and wiser, and by heaven
Belov’d and favour’d more: he came to give
Fit welcome; and he led us to the Queen.
The fate of war had reft her of her realm;
Yet with affection, and habitual awe,
And old remembrances, which gave their love
A deeper and religious character,
Fallen as she was, and humbled as they were,
Her faithful people still, in all they could,
Obey’d Erillyab. She, too, in her mind
Those recollections cherish’d, and such thoughts
As, though no hope temper’d their bitterness,
Gave to her eye a spirit, and a strength
 

And pride to features which perchance had borne,
Had they been fashion’d by a happier fate,
Meaning more gentle and more womanly,
Yet not more worthy of esteem and love.
She sate upon the threshold of her hut;
For in the palace where her sires had reign’d
The conqueror dwelt. Her son was at her side,
A boy now near to manhood; by the door,
Bare of its bark, the head and branches shorn,
Stood a young tree, with many a weapon hung,
Her husband’s war pole, and his monument.
There had his quiver moulder’d, his stone-axe
Had there grown green with moss, his bow-string there
Sung as it cut the wind.
 

     She welcom’d us
With a proud sorrow in her mien; fresh fruits
Were spread before us, and her gestures said
That, when he liv’d whose hand was wont to wield
Those weapons,.. that in better days,.. that ere
She let the tresses of her widowhood
Grow wild, she could have given to guests like us,
A worthier welcome. Soon a man approach’d,
Hooded with sable, his half-naked limbs
Smear’d black; the people, at his sight, drew round,
The women wail’d and wept; the children turn’d,
And hid their faces on their mothers knees.
 

He to the Queen addressed his speech, then look’d
Around the children, and laid hands on two,
Of different sexes, but of age alike,
Some six years each; they at his touch shriek’d out;
But then Lincoya rose, and to my feet
Led them, and told me that the conquerors claim’d
These innocents, for tribute; that the Priest
Would lay them on the altar of his god,
Pluck out their little hearts in sacrifice,
Yea, with more cursed wickedness, himself
Feast on their flesh!.. I shudder’d, and my hand
Instinctively unsheath’d the holy sword.
He with most passionate and eloquent signs,
Eye-speaking earnestness, and quivering lips,
Besought me to preserve himself; and those
Who now fell suppliant round me,.. youths and maids,
Grey-headed men, and mothers with their babes.
 

I caught the little victims up; I kiss’d
Their innocent cheeks; I rais’d my eyes to heaven,
I call’d upon Almighty God, to hear
And bless the vow I made: in our own tongue
Was that sworn promise of protection pledg’d..
Impetuous feeling made no pause for thought.
Heaven heard the vow; the suppliant multitude
Saw what was stirring in my breast; the Priest,
 

With eye inflam’d and rapid answer, rais’d
His menacing hand; the tone, the bitter smile,
Interpreting his threat.
 

     Meanwhile, the Queen,
With watchful eye and steady countenance,
Had listened: now she rose, and to the Priest
Address’d her speech. Low was her voice, and calm,
As one who spake with effort to subdue
Sorrow that struggled still; but, while she spake,
Her features kindled to more majesty,
Her eye became more animate, her voice
Rose to the height of feeling. On her son
She call’d, and from her husband’s monument
His battle-axe she took; and I could see,
That, when she gave the boy his father’s arms,
She call’d his father’s spirit to look on,
And bless them to his vengeance.
 

     Silently
The tribe stood listening as Erillyab spake;
The very priest was aw’d: once he essay’d
To answer; his tongue fail’d him, and his lip
Grew pale and fell. He to his countrymen
Of rage and shame and wonder full, return’d,
Bearing no victims for their shrines accurst,
But tidings that the Hoamen had cast off
 

Their vassalage, rous’d to desperate revolt
By men, in hue and speech and garment strange,
Who, in their folly, dar’d defy the power
Of Aztlan.
 

     When the King of Aztlan heard
The unlook’d-for tale, ere yet he rous’d his strength,
Or pitying our rash valour, or belike
Curious to see the man so bravely rash,
He sent to bid me to his court. Surpris’d,
I should have given to him no credulous faith,
But fearlessly Erillyab bade me trust
Her honourable foe. Unarm’d I went,
Lincoya with me to exchange our speech,
So as he could, of safety first assur’d;
For to their devilish idols he had been
A victim doom’d, and, from the bloody rites
Flying, been carried captive far away.
 

From early morning, till the midnoon hour,
We travelled in the mountains; then a plain
Open’d below, and rose upon the sight,
Like boundless ocean from a hill-top seen.
A beautiful and populous plain it was;
Fair woods were there, and fertilizing streams,
And pastures spreading wide, and villages
 

In fruitful groves embower’d, and stately towns,
And many a single dwelling specking it,
As though for many a year, the land had been
The land of peace. Below us, where the base
Of the great mountains to the level slop’d,
A broad, blue lake extended far and wide
Its waters, dark beneath the light of noon.
There Aztlan stood upon the farther shore;
Amid the shade of trees its dwellings rose,
Their level roofs with turrets set around,
And battlements all burnish’d white, which shone
Like silver in the sun-shine. I beheld
The imperial city, her far-circling walls,
Her garden groves, and stately palaces,
Her temples mountain size, her thousand roofs;
And, when I saw her might and majesty,
My mind misgave me then.
 

     We reached the shore:
A floating islet waited for me there,
The beautiful work of man. I set my feet
Upon green-growing herbs and flowers, and sate
Embowered in odorous shrubs: four long light boats
Yok’d to the garden, with accordant song,
And dip and dash of oar in harmony,
Bore me across the lake.
 

    Then in a car
Aloft by human bearers was I borne;
And through the city-gate, and through long lines
Of marshalled multitudes who throng’d the way,
We reach’d the palace court. Four priests were there;
Each held a burning censer in his hand,
And strew’d the precious gum as I drew nigh,
And held the streaming fragrance forth to me,
As I had been a god. They led me in,
Where, on his throne, the royal Azteca
Coanocotzin, sate. Stranger, said he,
Welcome! and be this coming to thy weal!
A desperate warfare doth thy courage court;
But thou shalt see the people, and the power
Whom thy deluded zeal would call to arms;
So may the knowledge make thee timely wise.
The valiant love the valiant. Come with me!
So saying, he rose; we went together forth
To the Great Temple. ’Twas a huge, square hill,
Or, rather, like a rock it seem’d, hewn out
And squar’d by patient labor. Never yet
Did our forefathers, o’er beloved chief
Fallen in his glory, heap a monument
Of that prodigious bulk, though every shield
Was laden for his grave, and every hand
 

Toiled unremitting, at the willing work,
From morn till eve, all the long summer day.
 

The ascent was lengthened, with provoking art,
By steps which led but to a wearying path
Round the whole structure; then another flight,
Another road around, and thus a third,
And yet a fourth, before we reach’d the height.
Lo, now, Coanocotzin cried, thou seest
The cities of this widely peopled plain;
And wert thou on yon farthest temple-top,
Yet as far onward wouldst thou see the land
Well husbanded like this, and full of men.
They tell me that two floating palaces
Brought thee and all thy people;.. when I sound
The Tambour of the God, ten Cities hear
Its voice, and answer to the call, in arms.
 

In truth, I felt my weakness; and the view
Had waken’d no unreasonable fear,
But that a nearer sight had stirr’d my blood;
For, on the summit where we stood, four Towers
Were piled with human skulls, and all around
Long files of human heads were strung, to parch
And whiten in the sun. What then I felt
 

Was more than natural courage;.. ’twas a trust
In more than mortal strength,.. a faith in God,..
Yea, inspiration from him. I exclaim’d,
Not though ten Cities ten times told obey’d
The king of Aztlan’s bidding, should I fear
The power of man!
 

     Art thou, then, more than man?
He answered; and I saw his tawny cheek
Lose its life-color as the fear arose;
Nor did I undeceive him from that fear,
For sooth I knew not how to answer him,
And therefore let it work. So not a word
Spake he, till we again had reach’d the court;
And I, too, went in silent thoughtfulness:
But then when, save Lincoya, there was none,
To hear our speech, again did he renew
The query,.. Stranger! art thou more than man,
That thou shouldst set the power of man at nought?
 

Then I replied, Two floating Palaces
Bore me and all my people o’er the seas.
When we departed from our mother land,
The Moon was newly born; we saw her wax
And wane, and witnessed her new birth again;
And all that while, alike by day and night,
 

We travelled through the sea, and caught the winds,
And made them bear us forward. We must meet
In battle, if the Hoamen are not freed
From your accursed tribute,.. thou and I,
My people and thy countless multitudes.
Your arrows shall fall from us as the hail
Leaps on a rock,.. and, when ye smite with swords,
Not blood, but fire, shall follow from the stroke.
Yet think not thou that we are more than men!
Our knowledge is our power, and God our strength,
God, whose almighty will created thee,
And me, and all that hath the breath of life.
He is our strength;.. for in his name I speak;..
And when I tell thee that thou shalt not shed
The life of man in bloody sacrifice,
It is His holy bidding which I speak;
And if thou wilt not listen and obey,
When I shall meet thee in the battle field,
It is his holy cause for which I fight,
And I shall have his power to conquer thee!
 

And thinkest thou our Gods are feeble? cried
The King of Aztlan; dost thou they lack
Power to defend their altars, and to keep
The kingdom which they gave us strength to win?
 

The Gods of thirty nations have oppos’d
Their irresistible might, and they lie now
Conquer’d and caged and fetter’d at their feet.
That they who serve them are no coward race,
Let prove the ample realm we won in arms;..
And I, their leader, am not of the sons
Of the feeble! As he spake, he reach’d a mace,
The trunk and knotted root of some young tree,
Such as old Albion, and his monster brood,
From the oak forest for their weapons pluck’d
When Father Brute and Corineus set foot
On the White Island first. Lo this, quoth he,
My club! and he threw back his robe; and this
The arm that wields it!.. ’twas my father’s once:
Erillyab’s husband, King Tepollomi,
He felt its weight... did I not show thee him?
He lights me at my evening banquet. There
In very deed, the dead Tepollomi
Stood up against the wall, by devilish art
Preserv’d; and from his black and shrivell’d hand
The steady lamp hung down.
 

     My spirit rose
At that abomination. I exclaim’d,
Thou art of noble nature, and full fain
Would I in friendship plight my hand with thine;
 

But till that body in the grave be laid,
Till thy polluted altars be made pure,
There is no peace between us. May my God,
Who, though thou know’st him not, is also thine,
And after death will be thy dreadful Judge,
May it please him to visit thee, and shed
His mercy on thy soul!... But, if thy heart
Be hardened to the proof, come when thou wilt!
I know thy power, and thou shalt then know mine.’
 

VII.
 

Now, then, to meet the war! Erillyab’s call
Roused all her people to revenue their wrongs;
And, at Lincoya’s voice, the mountain tribes
Arose and broke their bondage. I, meantime,
Took counsel with Cadwallon and his sire,
And told them of the numbers we must meet,
And what advantage from the mountain straits
I thought, as in the Saxon wars, to win.
Thou saw’st their weapons, then, Cadwallon said;
Are they like these rude works of ignorance,
Bone-headed shafts, and spears of wood, and shields
Strong only for such strife?
 

     We had to cope
With wiser enemies, and abler arm’d.
What for the sword they wielded was a staff
Set thick with stones across; you would have judged
The uncouth shape was cumbrous; but a hand
Expert, and practis’d to its use, could drive
 

The heavy edge with deadly impulse down.
Their mail, if mail it may be call’d, was woven
Of vegetable down, like finest flax,
Bleached to the whiteness of the new-fallen snow;
To every bend and motion flexible,
Light as a warrior’s summer-garb in peace;
Yet in that lightest, softest, habergeon,
Harmless the sharp stone arrow-head would hang.
Others, of higher office, were array’d
In feathery breast-plates of more gorgeous hue
Than the gay plumage of the mountain-cock,
Or the pheasant’s glittering pride. But what were these,
Or what the thin gold hauberk, when oppos’d
To arms like ours in battle? What the mail
Of wood fire-hardened, or the wooden helm,
Against the iron arrows of the South,
Against our northern spears, or battle-axe,
Or good sword, wielded by a British hand?
 

Then, quoth Cadwallon, at the wooden helm,
Of these weak arms the weakest, let the sword
Hew, and the spear be thrust. The mountaineers,
So long inured to crouch beneath their yoke,
We will not trust in battle; from the heights
They with their arrows may annoy the foe;
 

And, when our closer strife has won the fray,
Then let them loose for havoc.
 

     O my son!
Exclaimed the blind old man, thou counsellest ill!
Blood will have blood, revenge beget revenge,
Evil must come of evil. We shall win,
Certes, a cheap and easy victory
In the first field; their arrows from our arms
Will fall, and on the hauberk and the helm
The flint-edge blunt and break; while thro’ their limbs,
Naked or vainly fenced, the griding steel
Shall shear its mortal way. But what are we
Against a nation? Other hosts will rise
In endless warfare, with perpetual fights
Dwindling our all-too-few; or multitudes
Will wear and weary us, till we sink subdued
By the very toil of conquest. Ye are strong;
But he who puts his trust in mortal strength,
Leans on a broken reed! First prove your power;
Be in the battle terrible, but spare
The fallen, and follow not the flying foe;
Then may ye win a nobler victory,
So dealing with the captives as to fill
Their hearts with wonder, gratitude, and awe,
That love shall mingle with their fear, and fear
 

Stablish the love, else wavering: let them see,
That, as more pure and gentle is your faith,
Yourselves are gentler, purer. Ye shall be
As gods among them, if ye thus obey
God’s precepts.
 

     Soon the mountain tribes in arms,
Rose at Lincoya’s call; a numerous host,
More than in numbers, in the memory
Of long oppression, and revengeful hope,
A formidable foe. I stationed them
Where, at the entrance of the rocky straits,
Secure themselves, their arrows might command
The coming army. On the plain below
We took our stand, between the mountain base
And the green margin of the waters. Soon
Their long array came on. Oh, what a pomp
And pride and pageantry of war was there!
Not half so gaudied, for their May-day mirth
All wreath’d and ribanded, our youths and maids,
As these stern Aztecas in war attire!
The golden glitterance, and the feather-mail,
More gay than glittering gold; and round the helm,
A coronal of high, upstanding plumes,
Green as the spring grass in the sunny shower;
Or scarlet bright, as in the wintry wood
 

The clustered holly; or of purple tint,..
Whereto shall that be likened? to what gem
Indiadem’d... what flower... what insect’s wing?
With war-songs and wild music they came on,
We, the while, kneeling, rais’d with one accord
The hymn of supplication
 

     Front to front,
And now the embattled armies stood: band
Of priests, all sable-garmented, advanced;
They piled a heap of sedge before our host,
And warned us... Sons of Ocean! from the land
Of Aztlan, while ye may, depart in peace!
Before the fire shall be extinguished, hence!
Or, even as yon dry sedge amid the flame,
So ye shall be consumed... The arid heap
They kindled, and the rapid flame ran up,
And blazed, and died away. Then from his bow,
With steady hand, their chosen archer loos’d
The Arrow of the Omen. To its mark
The shaft of divination fled; it smote
Cadwallon’s plated breast; the brittle point
Rebounded. He, contemptuous of their faith,
Stooped for the shaft, and while with zealous speed
To the rescue they rush’d onward, snapping it
Asunder, tossed the fragments back in scorn.
 

Fierce was their onset; never in the field
Encountered I with braver enemies.
Nor marvel ye, nor think it to their shame,
If soon they stagger’d, and gave way, and fled,
So many from so few: they saw their darts
Recoil, their lances shiver, and their swords
Fall ineffectual, blunted with the blow.
Think ye no shame of Aztlan that they fled,
When the bowmen of Deheubarth plied so well
Their shafts with fatal aim; through the thin gold,
Or feather mail, while Gwyneth’s deep-driven spears
Pierced to the bone and vitals; when they saw
The falchion, flashing late so lightning-like,
Quenched in their own life-blood. Our mountaineers
Showered from the heights, meantime, an arrowy storm,
Themselves secure; and we who bore the brunt
Of battle, iron men, impassable,
Stood in our strength unbroken. Marvel not
If then the brave felt fear, already impress’d
That day by ominous thoughts to fear akin;
For so it chanced, high heaven ordaining so,
The king, who should have led his people forth,
At the army-head, as they began their march,
Was with sore sickness stricken; and the stroke
Came like the act and arm of very God,
 

So suddenly, and in that point of time.
A gallant man was he, who, in his stead,
That day commanded Aztlan: his long hair,
Tufted with many a cotton lock, proclaim’d
Of princely prowess many a feat achiev’d
In many a field of fame. Oft had he led
The Aztecas, with happy fortune, forth;
Yet could not now Yuhidthiton inspire
His host with hope: he, not the less, that day,
True to his old renown, and in the hour
Of rout and ruin, with collected mind,
Sounded his signals shrill, and in the voice
Of loud reproach and anger, and brave shame,
Called on the people... But when nought avail’d,
Seizing the standard from the timid hand
Which held it in dismay, alone he turn’d,
For honourable death resolv’d, and praise
That would not die. At that the braver chiefs
Rallied; anew their signals rung around,
And Aztlan, seeing how we spared her flight,
Took heart, and roll’d the tide of battle back.
But when Cadwallon from the chieftain’s grasp
Had cut the standard-staff away, and stunn’d
And stretch’d him at his mercy on the field;
Then fled the enemy in utter rout,
 

Broken and quelled at heart. One chief alone
Bestrode the body of Yuhidthiton;
Bareheaded did young Malinal bestride
His brother’s body, wiping from his brow
With the shield-hand, the blinding blood away,
And dealing franticly, with broken sword,
Obstinate wrath, the last resisting foe.
Him, in his own despite, we seiz’d and sav’d.
Then, in the moment of our victory,
We purified our hands from blood, and knelt,
And poured to heaven the grateful prayer of praise,
And raised the choral psalm. Triumphant thus
To the hills we went our way” the mountaineers
With joy, and dissonant song, and antic dance;
The captives sullenly, deeming that they went
To meet the certain death of sacrifice,
Yet stern and undismay’d. We bade them know,
Ours was a law of mercy and of love;
We healed their wounds, and set the prisoners free.
Bear ye, quoth I, my bidding to your King!
Say to him, Did the Stranger speak to thee
The words of truth, and hath he proved his power?
Thus saith the Lord of Ocean, in the name
Of God, Almighty, Universal God,
Thy Judge and mine, whose battles I have fought,
 

Whose bidding I obey, whose will I speak;
Shed thou no more in impious sacrifice,
The life of man; restore unto the grave
The dead Tepollomi; set this people free,
And peace shall be between us.
 

     On the morrow
Came messengers from Aztlan in reply.
Coanocotzin with sore malady
Hath, by the Gods been stricken: will the Lord
Of Ocean visit his sick bed?.. He told
Of wrath, and, as he said, the vengeance came:
Let him bring healing now, and stablish peace.
 

VIII.
 

Again, and now with better hope, I sought
The city of the King: there went with me
Iolo, old Iolo, he who knows
The virtue of all herbs of mount or vale,
Or greenwood shade, or quiet brooklet’s bed;
Whatever lore of science or of song,
Sages and Bards of old have handed down.
Aztlan that day poured forth her swarming sons,
To wait my coming. Will he ask his God
To stay the wrathful hand? that was the cry,
The general cry; and will he save the King?
Coanocotzin, too, had nurst that thought,
And the strong hope upheld him: he put forth
His hand, and rais’d a quick and anxious eye,..
Is it not peace and mercy?.. thou art come
To pardon and to save!
 

     I answer’d him,

That power, O King of Aztlan, is not mine!
Such help as human cunning can bestow,
Such human help I bring; but health and life
Are in the hand of God, who at his will
Gives or withdraws; and what he wills is best.
Then old Iolo took his arm, and felt
The symptom; and he bade him have good hope,
For life was strong within him. So it prov’d:
The drugs of subtle virtue did their work;
They quell’d the venom of the malady,
And from the frame expell’d it,.. that a sleep,
Fell on the king, a sweet and natural sleep,
And from its healing he awoke refresh’d,
Though weak, and joyful as a man who felt
The peril passed away.
 

     Ere long, we spake
Of concord, and how best to knit the bonds
Of lasting friendship. When we won this land,
Coanocotzin said, these fertile vales
Were not, as now, with fruitful groves embower’d,
Nor rich with towns and populous villages,
Abounding, as thou seest, with life and joy:
Our fathers found bleak heath and desert moor,
Wild woodland, and savannas wide and waste,
Rude country of rude dwellers. From our arms
 

They to the mountain fastnesses retir’d,
And long with obstinate and harassing war
Provoked us, hoping not for victory,
Yet mad for vengeance; till Tepollomi
Fell by my father’s hand; and with their king,
The strength and flower of all their youth cut off,
All in one desolating day, they took
The yoke upon their necks. What wouldest thou
That to these Hoamen I should now concede?
Lord of the Ocean, speak!
 

     Let them be free!
Quoth I. I come not from my native isle
To wage the war of conquest, and cast out
Your people from the land which time and toil
Have rightly made their own. The World is wide:
There is enough for all. So they be freed
From that accurs’d tribute, and ye shed
The life of man no more in sacrifice,..
In the most holy name of God I say,
Let there be peace between us!
 

     Thou hast won
Their liberty, the King replied: henceforth,
Free as they are, if they provoke the war,
Reluctantly will Aztlan raise her arm.
Be thou the peace-preserver. To what else
 

Thou say’st, instructed by calamity,
I lend a humble ear; but to destroy
The worship of my fathers, or abate
Or change one point, lies not within the reach
And scope of kingly power. Speak thou hereon
With those whom we hold holy, with the sons
Of the Temple, they who commune with the Gods;
Awe them, for they awe me. So we resolv’d,
That, when the bones of King Tepollomi
Had had their funeral honours, they and I
Should by the green lake-side, before the King
And in the presence of the people, hold
A solemn talk.
 

     Then to the mountain-huts,
The bearer of good tidings, I return’d,
Leading the honourable train who bore
The relies of the King; not parch’d and black,
As I had seen the unnatural corpse stand up,
In ghastly mockery of the attitude
And act of life: his bones had now been blanch’d
With decent reverence. Soon the mountaineers
Saw the white deer-skin shroud; the rumour spread;
They gather’d round, and follow’d in our train.
Before Erillyab’s hut the bearers laid
Their burden down. She, calm of countenance,
 

And with dry eye, albeit her hand the while,
Shook like an agueish limb, unroll’d the shroud.
The multitude stood gazing silently,
The young and old alike all aw’d and hush’d
Under the holy feeling,.. and the hush
Was awful; that huge multitude so still,
That we could hear distinct the mountain stream
Roll down its rocky channel far away.
And this was all; sole ceremony this,
The sight of death and silence,.. till, at length,
In the ready grave his bones were laid to rest.
’Twas in her hut and home, yea, underneath
The marriage bed, the bed of widowhood,
Her husband’s grave was dug; on softest fur
The bones were laid, with fur were cover’d o’er,
Then heaped with bark and boughs, and, last of all,
Earth was to earth trod down.
 

     And now the day,
Appointed for our talk of peace was come.
On the green margin of the lake we met,
Elders and Priests and Chiefs; the multitude
Around the circle of the council stood.
Then, in the midst, Coanocotzin rose,
And thus the King began: Pabas and Chiefs
Of Aztlan, hither ye are come to learn
 

The law of peace. The Lord of Ocean saith,
The Tribes whom he hath gather’d underneath
The wings of his protection shall be free;
And in the name of his great God he saith,
That ye shall never shed in sacrifice
The blood of man. Are ye content? that so
We may together here, in happy hour,
Bury the sword!
 

     Hereat a Paba rose,
And answered for his brethren:.. He hath won
The Hoamen’s freedom, that their blood no more
Shall on our altars flow; for this the Lord
Of Ocean fought, and Aztlan yielded it
In battle: but if we forego the rites
Of our forefathers; if we wrong the Gods,
Who give us timely sun and timely showers,
Their wrath will be upon us; they will shut
Their ears to prayer, and turn away the eyes
Which watch for our well-doing, and withhold
The hands that scatter our prosperity.
 

Cynetha then arose; between his son
And me supported, rose the blind old man.
Ye wrong us, men of Aztlan, if ye deem
We bid ye wrong the Gods; accurst were he
 

Who would obey such bidding,.. more accurst
The wretch who should enjoin impiety!
It is the will of God which we make known,
Your God and ours. Know ye not Him, who laid
The deep foundations of the earth, and built
The arch of heaven, and kindled yonder sun,
And breathed into the woods and waves and sky
The power of life?
 

     We know Him, they replied
The great For-Ever One, the God of Gods,
Ipalnemoani, He by whom we live!
And we too, quoth Ayayaca, we know
And worship the Great Spirit, who in clouds
And storms, in mountain caves and by the fall
Of waters, in the woodland solitude,
And in the night and silence of the sky,
Doth make his being felt. We also know,
And fear and worship the Beloved One.
 

Our God, replied Cynetha, is the same,
The Universal Father. He to the first
Made his will known; but, when men multiplied,
The Evil Spirits darken’d them, and sin
And misery came into the world, and men
Forsook the way of truth, and gave to stocks
 

And stones the incommunicable name.
Yet with one chosen, one peculiar Race,
The knowledge of their Father and their God
Remained, from sire to son transmitted down.
While the bewildered Nations of the earth
Wandered in fogs, and were in darkness lost,
The light abode with them; and, when at times
They sinned and went astray, the Lord hath put
A voice into the mouths of holy men,
Raising up witnesses unto himself,
That so the saving knowledge of his name
Might never fail; nor the glad promise, given
To our first parent, that at length his sons,
From error, sin, and wretchedness redeem’d,
Should form one happy family of love.
Nor ever hath that light, howe’er bedimm’d,
Wholly been quench’d; still in the heart of man
A feeling and an instinct it exists,
His very nature’s stamp and privilege,
Yea, of his life the life. I tell ye not,
O Aztecas! of things unknown before;
I do but waken up a living sense
That sleeps within ye! Do ye love the Gods
Who call for blood? Doth the poor sacrifice
Go with a willing step to lay his life
 

Upon their altars?.. Good must come of good,
Evil of evil: if the fruit be death,
The poison springeth from the sap and root,
And the whole tree is deadly; if the rites
Be evil, they who claim them are not good,
Not to be worshipp’d then; for to obey
The evil will is evil. Aztecas!
From the For-Ever, the Beloved One,
The Universal, Only God, I speak,
Your God and mine, our Father and our Judge.
Hear ye his law,.. hear ye the perfect law
Of love: “Do ye to others as ye would
That they should do to you!” He bids us meet,
To praise his name, in thankfulness and joy;
He bids us, in our sorrow, pray to him,
The Comforter. Love him, for he is good!
Fear him, for he is just; obey his will,
For who can bear his anger!
 

     While he spake,
They stood with open mouth and motionless sight,
Watching his countenance, as though the voice
Were of a God; for sure it seem’d that less
Than inspiration could not have infus’d
That eloquent passion in a blind man’s face.
And, when he ceas’d, all eyes at once were turn’d
 

Upon the Pabas, waiting their reply,
If that to that acknowledged argument
Reply could be devised: but they themselves,
Stricken by the truth, were silent; and they look’d
Toward their chief and mouth-piece, the High Priest
Tezozomoc: he, too, was pale and mute,
And, when he gathered up his strength to speak,
Speech failed him, his lip faltered, and his eye
Fell utterly abashed, and put to shame.
But in the Chiefs, and in the multitude,
And in the King of Aztlan, better thoughts
Were working; for the Spirit of the Lord
That day was moving in the heart of man.
Coanocotzin rose: Pabas and Chiefs,
And men of Aztlan, ye have heard a talk
Of peace and love, and there is no reply.
Are ye content with what the Wise Man saith?
And will ye worship God in that good way
Which God himself ordains? If it be so,
Together here will we in happy hour
Bury the sword.
 

     Tezozomoc replied,
This thing is new, and in the land till now
Unheard: what marvel, therefore, if we find
No ready answer? Let our Lord the King
Do that which seemeth best.
 

    Yuhidthiton,
Chief of the Chiefs of Aztlan, next arose.
Of all her numerous sons, could Aztlan boast
No mightier arm in battle, nor whose voice
To more attentive silence hush’d the hall
Of council. When the Wise Man spake, quoth he,
I asked of mine own heart if it were so,
And, as he said, the living instinct there
Answer’d, and owned the truth. In happy hour,
O King of Aztlan, did the Ocean Lord
Through the great waters hither wend his way;
For sure he is the friend of God and man!
 

     At that an uproar of assent arose
From the whole people, a tumultuous shout
Of universal joy and glad acclaim.
But when Coanocotzin rais’d his hand,
That he might speak, the clamor and the buzz
Ceas’d, and the multitude, in tiptoe hope,
Attent and still, await the final voice.
Then said the Sovereign, Hear, O Aztecas,
Your own united will! From this day forth
No life upon the altar shall be shed,
No blood shall flow in sacrifice; the rites
Shall all be pure, such as the blind old man,
 

Whom God hath taught, will teach. This ye have will’d;
And therefore it shall be!
 

     The King hath said!
Like thunder the collected voice replied:
Let it be so!
 

     Lord of the Ocean, then
Pursued the King of Aztlan, we will now
Lay the war-weapon in the grave, and join
In right-hand friendship. By our custom, blood
Should sanctify and bind the solemn act
But by what oath and ceremony thou
Shalt proffer, by the same will Aztlan swear.
 

Nor oath nor ceremony, I replied,
O King, is needful. To his own good word
The good and honourable man will act.
Oaths will not curb the wicked. Here we stand
In the broad daylight; the For-Ever One,
The Every Where, beholds us. In his sight,
We join our hands in peace: if e’er again
Should these right hands be rais’d in enmity,
Upon the offender will His judgment fall.
The grave was dug; Coanocotzin laid
His weapon in the earth; Erillyab’s son,
 

Young Amalahta, for the Hoamen, laid
His hatchet there; and there I laid the sword.
 

Here let me end. What followed was the work
Of peace, no theme for story; how we fix’d
Our sojourn in the hills, and sow’d our fields,
And, day by day, saw all things prospering.
Thence have I sail’d, Goervyl, to announce
The tidings of my happy enterprise;
There I return, to take thee to our home.
I love my native land; with as true love
As ever yet did warm a British heart,
Love I the green fields of the beautiful Isle,
My father’s heritage! But far away,
Where Nature’s booner hand has blest the earth,
My heritage hath fallen; beyond the seas
Madoc hath found his home; beyond the seas
A country for his children hath he chosen,
A land wherein their portion may be peace.

 

IX.
 

But, while Aberfraw echoed to the sounds
Of merriment and music, Madoc’s heart
Mourned for his brethren. Therefore, when no ear
Was nigh, he sought the King, and said to him,
To-morrow, I set forth for Mathraval;
Longer I must not linger here, to pass
The easy hours in feast and revelry,
Forgetful of my people far away.
I go to tell the tidings of success,
And seek new comrades. What if it should chance,
That, for this enterprise, our brethren,
Foregoing all their hopes and fortunes here,
Would join my banner?.. Let me send abroad
That summons, O my brother! so secure,
You may forgive the past, and once again
Will peace and concord bless our father’s house.
 

Hereafter will be time enow for this,
The King replied: thy easy nature sees not,
How, if the traitors for thy banner send
Their bidding round, in open war against me
Their own would soon be spread. I charge thee, Madoc,
Neither to see nor aid these fugitives,
The shame of Owen’s blood.
 

     Sullen he spake,
And turned away; nor further commune now
Did Madoc seek, nor had he more endur’d;
For bitter thoughts were rising in his heart,
And anguish, kindling anger. In such mood,
He to his sister’s chamber took his way.
She sate with Emma, with the gentle Queen;
For Emma had already learnt to love
The gentle maid. Goervyl saw what thoughts
Troubled her brother’s brow. Madoc, she cried,
“Thou hast been with the king, been rashly pleading
For Ririd and for Rodri!”.. He repli’d,
I did but ask him little,.. did but say,
Belike our brethren would go forth with me,
To voluntary exile; then, methought,
His fear and jealousy might well have ceas’d,
And all be safe.
 

     And did the King refuse?

Quoth Emma: I will plead for them, quoth she,
With dutiful warmth and zeal will plead for them;
And surely David will not say me nay.
 

O sister! cried Goervyl, tempt him not!
Sister, you know him not! Alas! to touch
That perilous theme is, even in Madoc here,
A perilous folly... Sister tempt him not!
You do not know the King!
 

     At that, a fear
Fled to the cheek of Emma; and her eye,
Quickening with wonder, turned toward the Prince,
As if expecting that his manly mind
Would mould Goervyl’s meaning to a shape
Less fearful, would interpret and amend
The words she hoped she did not hear aright.
Emma was young; she was a sacrifice
To that cold king craft, which, in marriage vows
Linking two hearts, unknowing each of each,
Perverts the ordinance of God, and makes
The holiest tie a mockery and a curse.
Her eye was patient; and she spake in tones
So sweet, and of so pensive gentleness,
That the heart felt them. Madoc! she exclaim’d,
Why dost thou hate the Saxons? O my brother,
 

If I have heard aright, the hour will come
When the Plantagenet shall wish herself
Among her nobler, happier countrymen,
From these unnatural enmities escap’d,
And from the curse which they will call from heaven.
 

Shame then suffused the Prince’s countenance,
Mindful how, drunk in anger, he had given
His hatred loose. My sister Queen, quoth he,
Marvel not you that with my mother’s milk
I sucked that hatred in. Have they not been
The scourge and the devouring sword of God,
The curse and pestilence that he hath sent
To root us from the land? Alas, our crimes
Have drawn this fearful visitation down!
Our sun hath long been westering; and the night
And darkness and extinction are at hand.
We are a fallen people!.. From ourselves
The desolation and the ruin come!
In our own vitals doth the poison work...
The House that is divided in itself,
How should it stand?.. A blessing on you, Lady!
But in this wretched family the strife
Is rooted all too deep; it is an old
And canker’d wound,.. an eating, killing sore,
 

For which there is no healing!..If the King
Should ever speak his fears,.. and sure to you
All his most inward thoughts he will make known..
Counsel him then to let his brethren share
My enterprise, to send them forth with me
To everlasting exile... She hath told you
Too rudely of the King; I know him well;
He hath a stormy nature; and what germs
Of virtue would have budded in his heart,
Cold winds have check’d, and blighting seasons nipt,
Yet in his heart they live... A blessing on you.
That you may see their blossom and their fruit!
 

X.
 

And now went Madoc forth for Mathraval;
O’er Menai’s ebbing tide, up mountain-paths,
Beside gray mountain-stream and lonely lake,
And through old Snowdon’s forest-solitude,
He held right on his solitary way.
Nor paus’d he in that rocky vale, where oft.
Up the familiar path, with gladder pace,
His steed had hasten’d to the well-known door,..
That valley, o’er whose crags, and sprinkled trees,
And winding stream, so oft his eye had lov’d
To linger, gazing, as the eve grew dim,
From Dolwyddelan’s Tower;.. alas! from therefrom,
As from his brother’s monument, he turn’d
A loathing eye, and through the rocky vale
Sped on. From morn till noon, from noon till eve,
He travell’d on his way; and, when at morn
Again the Ocean Chief bestrode his steed,
 

The heights of Snowdon on his backward glance
Hung like a cloud in heaven. O’er heath and hill,
And barren height, he rode; and darker now,
In loftier majesty, thy mountain seat,
Star-loving Idris, rose. Nor turned he now
Beside Kregennan, where his infant feet
Had trod Ednywain’s hall; nor loitered he
In the green vales of Powys, till he came
Where Warnway rolls his waters underneath
The walls of Mathraval, old Mathraval,
Cyveilioc’s princely and paternal seat.
 

But Madoc rush’d not forward now to greet
The chief he loved; for from the hall was heard
The voice of harp and song. It was that day,
The feast of victory at Mathraval;
Around the Chieftain’s board the warriors sate;
The sword and shield and helmet, on the wall
And round the pillars, were in peace hung up;
And as the flashes of the central fire,
At fits arose, a dance of wavy light
Played o’er the reddening steel. The Chiefs, who late
So well had wielded, in the play of war,
Those weapons, sate around the board, to quaff
The beverage of the brave, and hear their fame.
 

Cyveilioc, stood before them,.. in his pride
Stood up the Poet-Prince of Mathraval;
His hands were on the harp, his eyes were clos’d,
His head, as if in reverence to receive
The inspiration, bent; anon, he rais’d
His glowing countenance, and brighter eye,
And swept, with passionate hand, the ringing harp.
 

Fill high the Hirlas Horn! to Grufydd bear
Its frothy beverage,.. from his crimson lance
The invader fled;.. fill high the gold-tipt Horn!
Heard ye in Maelor the step of war?..
The hastening shout?.. the onset?.. Did ye hear
The clash and clang of arms?.. the battle-din,
Loud as the roar of Ocean, when the winds
At midnight are abroad?.. the yell of wounds?..
The rage?.. the agony?... give to him the Horn
Whose spear was broken, and whose buckler pierced
With many a shaft, yet not the less he fought
And conquer’d;.. therefore let Ednyved share
The generous draught; give him the long, blue Horn!
Pour out again, and fill again the spoil
Of the wild bull, with silver wrought of yore;
Bear ye to Tudyr’s hand the golden lip,
Eagle of battle! For Moreiddig fill
 

The honourable Hirlas!... where are They?
Where are the noble Brethren? Wolves of war,
They kept their border well, they did their part,
Their fame is full, their lot is praise and song... 
A mournful song to me, a song of woe!..
Brave Brethren! for their honour brim the cup,
Which they shall quaff no more.
 

     We drove away
The strangers from our land; profuse of life,
Our warriors rush’d to battle, and the Sun
Saw from his noontide fields their manly strife.
Pour thou the flowing mead! Cup-bearer, fill
The Hirlas! for, hadst thou beheld the day
Of Llidom, thou hadst known how well the Chiefs
Deserve this honour now. Cyveilioc’s shield
Were they in danger, when the Invader came;
Be praise and liberty their lot on earth,
And joy be theirs in heaven!.
 

     Here ceased the song.
Then from the threshold on the rush-strewn floor
Madoc advanced. Cyveilioc’s eye was now
To present forms awake, but even as still
He felt his harp-chords throb with dying sounds,
The heat and stir and passion had not yet
Subsided in his soul. Again he struck
 

The loud-toned harp... Pour from the silver vase,
And brim the honourable Horn, and bear
The draught of joy to Madoc,.. he who first
Explored the desert ways of Ocean, first
Through the wide waste of sea and sky held on
Undaunted, till upon another World,
The Lord and Conqueror of the Elements,
He set his foot triumphant! Fill for him
The Hirlas! fill the honourable Horn!
This is a happy hour, for Madoc treads
The hall of Mathraval; by every foe
Dreaded, by every friend belov’d the best,
Madoc, the British Prince, the Ocean Lord,
Who never for injustice rear’d his arm.
Give him the Hirlas Horn, fill, till the draught
Of joy shall quiver o’er the golden brim!
In happy hour the hero hath return’d!
In happy hour the friend, the brother treads
Cyveilioc’s floor!
 

     He sprung to greet his guest;
The cordial grasp of fellowship was given;
They gave the seat of honour, and they fill’d
for him The Hirlas Horn... So there was joy
In Mathraval Cyveilioc and his Chiefs,
All eagerly, with wonder-waiting eyes,
 

Look to the Wanderer of the Waters’ tale.
Nor mean the joy which kindled Madoc’s brow,
When as he told of daring enterprise
Crowned with deserved success. Intent they heard
Of all the blessings of that happier clime;
And, when the adventurer spake of soon return,
Each on the other gaz’d, as if to say,
Methinks it were a goodly lot to dwell
In that fair land in peace.
 

     Then said the Prince
Of Powys, Madoc, at an happy time
Thy feet have sought the house of Mathraval;
For on the morrow, in the eye of light,
Our bards will hold their congress. Seekest thou
Comrades to share success? proclaim abroad
Thine invitation there, and it shall spread
Far as our fathers ancient tongue is known.
 

Thus mantling mead went round at Mathraval;..
That was a happy hour! Of other years
They talk’d; of common toils, and fields of war,
Where they fought side by side; of Corwen’s day
Of glory, and of comrades now no more:..
Themes of delight, and grief which brought its joy.
Thus they beguil’d the pleasant hours, while night
 

Wan’d fast away; then late they laid them down,
Each on his bed of rushes, stretch’d around
The central fire.
 

     The Sun was newly risen
When Madoc joined his host, no longer now
Clad, as the conquering chief of Maelor,
In princely arms, but in his nobler robe,
The sky-blue mantle of the bard, array’d.
So for the place of meeting they set forth;
And now they reach’d Melangell’s lonely church.
Amid a grove of evergreens it stood,
A garden and a grove, where every grave
Was deck’d with flowers, or with unfading plants
O’ergrown, sad rue and funeral rosemary.
Here Madoc paused. The morn is young, quoth he;
A little while to old remembrance given
Will not belate us... Many a year hath fled,
Cyveilioc, since you led me here, and told
The legend of the Saint. Come!.. be not loath!
We will not loiter long... So soon to mount
The bark, which will for ever bear me hence,
I would not willingly pass by one spot
Which thus recalls the thought of other times,
Without a pilgrim’s visit.
 

     Thus he spake,

And drew Cyveilioc through the church-yard porch,
To the rude image of St. Monacel.
Dost thou remember, Owen,” said the Prince,
When first I was thy guest in early youth,
That once, as we had wander’d here at eve,
You told how here a poor and hunted hare
Ran to the Virgin’s feet, and look’d to her
For life?.. I thought, when listening to the tale,
She had a merciful heart, and that her face
Must with a saintly gentleness have beam’d,
When beasts could read its virtue. Here we sate
Upon the jutting root of this old yeugh...
Dear friend! so pleasant didst thou make those days,
That in my heart, long as my heart shall beat,
Minutest recollections still will live,
Still be the source of joy.
 

     As Madoc spake,
His glancing eye fell on a monument,
Around whose base the rosemary droop’d down,
As yet not rooted well. Sculptur’d above,
A warrior lay; the shield was on his arm;
Madoc approached, and saw the blazonry,..
A sudden chill ran through him, as he read,
Here Yorwerth lies... it was his brother’s grave.
 

Cyveilioc took him by the hand: For this,
Madoc, was I so loath to enter here!
He sought the sanctuary; but close upon him
The murderers followed, and by yonder copse
The stroke of death was given. All I could
Was done;.. I saw him here consign’d to rest,
Daily due masses for his soul are sung,
And duly hath his grave been deck’d with flowers.
 

So saying, from the place of death he led
The silent prince. But lately, he pursued,
Llewelyn was my guest, thy favourite boy.
For thy sake and his own, it was my hope
That he would make his home at Mathraval:
He had not needed then a father’s love.
But he, I know not on what enterprise,
Was brooding ever; and those secret thoughts
Drew him away. God prosper the brave boy!
It were a happy day for this poor land
If e’er Llewelyn mount his rightful throne.
 

XI.
 

The place of meeting was a high hill-top,
Nor bower’d with trees nor broken by the plough,
Remote from human dwellings and the stir
Of human life, and open to the breath
And to the eye of Heaven. In days of old,
There had the circling stones been planted; there,
From earliest ages, the primeval lore,
Thro’ Bard to Bard, with reverence handed down.
They whom to wonder, or the love of song,
Or reverence of their fathers’ ancient rites,
Drew thither, stood without the ring of stones.
Cyveilioc enter’d to the initiate Bards,
Himself, albeit his hands were stain’d with war,
Initiate; for the Order, in the lapse
Of years, and in their nation’s long decline,
From the first rigour of their purity
Somewhat had fallen. The Masters of the Song
 

In azure robes were rob’d,.. that one bright hue
To emblem unity, and peace, and truth,
Like Heaven, which’ o’er a world of wickedness
Spreads its eternal canopy serene.
 

The bards of Britain there, a noble band,
Within the Stones of Federation stood,
On the green turf, and under the blue sky,
Their heads in reverence bare, and bare of foot.
A deathless brotherhood! Cyveilioc there,
Lord of the Hirlas; Llywarc there was seen;
And old Cynddelow, to whose lofty song,
So many a time amidst his father’s hall
Resigning all his soul, had Madoc given
The flow of feeling loose. But Madoc’s heart
Was full; old feelings and remembrances
And thoughts from which was no escape, arose:
He was not there to whose sweet lay, so oft,
With all a brother’s fond delight, he lov’d
To listen,.. Hoel was not there!.. the hand
That once so well, amid the triple chords,
Mov’d in the rapid maze of harmony,
It had no motion now; the lips were dumb
Which knew all tones of passion; and that heart,
That warm, ebullient heart, was cold and still,
 

Upon its bed of clay. He look’d around,
And there was no familiar countenance,
None but Cynddelow’s face, which he had learnt
In childhood, and old age had set its mark,
Making unsightly alteration there.
Another generation had sprung up,
And made him feel how fast the days of man
Flow by, how soon their number is told out.
He knew not then that Llywarc’s lay should give
His future fame; his spirit, on the past
Brooding, beheld, with no forefeeling joy
The rising sons of song, who there essayed
Their eaglet flight. But there among the youth,
In the green vesture of their earliest rank,
Or with the aspirants clad in motley garb,
Young Benvras stood; and, one whose favour’d race
Heaven with the hereditary power had blest,
The old Gowalchmai’s not degenerate child;
And there another Einion; gifted youths,
And heirs of immortality on earth,
Whose after-strains, through many a distant age
Cambria shall boast, and love the songs that tell
The fame of Owen’s house.
 

     There, in the eye
Of light, and in the face of day, the rites
 

Began. Upon the Stone of Covenant
The sheathed sword was laid; the Master then
Rais’d up his voice, and cried, Let them who seek
The high degree and sacred privilege
Of Bardic science, and of Cimbric lore,
Here to the Bards of Britain make their claim!
Thus having said, the Master bade the youths
Approach the place of peace, and merit there
The Bard’s most honourable name. At that,
Heirs and transmitters of the ancient light,
The youths advanced; they heard the Cimbric lore,
From earliest days preserv’d; they struck their harps,
And each in due succession rais’d the song.
 

Last of the aspirants, as of greener years,
Young Caradoc advanced; his lip as yet
Scarce darken’d with its down, his flaxen locks
Wreathed in contracting ringlets waving low;
His large blue eyes were bright, and kindled now
With that same passion that inflam’d his cheek;
Yet in his cheek there was the sickliness
Which thought and feeling leave, wearing away
The hue of youth. Inclining on his harp,
He, while his comrades in probation song
Approv’d their claim, stood hearkening, as it seem’d,
 

And yet like unintelligible sounds
He heard the symphony and voice attuned;
Even in such feelings as, all undefin’d,
Come with the flow of waters to the soul,
Or with the motions of the moonlight sky.
But, when his bidding came, he, at the call
Arising from that dreamy mood, advanced,
Threw back his mantle, and began the lay.
 

Where are the sons of Gavran? where his tribe
The faithful? Following their beloved Chief,
They the Green Islands of the Ocean sought;
Nor human tongue hath told, nor human ear,
Since from the silver shores they went their way,
Hath heard, their fortunes. In his crystal Ark,
Whither sailed Merlin with his band of Bards,
Old Merlin, master of the mystic lore?
Belike his crystal Ark, instinct with life,
Obedient to the mighty Master, reach’d
The Land of the Departed; there, belike,
They in the clime of immortality,
Themselves immortal, drink the gales of bliss, 
Which o’er Flathinnis breathe eternal spring,
Blending whatever odours make the gale
Of evening sweet, whatever melody
 

Charms the wood-traveller. In their high-roofed halls,
There, with the Chiefs of other days, feel they
The mingled joy pervade them?.. Or beneath
The mid-sea waters, did that crystal Ark
Down to the secret depths of Ocean plunge
Its fated crew? Dwell they in coral bowers
With Mermaid loves, teaching their paramours
The songs that stir the sea, or make the winds
Hush, and the waves be still? In fields of joy
Have they their home, where central fires maintain
Perpetual summer, where one emerald light
Through the green element for ever flows?
 

Twice have the sons of Britain left her shores,
As the fledg’d eaglets quit their native nest;
Twice over ocean have her fearless sons
For ever sailed away. Again they launch
Their vessels to the deep... Who mounts the bark?
The son of Owen, the beloved Prince,
Who never for injustice reared his arm.
Respect his enterprize, ye Ocean Waves!
Ye Winds of Heaven, waft Madoc on his way!
The Waves of Ocean, and the Winds of Heaven.
Became his ministers, and Madoc found
The world he sought.
 

    Who seeks the better land?
Who mounts the vessel for a world of peace?
He who hath felt the throb of pride, to hear
Our old illustrious annals; who was taught
To lisp the fame of Arthur, to revere
Great Caratach’s unconquer’d soul, and call
That gallant chief his countryman who led
The wrath of Britain, from her chalky shores
To drive the Roman robber. He who loves
His country, and who feels his country’s shame,
Whose bones amid a land of servitude
Could never rest in peace; who, if he saw
His children slaves, would feel a pang in heaven,..
He mounts the bark, to seek for liberty.
 

Who seeks the better land? The wretched one,
Whose joys are blasted all, whose heart is sick,
Who hath no hope, to whom all change is gain,
To whom remembered pleasures strike a pang
Which only guilt should know,.. he mounts the bark!
The Bard will mount the bark of banishment;
The harp of Cambria shall in other lands,
Remind the Cambrian of his fathers’ fame;..
The Bard will seek the land of liberty,
The world of peace... O Prince, receive the Bard!
 

He ceased the song. His cheek, now fever flush’d,
Was turned to Madoc, and his asking eye
Lingered on him in hope; nor lingered long
The look expectant; forward sprung the Prince,
And stretch’d to Caradoc the right-hand pledge,
And for the comrade of his enterprize,
With joyful welcome, hail’d the joyful Bard.
 

Nor needed now the Searcher of the Sea
Announce his enterprize, by Caradoc
In song announced so well; from man to man
The busy murmur spread; while from the Stone
Of Covenant the sword was taken up,
And from the Circle of the Ceremony
The Bards went forth, their meeting now fulfill’d.
The multitude, unheeding all beside,
Of Madoc and his noble enterprize
Held stirring converse on their homeward way,
And spread abroad the tidings of a Land,
Where Plenty dwelt with Liberty and Peace.
 

XII.
 

So in the court of Powys pleasantly,
With hawk and hound afield, and harp in hall,
The days went by; till Madoc, for his heart
Was with Cadwallon, and in early spring
Must he set forth to join him over sea,
Took his constrained farewell. To Dinevawr
He bent his way, whence many a time with Rhys
Had he gone forth to smite the Saxon foe.
The Son of Owen greets his father’s friend
With reverential joy: nor did the Lord
Of Dinevawr with cold or deadened heart
Welcome the Prince he lov’d; though not with joy
Unmingled now, nor the proud consciousness
Which in the man of tried and approv’d worth
Could bid an equal hail. Henry had seen
The Lord of Dinevawr between his knees
Vow homage; yea, the Lord of Dinevawr
 

Had knelt in homage to that Saxon king,
Who set a price upon his father’s head,
That Saxon, on whose soul his mother’s blood
Cried out for vengeance. Madoc saw the shame,
Which Rhys would fain have hidden, and, in grief
For the degenerate land, rejoiced at heart
That now another country was his home.
 

Musing on thoughts like these, did Madoc roam
Alone along the Towy’s winding shore.
The beavers in its bank had hollow’d out
Their social place of dwelling, and had damm’d
The summer-current, with their perfect art
Of instinct, erring not in means nor end.
But as the floods of spring had broken down
Their barrier, so its breaches unrepair’d
Were left; and round the piles, which, deeper driven
Still held their place, the eddying waters whirl’d.
Now in those habitations desolate
One sole survivor dwelt: him Madoc saw,
Labouring alone, beside his hermit house;
And in that mood of melancholy thought,..
For in his boyhood he had lov’d to watch
Their social work, and for he knew that man
In bloody sport had well-nigh rooted out
 

The poor community,.. the ominous sight
Became a grief and burthen. Eve came on.
The dry leaves rustled to the wind, and fell
And floated on the stream; there was no voice
Save of the mournful rooks, who overhead
Wing’d their long line; for fragrance of sweet flowers,
Only the odour of the autumnal leaves;..
All sights and sounds of sadness... And the place
To that despondent mood was ministrant;..
Among the hills of Gwyneth, and its wilds
And mountain glens, perforce he cherish’d still
The hope of mountain liberty; they braced
And knit the heart and arm of hardihood;..
But here, in these green meads, by these low slopes
And hanging groves, attemper’d to the scene,
His spirit yielded. As he loiter’d on,
There came toward him one in peasant garb,
And call’d his name;.. he started at the sound,
For he had heeded not the man’s approach;
And now that sudden and familiar voice
Came on him like a vision. So he stood
Gazing, and knew him not in the dim light,
Till he again cried, Madoc!.. then he woke,
And knew the voice of Ririd, and sprang on,
And fell upon his neck, and wept for joy
And sorrow.
 

    O my brother! Ririd cried
Long, very long it is since I have heard
The voice of kindness!.. Let me go with thee!
I am a wanderer in my father’s land;..
Hoel he kill’d, and Yorwerth hath he slain;
Llewelyn hath not where to hide his head
In his own kingdom; Rodri is in chains...
Let me go with thee, Madoc, to some land
Where I may look upon the sun, nor dread
The light that may betray me; where at night
I may not, like a hunted beast, rouse up,
If the leaves rustle over me.
 

     The Lord
Of Ocean struggled with his swelling heart.
Let me go with thee?.. but thou didst not doubt
Thy brother?.. Let thee go?.. with what a joy,
Ririd, would I collect the remnant left,
The wretched remnant now of Owen’s house,
And mount the bark of willing banishment,
And leave the tyrant to his Saxon friends,
And to his Saxon yoke!.. I urged him thus,
Curbed down my angry spirit, and besought
Only that I might bid our brethren come,
And share my exile; And he spurned my prayer!..
Thou hast a gentle pleader at his court;
 

She may prevail; till then, abide thou here,..
But not in this, the garb of fear and guilt.
Come thou to Dinevawr;.. assume thyself;..
The good old Rhys will bid thee welcome there,
And the Great Palace, like a sanctuary,
Is safe. If then Queen Emma’s plea should fail,
My timely bidding hence shall summon thee,
When I shall spread the sail... Nay, hast thou learnt
Suspicion;.. Rhys is noble, and no deed
Of treachery ever sullied his fair fame.
 

Madoc then led his brother to the hall
Of Rhys. I bring to thee a supplicant,
O King, he cried; thou wert my father’s friend!
And, till our barks be ready in the spring,
I know that here the persecuted son
Of Owen will be safe.
 

     A welcome guest!
The: old warrior cried; by his good father’s soul,
He is a welcome guest at Dinevawr!
And, rising as he spake, he pledged his hand
In hospitality... How now! quoth he;
This raiment ill beseems the princely son
Of Owen!.. Ririd at his words was led
Apart: they washed his feet; they gave to him
 

Fine linen, as beseem’d his royal race,
The tunic of soft texture woven well,
The broider’d girdle, the broad mantle edged
With fur and flowing low, the bonnet last,
Form’d of some forest marten’s costly spoils.
The Lord of Dinevawr sat at the dice
With Madoc, when he saw him, thus array’d,
Returning to the hall. Aye! this is well! 
The noble Chief exclaim’d; ’tis as of yore,
When in Aberfraw, at his father’s board,
We sat together, after we had won
Peace and rejoicing, with our own right hands,
By Corwen, where, commixt with Saxon blood,
Along its rocky channel the dark Dee
Roll’d darker waters... Would that all his house
Had, in their day of trouble; thought of me,
And honored me like this! David respects
Deheubarth’s strength, nor would respect it less
When such protection leagu’d its cause with Heaven.
 

I had forgot his messenger! quoth he,
Arising from the dice. Go, bid him here!
He came this morning at an ill-starr’d hour,
To Madoc he pursued; my lazy grooms
Had let the hounds play havoc in my flock,
 

And my old blood was chaf’d. I faith, the King
Hath chosen well his messenger:.. he saw
That, in such mood, I might have rendered him
A hot and hasty answer, and hath waited,
Perhaps to David’s service and to mine,
My better leisure.
 

     Now the Messenger
Entered the hall; Goagan of Powys-land,
He of Caer-Einion was it, who was charg’d
From Gwyneth to Deheubarth; a brave man,
Of copious speech. He told the royal son
Of Gryffidd, the descendant of the line
Of Rhys-ab-Tudyr mawr, that he came there
From David, son of Owen, of the stock
Of kingly Cynan. I am sent, said he,
With friendly greeting; and, as I receive
Welcome and honour, so, in David’s name,
Am I to thank the Lord of Dinevawr.
 

Tell on, quoth Rhys, the purport and the cause
Of this appeal?
 

     Of late, some fugitives
Came from the South to Mona, whom the King
Received with generous welcome. Some there were
Who blamed his royal goodness; for they said,
 

These were the subjects of a rival Prince,
Who, peradventure, would with no such bounty
Cherish a northern suppliant. This they urged,
I know not if from memory of old feuds,
Better forgotten, or in envy. Mov’d
Hereby, King David swore he would not rest
Till he had put the question to the proof,
Whether with liberal honour the Lord Rhys
Would greet his messenger; but none was found,
Of all who had instill’d that evil doubt,
Ready to bear the embassy: I heard it,
And did my person tender,.. for I knew
The nature of Lord Rhys of Dinevawr.
 

Well! quoth the Chief, Goagan of Powys-land,
This honourable welcome that thou seekest,
Wherein may it consist?
 

     In giving me,
Goagan of Powys-land replied, a horse,
Better than mine, to bear me home, a suit
Of seemly raiment, and ten marks in coin,
With raiment and two marks to him who leads
My horse’s bridle.
 

     For his sake, said Rhys,
Who sent thee, thou shalt have the noblest steed
 

In all my studs... I double thee the marks,
And give the raiment threefold. More than this,..
Say thou to David, that the guests who sit
At board with me, and drink of my own cup,
Are Madoc and Lord Ririd. Tell the King,
That thus it is Lord Rhys of Dinevawr,
Delighteth to do honour to the sons
Of Owen, of his old and honoured friend.
 

XIII.
 

Farewell, my brother,” cried the Ocean Chief;
A little while farewell! as through the gate
Of Dinevawr he past, to pass again
That hospitable threshold never more.
And thou too, O thou good old man! true friend
Of Owen, and of Owen’s house, farewell!
‘Twill not be told me, Rhys, when thy gray hairs
Are to the grave gone down; but oftentimes
In the distant world I shall remember thee,
And think that, come thy summons when it may,
Thou wilt not leave a braver man behind....
Now God be with thee, Rhys!
 

     The old Chief paus’d
A moment ere he answer’d, as for pain;
Then, shaking his hoar head, I never yet
Gave thee this hand unwillingly before!
When for a guest I spread the board, my heart
 

Will think on him, whom ever with most joy
It leapt to welcome: should I lift
The spear against the Saxon,.. for old Rhys
Hath that within him yet, that could uplift
The Cimbric spear,.. I then shall wish his aid,
Who oft has conquer’d with me: when I kneel
In prayer to Heaven, an old man’s prayer shall beg
A blessing on thee!
 

     Madoc answered not,
But graspt his hand in silence, then sprang up
And spurr’d his courser on. A weary way,
Through forest and o’er fell, Prince Madoc rode.
And now he skirts the bay whose reckless waves
Roll o’er the plain of Gwaelod: fair fields,
And busy towns, and happy villages,
They overwhelm’d in one disastrous day;
For they, by their eternal siege had sapp’d
The bulwark of the land, while Seithenyn
Took of his charge no thought, till, in his sloth
And riotous cups surpris’d, he saw the sea
Roll like an army o’er the levell’d mound.
A supplicant in other courts, he mourn’d
His crime and ruin; in another’s court
The kingly harp of Garanhir was heard,
Wailing his kingdom wreck’d; and many a Prince,
 

Warn’d by the visitation, sought and gain’d
A saintly crown, - Tyneio, Merini,
Boda and Brenda and Ailgyvarch,
Gwynon and Celynin and Gwynodyl.
 

To Bardsey was the Lord of Ocean bound;
Bardsey, the holy Islet, in whose soil
Did many a Chief and many a Saint repose,
His great progenitors. He mounts the skiff;
Her canvas swells before the breeze; the sea
Sings round her sparkling keel, and soon the Lord
Of Ocean treads the venerable shore.
 

There was not, on that day, a speck to stain
The azure heaven; the blessed Sun alone,
In unapproachable divinity,
Careered, rejoicing in his fields of light.
How beautiful, beneath the bright blue sky,
The billows heave! one glowing green expanse,
Save where along the bending line of shore
Such hue is thrown, as when the peacock’s neck
Assumes its proudest tint of amethyst,
Embathed in emerald glory. All the flocks
Of Ocean are abroad; like floating foam,
The sea-gulls rise and fall upon the waves;
 

With long protruded neck the cormorants
Wing their far flight aloft; and round and round
The plovers wheel, and give their note of joy.
It was a day that sent into the heart
A summer feeling: even the insect swarms
From their dark nooks and coverts issued forth,
To sport thro’ one day of existence more;
The solitary primrose on the bank,
Seem’d now as though it had no cause to mourn
Its bleak autumnal birth; the Rocks and Shores,
The Forest, and the everlasting Hills,
Smiled in that joyful sunshine,.. they partook
The universal blessing.
 

     To this Isle,
Where his forefathers were consign’d to dust,
Did Madoc come for natural piety,
Ordering a solemn service for their souls.
Therefore for this the Church that day was dress’d;
For this the Abbot, in his alb array’d,
At the high altar stood;.for this, infus’d,
Sweet incense from the waving thuribule
Rose like a mist, and the grey brotherhood
Chaunted the solemn mass. And now on high
The mighty Mystery had been elevate,
And now around the graves the brethren
 

In long array proceed: each in his hand,
Tall as the staff of some wayfaring man,
Bears the brown taper, with their daylight flames
Dimming the cheerful day. Before the train
The Cross is borne, where, fashion’d to the life
In shape, and size, and ghastly coloring,
The awful Image hangs. Next, in its shrine
Of gold and crystal, by the Abbot held,
The mighty Mystery came; on either hand
Three Priests uphold above, on silver wands,
The purple pall. With holy water next
A father went, therewith, from hyssop branch
Sprinkling the graves; the while, with one accord,
The solemn psalm of mercy all inton’d.
 

Pure was the faith of Madoc, though his mind
To all this pomp and solemn circumstance
Yielded a willing homage. But the place
Was holy;.. the dead air, which underneath
Those arches never felt the healthy sun
Nor the free motion of the elements,
Chilly and damp, infus’d associate awe:
The sacred odours of the incense still
Floated; the daylight and the taper-flames
Commingled, dimming each, and each bedimm’d;
 

And, as the slow procession paced along,
Still to their hymn, as if in symphony,
The regular foot-fall sounded: swelling now,
Their voices, in one chorus, loud and deep,
Rung through the echoing aisles; and when it ceas’d,
The silence of that. huge and sacred pile
Came on the heart. What wonder if the Prince
Yielded his homage now? the influences
Of that sweet autumn day made every sense
Alive to every impulse;.. and beneath
The stones whereon he stood, his ancestors
Were mouldering, dust to dust. Father! quoth he,
When now the rites were ended,.. far away
It hath been Madoc’s lot to pitch his tent
On other shores; there, in a foreign land,
Far from my father’s burial place, must I
Be laid to rest; yet would I have my name
Be held with theirs in memory. I beseech you,
Have this a yearly rite for evermore,
As I will leave endowment for the same;
And let me be remember’d in the prayer.
The day shall be a holy day with me,
While I do live; they who come after me
Will hold it holy; it will be a bond
Of love and brotherhood, when all beside
 

Hath been dissolv’d; and, though wide ocean rolls
Between my people and their mother Isle,
This shall be their communion: they shall send,
Link’d in one sacred feeling at one hour,
In the same language, the same prayer to Heaven,
And, each remembering each in piety,
Pray for the other’s welfare.
 

     The old man
Partook that feeling, and some pious tears
Fell down his aged cheek. Kinsman and son,
It shall be so! said he; and thou shalt be
Remember’d in the prayer: nor then alone;
But till my sinking sands be quite run out,
This feeble voice shall, from its solitude,
Go up for thee to Heaven!
 

     And now the bell
Rung out its cheerful summons; to the hall,
In seemly order, pass the brotherhood:
The serving-men wait with the ready ewer;
The place of honor to the Prince is given,
The Abbot’s right hand guest; the viands smoke,
The horn of ale goes round; and now, the cates
Remov’d, for days of festival reserv’d
Comes choicer beverage, clary, hippocras,
 

And mead mature, that to the goblet’s brim
Sparkles and sings and smiles. It was a day
Of that allowable and temperate mirth
Which leaves a joy for memory. Madoc told
His tale; and thus, with question and reply
And cheerful intercourse, from noon till nones
The brethren sate, and, when the quire was done,
Renew’d their converse, till the vesper bell.
 

But then the Porter called Prince Madoc out,
To speak with one, he said, who from the land
Had sought him, and requir’d his private ear.
Madoc in the moonlight met him: in his hand
The stripling held an oar; and on his back,
Like a broad shield, the coracle was hung.
Uncle! he cried, and, with a gush of tears,
Sprung to the glad embrace.
 

     O my brave boy!
Llewelyn! my dear boy! with stifled voice,
And interrupted utterance, Madoc cried,
And many times he claspt him to his breast,
And many times drew back, and gaz’d upon him,
Wiping the tears away which dimm’d the sight,
And told him how his heart had yearn’d for him
As with a father’s love, and bade him now
 

Forsake his lonely haunts, and come with him,
And sail beyond the seas, and share his fate.
 

No! by my God! the high-hearted youth replied,
It never shall be said Llewelyn left
His father’s murderer on his father’s throne!
I am the rightful king of this poor land...
Go thou, and wisely go! but I must stay,
That I may save my people. Tell me, Uncle,
The story of thy fortunes; I can hear it
Here in this lonely Isle, and at this hour,
Securely.
 

     Nay, quoth Madoc, tell me first
Where are thy haunts and coverts, and what hope
Thou hast to bear thee up? Why goest thou not
To Mathraval? there would Cyveilioc give
A kinsman’s welcome; or at Dinevawr,
The guest of honor shouldst thou be with Rhys;
And he, belike, from David might obtain
Some recompense, though poor.
 

     What recompense?
Exclaimed Llewelyn: what hath he to give,
But life for life? and what have I to claim
But vengeance, and my father Yorwerth’s throne?
 

If with aught short of this my soul could rest,
Would I not through the wide world follow thee,
Dear Uncle! and fare with thee, well or ill,
And show to thine old age the tenderness
My childhood found from thee!.. What hopes I have
Let time display: Have thou no fear for me!
My bed is made within the ocean caves,
Of sea-weeds bleach’d by many a sun and shower;
I know the mountain dens, and every hold
And fastness of the forest; and I know,...
What troubles him by day and in his dreams,...
There’s many an honest heart in Gwyneth yet!
But tell me thine adventure; that will be
A joy to think of in long winter nights,
When stormy billows make my lullaby.
 

So, as they walk’d along the moonlight shore,
Did Madoc tell him all; and still he strove,
By dwelling on that noble end and aim,
That of his actions was the heart and life,
To win him to his wish. It touch’d the youth;
And, when the Prince had ceas’d, he heav’d a sigh,
Long-drawn and deep, as if regret were there.
No, no! he cried, it must not be! lo yonder
 

My native mountains, and how beautiful
They rest in the moonlight! I was nursed among them;
They saw my sports in childhood, they have seen
My sorrows, they have sav’d me in the hour
Of danger;.. I have vow’d, that, as they were
My cradle, they shall be my monument!..
But we shall meet again, and thou wilt find me
When next thou visitest thy native Isle,
King in Aberfraw!
 

     Never more, Llewelyn,
Madoc replied, shall I behold the shores
Of Britain; nor will ever tale of me
Reach the Green Isle again. With fearful care
I choose my little company, and leave
No traces of our path, where Violence,
And bloody Zeal, and bloodier Avarice,
Might find their blasting way.
 

     If it be so,..
And rightly thou hast judged, the youth replied,
Thou wilt not know my fate;.. but this be sure,
It shall not be inglorious. I have in me
A hope from Heaven... Give me thy blessing, Uncle!
 

Llewelyn, kneeling on the sand, embraced

His knees, with lifted head and streaming eyes
Listening. He rose, and fell on Madoc’s neck,
And clasp’d him, with a silent agony,..
Then launched his coracle, and took his way,
A lonely traveller on the moonlight sea.
 

XIV.
 

Now hath Prince Madoc left the holy Isle,
And homeward to Aberfraw, through the wilds
Of Arvon, bent his course. A little way 
He turn’d aside, by natural impulse
Mov’d, to behold Cadwallon’s lonely hut.
That lonely dwelling stood among the hills,
By a gray mountain-stream; just elevate
Above the winter torrents did it stand,
Upon a craggy bank; an orchard slope
Arose behind, and joyous was the scene,
In early summer, when those antic trees
Shone with their blushing blossoms, and the flax
Twinkled beneath the breeze its liveliest green.
But, save the flax-field and that orchard slope,
All else was desolate, and now it wore
One sober hue; the narrow vale which wound
Among the hills, was grey with rocks, that peer’d
 

Above its shallow soil; the mountain side
Was loose with stones bestrewn, which, oftentimes
Clattered adown the steep, or huger cragd,
Which, when the coming frost should loosen them,
Would thunder down. All things assorted well
With that grey mountain hue; the low stone lines,
Which scarcely seem’d to be the work of man,
The dwelling, rudely rear’d with stones unhewn,
The stubble flax; the crooked apple-trees,
Grey with their fleecy moss and mistletoe,
The white-barked birch, now leafless, and the ash,
Whose knotted roots were like the rifted rock,
Thro’ which they forced their way. Adown the vale,
Broken by stones, and o’er a stony bed,
Rolled the loud mountain-stream.
 

     When Madoc came,
A little child was sporting by the brook,
Floating the fallen leaves, that he might see them
Whirl in the eddy now, and now be driven
Down the descent, now on the smoother stream
Sail onward far away. But when he heard
The horse’s tramp, he rais’d his head and watch’d
The Prince, who now dismounted and drew nigh.
The little boy still fix’d his eyes on him,
 

His bright-blue eyes; the wind just moved the curls
That cluster’d round his brow; and so he stood,
His rosy cheeks still lifted up to gaze
In innocent wonder. Madoc took his hand,
And now had ask’d his name, and if he dwelt
There in the hut, when from that cottage door
A woman came, who, seeing Madoc, stopt
With such a fear,... for she had cause for fear,...
As when a bird, returning to her nest,
Turns to a tree beside, if she behold
Some prying boy too near the dear retreat.
Howbeit, advancing soon, she now approach’d
The approaching Prince, and timidly enquir’d,
If, on his wayfare, he had lost the track,
That thither he had strayed. Not so, replied
The gentle Prince; but, having known this place,
And its old habitants, I came once more
To see the lonely hut among the hills.
Hath it been long your dwelling?
 

     Some few years,
Here we have dwelt, quoth she, my child and I.
Will it please you enter, and partake such fare
As we can give? Still timidly she spake,
But gathering courage from the gentle mien
Of him with whom she conversed. Madoc thank’d
 

Her friendly proffer; and toward the hut
They went, and in his arms he took the boy.
Who is his father? said the Prince, but wish’d
The word unutter’d; for thereat her cheek
Was flushed with sudden heat and manifest pain;
And she replied, He perished in the war.
 

They entered now her home; she spread the board,
Bringing fresh curds, and cheese like curd so white,
The orchard fruits, and what sweet beverage
Her bees, who now were slumbering in the hive,
Had toil’d to purvey all the summer long.
Three years,” said Madoc, have gone by, since here
I found a timely welcome, overworn
With toil and sorrow and sickness; ,, three long years!
’Twas when the battle had been waged hard by,
Upon the plain of Arvon. 
      She grew pale,
Suddenly pale; and, seeing that he mark’d
The change, she told him, with a feeble voice,
That was the fatal fight which widow’d her.
 

O Christ! cried Madoc, ’tis a grief to think
How many a gallant Briton died that day,
In that accursed strife! I trod the field
 

When all was over,.. I beheld them heap’d,..
Aye, like ripe corn within the reaper’s reach,
Strewn round the bloody spot where Hoel lay;
Brave as he was, himself cut down at last,
Oppressed by numbers, gash’d with wounds, yet still
Clinching, in his dead hand, the broken sword!..
But you are mov’d;.. you weep at what I tell.
Forgive me, that, renewing my own grief,
I should have waken’d yours! Did you then know
Prince Hoel?
 

     She replied, Oh, no! my lot
Was humble, and my loss a humble one;
Yet was it all to me! They say, quoth she,...
And, as she spake, she struggled to bring forth,
With painful voice, the interrupted words,...
They say Prince Hoel’s body was not found;
But you, who saw him dead, perchance can tell
Where he was laid, and by what friendly hand.
 

Even where he fell, said Madoc, is his grave;
For he who buried him was one whose faith
Recked not of boughten prayers nor passing bell.
There is a hawthorn grows beside the place,
A solitary tree, nipt by the winds,
That it doth seem a fitting monument
 

For one untimely slain... But wherefore dwell we
On this ungrateful theme?
 

     He took a harp
Which stood beside, and, passing o’er its chords,
Made music. At the touch, the child drew nigh,
Pleas’d by the sounds and leant on Madoc’s knee,
And bade him play again: So Madoc play’d,
For he had skill in minstrelsy, and rais’d
His voice, and sung Prince Hoel’s lay of love.
 

I have harnessed thee, my Steed of shining grey,
And thou shalt bear me to the dear white walls.
I love the white walls by the verdant bank,
That glitter in the sun, where Bashfulness
Watches the silver sea-mew sail along.
I love that glittering dwelling, where we hear
The ever-sounding waves; for there she dwells,
The shapely Maid, fair as the ocean spray,
Her cheek as lovely as the apple-flower,
Or summer evening’s glow. I pine for her;
In crowded halls my spirit is with her;
Through the long, sleepless night I think on her;
And happiness is gone, and health is lost,
And fled the flush of youth, and I am pale
As the pale ocean on a sunless morn.
 

I pine away for her, yet pity her,
That she should spurn so true a love as mine.
 

He ceas’d, and laid his hand upon the child,..
And didst thou like the song? The child replied,..
Oh, yes! it is a song my mother loves,
And so I love it too. He stoopt and kiss’d
The boy, who still was leaning on his knee,
Already grown familiar. I should like
To take thee with me, quoth the Ocean Lord,
Over the seas.
 

     Thou art Prince Madoc, then!...
The mother cried;... thou art indeed the Prince!
That song... that look... and at his feet she fell,
Crying, Oh, take him, Madoc! save the child!
Thy brother Hoel’s orphan!
 

     Long it was
Ere that in either agitated heart
The tumult could subside. One while the Prince
Gaz’d on the child, tracing intently there
His brother’s lines; and now he caught him up,
And kissed his cheek, and gaz’d again, till all
Was dim and dizzy,.. then blest God, and vow’d
That he should never need a father’s love.
 

At length, when copious tears had now reliev’d
Her burthen’d heart, and many a broken speech
In tears had died away, O Prince, she cried,
Long hath it been my dearest prayer to heaven,
That I might see thee once, and to thy love
Commit this friendless boy! For many a time,
In phrase so fond did Hoel tell thy worth,
That it hath waken’d misery in me
To think, I could not as a sister claim
Thy love! and therefore was it that till now
Thou knew’st me not; for I intreated him,
That he would never let thy virtuous eye
Look on my guilt, and make me feel my shame.
Madoc, I did not dare to see thee then,..
Thou wilt not scorn me now,.. for I have now
Forgiven myself; and, while I here perform’d
A mother’s duties in this solitude,
Have felt myself forgiven.
 

     With that, she clasp’d
His hand, and bent her face on it, and wept.
Anon collecting, she pursued,.. My name
Is Llaian: by the chance of war I fell
Into his power, when all my family
Had been cut off, all in one hour of blood.
He saved me from the ruffian’s hand; he sooth’d,
 

With tenderest care, my sorrow...You can tell
How gentle he could be, and how his eyes,
So full of life and kindliness, could win
All hearts to love him. Madoc, I was young;
I had no living friend;.. and when I gave
This infant to his arms, when with such joy
He viewed it o’er and o’er again, and press’d
A father’s kiss upon its cheek, and turn’d
To me, and made me feel more deeply yet
A mother’s deep delight,.. oh! I was proud
To think my child in after years should say,
Prince Hoel was his father!
 

     Thus I dwelt,
In the white dwelling by the verdant bank,..
Though not without my melancholy hours,..
Happy. The joy it was when I beheld
His steed of shining grey come hastening on,
Across the yellow sand!.. Alas! ere long,
King Owen died. I need not tell thee, Madoc,
With what a deadly and forefeeling fear
I heard how Hoel seiz’d his father’s throne,
Nor with what ominous woe I welcom’d him,
In that last, little, miserable hour
Ambition gave to love. I think his heart,
Brave as it was, misgave him. When I spake
 

Of David and my fears, he smiled upon me;
But ’twas a smile that came not from the heart,..
A most ill-boding smile!.. O Madoc! Madoc!
You know not with what misery I saw
His parting steps,.. with what a dreadful hope
I watched for tidings!.. And at length it came,..
Came like a thunderbolt!.. I sought the field:
O Madoc, there were many widows there,
But none with grief like mine! I looked around;
I dragged aside the bodies of the dead,
To search for him, in vain;.. and then a hope
Seized me, which it was agony to lose!
 

Night came. I did not heed the storm of night!
But, for the sake of this dear babe, I sought
Shelter in this lone hut: ’twas desolate;
And, when my reason had return’d, I thought,
That here the child of Hoel might be safe,
Till we could claim thy care. But thou, meantime,
Didst go to roam the Ocean; so I learnt
To bound my wishes here. The carkanet,
The embroidered girdle, and what other gauds
Were once my vain adornments, soon were changed
For things of profit, goats and bees, and this,
The tuneful solace of my solitude.
 

Madoc, the harp is as a friend to me;
I sing to it the songs which Hoel lov’d,
And Hoel’s own sweet lays; it comforts me,
And gives me joy in grief.
 

     Often I griev’d
To think the son of Hoel should grow up
In this unworthy state of poverty;
Till Time, who softens all regrets, had worn
That vain regret away, and I became
Humbly resign’d to God’s unerring will.
To him I look’d for healing, and he pour’d
His balm into my wounds. I never form’d
A prayer for more,.. and, lo! the happiness
Which he hath, of his mercy, sent me now!
 

XV.
 

On Madoc’s docile courser Llaian sits,
Holding her joyful boy; the Chief beside
Paces afoot, and, like a gentle Squire,
Leads her loose bridle; from the saddle-bow
His shield and helmet hang, and with the lance,
Staff-like, he stay’d his steps. Before the sun
Had climb’d his southern eminence, they left
The mountain-feet; and hard by Bangor now,
Travelling the plain before them they espy
A lordly cavalcade, for so it seem’d
Of knights, with hawk in hand and hounds in leash,
Squires, pages, serving-men, and armed grooms,
And many a sumpter-beast and laden wain,
Far following in their rear. The bravery
Of glittering bauldricks and of high-plumed crests,
Embroider’d surcoats and emblazon’d shields,
And lances, whose long streamers play’d aloft,
 

Made a rare pageant, as with sound of trump,
Tambour and cittern, proudly they went on;
And ever, at the foot-fall of their steeds,
The tinkling horse-bells, in rude symphony,
Accorded with the joy.
 

     What have we here?
Quoth Madoc then, to one who stood beside
The threshold of his ozier-woven hut.
’Tis the great Saxon Prelate, he returned,
Come hither for some end, I wis not what,
Only be sure no good! “.. How stands the tide?
Said Madoc; can we pass? ,, ’Tis even at flood,
The man made answer, and the Monastery
Will have no hospitality to spare
For one of Wales to-day. Be ye content
To guest with us.
 

     He took the Prince’s sword:
The daughter of the house brought water then,
And washed the stranger’s feet; the board was spread,
And o’er the bowl they commun’d of the days
Ere ever Saxon set his hateful foot
Upon the beautiful Isle.
 

     As so they sate,
The bells of the Cathedral rung abroad
Unusual summons. What is this? exclaim’d
 

Prince Madoc: let us go!.. Forthwith they went,
He and his host, their way. They found the rites
Begun: the mitred Baldwin, in his hand
Holding a taper, at the altar stood.
Let him be cursed!.. were the words which first
Assailed their ears,.. living and dead, in limb
And life, in soul and body, be he curst
Here and hereafter! Let him feel the curse
At every moment and in every act,
By night and day, in waking and in sleep!
We cut him off from Christian fellowship;
Of Christian sacraments we deprive his soul;
Of Christian burial we deprive his corpse;
And, when that carrion to the Fiends is left
In unprotected earth, thus let his soul
Be quenched in hell!
 

     He dashed upon the floor
His taper down, and all the ministering Priests
Extinguish’d each his light, to consummate
The imprecation.
 

     Whom is it ye curse,
Cried Madoc, with these horrors? They replied,
The contumacious Prince of Mathraval,
Cyveilioc.
 

     What! quoth Madoc, and his eye

Grew terrible,... who is he that sets his foot
In Gwyneth here, and with hellish hate
Insults the blameless Lord of Mathraval?...
We wage no war with women nor with Priests;
But if there be a knight amid your train,
Who dare come boldly forth, and to my face
Say that Cyveilioc hath deserv’d this curse,
Lo! here stand I, Prince Madoc, who will make
That slanderous wretch cry craven in the dust,
And eat his lying words!
 

     Be temperate!
Quoth one of Baldwin’s Priests, who, Briton born,
Had known Prince Madoc in his father’s court;
It is our charge, throughout this Christian land
To call upon all Christian men to join
The armies of the Lord, and take the cross;
That so, in battle with the Infidels,
The palm of victory or of martyrdom,
Glorious alike, may be their recompense.
This holy badge, whether in godless scorn
Or for the natural blindness of his heart,
Cyveilioc hath refus’d; thereby incurring
The pain, which, not of our own impulse, we
Inflict upon his soul, but at the will
 

Of our most holy Father, from whose word
Lies no appeal on earth.
 

     ’Tis well for thee,
Intemperate Prince! said Baldwin, that our blood
Flows with a calmer action than thine own!
Thy brother David hath put on the cross,
To our most pious warfare piously
Pledging his kingly sword. Do thou the like,
And for this better object lay aside
Thine other enterprize, which, lest it rob
Judea of one single Christian arm,
We do condemn as sinful. Follow thou
The banner of the Church to Palestine;
So shalt thou expiate this rash offence,
Against the which we else should fulminate
Our ire, did we not see in charity,
And therefore rather pity than resent,
The rudeness of this barbarous land.
 

     At that,
Scorn tempering wrath, yet anger sharpening scorn,
Madoc replied, Barbarians as we are,
Lord Prelate, we received the law of Christ
Many a long age before your pirate sires
Had left their forest dens; nor are we now
 

To learn that law from Norman or from Dane,
Saxon, Jute, Angle, or whatever name
Suit best your mongrel race! Ye think, perchance,
That, like your own poor, woman-hearted King,
We, too, in Gwyneth are to take the yoke
Of Rome upon our necks;.. but you may tell
Your Pope, that, when I sail upon the seas,
I shall not strike a topsail for the breath
Of all his maledictions!
 

     Saying thus,
He turned away, lest further speech might call
Further reply, and kindle further wrath,
More easy to avoid than to allay.
Therefore he left the church; and soon his mind
To gentler mood was won by social talk,
And the sweet prattle of that blue-eyed boy,
Whom in his arms he fondled.
 

     But, when now
Evening had settled, to the door there came
One of the brethren of the Monastery,
Who called Prince Madoc forth. Apart they went;
And in the low, suspicious voice of fear,
Though none was nigh, the Monk began. Be calm,
Prince Madoc, while I speak, and patiently
Hear to the end! Thou know’st that, in his life,
 

Becket did excommunicate thy sire 
For his unlawful marriage; but the King,
Feeling no sin in conscience, heeded not
The inefficient censure. Now, when Baldwin
Beheld his monument to-day, impell’d,
As we do think, by anger against thee,
He swore that, even as Owen in his deeds
Disown’d the Church when living, even so
The Church disown’d him dead, and that his corpse
No longer should be suffered to pollute
The sanctuary,.. Be patient, I beseech,
And hear me out. Gerald at this, who felt
A natural horror, sought,.. as best he knew
The haughty Primate’s temper,.. to dissuade
By politic argument, and chiefly urged
The quick and fiery nature of our nation,..
How, at the sight of such indignity,
They would arise in arms, and limb from limb
Tear piecemeal him and all his company.
So far did this prevail, that he will now
Commit the deed in secret; and, this night,
Thy father’s body from its resting-place,
O Madoc! shall be torn, and cast aside
In some unhallow’d pit, with foul disgrace
And contumelious wrong.
 

    Say’st thou to-night?
Quoth Madoc.... Aye, at midnight, he replied,
Shall this impiety be perpetrated.
Therefore hath Gerald, for the reverence
He- bears to Owen’s royal memory,
Sent thee the tidings. Now, be temperate
In thy just anger, Prince! and shed no blood.
Thou know’st how dearly the Plantagenet
Atones for Becket’s death; and be thou sure,
Though thou thyself shouldst sail beyond the storm,
That it would fall on Britain.
 

     While he spake,
Madoc was still; the feeling work’d too deep
For speech or visible sign. At length he cried,
What if amid their midnight sacrilege,
I should appear among them?
 

     It were well;
The Monk replied, if, at a sight like that,
Thou canst with-hold thy hand.
 

     Oh, fear me not!
Good and true friend! said Madoc: I am calm,
And calm as thou beholldest me will prove
In word and action. Quick I am to feel
Light ills,.. perhaps o’er-hasty: summer gnats,
Finding my cheek unguarded, may infix
 

Their skin-deep stings to vex and irritate;
But, if the wolf or forest boar be nigh,
I am awake to danger. Even so
Bear I a mind of steel and adamant
Against all greater wrongs. My heart hath now
Receiv’d its impulse; and thou shalt behold
How in this strange and hideous circumstance
I shall find profit... Only, my true friend,
Let me have entrance.
 

     At the western porch,
Between the complines and the matin-bell,
The Monk replied,: thou shalt find the door
Ready. Thy single person will suffice;
For Baldwin knows his danger, and the hour
Of guilt or fear convicts him, both alike
Opprobrious. Now, farewell!
 

     Then Madoc took
His host aside, and in his private ear
Told him the purport, and wherein his help
Was needed. Night came on; the hearth was heapt,
The women went to rest. They twain, the while,
Sate at the board, and, while the untasted bowl
Stood by them, watch’d the glass whose falling sands
Told out the weary hours. The hour is come;
Prince Madoc helm’d his head, and from his neck
 

He slung the bugle-horn; they took their shields,
And, lance in hand, went out. And, now arriv’d,
The bolts give back before them, and the gate
Rolls on its heavy hinge.
 

     Beside the grave
Stood Baldwin, and the Prior, who, albeit
Cambrian himself, in fear and awe obey’d
The lordly Primate’s will. They stood and watch’d
Their ministers perform the irreverent work.
And now with spade and mattock have they broken
Into the house of death, and now have they
From the stone coffin wrench’d the iron cramps,
When sudden interruption startled them;
And, clad in complete mail from head to foot,
They saw the Prince come in. Their tapers gleam’d
Upon his visage, as he wore his helm
Open; and, when in that pale countenance,..
For the strong feeling blanch’d his cheek,..they saw
His father’s living lineaments, a fear
Like ague shook them. But anon that fit
Of scar’d imagination to the sense
Of other peril yielded, when they heard
Prince Madoc’s dreadful voice. Stay! he exclaim’d,
For now they would have fled;.. stir not a man;..
Or, if I once put breath into this horn,
 

All Wales will hear, as if dead Owen call’d
For vengeance from that grave. Stir not a man,
Or not a man shall live! The doors are watch’d,
And ye are at my mercy!
 

     But, at that,
Baldwin from the altar seiz’d the crucifix,
And held it forth to Madoc, and cried out,
He who strikes me, strikes Him! forbear, on pain
Of endless - - -
 

     Peace! quoth Madoc, and profane not
The holy Cross with those polluted hands
Of midnight sacrilege!.. Peace! I harm thee not,..
Be wise, and thou art safe... For thee, thou know’st,
Prior, that, if thy treason were divulged,
David would hang thee on thy steeple-top,
To. feed the steeple-daws. Obey and live!
Go, bring fine linen, and a coffer meet
To bear these relics; and do ye, meanwhile,
Proceed upon your work.
 

     They at his word
Rais’d the stone cover, and displayed the dead,
In royal grave-clothes habited, his arms
Cross’d on the breast, with precious gums and spice
Fragrant, and incorruptibly preserv’d.
At Madoc’s bidding, round the corpse they wrap
 

The linen web, fold within fold involv’d;
They laid it in the coffer, and with cloth
At head and foot filled every interval,
And pressed it down compact; they clos’d the lid,
And Madoc with his signet seal’d it thrice.
Then said he to his host, Bear thou at dawn
This treasure to the ships. My father’s bones
Shall have their resting place where mine one day
May moulder by their side. He shall be free
In death, who, living, did so well maintain
His and his country’s freedom. As for ye,
For your own safety, ye, I ween, will keep
My secret safe. So saying, he went his way.
 

XVI.
 

Now hath the Lord of Ocean once again
Set foot in Mona. Llaian there receives
Sisterly greeting from the royal maid,
Who, while she tempers to the public eye
Her welcome, safely to the boy indulged
In fond endearments of instinctive love.
When the first glow of joy was overpast,
How went the equipment on, the Prince enquir’d.
Nay, brother, quoth Goervyl, ask thou that
Of Urien; ,, it hath been his sole employ
Daily from cock-crow until even-song,
That he hath laid aside all other thoughts,
Forgetful even of me! She said, and smil’d
Playful reproach upon the good old man,
Who in such chiding as affection loves,
Dallying with terms of wrong, return’d rebuke.
There, Madoc, pointing to the shore, he cried,
 

There are they moor’d; six gallant barks, as trim:
And worthy of the sea as ever yet
Gave canvas to the gale. The mariners
Flock to thy banner, and the call hath rous’d
Many a brave spirit. Soon as Spring shall serve,
There need be no delay. I should depart
Without one wish that lingers, could we bear
Ririd from hence, and break poor Rodri’s chains,
Thy lion-hearted brother;.. And that boy,
If he were with us, Madoc! that dear boy
Llewelyn!
 

     Sister, said the Prince at that,
How sped the Queen?
 

     Oh Madoc! she replied,
A hard and unrelenting heart hath he.
The gentle Emma told me she had failed,
And that was all she told; but in her eye
I could see sorrow struggling. She complains not,
And yet, I know, in bitterness laments
The hour which brought her as a victim here.
 

Then I will seek the Monarch, Madoc cried;
And forth he went. Cold welcome David gave,
Such as might chill a suppliant; but the Prince
Fearless began: I found at Dinevawr
 

Our brother Ririd, and he made his suit
That he might follow me, a banished man.
He waits thine answer at the court of Rhys.
Now I beseech thee, David, say to him,
His father’s hall is open!
 

     Then the King
Replied, I told thee, Madoc, thy request
Displeased me heretofore; I warned thee, too,
To shun the rebel: yet my messenger
Tells me, the guests at Dinevawr, who sate
At board with Rhys, and drank of his own cup,
Were Madoc and Lord Ririd... Was this well,
This open disobedience to my will,
And my express command?
 

     Madoc subdued
His rising wrath. If I should tell thee, Sire,
He answered, by what chance it so fell out,
I should of disobedience stand excus’d,
Even were it here a crime. Yet think again,
David, and let thy better mind prevail!
I am his surety here; he comes alone;
The strength of yonder armament is mine;
And when did I deceive thee?.. I did hope,
For natural love and public decency,
That ye would part in friendship,.. let that pass!
 

He may remain, and join me in the hour
Of embarkation. But, for thine own sake,
Cast off these vile suspicions, and the fear
That makes its danger! Call to mind, my brother,
The rampart that we were to Owen’s throne!
Are there no moments when the thoughts and loves
Of other days return?.. Let Rodri loose!
Restore him to his birth-right!.. Why wouldst thou
Hold him in chains, when benefits would bind
His noble spirit?
 

     Leave me! cried the King;
Thou know’st the theme is hateful to my ear.
I have the mastery now; and idle words,
Madoc, shall never thrust me from the throne,
Which this right arm in battle hardly won.
There must he, lie till Nature set him free,
And so deliver both. Trespass no more!
 

A little yet bear with me, Madoc cried.
I leave this land for ever: let me first
Behold my brother Rodri, lest he think
My summer love be withered, and in wrath
Remember me hereafter.
 

     Leave me, Madoc!
Speedily, ere indulgence grow a fault,
 

Exclaimed the Monarch. Do not tempt my wrath.
Thou know’st me!
 

     Aye! the Ocean Prince replied,
I know thee, David, and I pity thee,
Thou poor, suspicious, miserable man!
Friend hast thou none, except thy country’s foe,
That hateful Saxon, he whose bloody hand
Plucked out thy brethren’s eyes; and for thy kin,
Them hast thou made thy perilous enemies.
What if the Lion Rodri were abroad?
What if Llewelyn’s banner were display’d?
The sword of England could not save thee then.
Frown not, and menace not! for what am I
That I should fear thine anger?.. And with that
He turned indignant from the wrathful King.
 

XVII.
 

Winter hath past away; the vernal storms
Have spent-their rage; the ships are stor’d, and now
To-morrow they depart. That day a Boy,
Weary and foot-sore, to Aberfraw came,
Who to Goervyl’s chamber made his way,
And caught the hem of her garment, and exclaim’d,
A boon,.. a boon,.. dear Lady! Nor did he
Wait more reply than that encouragement,
Which her sweet eye and lovely smile bestow’d;
I am a poor, unhappy, orphan boy,
Born to fair promises and better hopes,
But now forlorn. Take me to be your page!..
For blessed Mary’s sake, refuse me not!
I have no friend on earth, nor hope but this.
 

The boy was fair; and though his eyes were swoln,
And cheek defil’d with tears, and though his voice
Came chok’d by grief, yet to that earnest eye,
 

And supplicating voice so musical,
It had not sure been easy to refuse
The boon he begged. I cannot grant thy suit,
Goervyl cried, but I can aid it, boy!..
Go ask of Madoc!.. And herself arose,
And led him where her brother on the shore
That day the last embarkment oversaw.
Mervyn then took his mantle by the skirt,
And knelt, and made his suit; she, too, began
To sue; but Madoc, smiling on the Maid,
Won by the virtue of the countenance
Which looked for favor, lightly gave the yes.
 

Where wert thou, Caradoc, when that fair boy
Told his false tale? for hadst thou heard the voice,
The gentle voice, so musically sweet,
And seen that earnest eye, it would have heal’d
Thy wounded heart, and thou hadst voyaged on,
The happiest man that ever yet forsook
His native country! He, on board the bark,
Leaned o’er the vessel side; and there he stood
And gaz’d, almost unconscious that he gaz’d,
Toward yon distant mountains where she dwelt,
Senena, his beloved. Caradoc,
Senena, thy beloved, is at hand!
 

Her golden locks are clipt, and her blue eye
Is wandering through the throng in search of thee,
For whose dear sake she hath forsaken all.
You deem her false, that her frail constancy
Shrunk from her father’s anger, that she lives
Another’s victim-bride; but she hath fled
From that unnatural anger; hath escap’d
The unnatural union; she is on the shore,
Senena, blue-eyed Maid, a seemly boy,
To share thy fortunes, to reward thy love,
And to the land of peace to follow thee,
Over the ocean-waves.
 

     Now all is done.
Stores, beeves and flocks and water, all aboard;
The dry East blows, and not a sign of change
Stains the clear firmament. The Sea-Lord sate
At the last banquet in his brother’s court,
And heard the song. It told of Owen’s fame,
When, with his Normen and assembled force
Of Guienne and Gascony, and Anjou’s strength,
The Flemings aid, and England’s chosen troops,
Along the ascent of Berwyn, many a day
The Saxon vainly on his mountain foes
Denounced his wrath; for Mona’s dragon-sons,
By wary patience, baffled long his force,
 

Winning slow Famine to their aid, and help’d
By the angry elements, and sickness sent
From Heaven, and Fear, that of its vigour robb’d
The healthy arm;.. then in quick enterprize
Fell on his weary and dishearten’d host,
Till with defeat, and loss, and obloquy,
He fled with all his nations. Madoc gave
His spirit to the song; he felt the theme
In every pulse; the recollection came,
Revived and heighten’d to intenser pain,
That in Aberfraw, in his father’s hall,
He never more should share the feast, nor hear
The echoing harp again! His heart was full;
And, yielding to its yearnings, in that mood
Of awful feeling, he call’d forth the King,
And led him from the palace-porch, and stretch’d
His hand toward the ocean, and exclaim’d,
To-morrow, over yon wide waves I go;
To-morrow, never to return, I leave
My native land! O David! O my brother,
Turn not impatiently a reckless ear
To that affectionate and natural voice,
Which thou wilt hear no more! Release our brethren,
Recall the wanderers home, and link them to thee
By cordial confidence, by benefits
 

Which bless the benefactor. Be not thou
As is the black and melancholy yeugh,
That strikes into the grave its baleful roots,
And prospers on the dead!.. The Saxon King,..
Think not I wrong him now;.. an hour like this
Hath soften’d all my harsher feelings down;
Nor will I hate him for his sister’s sake,
Thy gentle Queen,.. whom, that great God may bless,
And, blessing her, bless thee and our dear country,
Shall never be forgotten in my prayers;..
But he is far away; and, should there come
The evil hour upon thee,.. if thy kin,
Wearied by suffering and driven desperate,
Should lift the sword, or young Llewelyn raise
His banner, and demand his father’s throne,..
Were it not trusting to a broken reed,
To lean on England’s aid?.. I urge thee not
For answer now; but sometimes, O my brother!
Sometimes recall to mind my parting words,
As ‘twere the death-bed counsel of the friend
Who loved thee best!
 

     The affection of his voice,
So mild and solemn, softened David’s heart;
He saw his brother’s eyes, suffus’d with tears,
Shine in the moon-beam as he spake; the King
 

Remembered his departure, and he felt
Feelings which long from his disnatur’d breast
Ambition had expell’d: he could almost
Have followed their strong impulse. From the shore,
Madoc, with quick and agitated step
Had sought his home; the monarch slow return’d,
Serious and slow, and laid him down that night
With painful recollections, and such thoughts
As might, if Heaven had will’d it, have matur’d
To penitence and peace.
 

     The day is come;
The adventurers in St. Cybi’s holy fane,
Hear the last Mass, and, all assoil’d of sin,
Partake the bread of Christian fellowship.
Then, as the Priest his benediction gave,
They knelt, in such an awful stillness hush’d,
As with yet more oppression seem’d to load
The oppressed heart. At times, and half supprest,
Womanly sobs were heard, and manly cheeks
Were wet with silent tears. Now forth they go,
And at the portal of the Church unfurl
Prince Madoc’s banner; at that sight, a shout
Burst from his followers, and the hills and rocks
Thrice echoed their acclaim.
 

There lie the ships,
Their sails all loose, their streamers rolling out
With sinuous flow and swell, like water-snakes,
Curling aloft; the waves are gay with boats,
Pinnace, and barge and, coracle,.. the sea
Swarms, like the shore, with life. Oh, what a sight
Of beauty for the unconcerned heart,
If heart there be which unconcern’d could view
A sight like this!.. how yet more beautiful
For him, whose soul can feel and understand
The solemn import! Yonder they embark,
Youth, beauty, valour, virtue, reverend age;
Some led by love of noble enterprize;
Others, who, desperate of their country’s weal,
Fly from the impending yoke; all warm alike
With confidence and high heroic hope,
And all in one fraternal bond conjoin’d
By reverence to their Chief, the best belov’d
That ever yet on hopeful enterprize
Led gallant army forth. He, even now
Lord of himself, by faith in God and love
To man subdues the feeling of this hour,
The bitterest of his being.
 

     At this time,
Pale and with feverish eye, the King came up,
 

And led him somewhat from the throng apart,
Saying, I sent at daybreak to release
Rodri from prison, meaning that with thee
He should depart in peace: but he was gone!
This very night he had escaped!.. Perchance,
As I do hope,.. it was thy doing, Madoc?
Is he aboard the fleet?
 

     I would he were!
Madoc replied; “with what a lighten’d heart
Then should I sail away! Ririd is there
Alone... alas! that this was done so late!
Reproach me not! half sullenly the King,
Answering, exclaim’d; Madoc, reproach me not!
Thou know’st how hardly I attained the throne;
And is it strange that I should guard with fear
The precious prize?.. Now,.. when I would have taken
Thy counsel,.. be the evil on his head!
Blame me not now, my brother, lest sometimes
I call again to mind thy parting words
In sorrow!
 

     God be with thee! Madoc cried;
And if at times the harshness of a heart,
Too prone to wrath, have wrong’d thee, let these tears
Efface all faults. I leave thee, O my brother,
With all a brother’s feelings!
 

    So he said,
And grasp’d, with trembling tenderness, his hand,
Then calmed himself, and mov’d toward the boat.
Emma, though tears would have their way and sighs
Would swell, suppressing still all words of woe,
Follow’d Goervyl to the extremest shore.
But then, as on the plank the maid set foot,
Did Emma, staying her by the hand, pluck out
The crucifix, which next her heart she wore
In reverence to its relic, and she cried,
Yet, ere we part, change with me, dear Goervyl,..
Dear sister! loved too well, or lost too soon,..
I shall betake me often to my prayers,
Never in them, Goervyl, of thy name
Unmindful;.. thou, too, wilt remember me
Still in thine orisons;.. but God forefend
That ever misery should make thee find
This Cross thy only comforter!
 

     She said,
And kiss’d the holy pledge, as each to each
Transferr’d the mutual gift. Nor could the Maid
Answer for agony, to that farewell;
She held Queen Emma to her breast, and close
She clasped her with a strong, convulsive sob,
Silently. Madoc, too, in silence went,
 

But pressed a kiss on Emma’s lips, and left
His tears upon her cheek. With dizzy eyes
Gazing she stood, nor saw the boat push off,..
The dashing of the oars awaken’d her;
She wipes her tears away, to view once more
Those dear, familiar faces;.. they are dim
In the distance: never shall her waking eye
Behold them, till the hour of happiness,
When Death hath made her pure for perfect bliss!
 

Two hearts alone of all that company,
Of all the thousands who beheld the scene,
Partook unmingled joy. Dumb with delight,
Young Hoel views the ships, and feels the boat
Rock on the heaving waves; and Llaian felt
Comfort,.. though sad, yet comfort,.. that for her
No eye was left to weep, nor heart to mourn.
Hark! ’tis the mariners, with voice attun’d,
Timing their toil! and now, with gentle gales,
Slow from the holy haven they depart!
 

XVIII.
 

Now hath the evening settled; the broad Moon
Rolls through the rifted clouds. With gentle gales
Slowly they glide along, when they behold
A boat, with press of sail and stress of oar,
Speed forward to the fleet; and now, arrived
Beside the Chieftain’s vessel, one inquires
If Madoc be aboard? the answer given,
Swift he ascended up the lofty side.
With joyful wonder did the Ocean Lord
Again behold Llewelyn; but he gazed
Doubtfully on his comrade’s countenance,..
A meagre man, severe of brow, his eye
Stern. Thou dost view me, Madoc, he exclaim’d,
As ‘twere a stranger’s face. I marvel not!
The long afflictions of my prison-house
Have changed me.
 

    Rodri! “ cried the Prince, and fell
Upon his neck: last night, subdued at length
By my solicitations, did the King
Send to deliver thee, that thou shouldst share
My happy enterprize;.. and thou art come,
Even to my wish!
 

     Nay, Madoc, nay, not so!
He answered with a stern and bitter smile;
This gallant boy hath given me liberty,
And I will pay him with his father’s throne:
Ay, by my father’s soul!.. Last night we fled
The house of bondage, and in the sea-caves
By day we lurked securely. Here I come,
Only to see thee once before I die,
And say farewell,.. dear brother!
 

     Would to God
This purpose could be changed!” the Sea Lord cried;
But thou art rous’d by wrongs, and who shall tame
That lion-heart?.. This only, if your lot
Fall favourable, will I beseech of ye,
That to his Queen, the fair Plantagenet,
All honourable humanity ye show,
For her own virtue, and in gratitude,
As she hath pleaded for you, and hath urged
Her husband on your part, till it hath turned
 

His wrath upon herself. Oh! deal ye by her
As by your dearest sister in distress!
For even so dear is she to Madoc’s heart:
And now, I know, she from Aberfraw’s tower
Watcheth these spots upon the moonlight sea,
And weeps for my departure, and for me
Sends up her prayers to Heaven, nor thinks that now
I must make mine to man in her behalf!
 

Quoth Rodri, Rest assured for her. I swear,
By our dead mother, so to deal with her
As thou thyself wouldst dictate, as herself
Shall wish.
 

     The tears fell fast from Madoc’s eyes:
O Britain! O my country! he exclaimed,
For ever thus by civil strife convuls’d,
Thy children’s blood flowing to satisfy
Thy children’s rage, how wilt thou still support
The struggle with the Saxon?
 

     Rodri cried,
Our strife shall not be long. Mona will rise
With joy to welcome me, her rightful Lord;
And woe be to the King who rules by fear,
When danger comes against him!
 

    Fear not thou
For Britain! quoth Llewelyn; for not yet
The country of our fathers shall resign
Her name among the nations. Though her Sun
Slope from his eminence, the voice of man
May yet arrest him on his downward way.
My dreams by day, my visions in the night,
Are of her welfare. I shall mount the throne,..
Yes, Madoc! and the Bard of years to come,
Who harps of Arthur’s and of Owen’s deeds,
Shall with the Worthies of his country rank
Llewelyn’s name. Dear Uncle, fare thee well!..
And I almost could wish I had been born
Of humbler lot, that I might follow thee,
Companion of this noble enterprize.
Think of Llewelyn often, who will oft
Remember thee in love!
 

     For the last time
He graspt his Uncle’s hand, and Rodri gave
The last farewell; then went the twain their way.
 

So over ocean, through the moonlight waves,
Prince Madoc sail’d with all his company.
No nobler crew fill’d that heroic bark,
 

Which bore the first adventurers of the deep
To seek the Golden Fleece on barbarous shores;
Nor richlier fraught did that illustrious fleet
Home to the Happy Island hold its way,
When Amadis, with his prime chivalry,
He of all chivalry himself the flower,
Came from the rescue, proud of Roman spoils,
And Oriana, freed from Roman thrall.
 




NOTES ON THE FIRST PART.
 

Silent and thoughtful, and apart from all, 
Stood Madoc. — I. p. 4.
 

Long after these lines had been written, I was pleased at finding the same feeling expressed in a very singular specimen of metrical autobiography: — 

A Nao, despregando as velas 
Ja se aproveita do vento; 
E de evidente alegria 
Os Portuguezes ja cheios 
Sobre o conves estam todos; 
Na terra se vam revendo 
Igrejas, Palacios, Quintas, 
De que temrn conhecimento,
Daqui, dalli apontando 
Vam ledamente co dedo. 
Todos fallando demostram
Seus jubilos munifestos; Mas o Vieira occupado 
Vai de hum notavel silencio. 
Seu excessivo alvoroco 
Tumultuante, que dentro 
No peito sente, lhe causa 
De sobresalto os effeitos. 
Quanto mais elle chegrando
Vai ao suspirado termo, 
Mais se lhe augmenta o gostoso 
Susto no doce projecto.” 
          Vieira Lusitano.
 

Mona, the dark island. - I. p. 4.

Ynys Dowyll, the dark island.

Aberfraw. - I. p. 5.

 

The palace of Gwynedd, or North Wales. Rhodri Mawr, about the year 873, fixed the seat of government here, which had formerly been at Dyganwy, but latterly at Caer Seiont in Arvon, near the present town of Caernarvon. “It is strange,” says Warrington, “that he should desert a country where every mountain was a natural fortress, and, in times of such difficulty and danger, should make choice of a residence so exposed and defenceless.” But this very danger may have been his motive. The Danes, who could make no impression upon England against the great Alfred, had turned their arms upon Wales. Mona was the part most open to their ravages; and it may have been an act as well of policy as of courage in the king to fix his abode there. He fell there, at length, in. battle against the Saxons. A barn now stands upon the site of the palace, in which there are stones, that, by their better workmanship, appear to have belonged to the original building.

Richly would the king
Gift the red hand that rid him of that fear. — I. p. 6.
 

“It was the manner of those days, that the murtherer only, and he that gave the death’s wound, should fly, which was called in Welsh Llaewrudd, which is a red hand, because he had blouded his hlands. The accessories and abettors to the murtherers were never hearkened after.” — Gwydir History.

David! King Owen’s son... my father’s son,...
He wed the Saxon... the Plantagenet! — I. p. 8.
 

This marriage was, in fact, one of the means whereby Henry succeeded for a time in breaking the independent spirit of the Welsh. David immediately sent a thousand men to serve under his brother-in-law and liege lord in Normandy, and shortly after attended the parliament at Oxford upon his summons.

He is the headstrong slave
Of passions unsubdued. — I. p. 11.
 

Caradoc represents Davydd as a prince greatly disliked on account of his cruelty and untractable spirit, killing and putting out the eyes of those who were not subservient to his will, after the manner of the English! Cambrian Biography.

The guests were seated at the festal board. — II. p. 12.

The order of the royal hall was established by law. “The men to whom the right of a seat in the hall belongs are fourteen; of whom four shall sit in the lower, and ten in the upper, part of the hall. The king is the first; he shall sit at the pillar, and next him the chancellor; and after him the gliest, and then the heir apparent, and then the master of the hawks. The foot-bearer shall sit by the dish opposite the king, and the mead-maker at the pillar behind him. The priest of the household shall be at another pillar, who shall bless the meat, and chant the Pater Noster. The crier shall strike the pillar above the king’s head. Next him shall be the judge of the palace; and next to him the musician, to whom the right of the seat belongs. The smith of the palace shall be at the bottom, before the knees of the priest. The master of the palace shall sit in the lower hall, with his left hand towards the door, with the serving-men whom he shall choose; and the rest shall be at the other side of the door; and, at his other hand, the musician of the household. The master of the horse shall sit at the pillar opposite the king, and the master of the hounds at the pillar opposite the priest of the household.” — Laws of Hoel Dha’.

Keilriog;... and Berwzyn’s after-strife. - II. p. 14.

1165. The king gathered another armie of chosen men, through all his dominions, as England, Normandy, Anjow, Gascoine, and Gwyen, sending for succours from Flanders and Brytain, and then returned towards North Wales, minding utterlie to destroy all that had life in the land; and coming to Croes Oswalt, called Oswald’s Tree, incamped there. On the contrarie side, Prince Owen and his brother Cadwallader, with all the power of North Wales; and the Lord Rees, with the power of South Wales; and Owen Cyveilioc and the sonnes of Madoc ap Meredyth, with the power of Powyss, and the two sonnes of Madoc ap Ednerth, with the people betwixt Wye and Seavern, gathered themselves togither, and came to Corwen in Edeyrneon, proposing to defend their country. But the king understanding that they were nigh, being wonderfull desirous of battell, came to the river Ceireoc, and caused the woods to be hewn down. Whereupon a number of the Welshmen understanding the passage, unknown to their captains, met with the king’s ward, where were placed the picked men of all the armie, and there began a hote skirmish, where diverse worthie men were slaine on either side: but in the end the king wanne the passage, and came to the mountain of Berwyn, where he laid in campe certaine days, and so both the armies stood in awe of each other; for the king kept-the open plains, and was afraid to be intrapped in straits; but the Welshmen watched for the advantage of the place, and kept the king So straitlie, that neither forage nor victuall might come to his camp, neither durst anie soldiour stir abroad. And, to augment their miseries, there fell such raine, that the king’s men could scant stand upon their feete upon those slipperlie hilles. In the end, the king was compelled to retura home without his purpose, and that with great loss of men and munition, besides his charges. Therefore in a great choler he caused the pledges eies, whom he had received long before that, to be put out; which were Rees and Cawdwalhon the sonnes of Owen, and Cynwric and Meredith the sonnes of Rees, and other.” — Powell.

The fool that day, who in his masque attire
Sported before King Henry. - II. p. 14.
 

“Brienstone in Dorsetshire was held in grand sergeantry by a pretty odd jocular tenure; viz., by finding a man to go before the king’s army for forty days, when he should make war in Scotland (some records say in Wales), bareheaded and barefooted, in his shirt and linen drawers, holding in one hand a bow without a string, in another an arrow without feathers.” — Gibson’s Camden.

Though I knew
The rebel’s worth. - II. p. 15.
 

There is a good testimony to Hoel’s military talents in the old history of Cambria, by Powell. “At this time Cadel, Meredyth, and Rees, the sons of Gruffyth ap Rees, ap Theodor, did lead their powers against the Castle of Gwys; which, after they saw they could not win, they sent for Howel the sonne of Owen, Prince of North Wales, to their succour, who, for his prowesse in the field and his discretion in consultation, was counted the flowre of chivalrie; whose presence also was thought only sufficient to overthrow anie hold.”

Seest thou never
Those eyeless spectres by thy bridal bed. — II. p. 15.
 

Henry in his attempt upon Wales, 1165, “did justice on the sons of Rhys and also on the sons and daughters of other noblemen that were his accomplices very rigorously; causing the eyes of the young striplings to be pecked out of their heads, and their noses to be cut off or slit; and the eares of the young gentlewomen to be stuffed. But yet I find in other authors that in this journey King Henry did not greatly prevail against his enemies, but rather lost many of his men of war, both horsemen and footmen; for by his severe proceeding against them, he rather made them more eager to seek revenge, then quieted them in ant tumult” — Holinshed. Among these unhappy hostages were some sons of Owen Gwynedh.

I hate the Saxon. — II. p. 16.

Of this name Saxon, which the Welsh still use, Higden gives an odd etymology. “Men of that cowntree ben more lyghter and stronger on the see than other scommers or theeves of the see, and pursue theyr enemyes full harde, both by water and by londe, and ben called Saxones, - of Saxum, that is, a stone; for they ben as hard as stones. and uneasy to fare with.” — Polycronycon, 1. 26.

The page who chafed his feet. - II. p. 16.

“The foot-bearer shall hold the feet of the king in his lap fiom the time when he reclines at the board till he goes to rest, and he shall chafe them with a towel; and, during all that time, he shall watch that no hurt happen to the king. He shall eat of the same dish from which the king takes his meat, having his back turned toward the fire. He shall light the first candle before the king at his meal.” — Laws of Hoel Dha.

The officer proclaimed the sovereign will. - II. p. 18.

The crier to command silence was one of the royal household: first he performed this service by his voice, then by

Accubuerit is the word in Wotton’s version. It is evident that the king must have lain at his meal, after the Roman fashion, or this pedifer could not have chafed his feet. striking with the rod of his office the pillars above the king’s head. A fine was due to him for every disturbance in the court.

The Chief of Bards
Then raised the ancient lay. — II. p. 18.
 

The lines which follow represent the Bardic system, as laid down in the following Triads of Bardism.

“12. There are three Circles of Existence: the Circle of Infinity, where there is nothing but God, of living or dead, and none but God can traverse it; the Circle of Inchoation, where all things are by Nature derived from Death, — this Circle hath been traversed by man; and the Circle of Happiness, where all things spring from Life,.. this man shall traverse in Heaven.

“13. Aninated Beings have three States of Existence: that of Inchoation in the Great Deep, or Lowest point of Existence; that of Liberty in the state of Humanity; and that of Love, which is Happiness in Heaven.

“14. All animated Beings are subject to three Necessities: beginning in the Great Deep; Progression in the Circle of Inchoation; and Plenitude in the Circle of Happiness. Without these things, nothing can possibly exist but God.

“15. Three things are necessary in the Circle of Inchoation: the least of all animation, and thence Beginning; the materials of all things, and thence Increase, which cannot take place in any other state; the formation of all things out of the dead mass, and thence Discriminate Individuality.

“16. Three things cannot but exist towards all animated Beings, from the nature of Divine Justice: Co-sufferance in the Circle of Inchoation, because without that none could attain to the perfect knowledge of any thing; Co-participation in the Divine Love; and Co-ultimity, fiom the nature of God’s Power, and its attributes of Justice and Mercy.

“17. There are three necessary occasions of Inchoation: to collect the materials and properties of every nature; to collect the knowledge of every thing; and to collect power towards subduing the Adverse and the Devastative, and for the dives tation of Evil. Without this traversing every mode of animated existence, no state of animation, or of any thing in nature, can attain to Plenitude.”

Till Evil shall be known,
And; being known as Evil, cease to be. - II. p. 18.
 

“By the knowledge of three things will, all Evil and Death be diminished and subdued; their nature, their cause, and their operation. This knowledge will be obtained in the Circle of Happiness.” — Triads of Bardism, Tr. 35.

Death The Enlarger. - II. p. 18.

Angau, the Welsh word for Death, signifies Enlargement.

The eternal newness of eternal joy. — II. p. 18.

Nefoedd, the Welsh word for Heaven, signifies Renovation. “The three Excellences of changing the mode of Existence in the Circle of Happiness: Acquisition of Knowledge; beautiful Variety; and Repose, from not being able to endure uniform Infinity and uninterrupted Eternity.

“Three things none but God canl do: endure the Eternities of the Circle of Infinity; participate of every state of Existence without changing; and reform and renovate every thing without the loss of it. “ The three Plenitudes of Happiness: Participation of every nature, with a plenitude of One predominant; conformity to every cast of genius and character, possessing superior excellence in One; the Love of all Beings and Existences, but chiefly concentred in one object, which is God; and in the predominant One of each of these will the Plenitude of Happiness consist.” - Triads of Bardism, 40, 38, 45.

- - - he struck the harp
To Owen’s praise. - II. p. 19.
 

“I will extol the generous Hero, descended from the race of Roderic, the bulwark of his country, a prince eminent for his good qualities, the glory of Britain: Owen, the brave and expert in arms, that neither hoardeth nor coveteth riches.

“Three fleets arrived, vessels of the main, three powerful fleets of the first-rate, furiously to attack him on the sudden: one from Iwerddon, * the other, full of well-armed Lochlynians, making a grand appearance on the floods; the third from the transmarine Normans, which was attended with an immense though successless toil.

“The dragons of Mona’s sons were so brave in action, that there was a great tumult on their furious attack; and before the prince himself there was vast confusion, havoc, conflict, honorable death, bloody battle, horrible consternation; and, upon Tal Malvra, a thousand banners. There was an outrageous carnage, and the rage of spears, and hasty signs of violent

* Ireland indignation. Blood raised the tide of the Menai, and the crimson of human gore stained the brine. There were glittering cuirasses, and the agony of gashing wouncds, and the manngled warriors prostrate before the chief, distinguished by his crimson lance. Loegria was put into confusion; the contest and confusion was great; and the glory of our Prince’s wide-wasting sword shall be celebrated in an hundred languages to give him his merited praise.” — Panegyric upon Owen Gwynedd, Prince of North Wales, by Gwalchmai the son of Melir, in the year 1157. — Evan’s Specimens of Welsh Poetry

Dinevaeor. — III. p. 21.

Dins Vawr, the Great Palace, the residence of the Princes of Deheubarth, or South Wales. This also was erected by Rhodri Mawr.

Hoel seiz’d the throne. - III. p. 21.

I have taken some liberties here with the history. Hoel kept possession of the throne nearly two years. He then went to Ireland to claim the property of his mother Pyvog, the daughter of an Irish chieftain. In the mean time, David seized the government. Hoel raised all the force he could to recover the crown, but, after a severe conflict, was wounded and defeated. He returned to Ireland with the remains of his army, which probably consisted chiefly of Irishmen, and there died of his wounds. — Cambrian Biography.

- - - hast thou known the consummated crime,
And heard Cynetha’s fate? - III. p. 26. The history of Cynetha and his brothers is very honestly related in the Pentarchia.

Cadwallonis erat primoevus jure Cynetha;
Proh pudor! hunc oculis patruus privavit Oenus
Testiculisque simul, fundum dum raptat avitum;
Honel ab irato suspensus rege Johanne,
Et Leolinus, cum privarunt lumine fratres.
 

This curious summary of Welsh history still remains unprinted.

As thy fair uplands lessen’d on the view. — IV. p. 34.

“Two of the names of Britain were derived from its hills, — Clas Merddlin, the high lands in the sea; and Clas Meiddlin, the hilly lands or fields.” — E. Williams’s Poems.

Seen, low lying, through the haze of morn. — IV. p. 35.

What sailors call Cape Fly-away.

St. Cyric.- IV. p. 41.

The saint to whom sailors addressed themselves; the St. Elmo of the Welsh.

It was usual for all, even females, who went from North Wales in pilgrimage to St. David’s, to pass the dangerous strands and sail over the rough bays in slight coracles, without any one to guide or assist them; so firmly were they convinced that that saint, and St. Cyric, the ruler of the waves, would protect them.” — E. Williams’s Poems.
Gwenhidwy. — IV. p. 41.

“A Mermaid. The white foamy waves are called her sheep; the ninth wave, her ram. The Welsh have two proverbs concerning her: Take the Mermaid’s advice, and save thyself; Take shelter when you see the Mermaid driving her flocks ashore. — E. Williams.

Where at their source the floods, for ever thus,
Beneath the nearer influence qf the Moon,
Labor’d in these mad woorkings. — IV. p. 42.
 

Everyche flood aryseth more in Oecean than in the grete see, that is for the hole togyder is myglhtyer and stronger than ony partye by hymself. Or for the hole Oecean is grete and large, and receyved more workynge of the mone than ony partye by hymselfe that is smaller and lasse.” — Polycronycon, L. 1. c. 9.

Did the Waters
Here on their utmost circle meet the Void. — IV. p. 42.
 

“The see of Oecean beclyppeth all the erthe abowte as a garlonde, and by times cometh and goth, ebbying and flowynge, and flodeth in sees, and casteth them up, and wyndes blowen therein.” — Polycronycon, 1. i. c. 9.

Or this Earth,
Was it indeed a living thing. I — IV. p. 42.
 

“Physici autumant mundum animal esse, eumque ex variis elementorum corporibus conglobatum, moveri spiritu, regi mente; qume utraque diffusa per membra omnia, mternm molis vigorem exerceant. Sicut ergo in corporibus nostris colnmercia sunt spiritalia, ita in profundis Oceani nares quasdam mundi constitutes, per quas emissi anhelitus, vel reducti, modo;effilent maria modb revocent.” — Solinus, cap. 36.

“I suppose the waters,” says Pietro Martire, “to be driven about the globe of the earth by the incessant moving and impulsion of the heavens, and not to be swallowed up and cast out again by the breathing of Demogorgon, as some have imagined, because they see the seas, by increase and decrease, to flow and reflow.” — Dec. 3. c. 6.

- - - gentle airs which breath’d,
or seem’d to breathe, fresh fraegrance from the shore. — IV. p. 43.
 

“Our first notice of the approach of land was the fragrant and aromatic smell of the continent of South America, or of the islands in its vicinity, which we sensibly perceived as a squall came from that quarter.” — M’Kinnin’s Tour through the British West Indies. Dogs always are sensible when land is near, before it can be seen.

Low nets of interwoven reeds. — V. p. 47.

“And for as much as I have made mention of their houses, it shall not be greatly from my purpose to describe in what manner they are builded. They are made round, like bells or.round pavilions. Their frame is raysed of exceeding high trees, set close together, and fast rampaired in the ground, so standing aslope, and bending inward, that the toppes of the trees joyne together, and bear one against another, having also within the house certain strong and short proppes or posts, which susteyne the trees from falling. They cover them with the leaves of date trees and other trees strongly compact and hardened, wherewith they make them close from winde and weather. At the short posts, or proppes, within the house, they tie ropes of the cotton of gossampine-trees, or other ropes made of certain long and rough roots, much like unto the shrubbe called Spaertunz, whereof in old time they used to make bands for vines, and gables and ropes for shippes. These they tie overthwart the house from post to post; on these they lay, as it were, certain mattresses made of the cotton of’ gossampine-trees, which grow plentifully in these islandes. This cotton the Spanyards call Alyodon, and the Italians Boinbasine; and thus they sleepe in hanging beddes.” — Pietro Martire.

Will ye believe
The wonders of the Ocean, how its shoals
Sprang from the wave. — V. p. 48.
 

I have somewhere seen an anecdote of a sailor’s mother, who believed all the strange lies which he told her for his amusement, but never could be persuaded to believe there could be in existence such a thing as a flying fish. A Spanish author, who wrote before the voyage of Columbus, describes these fish as having been seen on the coast of Flanders. “Hay alli unos pescados que vuelan sobre el agua; algunos dellos atravesaban volando por encima de las galeras, e ann algunos dellos calan dentro.” — Coronica de D. Pero Nino.

A still earlier author mentions such a sight in the Straits as a miracle. “As they sailed from Algeziras, a fish came flying through the air, and fell upon the deck of the Infante’s Galley, with which they had some fresh food that day; and because I, who write this history, have never heard or seen of any like thing, I here recount it, because it appears to me a thing malrvellous, and in my judgment out of the course of nature.” — Geones Eannes.

“At Barbadoes, the negroes, after the example of the Charaibs, take the flying fish very successfully in the dark. They spread their nets before a light, and disturb the water at a small distance: the fish, rising eagerly, fly towards the light, and are intercepted by the nets.” — McKinnen. — These flying fishes, says the writer of Sir Thomas Roe’s Voyage, “are like men professing two trades, and thrive at neither.”

Language cannot paint
Their splendid tints. — V. p. 48.
 

Atkins, with some feeling, describes the dolphin as a glorious-coloured fish. A labored description of its beauty would not have conveyed so lively a sense of admiration. He adds, quite as naturally, that it is of dry taste, but makes good broth. — Voyage to Guinea in his Majesty’s Ships the Swallow and Weymouth.

Herbert has given this fish a very extraordinary character upon the authority of the ancients.

“The Dolphin is no bigger than a salmon: it glitters in the ocean with a variety of beautiful colors; has few scales; from its swiftness and spirit, metonymically sirnamed the Prince and Arrow of the Sea; celebrated by many learned pens in sundry epithets; Philalthropoi, for affecting men, and Monoganzoi, for their turtle constancy; generated they be of sperme, nourisht like men, imbrace, join, and go 10 months great. In faciem versi dulces celebrant hymenaos Delphines,
similes hominis complexibus hoerent. A careful husband. over his gravid associate, detesting incest, abhorring bigamy, tenderly affecting parents, whom, when three hundred years old, they feed and defend against hungry fishes, and, when dead (to avoid the shark and like marine tyrants), carry them ashore, and there (if Aristotle, AElyan, and Pliny erre not) inhume and bedew their Sepulchres; they were glad of our company, as it were affecting the sight and society of men, many hundred miles in an eager and unwearied pursuit, frisking about us; and, as a poet observed,

Undique dant saltus, multaque aspergine rorant
Emerguntque iterum, redeuntque sub sequora rursus,
Inque chori ludunt speciem lascivaque jactant
Corpora, et acceptum patulis mare naribus efflant.”
               Herbert’s Travels.
 

The Stranger’s House. — V. p. 52.

“There is in every village of the Susquehannah Indians a vacant dwelling called the Stranger’s House. When a traveller arrives within hearing of a village, he stops and halloos; for it is deemed uncivil to enter abruptly. Two old men lead him to the house, and then go round to the inhabitants, telling them a stranger is arrived fatigued and hungry. They send them all they can spare, bring tobacco after they are refreshed, and then ask questions whence they come and whither they go.” — Franklin. - - - a race
Mightier than they, and wiser, and by Heaven
Beloved and favored more. — VI. p. 54.
 

“They are easily persuaded that the God that made Englishmen is a greater God than theirs, because he hath so richly endowed the English above themselves; but when they hear that, about sixteen hundred years ago, England and the inhabitants thereof were like unto themselves, and since have received from God clothes, books, &c., they are greatly affected with a secret hope concerning themselves.” — A Key into the Language of America, by Roger Williams, 1643.

Her husband’s war-pole. — VI. p. 55.

The war-pole is a small peeled tree painted red, the top and boughs cut off short. It is fixed in the ground opposite the door of the dead warrior, and all his implements of war are hung on the short boughs of it till they rot.” — Adair.

This author, who knew the manners of the North American Indians well, though he formed a most wild theory to account for them, describes the rites of mourning. “The widow, through the long term of her weeds, is compelled to refrain from all public company and diversions, at the penalty of an adulteress, and likewise to go with flowing hair, without the privilege of oil to anoint it. The nearest kinsmen of the deceased husband keep a very watchful eye over her conduct in this respect. The place of interment is also calculated to wake the widow’s grief; for he is intombed in the house, under her bed;. and, if lihe was a war-leader, she is obliged, for the first moon, to sit in the daytime under his mourning war-pole, which is decked with all his martial trophies, and must be heard to cry with bewailing notes. But none of them are fond of that month’s supposed religious duty, it chills or sweats and wastes them so exceedingly; for they are allowed no shade or shelter.”

Battlements that shone
Like silver in the sunshine. — VI. p. 59.
 

So dazzlingly white were the houses at Zempoalla, that one of the Spaniiards galloped back to Cortes to tell him the walls were of silver.” — Bernal Diaz, 30.

Torquemada also says “that the temple and palace courts at Mexico were so highly polished, that they actually shone like burnished gold or silver in the sun.” — T. 1. p. 251.

I have described Aztlan like the cities which the Spaniards found in New Spain. How large and how magnificent they were; may be learned from the “True History of the Conquest of Mexico,” by Bernal Diaz. This delightful work has been abridged into English by Mr. Keating; and, if the reader has not seen it, he may thank me for recommending it to his notice.

Gomara’s description of Zempoallan will show, that cities, as splendid in their appearance as Aztlan, did exist among the native Americans.

“They descried Zempoallan, which stoode a myle distant from them, all beset with fayre orchardes and gardens, verye pleasaunte to beholde: they used alwayes to water them with sluices when they pleased. There proceeded out of the towne many persons to behold and receyve so strange a people unto them. They came with smiling countenance, and presented unto them divers kinde of floures and sundry fruites, which none of our menne had heretofore seene. These people came without feare among the ordinance. With this pompe, triumph, and joy, they were received into the citie, which seemed a beautifull garden; for the trees were so greene and high, that scarcely the houses appeared.

“Sixe horsemen, which hadde gone before the army to discover, returned backe as Cortez was entering into the citie, saying that they had scene a great house and court, and that the walles were garnished with silver. Cortez commanded them to proceed on, willing them not to show any token of wonder of any thing that they should see. All the streetes were replenished with people, whiche stoode gaping and wondering at the horses and straungers. And, passing through a great market-place, they saw, on their right hand, a great walled house made of lyme and stone, with loupe-holes and towers, whited with playster that shined lyke silver, being so well burnished, and the sunne glistering upon it; and that was the thing that the Spaniards thought had beene walles of silver. I doe believe, that, with the imagination and great desire which they had of golde and silver, all that shined they deemed to be of the same metall.” — Conquest of the Weast India.

Cortes himself says of Cholula, that he counted above four hundred temple-towers in that city; and the city of Iztapalapa, he says, contained from twelve to fifteen thousand inhabitants. — Carta de Relacion, 16, 20.

A floating islet. — VI. p. 59.

Islets of this kind, with dwelling-huts upon them, were common upon the Lake of Mexico. They were moved at pleasure from bay to bay, as the inhabitants wanted sunshine or shelter.” — Clavigero.

Each held a burning censer in his hand. — VI. p. 60.

“Tendilli,” says the old translator of Gomara, “according to their usance, did his reverence to the captaine, burning frankincense, and little strawes touched in bloud of his own bodie. And, at Chiauiztlan, the lord toke a little chafyng-dishe in his hande, and cast into it a certaine gum, whyche savoured in sweete smel much like unto frankincense; and with a censer he smoked Cortez, with the ceremonye they use in theyr salutations to theyr gods and nobilitie. So also the Tlascallan embassadors burnt copal before Cortes, having thrice made obeicence; and they touched the ground with their hands, and kissed the earth.

The nexte day, in the morning, the Spaniards came to Chololla; and there came out near ten thousand Indians to receyve him, with their captaynes, in good order. Many of them presented unto him bread, foules, and roses; and every captayne, as he approached, welcomed Cortes, and then stood aside, that:the rest, in order, mighte come unto him; and, when he came entering into the citie, all the other citizens receyved him, maryelling to see such men and horses.”

After all this came out all the religious menne, as priests and ministers to the idols, who were many and straunge to behold, and all were clothed in white, lyke unto surplices, and hemmed with common threede. Some brought instruments of nlusicke like unto cornettes; others brought instruments made of bones; others an instrument like a ketel covered with skin; some brought chafing-dishes of coals, with perfumes; others brought idols covered; and, finally, they al came singing in their language, which was a terrible noyse, and drew neere Cortes and his company, sensing them with sweete smelles il their sensers. With this pomp of solemnitie, which truely was great, they brought him unto the cittie.” — Conquest of the Weast India.

Gage’s. account of Mexico is copied verbatim from this old translation, even, in some places, to the literal error of using the hard c instead of z, which the g with the cedilla lrepresents.

The Great Temple: ’twas a huge, square hill. — VI. p. 60.

The great Cu of Mexico — for thus these mounds were called - had a hundred and fourteen steps to the summit; that of Tezcuco, a hundred and fifteen; of Cholula, a hundred and twenty. Gold and jewels, and the different seeds of the country, and human blood, were thrown in the foundations. The Spaniards found great treasures when they levelled the Cu at Mexico to make room for a church to Santiago. — Bernal Diaz.

The lines which follow describe its structure, as related bv Clavigero and by the Spanish conquerors. The Tower of Babel is usually painted with the same kind of circuitous ascent.

The Tambour of the God. — VI. p. 61.

Gumilla (c. 36) describes a prodigious drum used as a signal to assemble the people, in time of danger, by some of the Orinoco tribes, especially by the Caverres, to whom the invention is ascribed. It is a hollowed piece of wood, in thickness about an inch, in girth as much as two men can clasp, in length about eleven or twelve feet. This is suspended by a with at each end from a sort of gallows. On the upper surface are three apertures like those in a fiddle; and in the bottom of the instrument, immediately under the middle of the middle aperture, which is shaped like a half-moon, a flint about two pounds in weight is fastened with gum. This is said to be necessary to the sound. Both ends of this long tube are carefully closed; and it is beaten on the middle aperture with a pellet, which is covered with a sort of gum called Currucay. Gumilla positively affirms, and on his own knowledge, that its sound may be heard four leagues round. This is scarcely possible. I doubt whether the loudest gong can be heard four miles; and it is not possible that wood can be made as sonorous as metal.

Ten Cities hear its voice. — VI. p. 61.

There, in the great Cu, they had an exceeding large drum; and, when they beat it, the sound was such, and so dismal, that it was like an instrument of hell, and was heard for more than two leagues round. They said that the cover of that drum was made of the skin of huge serpents.” — Bernal Diaz.

After Cortes had been defeated, he always heard this drum when they were offering up the reeking hearts of his men. The account in Bernal Diaz of their midnight sacrifice, performed by torchlight and in the sight of the Spanish army, is truly terrific. Four Towers
Were piled with human skulls. — VI. p. 61.
 

These skull-built temples are delineated in Picart’s great work: I suppose he copied them from De Bry. They are described by all the historians of Mexico. Human heads have often been thus employed. Tavernier and Hanway had seen pyramids of them in Persia erected as trophies. The Casa dos Ossos at Evora gave me an idea of what these Mexican temples must have been. It is built of skulls and thigh-bones in alternate layers; and two whole bodies, dried and shrivelled, are hung up against the walls, like armor in an old baron’s hall.

He lights me at my evening banquet. — VI. p. 64.

The King of Chalco, having treacherously taken and slain two sons of the King of Tetzcuco, had their bodies dried, and placed as candelabras in his palace to hold the lights.” — Torquemada, i. 151.

This same king wore round his neck a chain of human hearts set in gold, — the hearts of the bravest men whom lie had slain or taken, and sacrificed.” — Ditto. 152.

The more usual custom was to stuff the skin of the royal or noble prisoner, and suspend it as a trophy in the palace or the house of the priest. Gomara’s account of this custom is a dreadful picture of the most barbarous superstition which ever yet disgraced mankind. “On the last day of the first month, a hundred slaves were sacrificed: this done, they pluckt off the skinnes of a certaine number of them; the which skinnes so many ancient persons put, incontinent, upon their naked bodies, all fresh and bloudy as they were fleane from the dead carcases. And, being open in the backe parte and shouldcers, they used to lace them, in such sort that they came fitte upoln the bodies of those that ware them; and, being in this order attired, they came to daunce among many others. Ian Mexico, the king himself did put on one of these skinnes, being of a principall captive, and daunced among the other disguised persons, to exhalte and honour the feast; and an infinite number followed him, to behold his terrible gesture; although some hold opinion, that they followed him to contemplate his greate devotion. After the sacrifice ended, the owner of the slaves did carry their bodies home to their houses, to make of their fieshe a solemlne feaste to all their friendes, leaving their heads and heartes to the priests, as their dutie and offering; and the skinnes were filled with’ cotton-wool or strawe, to be hung in the temple and kyng’s palayce for a memorie.” — Conquest of the Weast India.

After the Inga Yupangui had successfully defended Cuzco against the Chancas, he had all of them who were slain skinned, and their skins stuffed and placed in various attitudes, some beating tambours, others blowing flutes, &c., in a large building which he erected as a monument for those who had fallen in defending the city.” — Herrera, 5, 3, 12.

Oh, what a pomp,
And pride and pageantry of’ war! — VII. p. 69.
 

Gomara thus describes the Tlascallan army: “They were trimme felowes, and wel armed, according to their use, although they were paynted so, that their faces shewed like divels, with great tuffes of feathers and triumphed gallantry. They had also slinges, staves, speares, swordes, bowes and arrowes, skulles, splintes, gantlettes, all of wood, gilte, or else covered with feathers or leather; their corslets were made of cottonwoole; their targettes and bucklers, gallant and strong, made of woode covered with leather, and trimmed with laton and feathers; theyr swordes were staves, with an edge of flint stone cunningly joyned into the staffe, which would cutte very well, and make a sore wounde. Their instruments of warre were hunters’ hornes, and drummes, called attabals, made like a caldron, and covered with vellum.” — Conquest of the Weast India.

In the inventory of the treasure which Grijalva brought fiom his expedition are a whole harness of furniture for an armed man, of gold, thin beaten; another whole armor of wood, with leaves of gold, garnished with little black stones; four pieces of armor of wood, made for the knees, and covered with golden leaf. And among the presents designed for the king were five targets of feathers and silver, and twenty-four of feathers and gold, set with pearls, both curious and gallant to behold.

They pil’d a heap of sedge before our host. — VII.. 70.

When the Spaniards discovered Campeche, the Indians heaped up a pile of dry sedge, and ranged themselves in troops. Ten priests then came from a temple, with censers and copal, wherewith they incensed the strangers, and then told, them by signs to depart, before that pile, which they were about to kindle, should be burnt out. The pile was immediately lighted; the priest withdrew without another word or motion; and the people began to whistle, and sound their shells. The Spaniards were weak, and many of them wounded; and they prudently retired in peace.” — Bernal Diaz, 3.

At the sacring of the popes, when the new-elected pope passeth (as the manner is) before St. Gregory’s Chapel, the master of the ceremonies goeth before him, bearing two dryreeds, at the end of the one a burninfg wax candle tied, and at the end of the other a handfull of flax, the which he setteth on fire, saying, with a loud voice, Pater Samete, sic transit gloria mundi. — Ccamerarius.

The Arrow of the Omen. — VII. p. 70.

The Tlaxcaltecas had two arrows, which they regarded with great reverence, and used to augur the event of a battle. Two of their bravest chiefs were to shoot them at the enemy, and recover them or die. If the arrow struck and wounded, it was held an omen that the fight would be prosperous; but, if they neither struck nor drew blood, the army retired.” — Torquemada, i. 34.

This is more particularly noticed by Gomara. “In the warres, the Tlascallans use their standerde to be carried behynde the army; but, when the battyle is to be fought, they place the standerde where all the hoste may see it; and he that commeth not incontinent to hys ancient payeth a penaltie. Their standerde hath two crossebow arrowes set thereon, which they esteeme as the relikes of their ancestors. Thys standerde two olde soldiers and valiant menne, being of the chiefest captaynes, have the charge to clrrie; in the which standerde, an abusion of southsaying, eyther of losse or victory, is noted. In. this order they shote one of these arrowes against the first enemies that they meete; and, if with that arrowe they do eyther kill or hurte, it is a token that they shall have the victorie; and, if it neyther kill nor hurte, then they assuredly believe that they shall lose the field.” — Conquest of the Weast India.

The bowmen of Deheubarth...
Gwyneth’s spears. — VII. p. 71.
 

“Sunt autem his in partibus (Arducldwy) lancee longissimma sicut enim arcu prevalet Sudwallia, sic lanceis prfevalet Venledotia, adeo ut ictum hic lancea cominus datum ferrea loricae tricatura minime sustineat.” — Giraldus Cambrensis.

Thus also Trevisa, in his lame rhymes:

The south hete Demecia,
And the other Venedocia;
The first shoteth and arowes beres,
That other dealeth all with spere.
            Polycronicon.
 

The white deer-skin shroud. — VIII. p. 78.

“The Indians use the same ceremonies to the bones of their dead as if they were covered with their former skin, flesh, and ligaments. It is but a few days since I saw some return with the bones of nine of their people, who had been two months before killed by the enemy. They were tied in white deemskins separately; and, when carried by the door of one of the houses of their family, they were laid down opposite to it, till the female relations convened, with flowing hair, and wept over them about half an hour. Then they carried them home to their friendly magazines of mortality, wept over them again, and then buried them with the usual solemnities. The chieftains carried twelve short sticks, tied together in the form of a quadrangle, so that each square consisted of three. The sticks were only peeled, without any painting; but there were swanfeathers tied to each corner. They called that frame the White Circle, and placed it over the door while the women were weeping over the bones.” — Adair.

On softest fur The bones swere laid. — VIII. p. 79.

When the body is in the grave, they take care to cover it in such a manner that the earth does not touch it. It lies as in a little cave, lined with skins, much neater, and better adorned, than their cabins.” — Charlevoix.

Adair was present at one of their funerals. “They laid the corpse in his tomb in a sitting posture, with’ his feet towards the east, his head anointed with bear’s-oil, and his face painted red; but not streaked with black, because that is a constant emblem of war and death. He was dressed in his finest apparel, having his gun and pouch and trusty hickory bow, with a young panther’s skin full of arrows,.alongside of him, and every other useful thing he had been possessed of, that when he rises again they may serve him in that tract of land which pleased him best before he went to take his long sleep. His tomb was firm and clean inside: they covered it with thick logs so as to bear several tiers of cypress-bark, and such a quantity of clay as would confine the putrid smell, and be on a level with the rest of the floor. They often sleep over these tombs; which, with the loud wailing of the women, at the dusk of the evening and dawn of the day, on benches close by the tombs, must awake the memory of their relations very often; and, if they were killed by an enemy, it helps to irritate and set on such revengeful tempers to retaliate blood for blood.”

’Twas in her hut and home, yea, underneath
The marriage bed, the bed of widowhood,
Her husband’s grave was dug. — VIII. p. 79.
 

The Mosqueto Indians, when they die, are buried in their houses, and the very spot they lay over when alive,’and have their hatchet, harpoon-lances, with mushelaw and other necessaries, buried with them; but, if the defunct leaves behind him a gun, some friend preserves that from the earth, that would soon damnify the powder, and so render it unserviceable in that strange journey. His boat, or dorea, they cut in pieces, and lay over his grave, with all the rest of his household goods, if he hath anv more. If the deceased leave behind him no children; brothers, or parents, the cousins, or other his relations, cut up or destroy his plantations, lest any living should, as they esteem it, rob the dead.” — The Mosqueto Indian and his Golden River, by M. W. Lintot and Osborn’s Collection.

Pabas. — VIII. p. 79.

Papa is the word which Bernal Diaz uses when he speaks of the Mexican priests; and in this he is followed by Purchas. The appellation in Torquemada is Quaquil. I am not certain that Bernal Diaz did not mean to call them Popes, and that Purchas has not mistaken his meaning. An easy alteration made it more suitable for English verse than the more accurate word would have been.

I perceive by Herrera (3, 2, 15) that the word is Mexican, and that the Devil was the author of it, in imitation of the church.

Ipalnemoani, He by whom we live. — VIII. p. 81.

“The Mexicans had some idea, though a very imperfect one, of a supreme, absolute, and independent Being. They represented him in no external form, because they believed him to be invisible; and they named him only by the common appellation of God, or, in their langunage, Teotl; a word resembling still more in its meaning than its pronunciation the Teos of the Greeks. But they applied to him certain epithets, which were highly expressive of the grandeur and power which they conceived him to possess, Ipalnemoani, “He by whom we live;” and Tloque Nahuaque, “He who has all in himself.” — Clavigero.

Torquemada has a very characteristic remark upon these appellations. “Although,” says he, “these blinded men went astray in the knowledge of God, and adored thn Devil in his stead, they did not err in the names which they gave him, those being truly and properly his own; the Devil using this cunning with them, that they should apply to him these, which, by nature and divine right, are God’s; his most holy Majesty permitting this on account of the enormity and shamefulness of their depraved customs, and the multitude of their iniquities.” — L. vi. c. 8. The Great Spirit, who in mountain caves
And by the fall of waters
Doth make his being felt. — VIII. p. 81.
 

About thirty miles below the Falls of St. Anthony is a remarkable cave of an amazing depth. The Indians term it Wakon-teebe; that is, the dwelling of the Great Spirit. The entrance into it is about ten feet wide; the arch within is near fifteen feet high, and about thirty feet broad. The bottom of it consists of fine clean sand. About twenty feet from the entrance begins a lake, the water of which is transparent, and extends to an unsearchable distance; fobr the darkness of the; cave prevents all attempts to acquire a knowledge of it. I threw a small pebble towards the interior parts of it with my utmost strength. I could hear that it fell into the water; and, notwithstanding it was of so small a size, it caused an astonishing and horrible noise, that reverberated through all those gloomy regions. I found in this cave many Indian hieroglyphics, which appeared very ancient; for time had nearly covered them with moss. They were cut in a rude manner upon the inside of the walls, which were composed of a stone so extremely soft that it might easily be penetrated with a knife, -a stone everywhere to be found near the Mississippi. The cave is only accessible by ascending a narrow, steep passage, that lies near the brink of the river.” — Carver.

The prince had no sooner gained the point that overlooks this wonderful cascade (the Falls of St. Anthony) than he began with an audible voice to address the Great Spirit, one of whose places of residence he supposed this to be. He told him he had come a long way to pay his adorations to him, and now would make him the best offerings in his power. He accordingly first threw his pipe into the stream; then the roll that contained his tobacco; after these, the bracelets he wore on his arms and wrists; next an ornament that encircled his neck, composed of beads and wires; and, at last, the ear-rings from his ears. In short, he presented to his God every part of his dress that was valuable. During this, he frequently smote his breast with great violence, threw his arms about, and appeared to be much agitated.

“All this while, he continued his adorations, and at length concluded them with: fervent petitions that the Great Spirit would constantly afford us his protection on our travels, giving us a bright sun, a blue sky, and clear, untroubled waters; nor would he leave the place till we had smoked together with my pipe in honor of the Great Spirit.” — Carver.

The Spirit of the Lord
That day was moving in the heart of man. — VIII. p. 84.
 

There is a passage in Bede which will illustrate the different feelings whereby barbarians are induced to accept a new religion.

“Edwin of Northumbria had summoned his chiefs and counsellors to advise with him concerning his intended conversion. The first person who delivered his opinion was Coifi, the Chief Priest of the Idols. ‘For this which is preached to us,’ said he, ‘do you, O King, see to it, what it may be. I will freely confess to you what I have learnt, that the religion which we have held till now has no virtue in it. No one of your subjects has devoted himself to the worship of our Gods more earnestly than I, and yet many there are who have received greater bounties and greater favours from your hand, and have prospered better in all their undertakings and desires. Now, if our Gods could have done any thing, they would rather have assisted me than them.’ To this another of the nobles added, ‘The present life of man upon earth, when compared with the future, has appeared to me, O King, like as when you and your Chiefs and servants have been seated at your supper, in winter time, the hearth blazing in the centre, and the viands smoking, while without it is storm, or rain, or snow, and a sp arrow flies through the hall, entering at one door and passing out at another; while he is within, in that little minute he does not feel the weather, but after that instant of calm, he returns again to winter as from winter he came, and is gone. Such and so transitory is the life of man, and of what follows it or what preceded it we are altogether ignorant. Wherefore, if this new doctrine should bring any thing more ceriain, it well deserves to be followed.” — Lib. 2. c. 13.

John Wesley has preserved a very interesting dialogue between himself and the Chicasaws.

“Q. Do you believe there is One above who is over all things? Paustoobee answered, We believe there are four Beloved Things above, the Cloud, the Sun, the Clear Sky, and He that lives in the Clear Sky.

“Q. Do you believe there is but one that lives in the Clear Sky?

“Q. We believe there are Two with him; Three in all.

“Q. Do you think He made the Sun and the other Beloved Things? “A. We cannot tell. Who hath seen?

“Q. Do you think He made you?

“A. We think He made all men at first.

“Q. How did He make them at first?

“A. Out of the ground

“Q. Do you believe He loves you?

“A. I do not know. I cannot see him. 
“Q But has He not often saved your life ?
 

“A. He has. Many bullets have gone on this side, and many on that side, but he would never let them hurt me. And many bullets have gone into these young men, and yet they are alive.

“Q. Then cannot He save you from your enemies now?

“A. Yes, but we know not if he will. We have now so many enemies round about us, that I think of nothing but death; and if I am to die, I shall die, and I will die like a man. But if He will have me to live, I shall live. Though I had ever so many enemies, He can dcstroy them all.

“Q. How do you know that?

“A. From what I have seen. When our enemies came against us before, then the Beloved Clouds came for us; and often much rain and sometimes hail has come upon them, and that in a very hot day. And saw when many French and Choctaws and other nations came against one of our towns, and the ground made a noise under them, and the Beloved Ones in the air behind them, and they were afraid, and went away, and left their meat and their drink, and their guns. I tell no lie, all these saw it too.

“Q. Have you heard such noises at other times?

“A. Yes, often; before and after almost every battle. “Q. What sort of noises were they?...

“A. Like the noise of drums and guns and shouting

“Q. Have you heard any such lately ?

“A. Yes; four days after our last battle with the French. 
“Q. Then you heard nothing before it?
 

“A. The night betore I dreamed I heard many drums up there, and many trumpets there, and much stomping of feet and shouting. Till then I thought we should all die; but then I thought the Beloved Ones were come to help us. And the next day I heard above a hundred guns go off before the fight began, and I said, when the Sun is there the Beloved Ones will help us, and we shall couquer our enemies; and we did so.

“Q. Do you often think and talk of the Beloved Ones?

“A. We think of them always wherever we are. We talk of them and to them, at home and abroad, in peace and in war, before and after we fight, and indeed whenever and wherever we meet together.

“Q. Where do you think your souls go after death?

“A. We believe the souls of red men walk up and down near the place where they died, or where their bodies lie, for we have often heard cries and noises near the place where any prisoners had been burnt.

“Q. Where do the souls of white men go after death?

“A. We cannot tell; we have not seen.

“Q. Our belief is that the souls of bad men only walk up and down: but the souls of good men go up.

“A. I believe so too; but I told you the talk of the nation.

“Mr. Andrews. They said at the burying they knew what you was doing. You was speaking to tile Beloved Ones above to take up the soul of the young woman.

“Q. We have a book that tells us many things of the B¢loved Ones above; would you be glad to know them?

“A. We i.ave no time now but to fight. If we should ever be at peace, we should be glad to know.

“Q. Do you expect ever to know what the white men know?

“Mr. Andrews. They told Mr. O. they believe the time will come when the red and white men will be one,

“Q. What do the French teach you?

“A. The French Black Kings (the Priests) never go out. We see you go about: we like that; that is good.

“O. How came your nation by the knowledge they have?

“A. As sooon as ever the ground was sound and fit to stand upon, it came to us, and has been with us ever since. But we are young men, our old men know more; but all of them do not know. There are but a few whom the Beloved One chuses from a child, and is in them, and takes care of them and teaches them. They know these things, and our old men practice, therefore they know: but I do not practice, therefore I know little.” — Wesley’s Journal, No. 1. 39.

Dolwyddelan. — X. p. 93.

“Dolwyddelan is situated in a rocky valley, which is sprinkled with stunted trees, and watered by the Lleder. The boundaries are rude and barren mountains, and, among others, the great bending mountain, Seabod, often conspicuous from most distant places. The castle is placed on a high rock, precipitous on one side, and insulated. It consists of two square towers, one 40 feet by 25; the other, 32 by 20: each had formerly three floors. The materials of this fortress are the shattery stone of the country, yet well squared, the masonry good, and the mortar hard. The castle yard lay between the towers.” — Pennant’s Snowdon.

The rudeness and barrenness of the surrounding mountains I can well testify, having been bewildered and benighted upon them.

“In the beginning of Edward the Fourth his reign, Dolwyddelan was inhabited by Howell ap Evan ap Rhys Gethin, a base son, captain of the country, and an outlaw. Against this man, David ap Jenkin rose and contended with him for the sovereignty of the country; and, being superior to him in the end, he drew a draught for him, and took him in his bed at Penanonen with his concubine, performing by craft what he could not by force; for, after many bickerings between Howell and David, David being too weak, was fayne to fly the country, and to goe to Ireland, where he was a year or thereabouts. ITn the end he returned, in a summer time, having himself and all his followers clad in greene; which, being come into the country, he dispersed here and there among his friends, lurking by day and walking by night for fear of his adversaries; and such of the country as happened to have a sight of him and of his followers, said they were fayries, and so ran away.” — Gwydir History.

Nor turned he now
Beside Kregennan, where his infant feet
Had trod Ednowain’s hall. — X. p. 94.
 

At some distance beyond the two pools called Llynian Gragenan, in the neighborhood of Cader Idris, near the river Kregennan, I saw the remains of Llys Bradwen, the Court or Palace of Ednowain, chief of one of the fifteen tribes of North Wales, either in the reign of Gruffydd ap Cynan, or soon after. The relies are about thirty yards square; the entrance about seven feet wide, with a large upright stone on each side by way of doorcase; the walls, with large stones, uncemented by any mortar. In short, the structure of this palace shows the very low state of architecture in those times; it may be paralleled only by the artless fabric of a cattle-house.” — Pennant’s Snowdon.

The Hirelas. — X. p. 95.

Mr. Owen, to whose indefatigable industry Cimbric literature is so much indebted, has favored me with a literal version of this remarkable poem:

When the dawn uprose, a shout was given;
Foes were sending a luckless destiny.
Mangled with ruddy wounds, our men, after heavy toil,
were seen scattered about the wall of the Vale of Maelor
I chased away the strangers inured to contention,
dauntless in the conflict, with red stained weapons.
Who insults the brave let him beware his presence!
The result of molesting him is a source of affliction.
 

Pour out, thou Cup bearer, thus yielding pleasure,
The Horn in the hand of Rhys, in the hall of the director of bounty,
the hall of Owen, that has ever been maintained on spoil, The feasting of a thousand thou mayest hear; open are the gates.
Cup-bearer! I am sad and silent: has he not left me?
Reach thou the Horn for mutual drinking:
Full of sorrow am I for the leader of the hue of the ninth wave;
long and blue its characteristic, gold its cover:
so bring it forth with Bragod, a liquor of exalted pledge,
into the hand of the froward Gwgan, to requite his deed.
The whelps of Goronwy are mighty in the path of wrath,
aptly springing whelps, confident their feet,
men who claim a reward in every difficulty;
Men in the shout greatly valued, of mighty deliverance.
The Shepherd of Havern (Severn) it elates the soul to hear them
Sounding the Horns of mead that greatly rouse desire.
 

Pour out thou the Horn covered with a yellow top,
honorably drunk with overfrothing mead;
and, if thou seekest life to one year’s close,
diminish not its respect, since it is not meet;
And bear to Grufydd, the crimson-lanced foe,
wine with pellucid glass around it;
the dragon of Arwstli, safeguard of the borders,
the dragon of Owen, the generous, of the race of Cynvyn,
a dragon from his beginning, and never scared by a conflict
of triumphant slaughter or afflicting chase.
Men of combat departed for the acquirement of fame,
armed sons of the banquet with gleaming weapons;
 

* The ninth wave is an expression much used by the Welsh poets. It occurs in the “Hoienau” of Myrddin: “I will prophesy before the ninth wave.” — Arch. p. 135. So in the eulogy on Eva: “Eva, of the hue of the spraying foam before the ninth wave.” — Ach. p. 217. they requited well their mead, like Belyn’s men of yore;
fairly did they toil while a single man was left.
 

Pour out thou the Horn, for it is my purpose
That its potent sway may incite a sprightly conversation,
in the right hand of our leader of devastation,
gleaming beneath the broad, light shield;
in the hand of Ednyved, the lion of his land irreproachable;
all-dexterous in the push of spears, shivered away his shield.
The tumult hurries on the two fearless of nature;
they would break as a whirlwind over a fair retreat,
with opposing fronts in the combat of battle,
where the face of the’gold-bespangled shield they would quickly break.
 

Thoroughly stained, their shafts, after head-cleaving blows;
Thoroughly active in defending the glory-bounded Garthran;
and there was heard in Maelor a great and sudden outcry,
with horrid scream of men in agony of wounds;
and, thronging round the carnage, they interwove their paths.
as it was in Bangor round the fire of spears,
when two sovereigns over horns made discord,
when there was the banquet of Morac Morvran.
 

Pour thou out the Horn! for I am contemplating
where they defend both their mead and their country.
Selyc the undaunted, of the station of Gwygyr,
look to it, who insults him of eagle heart!
and Madoc’s only son, the generous Tudyr of high renown,
and the claim of the wolf, a slayer with gleaming shafts.
Two heroic ones, two lions in their onset, two of cruel energy, the two sons of Ynyr;
two, unrestrained in the day of battle their onward course,
of irresistible progress and of matchless feat.
The stroke of the fierce lions fiercely cut through warriors
of battle leading forms, red their ashen thrusters
of violence, bending in pursuit with ruthless glory.
The shivering of their two shields may be likened
to the loud-voiced wind, over the green sea-brink
checking the incessant waves; so seemed the scene of Talgarth.
 

Pour out, thou Cup-bearer! seek not death,
the Horn with honour in festivals
the long blue bugle of high privilege, with ancient silver
that covers it, with opposite lips,
and bear to Tudyr, eagle of conflicts,
a prime beverage of the blushing wine.
If there come not in of mead the best of all
the liquor from the bowl, thy head is forfeit
to the hand of Moreiddig, the encourager of songs:
may they become old in fame before their cold depositure!
Brothers blameless! of highly soaring minds,
of dauntless vigour earning your deserts,
warriors who for me have achieved services,
not old with unsightliness, but old in dexterity,
toilers, impellers, leaders that are wolves
of the cruel foremost rank, with gory limbs.
Brave captains of the men of Mocnant, a Powysian land,
both possess the prowess of the brave;
the deliverers in every need, ruddy are their weapons,
securely they would keep their bounds from tumult, praise is their meed, they who are so blest. — 
Cry of death, was it? be the two to me then changed!
O my Christ! how sad am I from these wounds!
By the loss of Moreiddig, greatly is his absence felt.
 

Pour thou out the Horn, for they do not sigh for me!
the Hirlas, cheeringly in the hand of Morgan,
a man who deserves the homage of peculiar praise.
Like poison to the happy is the track of his spear;
a matter accursed is the abiding his blade,
smooth its two sides, keen its edges.
Pour out, thou Cup-bearer! from a silver vessel
the solemn festive boon with due respect.
On the Plain of Great Gwestun I saw the raw throbbing.
To baffle Goronwy were a task for a hundred men;
the warriors a mutual purpose did accomplish there,
supporters of the battle, heedless of life.
The exalted chief did meet the dispersed ones of slaughter,
a governor was slain, burnt was a fort on the flood mark of the sea;
a magnanimous prisoner they fetched away,
Mairyc, son of Grufydd, the theme of prophetic song.
Were they not all bathed in sweat when they returned,
for full of sunshine were the extended hill and dale?
 

Pour thou out the Horn to the mutually toiling ones,
the whelps of Owen with connected spears in united leap;
they would pour abroad in a noted spot
a store where the glittering irons go rebounding;
Madoc and Meiler, men nurtured in depredation, for iniquity the stemming opponents,
the instructors for tumult of a shield-bearing host,
and froward conductors of subjects trained for conflicts.
It is heard how from the feast of mead went the Chief of Catraeth;
upright their purpose with keen-edged weapons;
the train of Mynyddoc, for their being consigned to sleep,
obtained their recording, leaders of a wretched fray!
None achieved what my warriors did in the hard toil of Maelor, — 
the release of a prisoner belongs to the harmonious eulogy.
 

Pour out, thou Cupbearer sweet mead distilled
of spear impelling spirit in the sweating toil,
from bugle horns proudly overlaid with gold
to requite the pledge of their lives.
Of the various distresses that chieftains endure
no one knows but God and he who speaks.
A man who will not pay, will not pledge. will abide no law,
Daniel the auxiliary chief, so fair of loyalty.
Cup-bearer, great the deed, that claims to be honoured,
of men refraining not from death if they find not hospitality.
Cup-bearer, a choicest treat of mead must be served us together,
an ardent fire bright, a light of ardently bright tapers.
Cup-bearer, thou mightest have seen a house of wrath in Lledwn land,
a sullenly subjected prey that shall be highly praised.
Cup-bearer, I cannot be continued here: nor avoid a separation;
Be it in Paradise that we be received; With the Supreme of Kings long be our abode,
Where there is to be seen the secure course of truth.
 

The passage in the poem would have stood very differently; had I seen this literal version before it was printed. I had written from the faithless paraphrase of Evans, in which every thing characteristic or beautiful is lost.

Few persons who read this song can possibly doubt its authenticity. They who chose to consider the Welsh poems as spurious had never examined them. Their groundless and impudent incredulity, however, has been of service to literature, as it occasioned Mr. Turner to write his “Vindication,” which has settled the question for ever.

St. Monacel.- X. p. 100.

“In Pennant-Melangle church was the tomb of St. Monacella, who protecting a hare from the pursuit of Brocwell Yscythbrog, Prince of Powis, he gave her land to found a religious house, of which she became first abbess. Her hard bed is shown in the cleft of a neighboring rock; her tomb was in a little chapel, now the vestry; and her image is still to be seen in the churchyard, where is also that of Edward, eldest son of Owen Gwynedh, who was set aside from the succession on account of a broken nose, and, flying here for safety, was slain not far off, at a place called Bwlch Croes Iorwerth. On his shield is inscribed, “Hic jacet Etward.” — Gough’s Camden.

I had procured drawings of these monuments, designing to have had them engraved in this place; but on examination it appears that Mr. Gough has certainly been mistaken concerning one, if not both. What he supposed to be the Image of St. Monacel is the evidently only the monumental stone of some female of distinction, the figure being recumbent, with the hands joined, and the feet resting upon some animal.

The place of meeting was a high hill-top. — XI. p. 102.

The Bardic imeetings, or Gorseddau, were held in the open air, on a conspicuous place, while the sun was above the horizon; for they were to perform every thing in the eye of light, and in the face of the sun. The place was set apart by forming a circle of stones, with a large stone in the middle, beside which the presiding Bard stood. This was termed Cylc Cyngrair, or the Circle of Federation; and the middle stone Maen Llog, the Stone of Covenant.

Mr. Owen’s very curious introduction to his translation of Llywarc Hen has supplied me with materials for the account of the Gorsedd, introduced in the poem. That it might be as accurate as possible, he himself and Edward Williams the Bard did me the favor of examining it. To their knowledge, and to that of Mr. Turner, the historian of the Anglo-Saxons, and to the liberality and friendliness with which they have ever been willing to assist me therewith, I. am greatly and variously indebted.

The Bard at these meetings wore the distinguishing dress of his order, a robe of sky blue, as an emblem of truth, being unicolored, and also as a type, that, amid the storms of the moral world, he must assume the serenity of the unclouded sky. The dress of the Ovydd, the third order, or first into which.the candidate could be admitted, was green. The Awenyddion, the Disciples, wore a variegated dress of blue, green, and white, the three Bardic colors; white being the dress of the Druids, who were the second order. The Bards stood within the circle, bareheaded and barefooted; and the ceremony opened by sheathing a sword, and laying it on the Stone of Covenant. The Bardic traditions were then recited.

Himself, albeit his hands were stain’d with blood,
Initiate; for the Order, in the lapse
Of years and is their nation’s long decline,
From the first rigor of their purity
Something had fallen. — XI. p. 102.
 

“By the principles of the Order, a Bard was never to bear arms, nor in any other manner to become a party in any dispute, either political or religious: nor was a naked weapon ever to be held in his presence; for under the title of Bardd Ynys Prycdain, Bard of the Isle of Britain, he was recognized as the sacred Herald of Peace. He could pass unmolested from one country to another, where his character was known; and, whenever he appeared in’ his unicolored robe, attention was given to him on all occasions: if it was even between armies in the heat of action, both parties would instantly desist.” — Owen’s Llywarc Hen.

Six of the elder Bards are enumerated in the Triads as having borne arms in violation of their Order; but in these latter days the perversion had become more frequent. Maeiler, the Bard of Grufydd ab Cynan, distinguished himself in war; Cynddelw, Brycdydd Mawr, the Great Bard, was eminent for his valor; and Gwalchmai boasts in one of his poems that he had defended the Marches against the Saxons.” — Warrington. The Bard’s most honorable name. - XI. p. 105.

No people seem to have understood the poetical character so well as the Welsh; witness their Triads.

“The three primary requisites of poetical Genius; an eye that can see Nature, a heart that can feel Nature, and a resolution that dares follow Nature.

“The three foundations of Genius; the gift of God, man’s exertion, and the events of life.

“The three indispensables of Genius; understanding, feeling, and perseverance.

“The three things which constitute a poet; genius, knowledge, and impulse.

‘The three things that enrich Genius; contentment of mind, the cherishing of good thoughts, and exercising the memory.” — E. Williams’s Poems. Owen’s Llywarc Hen.

Cimbric lore. — XI. p. 105.

The Welsh have always called themselves Cymry, of which the strictly literal meaning is Aborigines. There can be no doubt that it is the same word as the Cimbri of the ancients; they call their language Cymraeg, the Primitive Tongue.” — E. Williams’s Poems.

Where are the sons of Gavran, where his tribe
The faithful? — XI. p. 106.
 

“Gavran, the son of Aeddan Vradog ab Dyvnwal Hen, a chieftain of distinguished celebrity in the latter part of the fifth century. Gavraln, Cadwallon, and Gwenddolau were the heads of the three faithful tribes of Britain. The family of Gavran obtained that title by accompanying him to sea to discover some islands, which, by a traditionary meimorial, were known by the name of Gwerdonnau Llion, or the Green Islands of the Ocean. This expedition was not heard of afterwards, and the situation of those islands became lost to the Britons. This event, the voyage of Merddin Emrys with the twelve Bards, and the expedition of Madoc, were called the three losses by disappearance.” — Cambrian Biogqraphy.

Of these Islands, or Green Spots of the Floods, there are some singular superstitions. They are the abode of the Tylmwyth Teg, or the Fair Family, the souls of the virtuous Druids, who, not having been Christians, cannot enter the Christian heaven, but enjoy this heaven of their own. They, however, discover a love of mischief, neither becoming happy spirits, nor consistent with their original character; for they love to visit the earth, and, seizing a man, inquire whether he will travel above wind, mid wind, or below wind: above wind is a giddy and terrible passage; below wind is through bush and brake: the middle is a safe course. But the spell of security is to catch hold of the grass; for these beings have not power to destroy a blade of grass. In their better moods, they come over and carry the Welsh in their boats. He who visits these islands imagines on his return that he has been absent only a few hours, when, in truth, whole centuries have passed away.

If you take a turf from St. David’s Churchyard, and stand upon it on the sea shore, you behold these islands. A man once, who had thus obtained sight of them, immediately put to sea to find them; but they disappeared, and his search was in vain. He returned, looked at them again from the enchanted turf, again set sail, and failed again. The third time he took the turf into his vessel, and stood upon it till he reached them.

The inhabitants of Arran More, the largest of the south isles of Arran, on the coast of Galway, are persuaded that in a clear day they can see Hy Brasail, the Enchanted Island, from the coast, the Paradise of the Pagan Irish.” — Collectanea de Rebus Hibernicis: Bealsford’s Ancient Topography of Ireland.

General Vallancey relates a different history of this superstition. “The old Irish,” he says, “say that great part of Ireland was swallowed up by the sea, and that the sunken part often rises, and is frequently to be seen on the horizon from the northern coast. On the North-west of the island, they call this enchanted country Tir Hudi, or the City of Hud, believing that the City stands there which once possessed all the riches of the world, and that its key lies buried under some druidical monument. When Mr. Burton, in 1765, went in search of the Ogham monument, called Conane’s Tomb, on Callan mountain, the people could not be convinced that the search was made after an inscription, but insisted that he was seeking after an enchanted key that lay buried with the hero, and which, when found, would restore the enchanted city to its former splendor, and convert the moory heights of Callan mountain into rich and fruitful plains. They expect great riches whenever this city is discovered.”

This enchanted country is called O Breasil, or O Brazil, which, according to General Vallancey’s interpretation, signifies the Royal Island. He says it is evidently the lost city of Arabian story, visited by their fabulous prophet Houd,.. the City and Paradise of Irem! He compares this tradition with the remarks of Whitehurst on the Giant’s Causeway, and suspects that it refers to the lost Atlantis, which Whitehurst thinks perhaps existed there.

Is that very remarkable phenomenon, known in Sicily by the name of Morgaine le Fay’s works, ever witnessed on the coast of Ireland? If so, the sulperstition is explained by an actual apparition. — I had not, when this note was written, seen Mr. Latham’s account of a similar phenomenon at Hastings (Phil. Trans. 1798), which completely establishes what I had here conjectured. Mr. Nicholson, in his remarks on it, says the same thing has been seen from Broadstairs, and that these appearances are much more frequent and general than has usually been supposed.

In his crystal Ark,
Whither sail’d Merlin with his band of Bards,
Old Merlin, master of the mystic lore? — XI. p. 106.
 

The name of Merlin has been so canonized by Ariosto and our diviner Spenser, that it would have been a heresy in poetry to have altered it to its genuine orthography.

Merddin was the Bard of Emrys Wledig, the Ambrosius of Saxon history, by whose command he erected Stonehenge, in memory of the Plot of the Long Knives, when, by the treachery of Gwrtheyrn, or Vortigern, and the Saxons, three hundred British chiefs were massacred. He built it on the site of a former circle. The structure itself affords proof that it cannot have been raised much earlier, inasmuch as it deviates from the original principle of Bardic circles, where no appearance of art was to be admitted. Those of Avebury, Stanton Drew, Keswick, &c., exemplify this. It is called by the Welsh Gwaith Emrys, the work of Ambrosius. Drayton’s reproach, therefore, is ill founded:

Ill did those mighty men to trust thee with their story,
Thou hast forgot their names who reared thee for their glory.
 

The Welsh traditions say that Merddin made a House of Glass, in which he went to sea, accompanied by the Nine Cylveirdd Bards, and was never heard of more. This was one of the three disappearances from the Isle of Britain. Merddin is also one of the three principal Christian Bards of Britain: Merddin Wyllt and Taliesin are the other two. — Cabrian Biography.

A diving House of Glass is also introduced in the Spanish Romance of Alexander, written, about the middle of the 13th century, by Joan Lorenzo Segura de Astorga.

Unas facianas suelen les gentes retraer,
Non yaz en escrito, e es grave de creer;
Si es verdat e non. yo non he y que veer,
Pero no lo quiero en olvido poner.
 

Dicen que por saber que facen los pescados,
Como viven los chicos entre los mas granados,
Fizo cuba de vidrio con puntos bien cerrados,
Metios en ella dentro con dos de sus criados.
 

Estos furon catados de todos los meiores,
Por tal que non oviessen dona los traectores,
Ca que el o que ellos avrien aguardadores,
Non farien a sus guisas los males revoltores.
Fu de bona betume la cuba aguisada,
Fu con bonas cadenas bien presa e calzada,
Fu con priegos firmes a las naves pregada,
Que fonder non se podiesse e estodiesse colgada.
 

Mando que quinze dias lo dexassen hy durar,
Las naves con todesto pensassen de test andar,
Assaz podrie en esto saber e mesurar,
Metria en escrito los secretes del mar.
 

La cuba fue fecha en quel Rey acia,
A los unos pesaba, a los otros placia:
Bien cuidaban algunos que nunca ende saldria,
Mas destaiado era que en mar non moriria.
 

Andabal bon Rey en su casa cerrada,
Seia grant corazon en angosta posada;
Veia toda la mar de pescados poblada,
No es bestia nel sieglo que non fus y trobada.
 

Non vive en el mundo nenguna creatura
Que non cria la mar semejante figura;
Traen enemizades entre si por natura,
Los fuertes d los flacos danles mala ventura.
 

Estonce vio el Rey en aquellas andadas
Como echan los unos a los otros celadas
Dicen que ende furon presas e sossacadas,
Furon desent aca por el sieglo usadas. Tanto se acogien al Rey los pescados
Como si los ovies el Rey por subiugados,
Yenien fasta la cuba todos cabezcolgados,
Tremian todos antel como mozos moiades.
 

Juraba Alexandre per lo su diestro llado,
Que nunca fura domes meior accompannado;
De los pueblos del mar tovose por pagado,
Contaba que avie grant emperio ganado.
 

Otra faciana vio en essos pobladores,
Vio que los maiores comien a los menores,
Los chicos a los grandes tenienos por sennores,
Maltraen los mas fuertes a los que son menores.
 

Diz el Rey, soberbia es en todolos iugares,
Forcia es enna tierra e dentro ennos mares:
Las aves esso mismo non se catan por pares,
Dios confunda tal vicio que tien tantos lugares.
 

Nacio entre los angelos 6 fizo muchos caer.
Arramolos Dios per la tierra, e dioles grant poder,
La mesnada non puede su derecho aver,
Ascondio la cabeza, non osaba parecer.
 

Quien mas puede mas face, non de bien, mas de mal,
Quien mas a aver mas quier, e morre por ganal;
Non veeria de su grado nenguno so igual:
Mal peccado, nenguno no es a Dios leal.
Las aves e las bestias, los omes, los pescados,
Todos son entre si a bandos derramados;
De vicio e de soberbia son todos entregados,
Los flacos de los fuertes andan desafiados.
 

Se como sabel Rey bien todesto osmar,
Quisiesse assimismo it derechas iulgar,
Bien debie un poco su lengua refrenar,
Que en tant fieras grandias non quisiesse andar.
 

De su gradol Rey mas oviera estado
Mas a sus criazones faciesles pesado;
Temiendo la ocasion que suel venir privado,
Sacaronlo bien ante del termino passado.
 

The sweet flow of language and metre in so early a poem is very remarkable; but no modern language can boast of monuments so early and so valuable as the Spanish. To attempt to versify this passage would be laborious and unprofitable. Its import is, that Alexander, being desirous to see how the fish lived, and in what manner the great fish behaved to the little ones, ordered a vessel of glass to be made, and fastened with long chains to his ships, that it might not sink too deep. He entered it with two chosen servants, leaving orders that the ships should continue their course, and draw him up at the end of fifteen days. The vessel had been made perfectly water-tight. He descended, and found the fish as curious to see him as he had been to see the fish. They crowded round his machine, and trembled before him as if he had been their conqueror, so that he thought he had acquired another empire. But Alexander perceived the same system of tyranny in the water as on the land, the great eat the little, and the little eat the less; upon which tyranny he made sundry moral observations, which would have come with more propriety from any other person than from himself. However, he observed the various devices which were used for catching fish, and which, in consequence of this discovery, have been used in the world ever since. His people were afraid some accident might happen, and drew him up long before the fifteen days were expired.

The poet himself does not believe this story. “People say so,” he says; “but it is not in writing, and it is a thing difficult to believe. It is not my business to examine whether it be true or not; but I do not choose to pass it over unnoticed.” The same story was pointed out to me by Mr. Coleridge in one of the oldest German poems; and, what is more remarkable, it is mentioned by one of the old Welsh bards. Davies’s Celtic Researches, p. 196. Jests, and the fictions of romance and superstition, seem to have travelled everywhere.

Flathinnis. — XI. p. 106.

Flath-innis, the Noble Island, lies surrounded with tempests in the Western Ocean. I fear the account of this paradise is but apocryphal, as it rests upon the evidence of Macpherson, and has every internal mark of a modern fiction.

In former days, there lived in Skerr * a magician † of high

* Skerr signifies, in general, a rock in the ocean.
† A magician is called Druidh in the Gaelic. renown. The blast of wind waited for his commands at the gate; he rode the tempest, and the troubled wave offered itself as a pillow for his repose; his eye followed the sun by day; his thoughts travelled from star to star in the season of night; he thirsted after things unseen; he sighed over the narrow circle which surrounded his days; he often sat in silence beneath the sound of his groves; and he blamed the careless billows that rolled between him and the Green Isle of the West.

One day, as the Magician of Skerr sat thoughtful upon a rock, a storm arose on the sea. A cloud, under whose squally skirts the foaming waters complained, rushed suddenly into the bay; and from its dark womb at once issued forth a boat, with its white sails bent to the wind, and hung around with a hundred moving, oars; but it was destitute of mariners, itself seeming to live and move. An unusual terror seized the aged magician: he heard a voice, though he saw no human form. “Arise! behold the boat of the heroes! arise, and see the Green Isle of those who have passed away!”

He felt a strange force on his limbs: he saw no person, but he moved to the boat. Immediately the wind changed; in the bosom of the cloud he sailed away. Seven days gleamed faintly round him; seven nights added their gloom to his darkness; his ears were stunned with shrill voices; the dull murmurs of winds passed him on either side; he slept not, but his eyes were not heavy; he ate not, but he was not hungry. On the eighth day, the waves swelled into mountains; the boat was rocked violently from side to side; the darkness thickened around him; when a thousand voices at once cried aloud, The isle! the isle! The billows opened wide before him; the calm land of the departed rushed in light on his eyes.

“It was not a light. that dazzled, but a pure, distinguishing, and placid light, which called forth every object to view in their most perfect form. The isle spread large before him, like a pleasing dream of the soul, where distance fades not on the sight, where nearness fatigues not the eye. It had its gently sloping hills of green: nor did they wholly want their clouds; but the clouds were bright and transparent, and each involved in its bosom the source of a stream,-a beauteous stream, which, wandering down the steep, was like the faint notes of thebhalf-touched harp to the distant ear. The valleys were open and free to the ocean; trees loaded with leaves, which scarcely waved to the light breeze, were scattered on the green declivities and rising ground; the rude winds walked not on the mountain; no storm took its course through the sky. All was calin and bright; the pure sun of autumn shone from his blue sky on the fields. He hastened not to the west for repose, nor was he seen to rise from the east: he sits in his mid-day height, and looks obliquely on the Noble Isle.

In each valley is its slow-moving stream: the pure waters swell over the bank, yet abstain from the fields; the showers disturb them not, nor are they lessened by the heat of the sun. On the rising hill are the halls of the departed, — the high-roofed dwellings of the heroes of old.’

The departed, according to the tale, retained, in the midst of their happiness, a warm affection for their country and living friends. They sometimes visited the first; and by the latter, as the Bard expresses it, they were transiently seen in the hour of’peril, and especially on the near approach of death. It was then that at midnight the death-devoted, to use the words of the Tale, were suddenly awakened by a strange knocking at their gates; it was then that they heard the indistinct voice of their departed friends calling them away to the Noble Isle; “a sudden joy rushed in upon their minds, and that pleasing melancholy which looks forward to happiness in a distant land.” Macpherson’s Introduction to the History of Great Britain.

“The softer sex among the Celtae,” he adds, “passed with their friends to the fortunate isles. Their beauty increased with the change; and, to use the words of the Bard, they were ruddy lights in the Island of Joy.”

Where one emerald light
Through the green element for ever shines. — XI. p. 107.
 

I have supplied Merlin with light when he arrived at his world of mermankind, but not for his submarine voyage; let Paracelsus do this.

“Urim and Thummim were the Philosopher’s stone; and it was this which gave light in the Ark.

“For God commanded Noah to make a clear light in the Ark, which some take for a window; but since the text saith, Day and night shall no more cease; it seems it did then cease; and therefore there could be no exterior light.

“The Rabbis say that the Hebrew word Zohar, which the Chaldees translate Neher, is only to be found in this place. Other Hebrew Doctors believe it to have been a precious stone hung up in the Ark, which gave light to all living creatures therein. This the greatest Carbuncle could not do, nor any precious stone which is only natural. But the Universal Spirit, fixed in a transparent body, shines like the sun in glory; and this was the light which God commanded Noah to make.” — Paracelsus’ Urim and Thummim.

Rhys ab Grufydd ab Rhys. — XlI. p. 110.

Was one of the bravest, wisest, most liberal, and most celebrated of the princes of South Wales. He is thus praised in the Pentarchia:

Quis queat heroena calamo describere tantum,
Quantus ut ipse fuit, modeo civibus Hectoris instar,
Fortis in hostiles modo tarmas instar Achillis.
Ultus avos patrise fere sexaginta per annos,
Quot fusas acies. quot castra recepta, quot urbes,
Spes patrise, columen pacis, lux urbis et orbis,
Gentis honos, decus armorum, fulmenque duelli,
Quo neque pace prior, neque fortior alter in armis.
 

In Hearne’s Collection of Curious Discourses are these funeral verses upon Lord Rhys, as preserved by Camden:

Nobile Cambrensis cecidit diadema decoris,
  Hoc est Rhesus obiit, Cambria tota gemit.
Subtrahitur, sect non moritnr, quia semper habetur
  Ipsius egregium nomen in orbe novum.
Hic tegitur, sect detegitur, quia fama perennis
  Non sinit illustrem voce latere ducem.
Excessit probitate modcum, sensu probitatem,
  Eloquio sensum, moribus eloquium. Rhys ap Gryffith, say the Chronicles, was no less remarkable in courage than in the stature and lineaments of his body, wherein he exceeded most men. Royal Tribes.

Beavers. — XII. p. 111.

When Giraldus Cambrensis wrote, that is, at the time whereof the poem treats, the only beavers remaining in Wales or England were in the Towy. Inter universos Cambrise, seu etialn Loegrik fluvios, solus hic (Teivi) castores habet.

The beaver is mentioned also in the laws of Hoel Dha; and one of those dark, deep resting-places or pits of the, river Conway, which the Spaniards call the remanzsos del rio, is called the Beavers’ Pool.

The Great Palace, like a sanctuary,
Is safe. — XII. p. 114.
 

Dinas Vawr, the Great Palace. It was regarded as an asylum.

Goauan of Powys-land. — XII. p. 116.

Properly Gwgan; but I have adapted the orthography to an English eye. This very characteristic story is to be found, as narrated in the poem, in Mr. Yorke’s curious work upon the Royal Tribes of Wales. Gwgan’s demand was for five pounds, instead of ten marks: this is the only liberty I have taken with the fact, except that of fitting it to the business of the poem by the last part of Rhys’s reply. The ill-humor in which the Lord of Dinvawr confesses the messenger had surprised him, is mentioned more bluntly by the historian: “Gwgan found him in a furious temper, beating his servants and hanging his dogs.” I have not lost the character of the anecdote by relating the cause of his anger, instead of the effects.

The Bay whose reckless waves
Roll o’er the Plain of Gwaelod. — XIII. p. 120.
 

A large tract of fenny country, called Cantrev y Gwaelod, the Lowland Canton, was, about the year 500, inundated by the sea; for Seithenyn, in a fit of drunkenness, let the sea through the dams which secured it. He is therefore distinguished, with Geraint and Gwrtheyrn, under the apellation of the Three Arrant Drunkards. This district, which forms the present Cardigan Bay, contained sixteen principal towns of the Cymry, the inhabitants of which, who survived the inundation, fled into the mountainous parts of Meirion and Arvon, which were till then nearlv uncultivated. Gwyddno Garanhir, one of the petty princes, whose territories were thus destroyed, was a poet. There were lately (and I believe, says Edmund Williams, are still) to be seen in the sands of this bay large stones with inscriptions on them, the characters Roman, but the language unknown.” — E. Williams’s Poems. Cambrian Biography.

The two other arrant drunkards were both princes. The one set fire to the standing corn in his country, and so occasioned a famine; Gwrtheyrn, the other, is the Vortigern of Saxon history, thus distinguished for ceding the Isle of Thanet, in his drunkenness, as the price of Rowena. This worthless king is also recorded as one of the three disgraceful men of the island, and one of the three treacherous conspirators, whose families were for ever divested of privilege. Cambrian Biography.

Bardsey. — XIII. p. 121.

“This little island,” says Giraldus, “is inhabited by certain monks of exceeding piety, whom they call Culdees (Calibes vel Colideos). This wonderful property it hath, either from the salubrity of its air, which it partakes with the shores of Ireland, or rather from some miracle by reason of the merits of the saints, that diseases are rarely known there; and seldom or never does any one die till worn out by old age. Infinite numbers of saints are buried there.”

On his back,
Like a broad shield, the Coracle was hung. — XIII. p. 195.
 

“The Coracles are generally five feet and a half long, and four broad; their bottom is a little rounded, and their shape nearly oval. These boats are ribbed with light laths or split twigs in the manner of basket work, and are covered with a raw hide or strong canvas, pitched in such a mode as to prevent their leaking; a seat crosses, just above the centre, towards the broader end. They seldom weigh more than between 20 and 30 pounds. The men paddle them with one hand, while they fish with the other; and, when their work is completed, they throw the coracles over their shoulders, and, without difficulty, return with them home.

“Riding through Abergwilly, we saw several of these phenomena resting with their bottoms upwards against the houses, and resembling the shells of so many enormous turtles; and indeed a traveller, at the first view of a coracle on the shoulders of a fisherman, might fancy he saw a tortoise walking on his hinder legs.” — Windham.

The Saxon pirates ventured to sea in vessels of basketwork covered with skins: they were also used by the ancient Spaniards. Perhaps the Coracle succeeded the canoe, implying more skill than is necessary to scoop out a tree, or hollow it with fire, and less than is required to build a boat. The boats of bark, which the savages of Canada use, are equally ingenious, and possess the same advantages.

Prince Hoel’s lay of love. — XIV. p. 136.

Eight poems by Prince Hoel are preserved; they are here given in Mr. Owen’s translation. My choice is a lady, elegant, slender, and fair, whose lengthened white form is seen through the thin blue veil; and my choicest faculty is to muse on superior female excellence, when she with diffidence utters the becoming sentiment; and my choicest participation is to become united with the maid, and to share mutual confidence as to thoughts and fortune. I chuse the bright hue of the spreading wave, thou who art the most discreet in the country, with thy pure Welsh speech, chosen by me art thou: what am I with thee? how! dost thou refrain from speaking? ah! thy silence even is fair! I have chosen a maid, so that with me there should be no hesitation; it is right to choose the choicest, fair one; choose, fair maid! I love the white glittering walls on the side of the bank, clothed in fresh verdancy...

cloathed in fresh verdancy, where bashfulness love, to observe the modest sea men’s course; it would be my delight, though I have met with no great return of love in my much desired visit on the sleek white steed, to behold my sister of flippant smile; to t.alk of love since it has come to my lot; to restore my ease of mind,. and to renew her slighted troth with the nymph as fair as the hue of the shore beating wave.

From her country who is bright as the coldly-drifted snow upon the lofty hill, a censure has corne to us, that I should he so treated with disdain in the Hall of Ogyrvan.

Playful, from her promise was new-born expectation;.. she is gone with my soul away: I am made wretched!.. Am I not become for love like Garwy Hir to the fair one of whom I am debarred in the Hall of Ogyrvan! I love the castle of proud workmanship in the Cyvylei, where my own assuming form is wont to intrude; the high of renown, in full bustle, seek admittance there, and by it speaks the mad resounding wave.

It is the chosen place of a luminary of splendid qualities, and fair; glorious her rising from the verge of the torrent, and the fair one shines upon the now progressive year in the wild of Arvon, in the Snowdonian hills.

The tent does not attract; the glossy silk is not looked on by her I love, with passing tenderness: if her conquest could be wrought by the muse’s aid, ere the night that comes, I should next to her be found. 4.
 

I have harnessed thee to-day, my steed of shining gray; I will traverse on thee the fair region of Cynlas; and I will hold a hard dispute before death shalll cut me off in obstructing sleep, and thus obstructing health; and on me it has been a a sign, no longer being the honoured youth, the complexion is like the pale blue waves.

Oppressed with longing is my memory in society; regret for her by whom I am hated! whilst I confer on the maid the honoured eulogy; she, to prosper pain, deigns not to return the consolation of the slightest grace

Broken is my heart! my portion is regret, caused by the form of a slender lady, with a girdle of ruddy gold; my treatment is not deserved, she is not this day where my appointed place was fixed. Son of the God of Heaven! if before a promise of forbearance she goes away, woe to me that I am not slain. When the ravens rejoice, when blood is hastening, when the gore runs bubbling, when the war doth rage, when the houses redden in Ruzlan, when the red hall is burning, when we glow with wrath; the ruddy flame it blazes up to heaven; our abode affords no shelter; and plainly is the bright conflagration seen from the white walls upon the shore of Menai.

They perished on the third day of May, three hundred ships of a fleet roving the ocean; and ten hundred times the number the sword would put to flight, leaving not a single beard on Menai 6.
 

Five evening tides were celebrated when Frence was saved, when barbarian chiefs were made to fly, when there was pressure round the steel-clad bodies; should a weapon yet be brandished round the beard, a public triumph would my wrath produce, scouring the bounds of Lorgyr, and on her habitation hurling ruin; there should be the hand of the hastening host upon the cross, the keen edge slaughtering, the blade recking with blood, the blood hue over the abject throng, a blood veil hiding its place of falling, and a plain of blood, and a cheek suffused with gore. I love the time of summer; then the gladly-exulting steed of the warrior prances before a gallant chief; the wave it crowned with foam; the limb of the active more quickly moves; the apple tree has arrayed itself in another livery; bordered with white is my shield on my shoulder, prepared for violence I have loved, with ardency of desire, the object which I have not attained.

Ceridwen, fair and tall, of slowly languid gait, her complexion vies with the warm dawn in the evening hour, of a splendid delicate form, beautifully mild and white hued presence! in stepping over a rush nearly falling seems the little tiny fair one; gentle in her air, she appears but scarcely older than a tenth year infant. Young, shapely, and full of gracefulness, it were a congenial virtue that she should freely give; but the youthful female does more embarrass good fortune by a smile, than an expression from her lips checks impertinence. A worshipping pilgrim she will send me to the celestial presence; how long shall I worship thee? stop and think of thine office! If I am unskilful, through the dotage of love, Jesus, the well-informed will not rebuke me. Fair foam-crowned wave, spraying over the sacred tomb of Ruvon the knave, the chief of princes, behold this day I love the utmost hate of England, a flat and unergetic land, with a race involved in every wile. I love the spot that gave rne the much desired gift of mead, where the seas extend a tedious conflict. I love the society and thick inhabitants therein, ard which, obedient to its lod, directs its view to peace. I love its sea-coast and its mountains, its city bordering on its forest, its fair landscape, its dales, its water and its vales, its white sea-mews and its beauteous women. I love its warriors and its wll-trained steeds, its woods, its strongholds, and its social domicil. I love its fields clothed with tender trefoil, where I had the glory of a mighty triumph. I love its cultivated regions, the prerogative of heroism, and its far extended wild, and its sports of the chase, which, Son of God! have been great and wonderful: how sleek the melodious deer, and in what plenty found! I atchieved by the push of a spear an excellent deed between the chief of Powys and happy Gwynez, and upon the pale hued element of ever-struggling motion, may I accomplish a liberation from exile. I will not take breath until my party comes; a dream declares it, and God wills it to be so, fair foam-crowned wave spraying over the grave.

Fair foam-crowned wave, impetuous in thy course, like in colour to the hoar when it accumulates; I love the sea coast in Meirionyz, where I have had a white arm for a pillow. I love the nightingale upon the privet-brake in Cymmer Denzur, a celebrated vale. Lord of heaven and earth, the glory of the blest, though so far it is frorn Ceri to Caerliwelyz, I mounted the yellow steed, and from Maelienyz reached the land of Reged between the night and day. Before I am in the grave, may I enjoy a new blessing from the land of Tegyngyl of fairest aspect! Since I am a love-wight, one inured to wander, may God direct my fate! fair foam-crowned wave of impetuous course.

I will implore the divine Supreme, the wonderful in subjugating to his will, as king, to create an excelling muse for a song of praise to the women, such as Merzin sung, who have claimed my bardic lore so long, who, are so tardy in dispensing grace. The most eminent in all the west I name, from the gates of Chester to the port of Ysgewin: The first is the nymph who will be the subject of universal praise, Gwenliant, whose complexion is like the summer’s day. The second is another of high state, far from my embrace, adorned with golden necklace, fair Gweirvyl from whom not token nor confidence have I obtained, nor has any of my race; though I might be slain by two edged blades, she whose foster brother was a King, should be my theme; and next for the handsome Gwladys, the young and modest virgin, the idol of the multitude, I utter the secret sigh; I will worship her with the yellow blossoms of the furze. Soon may I see my vigour rouse to combat, and in my band my blade, bright Leucu, my companion, laughing, and whose husband laughs not from anxiety. Great anxiety oppresses me, makes me sad; and longing, alas! is habitual for fair Nest, for her who is like the apple-tree blossom; and for Perwewr, the centre of my disire; for Generys the chaste, who grants not a smile for me: may continuance not overcome her! for Hunyz, whose fame will last till the day of doom; for Hawis, who claims my choicest eulogy. On a memorable day I had a nymph; I had a second, more be their praise; I had a third and a fourth with prosperity; I had a fifth, of those with a skin white and delicate; I had a sixth, bright and fair, avoiding not the temptation, above the white walls did she arrest me; I had a seventh, and this was satiety of love; I had an eighth in recompence for a little of the praise which I sang: but the teeth must opportunity bar the tongue.

Ere ever Saxon set his hateful foot
Upon the beautiful Isle. — XV. p. 148.
 

“The three names of this island: the first, before it was inhabited, it was called the Water-guarded Green Spot; after it was inhabited, it was called the Honey Island; and after its subjection to Prydain, the son of Aedd Mawr, he gave it the name of the Isle of Prydain.” — Camblrian Register.

“This name was appropriately given to it; for Ynys Prydain signifies the Beautiful Isle.” — Cambrian Biography. E. Williams.

The contumnacious Prince of Mathraval. — XV. p. 144.

“Oenum de Cevelioc, quia solus inter Walliae principes Archipraesuli cum populo suo non occurrerat, excommunicavimus. Oenus iste pra aliis Cambrim principibus, et lingnu dicacis extiterat, et in terrae sum moderamine ingenii perspicacis.” — Giraldus Cambrensis. Even as Owen in his deeds
Disown’d the Church when living, even so
The Church disowns him dead. — XV. p. 148.
 

Owen Gwyneth was buried at Bangor. When Baldwin, Archbishop of Canterbury, coming to preach the crusade against the Saracens, saw his tomb, he charged the bishop to remove his body out of the Cathedral, when he could find a fit opportunity so to do; in regard that Archbishop Becket had excommunicated him heretofore, because he had married his first cousin, the daughter of Grono ab Edwyn, and that notwithstaiiding he had continued to live with her till she died. The bishop, in obedience to the charge, made a passage from the vault through the south wall of the church, under ground, and so secretly shoved the body into the churchyard. — Royal Tribes. From the Hengwrt MS.

Winning slow Fanmine to their aid. — XVII. p. 162.

I am much affected,” says old Fuller, “with. the ingenuity of an English nobleman, who, following the camp of King Henry III. in these parts (Caernarvonshire), wrote home to his friends, about the end of September, 1243, the naked truth indeed as followeth: ‘We lie in our tents, watching, fasting praying, and freezing: we watch for fear of the Welshmen who are wont to invade us in the night; we fast for want of meat, for the half-penny loaf is worth five-pence; we pray to God to send us home speedily; we freeze for want of winter garments, having nothing but thin linen betwixt us and the wind.,’” Be not thou 
As is the black and melancholy yew,
That strikes into the grave its baleful roots,
And prospers on the dead. — XVII. p. 163.
 

Borrowed from an old play, by John Webster:

Like the black and melancholic yew-tree,
Dost think to root thyself in dead men’s graves,
And yet to prosper?
           Webster’s White Devil, or Vittoria Corombona.
 

Never shall her waking eye
Behold them, till the hour of happiness,
When death hath made her pure for pesfect bliss. — XVII. p. 168.
 

“The three Restorations in the Circle of Happiness; Restoration of original genius and character; Restoration of all that was beloved; and the Restoration of Remembrance from the origin of all things; without these, perfect happiness cannot exist.” — Triads of Bardism, 32.

I have thought it unnecessary to give a connected account of the Bardic system in these notes, as it has been so well done by my friend, Mr. Turner, in his Vindication of the Ancient British Poems.




MADOC IN AZTLAN. PART II.
 

I.
 

Now go your way, ye gallant company!
God and good Angels guard ye as ye go!
Blow fairly, Winds of Heaven! Ye Ocean Waves,
Swell not in anger to that fated fleet!
For not of conquest greedy, nor of gold,
Seek they the distant world...
Blow fairly, Winds!
Waft, Waves of Ocean, well your blessed load!
 

Fair blew the Winds, and safely did the Waves
Bear that beloved charge. It were a tale
 

Would rouse adventurous courage in a boy,
Making him long to be a mariner,
That he might rove the main, if I should tell
How pleasantly, for many a summer-day,
Over the sunny sea, with wind at will,
Prince Madoc sail’d; and of those happy Isles,
Which, had he seen ere that appointed storm
Drove southward his slope course, there he had pitch’d
His tent, and blest his lot that it had fallen
In land so fair; and human blood had reek’d
Daily on Aztlan’s devilish altars still.
But other doom was his, more arduous toil
Yet to atchieve, worse danger to endure,
Worse evil to be quell’d, and higher good,
That passeth not away, educed from ill;
Whereof all unforeseeing, yet for all
Of ready heart, he over ocean sails,
Wafted by gentle winds o’er gentle waves,
As if the elements combin’d to serve
The perfect Prince, by God and man belov’d.
And now how joyfully he views the land,
Skirting like morning-clouds the dusky sea;
With what a searching eye recalls to mind
Foreland, and creek, and cape; how happy now
Up the great river bends at last his way!
 

No watchman had been stationed on the height
To seek his sails;.. for with Cadwallon’s hope
Too much of doubt was blended, and of fear:
Yet thitherward, whene’er he walk’d abroad,
His face, as if instinctively, was turn’d;
And duly, morn and eve, Lincoya there,
As though religion led his duteous feet,
Went up to gaze. He on a staff had scor’d
The promis’d moons and days; and many a time
Counting again its often-told account,
So to beguile impatience, day by day
Smooth’d off with more delight the daily notch
But now that the appointed time was nigh,
Did that perpetual presence of his hope
Haunt him, and mingle with his sleep, and mar
The natural rest, and trouble him by day,
That all his pleasure was at earliest light
To take his station, and at latest eve,
If he might see the sails where, far away
Through wide savannas roll’d the silver stream.
Oh then with what a sudden start his blood
Flow’d from its quicken’d spring, when far away
He spied the glittering topsails! for a while
Distrustful of that happy sight, till now
Slowly he sees them rise, and wind along,
 

Through wide savannas, up the silver stream.
Then with a breathless speed he flies to spread
The joy; and with Cadwallon now descends,
And drives adown the tide the light canoe,
And mounts the vessel-side, and once again
Falls at the Ocean Lord’s beloved feet.
 

First of the general weal did Madoc ask;
Cadwallon answered, All, as yet, is well,
And, by this seasonable aid secur’d,
Will well remain... Thy father?.. quoth the Prince.
Even so, replied Cadwallon, as that eye
Of hesitation augurs,.. fallen asleep.
The good old man remember’d thee in death,
And blest thee ere he died.
 

     By this, the shores
And heights were throng’d; from hill to hill, from rock
To rock, the shouts of welcome rung around.
Forward they press, to view the man belov’d,
Britons and Hoamen with one common joy
Hailing their common friend. Happy that day,
Was he who heard his name from Madoc’s voice;
Happy who met the greeting of his eye;
Yea, happy he who shar’d his general smile,
Amid the unacknowledged multitude.
 

Caermadoc,.. by that name Caclwallon’s love
Called it, in memory of the absent Prince,..
Stood in a mountain vale, by rocks and heights,
A natural bulwark, girt. A rocky stream,
Which from the fells came down, there spread itself
Into a quiet lake, to compass which
Had been a two hours pleasurable toil;
And he, who from a well-strung bow could send
His shaft across, had needs a sinewy arm,
And might from many an archer far and near
Have borne away the bell. Here had the Chief
Chosen his abiding-place, for strength preferr’d,
Where vainly might an host in equal arms
Attempt the difficult entrance; and for all
Which could delight the eye and heart of man;
Whate’er of beauty or of usefulness
Heart could desire, or eye behold, being here.
What he had found an idle wilderness
Now gave rich increase to the husbandmen,
For Heaven had blest their labor. Flourishing
He left the happy vale; and now he saw
More fields reclaim’d, more habitations rear’d,
More harvests rising round. The reptile race,
And every beast of rapine, had retir’d
From man’s asserted empire; and the sound
 

Of axe, and dashing oar, and fisher’s net,
And song beguiling toil, and pastoral pipe,
Were heard, where late the solitary hills
Gave only to the mountain cataract
Their wild response.
 

     Here, Urien, cried the Prince,
These craggy heights and overhanging groves
Will make thee think of Gwyneth. And this hut,
Rejoined Cadwallon, with its roof of reeds,
Goervyl, is our palace: it was rear’d
With lighter labour than Aberfraw’s towers;
Yet, Lady, safer are its wattled sides
Than Mona’s kingly walls... Like Gwyneth, said he?
Oh, no! we neighbor nearer to the Sun,
And with a more benignant eye the Lord
Of Light beholds us here.
 

     So thus did they
Cheerfully welcome to their new abode
These, who, albeit aweary of their way,
And glad to reach at length the place of rest,
Felt their hearts overburden’d, and their eyes
Ready to overflow. Yet not the less
The buzz of busy joy was heard around,
Where every dwelling had its guest, and all
Gave the long eve to hospitable mirth.
 

II.
 

But when the Lord of Ocean from the stir
And tumult was retir’d, Cadwallon then
Thus render’d his account.
 

     When we had quell’d
The strength of Aztlan, we should have thrown down
Her altars, cast her Idols to the fire,
And on the ruins of her fanes accurst.
Planted the Cross triumphant. Vain it is
To sow the seed, where noxious weeds and briers
Must choke it in the growth.
 

     Yet I had hope
The purer influence of exampled good
Might to the saving knowledge of the truth
Lead this bedarken’d race; and when thy ship
Fell down the stream, to distant Britain bound,
All promis’d well. The Strangers’ God had prov’d
Mightier in war; and Aztlan could not chuse
 

But see, nor seeing could she fail to love,
The freedom of his service. Few were now
The offerings at her altars, few the youths
And virgins to the temple-toils devote.
Therefore the Priests combin’d to save their craft;
And soon the rumour ran of evil signs
And tokens; in the temple had been heard
Wailings and loud lament; the eternal fire
Gave dismally a dim and doubtful flame;
And from the censer, which at morn should steam
Sweet odours to the sun, a fetid cloud,
Black and portentous, rose. And now no Priest
Approached our dwelling. Even the friendly Prince
Yuhidthiton was at Caermadoc now
Rarely a guest; and, if that tried good will
Which once he bore us, did at times appear,
A sullen gloom and silence, like remorse,
Follow’d the imagin’d crime.
 

     But I the while
Reck’d not the brooding of the storm; for now
My father to the grave was hastening down.
Patiently did the pious man endure,
In faith anticipating blessedness,
Already more than man, in those sad hours
When man is meanest. I sate by his side
 

And pray’d with him, and talk’d with him of death,
And life to come. O Madoc! those were hours
Which even in anguish gave my soul a joy:
I think of them in solitude, and feel
The comfort of my faith.
 

     But when that time
Of bitterness was past, and I return’d
To daily duties, no suspicious sign
Betoken’d ill: the Priests among us came
As heretofore, and I their intercourse
Encouraged as I could, suspecting nought,
Nor conscious of the subtle-minded men
I dealt with, how inveterate in revenge,
How patient in deceit. Lincoya first
Forewarn’d me of the danger. He, thou know’st,
Had from the death of sacrifice escap’d,
And lived a slave among a distant tribe,
When, seeing us, he felt a hope, that we,
Lords, as he deem’d us, of the Elements,
Might pity his oppressed countrymen,
And free them from their bondage. Didst thou hear
How from yon devilish altars he was sav’d?
For in the eternal chain his fate and ours
Were link’d together then.
 

    The Prince replied,
I did but hear a broken tale. Tell on!
 

Among the Gods of yon unhappy race,
Tezealipoca as the chief they rank,
Or with the chief co-equal; maker he,
And Master of created things esteem’d.
He sits upon a throne of trophied skulls,
Hideous and huge; a shield is on his arm,
And with his black right hand he lifts, as though
In wrath, the menacing spear. His festival,
Of all this wicked nation’s wicked rites,
With most solemnity and circumstance,
And pomp of hellish piety, is held.
From all whom evil fortune hath subdu’d
To their inhuman thraldom, they select
Him whom they judge, for comely countenance,
And shapely form, and all good natural gifts,
Worthiest to be the victim; and for this
Was young Lincoya chosen, being in truth
The flower of all his nation. For twelve months,
Their custom is that this appointed youth
Be as the Idol’s living image held.
Garb’d therefore, like the Demon Deity,
 

Whene’er he goes abroad, an antic train
With music and with dance attend his way;
The crowd before him fall, and worship him;
And those infernal Priests, who guard him then
To be their victim and their feast at last,
At morning and at evening incense him,
And mock him with knee-reverence. Twenty days
Before the bloody festival arrive,
As ‘twere to make the wretch in love with life,
Four maids, the loveliest of the land, are given
In spousals. With Lincoya, all these rites
Duly were kept; and at the stated time,
Four maids, the loveliest of the land, were his.
Of these was one, whom even at that hour
He learnt to love, so excellently good
Was she; and she lov’d him, and pitied him.
She is the daughter of an aged Priest;
I oftentimes have seen her; and, in truth,
Compar’d with Britain’s maids so beautiful,
Or with the dark-eyed daughters of the South,
She would be lovely still. Her cotton vest
Falls to the knee, and leaves her olive arms
Bare in their beauty; loose, luxuriant, long,
Flow the black tresses of her glossy hair;
Mild is her eye’s jet lustre; and her voice!..
 

A soul which harbored evil never breath’d
Such winning tones.
 

     Thou know’st how manfully
These tribes, as if insensible to pain,
Welcome their death in battle, or in bonds
Defy their torturers. To Lincoya’s mind
Long preparation now had made his fate
Familiar; and, he says, the thought of death
Broke not his sleep, nor mingled with his dreams,
Till Coatel was his. But then it woke;..
It hung,.. it prest upon him like a weight
On one who scarce can struggle with the waves;
And when her soul was full of tenderness,
That thought recurring to her, she would rest
Her cheek on his, and weep.
 

     The day drew nigh;
And now the eve of sacrifice was come...
What will not woman, gentle woman, dare,
When strong affection stirs her spirit up?..
She gathered herbs, which, like our poppy, bear
The seed of sleep, and with the temple food
Mingled their power; herself partook the food,
So best to lull suspicion; and the youth,
Instructed well, when all were laid asleep,
Fled far away.
 

    After our conquering arms
Had freed the Hoamen from their wretched yoke,
Lincoya needed but his Coatel
To fill his sum of earthly happiness.
Her to the temple had her father’s vow
Awhile devoted, and some moons were still
To pass away, ere yet she might become
A sojourner with us, Lincoya’s wife,
When from the Paba’s wiles his watchful mind
Foreboded ill. He bade me take good heed,
And fear the sudden kindness of a foe.
I started at his words;.. these artful men,
Hostile at heart, as well we knew they were,
These were lip-lavish of their friendship now,
And courted confidence; while our tried friend
Yuhidthiton, estranged, a seldom guest,
Sullen and joyless, seem’d to bear at heart
Something that rankled there. These things were strange
The omens, too, had ceased;.. we heard no more
Of twilight voices, nor the unholy cloud
Steam’d from the morning incense. Why was this?
 

Young Malinal had from the hour of peace
Been our indweller, studious to attain
Our language and our arts. To him I told
 

These doubts, assur’d of his true love and truth;
For he had learnt to understand and feel
Our holy faith, and tended like a son,
Cynetha’s drooping age, and shar’d with me
His dying benediction. He, thus long
Intent on better things, had been estranged
From Aztlan and her councils; but at this
He judged it for her welfare and for ours,
Now to resume his rank;.. belike his voice
Might yet be heard, or, if the worst befell,
His timely warning save us from the snare.
 

But in their secret councils Malinal
No longer bore a part; the Chiefs and King
Yielding blind reverence to the Pabas now,
Deluded or dismay’d. He sent to say
Some treachery was design’d, and bade me charge
His brother with the crime. On that same day,
Lincoya came from Aztlan; he had found
Coatel laboring with a wretchedness
She did not seek to hide; and when the youth
Reveal’d his fear, he saw her tawny cheek
Whiten, and round his neck she clung and wept.
She told him something dreadful was at hand,
She knew not what; That, in the dead of midnight,
 

Coanocotzin at Mexitli’s shrine
Had stood with all his nobles; human blood
Had then been offered up, and secret vows
Vowed with mysterious horror: that but late,
When to her father of the days to come
She spake, and of Lincoya and her lot
Among the strangers, he had frown’d, and strove
Beneath dissembled anger to conceal
Oppressive grief. She knew not what to fear,
But something dreadful surely was at hand,
And she was wretched.
 

     When I heard these things,
Yuhidthiton and the Priest Helhua
Were in our dwellings. Them I called apart...
There should be peace between us, I began;
Why is it otherwise?
 

     The Priest replied,
Is there not peace, Cadwallon? Seek we not
More frequent and more friendly intercourse,
Even we, the servants of our Country-Gods,
Whose worship ye have changed, and for whose sake
We were, and would have been, your enemies?
But as those Gods have otherwise ordain’d,
Do we obey. Why, therefore, is this doubt?
 

The Power who led us hither, I replied,
Over the world of waters, who hath sav’d
And who will save his people, warns me now.
Then on Yuhidthiton I fixed my eye.
Danger is near! I cried; I know it near!
It comes from Aztlan.
 

     His disordered cheek,
And the forced and steady boldness of his eye,
Which in defiance met the look it fear’d,
Confess’d the crime. I saw his inward shame
Yet with a pride like angry innocence
Did he make answer, I am in your hands,
And you believe me treacherous!.. Kill me now.
 

Not so, Yuhidthiton! not so! quoth I;
You were the Strangers’ friend, and yet again
That wisdom may return. We are not changed;..
Lovers of peace, we know, when danger comes,
To make the evil on the guilty head
Fall heavily and sure! With our good arms,
And our good cause, and that Almighty One,
We are enough, had we no other aid,
We of Caermadoc here, to put to shame
Aztlan, with all her strength and all her wiles.
 

But even now is Madoc on the seas;
He leads our brethren here; and should he find
That Aztlan hath been false,.. oh! hope not then,
By force or fraud, to baffle or elude
Inevitable vengeance! While ye may,
Look to your choice; for we are friends or foes,
Even to your own desert.
 

     So saying, I left
The astonish’d men, whose unprovided minds
Fail’d them; nor did they aim at answer more,
But homeward went their way. Nor knew I then,..
For this was but a thing of yesterday,..
How near the help I boasted. Now, I trust,
Thy coming shall discomfit all their wiles.
 

III.
 

Not yet at rest, my sister! quoth the Prince,
As at her dwelling-door he saw the Maid
Sit gazing on that lovely moonlight scene:..
To bed, Goervyl!. Dearest, what hast thou
To keep thee wakeful here at this late hour,
When even I shalt bid a truce to thought,
And lay me down in peace?.. Good night, Goervyl!
Dear sister mine,.. my own dear mother’s child!
 

She rose, and, bending on with lifted arms,
Met the fond kiss; obedient then withdrew.
Yet could not he, so lightly as he ween’d,
Lay wakeful thoughts aside; for he foresaw
Long strife and hard adventure to atchieve,
And forms of danger vague disturb’d his dreams.
 

Early at morn the colonists arose;
Some pitch the tent-pole, and pin down the lines
That stretch the o’er-awning canvas; to the wood,
Others, with saw and axe and bill, for stakes
And undergrowth to weave the wicker walls;
These to the ships, with whom Cadwallon sends
The Elk and Bisori, broken to the yoke.
 

Ere noon, Erillyab and her son arrived
To greet the Chief. She wore no longer now
The lank, loose locks of careless widowhood;
Her braided tresses round her brow were bound,
Bedecked with tufts of grey and silvery plumes,
Plucked from the eagle’s pennons. She, with eye
And countenance which spake no feign’d delight,
Welcom’d her great deliverer. But her son
Had Nature character’d so legibly,
That when his tongue told fair, his face betray’d
The lurking falsehood; sullen, slow of speech,
Savage, down-looking, dark, that, at his words
Of welcome, Madoc in his heart conceived
Instinctive enmity.
 

     In a happy hour
Did the Great Spirit, said Erillyab,
Give bidding to the Winds to speed thee here!
 

For this I made my prayer; and when He sent
For the Beloved Teacher, to restore him
Eyesight and youth, of him I then besought,
As he had been thy friend and ours on earth,
That he would intercede... Brother, we know
That the Great Spirit loves thee; He hath blest
Thy going and thy coming, and thy friends
Have prospered for thy sake; and now, when first
The Powers of Evil do begin to work,
Lo! thou art here!.. Brother, we have obey’d
Thy will, and the Beloved Teacher’s words
Have been our law; but now the Evil Ones
Cry out for blood, and say they are athirst,
And threaten vengeance. I have brought the Priest,
To whom they spake in darkness;.. thou art wise,
And the Great Spirit will enlighten thee;..
We know not what to answer... Tell thy tale,
Neolin!
 

     Hereat did Madoc fix upon him
A searching eye; but he, no whit abash’d,
Began with firm effrontery his speech.
The Feast of the Departed is at hand,
And I, in preparation, on the Field
Of the Spirit past the night. It came to me
In darkness, after midnight, when the moon
 

Was gone, and all the stars were blotted out;
It gathered round me, with a noise of storms,
And entered into me, and I could feel
It was the Snake-God rolled and writh’d within;
And I, too, with the inward agony,
Roll’d like a snake, and writh’d. Give! give!’ he cried!
I thirst!.. His voice was in me, and it burnt
Like fire, and all my flesh and bones were shaken;
Till, with a throe which seem’d to rend my joints
Asunder, he past forth, and I was left
Speechless and motionless, gasping for breath.
 

Then Madoc, turning to Ayayaca,
Enquir’d, who is the man?.. The good old Priest
Replied, He hath attended from his youth
The Snake-God’s temple, and receiv’d for him
His offerings, and perform’d all sacrifice,
Till the Beloved Teacher made us leave
The wicked way.
 

     Hear me! quoth Neolin,
With antic gesture and loud vehemence;
Before this generation, and before
These ancient forests,.. yea, before yon lake
Was hollow’d out, or one snow-feather fell
 

On yonder mountain-top, now never bare,..
Before these things I was,.. where, or from whence,
I know not,.. who can tell? But then I was,
And in the shadow of the Spirit stood;
And I beheld the Spirit, and in him
Saw all things, even as they were to be;
And I held commune with him, not of words,
But thought with thought. Then was it given me
That I should choose my station, when my hour
Of mortal birth was come,.. hunter, or chief,
Or to be mightiest in the work of war,
Or in the shadow of the Spirit live,
And he in me. According to my choice,
For ever, overshadow’d by his power,
I walk among mankind. At times I feel not
The burthen of his presence; then am I
Like other men; but when the season comes,
Or if I seek the visitation, then
He fills me, and my soul is carried on,
And then do I forelive the race of men,
So that the things that will be, are to me
Past.
 

     Amalahta lifted then his eyes
A moment;.. It is true, he cried; “we know.
 

He is a gifted man, and wise beyond
The reach of mortal powers. Ayayaca
Hath also heard the warning.
 

     As I slept,
Replied the aged Priest, upon the Field
Of the Spirit, a loud voice awaken’d me,
Crying, I thirst! Give,.. give! or I will take!
And then I heard a hiss, as if a snake
Were threatening at my side... But saw you nothing?
Quoth Madoc. Nothing; for the night was dark.
And felt you nothing? said the Ocean Prince.
He answered, Nothing, only sudden fear...
No inward struggle, like possession?.. None.
I thought of the Beloved Teacher’s words,
And crost myself, and then he had no power.
 

Thou hast slept heretofore upon the Field,
Said Madoc: didst thou never witness voice,
Or ominous sound? Ayayaca replied,
Certes the Field is holy! it receives,
All the year long, the operative power
Which falleth from the sky, or from below
Pervades the earth; no harvest groweth there,
Nor tree, nor bush, nor herb is left to spring;
 

But there the virtue of the elements
Is gathered, till the circle of the months
Be full; then, when the Priest, by mystic rites,
Long vigils, and long abstinence prepar’d,
Goeth there to pass the appointed night alone,
The whole collected influence enters him.
Doubt not but I have felt strange impulses
On that mysterious field, and in my dreams
Been visited; and have heard sounds in the air,
I knew not what;.. but words articulate
Never till now. It was the Wicked One!
He wanted blood.
 

     Who says the Wicked One?
It was our fathers’ God! cried Neolin.
Sons of the Ocean! why should we forsake
The worship of our fathers? Ye obey
The White Man’s Maker; but to us was given
A different skin and speech and land and law.
The Snake God understands the Red-Man’s prayer,
And knows his wants, and loves him. Shame be to us,
That, since the Stranger here set foot among us,
We have let his lips be dry!
 

     Enough! replied
Madoc, who, at Cadwallon’s look, represt
His answering anger. We will hold a talk
 

Of this hereafter. Be ye sure, mean time,
That the Great Spirit will from Evil Powers
Protect his people. This, too, be ye sure,
That every deed of darkness shall be brought
To light,.. and woe be to the lying lips!
 

IV.
 

Soon as the coming of the fleet was known,
Had Queen Erillyab sent her hunters forth.
They from the forest now arrive, with store
Of venison; fires are built before the tents,
Where Llaian and Goervyl for their guests
Direct the feast; and now the ready board
With grateful odour steams. But while they sate
At meat, did Amalahta many a time
Lift his slow eye askance, and eagerly
Gaze on Goervyl’s beauty; for whate’er
In man he might have thought deform’d or strange
Seemed beautiful in her,.. her golden curls,
Bright eyes of heavenly blue, and that clear skin,
Blooming with health and youth and happiness.
He, lightly yielding to the impulse, bent
His head aside, and to Erillyab spake.
 

Mother, said he, tell them to give to me
That woman for my wife, that we may be
Brethren and friends. She, in the same low tone,
Rebuked him, in her heart too well aware
How far unworthy he. Abash’d thereby,
As he not yet had wholly shaken off
Habitual reverence, he sate sullenly,
Brooding in silence his imagin’d wiles,
By sight of beauty made more apt for ill;
For he himself being evil, good in him
Work’d evil.
 

     And now Madoc, pouring forth
The ripe metheglin, to Erillyab gave
The horn of silver brim. Taste, Queen and friend,
Said he, what from our father-land we bring,
The old beloved beverage. Sparingly
Drink; for it hath a strength to stir the brain,
And trouble reason, if intemperate lips
Abuse its potency. She took the horn,
And sipped with wary wisdom... Canst thou teach us
The art of this rare beverage? quoth the Queen,
Or is the gift reserv’d for ye alone,
By the Great Spirit, who hath favour’d ye
In all things above us?.. The Chief replied,
All that we know of useful and of good
 

Ye also shall be taught, that we may be
One people.
 

     While he spake, Erillyab past
The horn to Amalahta. Sparingly!
Madoc exclaim’d; but, when the savage felt
The luscious flavor and the poignant life,
He heeded nought beyond the immediate joy.
Deep did he drink, and still with clinching hands
Struggled, when from his lips, unsatisfied,
Erillyab pluck’d the horn with sharp reproof,
Chiding his stubborn wilfulness. Ere long
The generous liquor flush’d him: he could feel
His blood play faster, and the joyful dance
Of animal life within him. Bolder grown,
He at Goervyl lifts no longer now
The secret glance, but gloats with greedy eye;
Till, at the long and loathsome look abash’d,
She rose, and nearer to her brother drew,
On light pretence of speech, being half in fear.
But he, regardless of Erillyab now,
To Madoc cried aloud, Thou art a King,
And I a King!.. Give me thy sister there,
To be my wife, and then we will be friends,
And reign together.
 

     Let me answer him,

Madoc! Cadwallon cried. I better know
Their language, and will set aside all hope,
Yet not incense the savage... A great thing,
Prince Amalahta, hast thou ask’d! said he;
Nor is it in Lord Madoc’s power to give
Or to withhold; for marriage is with us
The holiest ordinance of God, whereon
The bliss or bane of human life depends.
Love must be won by love, and heart to heart
Linked in mysterious sympathy, before
We pledge the marriage vow; and some there are,
Who hold, that, e’er we enter into life,
Soul hath with soul been mated, each for each
Especially ordained. Prince Madoc’s will
Avails not, therefore, where this secret bond
Hath not been fram’d in Heaven.
 

     The skilful speech,
Which, with wild faith and reason, thus confirm’d
Yet tempered the denial, for a while
Silenced him, and he sate in moody dreams
Of snares and violence. Soon a drunken thirst,
And longing for the luscious beverage,
Drove those dark thoughts aside. More drink! quoth he.
Give me the drink!.. Madoc again repeats
His warning, and again with look and voice
 

Erillyab chides; but he, of all restraint
Impatient, cries aloud, Am I a child?
Give, give! or I will take!.. Perchance ye think
I and my God alike cry out in vain!
But ye shall find us true!
 

     Give him the horn!
Cadwallon answered; there will come upon him
Folly and sleep, and then an after-pain,
Which may bring wisdom with it, if he learn
Therefrom to heed our warning... As thou say’st,
No child art thou!.. The choice is in thy hand;..
Drink, if thou wilt, and suffer, and in pain
Remember us.
 

     He clinch’d the horn, and swill’d
The sweet intoxication copious down.
So bad grew worse. The potent draught provok’d
Fierce pride and savage insolence. Aye! now
It seems that I have taught ye who I am!
The inebriate wretch exclaim’d. This land is mine,
Not hers; the kingdom and the power are mine!
I am the master!
 

     Hath it made thee mad?
Erillyab cried... Ask thou the Snake-God that!
Quoth he; ask Neolin and Aztlan that!
Hear me, thou Son of the Waters! wilt thou have me
 

For friend or foe?.. Give me that woman there,
And store me with this blessed beverage,
And thou shalt dwell in my domains;.. or else,
Blood! blood! The Snake-God calls for blood; the Gods
Of Aztlan and the people call for blood;
They call on me, and I will give them blood,
Till they have had their fill!
 

     Meanwhile the Queen,
In wonder and amazement heard, and grief;
Watching the fiendish workings of his face,
And turning to the Prince at times, as if
She looked to him for comfort. Give him drink,
To be at peace! “ quoth Madoc. The good mead
Did its good office soon; his dizzy eyes
Roll’d with a sleepy swim; the joyous thrill
Died away; and, as every limb relax’d,
Down sunk his heavy head, and down he fell.
Then said the Prince, We must rejoice in this,
O Queen and friend, that, evil though it be,
Evil is brought to light: he hath divulged,
In this mad mood, what else had been conceal’d
By guilty cunning. Set a watch upon him,
And on Priest Neolin; they plot against us;
Your fall and mine do they alike conspire,
Being leagued with Aztlan to destroy us both.
 

Thy son will not remember that his lips
Have let the treason pass. Be wary, then,
And we shall catch the crafty in the pit
Which they have dug for us.
 

     Erillyab cast
A look of anger, made intense by grief,
On Amalahta... Cursed be the hour
Wherein I gave thee birth! she cried; that pain
Was light to what thy base and brutal nature
Hath sent into my soul... But take thou heed!
I have borne many a woe and many a loss,
My father’s realm, the husband of my youth,
My hope in thee!.. all motherly love is gone,..
Sufferance well nigh worn out.
 

     When she had ceas’d
Still the deep feeling fill’d her, and her eye
Dwelt on him, still in thought. Brother! she cried,
As Madoc would have soothed her, doubt not me!
Mine is no feeble heart. Abundantly
Did the Great Spirit overpay all woes,
And this the heaviest, when he sent thee here,
The friend and the deliverer. Evil tongues
May scatter lies; bad spirits and bad men
May league against thy life; but go thou on,
Brother! He loves thee, and will be thy shield.
 

V.
 

THIS is the day, when, in a foreign grave,
King Owen’s relics shall be laid to rest.
No bright emblazonries bedecked his bier,
No tapers blaz’d, no prelate sung the mass,
No choristers the funeral dirge inton’d,
No mitred abbots, and no tonsured train,
Lengthen’d the pomp of ceremonious woe.
His decent bier was with white linen spread
And canopied; two elks and bisons, yok’d,
Drew on the car; foremost Cadwallon bore
The Crucifix; with single voice distinct,
The good Priest Llorien chanted loud and deep
The solemn service; Madoc next the bier
Followe’d his father’s corpse; bareheaded then
Came all the people, silently and slow.
 

The burial-place was in a grassy plat,
A little level glade of sunny green,
Between the river and a rocky bank,
Which, like a buttress, from the precipice
Of naked rock sloped out. On either side
’Twas skirted by the woodlands. A stone cross
Stood on Cynetha’s grave, sole monument,
Beneath a single cocoa, whose straight trunk
Rose like an obelisk, and wav’d on high
Its palmy plumage, green and never sere.
Here, by Cynetha’s side, with Christian prayers,
All wrongs forgotten now, was Owen laid.
Rest, King of Gwyneth, in a foreign grave!
From foul indignity of Romish pride
And bigot priesthood, from a falling land
Thus timely snatched, and from the impending yoke,
Rest in the. kingdom of thy noble son!
 

Ambassadors from Aztlan in the vale
Awaited their return, — Yuhidthiton,
Chief of the Chiefs, and Helhua the Priest.
With these came Malinal. They met the Prince,
And with a sullen stateliness return’d
His salutation; then the Chief began:
Lord of the Strangers, hear me! by my voice
 

The People and the Pabas and the King
Of Aztlan speak. Our injured Gods have claim’d
Their wonted worship, and made manifest
Their wrath: we dare not impiously provoke
The Dreadful. Worship ye in your own way;
But we must keep the path our fathers kept.
 

We parted, O Yuhidthiton! as friends
And brethren, said the Christian Prince; alas,
That this should be our meeting! When we pledged,
In the broad daylight and the eye of Heaven,
Our hands in peace, ye heard and understood.
The will of God, and felt that it was good,
In reason and in heart. This calm assent
Ye would bely, by midnight miracles
Scar’d, and such signs of darkness as beseem
The daemons whom ye dread! or, likelier,
Dup’d by the craft of those accursed men
Whose trade is blood. Ask thou of thine own heart,
Yuhidthiton, — 
 

           But Helhua broke his speech:
Our bidding is to tell thee, quoth the Priest,
That Aztlan hath restor’d, and will maintain,
Her ancient faith. If it offendeth thee,
Move thou thy dwelling place.
 

           Madoc replied,
This day have I deposited in earth
My father’s bones; and where his bones are laid,
There mine shall moulder.
 

           Malinal at that
Advanced. — Prince Madoc, said the youth, I come,
True to thy faith and thee, and to the weal
Of Aztlan true, and bearing, for that truth,
Reproach and shame and scorn and obloquy.
In sorrow come I here, a banish’d man;
Here take, in sorrow, my abiding place,
Cut off from all my kin, from all old ties
Divorced; all dear, familiar countenances
No longer to be present to my sight;
The very mother-language which I learnt,
A lisping baby on my mother’s knees,
No more with its sweet sounds to comfort me.
So be it.! — To his brother then he turn’d:
Yuhidthiton, said he, when thou shalt find — 
As find thou wilt — that those accursed men
Have played the juggler with thee, and deceiv’d
Thine honest heart; when Aztlan groans in blood, — 
Bid her remember then, that Malinal
Is in the dwellings of her enemy.
Where all his hope in banishment hath been
 

To intercede for her, and heal her wounds,
And mitigate her righteous punishment.
 

Sternly and sullenly his brother heard;
Yet hearkened he as one whose heart perforce
Supprest its instinct; and there might be seen
A sorrow in his silent stubbornness.
And now his ministers on either hand
A water-vessel fill, and heap dry sedge
And straw before his face, and fire the pile.
He, looking upward, spread his arms, and cried,
Hear me, ye Gods of Aztlan, as we were,
And are, and will be yours! Behold your foes!
He stooped, and lifted up one ample urn, — 
Thus let their blood be shed! — And far away
He whirl’d the scattering water. Then again
Rais’d the full vase, — Thus let their lives be quench’d!
And out he pour’d it on the flaming pile.
The steam-cloud, hissing from the extinguish’d heap,
Spread like a mist; and, ere it melted off,
Homeward the heralds of the war had turn’d.
 

VI.
 

Hoamen in their Council-hall are met.
To hold the Feast of Souls! seat above seat,
Ranged round the circling theatre they sit.
No light but from the central fire, whose smoke,
Slow passing through the over aperture,
Excludes the day, and fills the conic roof,
And hangs above them like a cloud. Around,
The ghastly bodies of their chiefs are hung,
Shrivell’d and parched by heat; the humbler dead
Lie on the floor; white bones, exposed to view,
On deer or elk skin laid, or softer fur,
Or web, the work of many a mournful hour;
The loathlier forms of flesh mortality
Swath’d, and in decent tenderness conceal’d.
Beside each body pious gifts are laid,
Mantle and belt and feathery coronal,
 

The bow he used in war, his drinking-shell,
His arrows for the chase, the sarbacan,
Through whose long tube the slender shaft, breath-driven,
Might pierce the winged game. Husbands and wives,
Parents and children, there in death they lie;
The widow’d and the parent and the child
Look on in silence. Not a sound is heard
But of the crackling brand, or mouldering fire,
Or when, amid yon pendent string of shells,
The slow wind wakes a shrill and feeble sound, — 
A sound of sorrow to the mind attun’d
By sights of woe.
 

           Ayayaca at length
Came forward. — Spirits, is it well with ye?
Is it well, Brethren? said the aged Priest;
Have ye receiv’d your mourning, and the rites
Of righteous grief? or round your dwelling-place
Still do your shadows roam dissatisfied,
And to the cries of wailing woe return
A voice of lamentation? Teach us now,
If we in aught have fail’d, that I, your Priest,
When I shall join ye soon, as soon I must,
May unimpeded pass the perilous floods,
And in the Country of the Dead be hail’d
By you, with song and dance and grateful joy.
 

So saying, to the Oracle he turn’d,
Awaiting there the silence which implied
Peaceful assent. Against the eastern wall,
Fronting the narrow portal’s winding way,
An Image stood: a cloak of fur disguis’d
The rude proportion of its uncouth limbs;
The skull of some old seer of days of old
Topp’d it, and with a visor this was mask’d,
Honouring the oracular Spirit, who at times
There took his resting place. Ayayaca
Repeated, Brethren, is it well with ye?
And rais’d the visor. But he started back,
Appall’d and shuddering; for a moony light
Lay in its eyeless sockets, and there came
From its immovable and bony jaws
A long, deep groan, thrice uttered, and thrice felt
In every heart of all the hearers round.
The good old Priest stood tottering, like a man
Stricken with palsy; and he gaz’d with eyes
Of asking horror round, as if he look’d
For counsel in that fear. But Neolin
Sprung boldly to the oracle, and cried,
Speak, Spirit! tell us of our sin, and teach
The atonement! A sepulchral voice replied,
Ye have for other Gods forsaken us,
 

And we abandon you! — and crash with that,
The Image fell.
 

           A loud and hideous shriek,
As of a demon, Neolin set up;
So wild a yell, that, even in that hour,
Came with fresh terror to the startled ear.
While yet they sate, pale and irresolute,
Helhua the Azteca came in. He bore
A shield and arrow, tokens these of war,
Yet now beheld with hope, so great relief
They felt his human presence.
 

           Hoamen, hear me!
The messenger began; Erillyab, thou,
Elders and Priests and People! but chiefly thou,
Prince Amalahta, as of these by birth,
So now of years mature, the rightful Lord — 
Shall it be peace or war? — thus Aztlan saith;
She, in her anger, from the land will root
The Children of the Sea; but, viewing ye
In mercy, to your former vassalage
Invites ye, and remits the tribute lives,
And for rebellion claimeth no revenge.
 

Oh, praise your Gods! cried Neolin, and hail
This day-spring of new hope! Aztlan remits
 

The tribute lives, — what more could Madoc give?
She claimeth no revenge, and, if she claim’d,
He could not save. O Hoamen, bless your Gods;
Appease them! Thou, Prince Amalahta, speak,
And seize the mercy.
 

           Amalahta stood
In act of speech; but then Erillyab rose. — 
Who gives thee, boy, this Elder’s privilege?
The Queen exclaim’d; — and thou, Priest Neolin,
Curb thou thy traitorous tongue! The reign is mine;
I hold it from my father, he from his;
Age before age, beyond the memory
Of man it hath been thus. My father fell
In battle for his people, and his sons
Fell by his side; they perish’d, but their names
Are with the names we love, — their happy souls
Pursue in fields of bliss the shadowy deer;
The spirit of that noble blood which ran
From their death-wounds is in the ruddy clouds,
Which go before the Sun, when he comes forth
In glory. Last of that illustrious race
Was I, Erillyab. Ye remember well,
Elders, that day when I assembled here
The people, and demanded at their choice
The worthiest, to perpetuate our old line
 

Of Kings and Warriors. — To the wind he spread
His black and blood-red banner. Even now
I hear his war-drum’s tripled sound, that call’d
The youth to battle; even now behold
The hope which lit his dark and fiery eye,
And kindled with a sunnier glow his cheek,
As he from yonder war-pole, in his pride,
Took the death-doers down. — Lo, here the bones
Of King Tepollomi! — my husband’s bones! — 
There should be some among ye who beheld,
When, all with arrows quilled, and cloth’d with blood
As with a purple garment, he sustain’d
The unequal conflict, till the Aztecas
Took him at vantage, and their monarch’s club
Let loose his struggling soul. Look, Hoamen, here,
See through how wide a wound his spirit fled!
Twenty long years of mournful widowhood
Have passed away; so long have I maintain’d
The little empire left us, loving well
My people, and by them as well belov’d.
Say, Hoamen, am I still your Queen?
 

           At once
The whole assembly rose with one acclaim, — 
Still, O Erillyab, O Beloved, rule
Thy own beloved people!
 

           But the Gods!
Cried Amalahta; — but the Oracle!
The Oracle! quoth she; what hath it said
That forty years of suffering hath not taught
This wretched people? — They abandon us?
So let them go! Where were they at that hour,
When, like a blasting night-wind in the spring,
The multitudes of Aztlan came upon us?
Where were they when my father went to war?
Where were they when thy father’s stiffen’d corpse,
Even after death a slave, held up the lamp
To light his conqueror’s revels? — Think not, Boy,
To palter with me thus! A fire may tremble
Within the sockets of a skull, and groans
May issue from a dead man’s fleshless jaws,
And images may fall, and yet no God
Be there! — If it had walked abroad with life,
That had indeed been something!
 

           Then she turned
Her voice toward the people. — Ye have heard
This Priest of Aztlan, whose insidious tongue
Bids ye desert the Children of the Sea,
And vow again your former vassalage.
Speaks Aztlan of the former? O my people!
I too, could tell ye of the former days,
 

When yonder plain was ours, with all its woods
And waters and savannas! — of those days,
When, following where her husband’s stronger arm
Had open’d the light glebe, the willing wife
Dropt in the yellow maize; ere long to bear
Its increase to the general store, and toss
Her flowing tresses in the dance of joy.
And I could tell ye how those summer stores
Were hoarded for the invader’s winter feasts;
And how the widows clipped those flowing locks,
To strew them, not upon their husband’s grave, — 
Their husbands had no graves! — but on the rocks
And mountains in their flight. And even these rocks
And mountains could not save us! year by year,
Our babes, like firstlings of the flock, were cull’d
To be the banquet of these Aztecas!
This very wretch, who tells us of the past,
Hath chosen them for the butchery. — Oh, I thank you
For this brave anger! — in your name I take
The war-gift!
 

           Gods of Aztlan! Helhua cried,
As to Erillyab’s ready hand he gave
The deadly tokenl, in your name I give
The war-gift! Ye have thirsted over long;
Take now your fill of blood! — He turned away;
 

And Queen Erillyab bade the tribe fulfil
Their customary rites.
 

           Each family
Bore its own dead, and to the general grave,
With melancholy song and sob of woe,
The slow procession moves. The general grave
Was delved within a deep and shady dell,
Fronting a cavern in the rock, — the scene
Of many a bloody rite ere Madoc came, — 
A temple, as they deem’d, by Nature made,
Where the Snake-Idol stood. On fur and cloth.
Of woven grass, they lay their burthens down,
Within the ample pit; their offerings range
Beside, and piously a portion take
Of that cold earth, to which for ever now
Consign’d they leave their fathers, dust to dust;
Sad relic that, and wise remembrancer.
But, as with bark and resinous boughs they pile
The sepulchre, suddenly Neolin
Sprung up aloft, and shrieked, as one who treads
Upon a viper in his heedless path.
The God! the very God! he cried, and howl’d
One long, shrill, piercing, modulated cry;
Whereat from that dark temple issu’d forth
A Serpent, huge and hideous. On he came,
 

Strait to the sound, and curl’d around the Priest
His mighty folds innocuous, overtopping
His human height, and, arching down his head,
Sought in the hands of Neolin for food;
Then questing, rear’d and stretch’d and wav’d his neck,
And glanced his forky tongue. Who then had seen
The man, with what triumphant fearlessness,
Arms, thighs, and neck, and body, wreath’d and ring’d
In those tremendous folds, he stood secure,
Play’d with the reptile’s jaws, and call’d for food,
Food for the present God! — who then had seen
The fiendish joy which fir’d his countenance,
Might well have ween’d that he had summon’d up
The dreadful monster from its native Hell,
By devilish power, himself a fiend inflesh’d.
 

Blood for the God! he cried; Lincoya’s blood!
Friend of the Serpent’s foe! — Lincoya’s blood!
Cried Amalahta; and the people turn’d
Their eyes to seek the victim, as if each
Sought his own safety in that sacrifice.
Alone Erillyab raised her voice, confus’d,
But not confounded; she alone exclaim’d,
Madoc shall answer this! Unheard her voice
By the bewilder’d people, by the Priest
 

Unheeded; and Lincoya sure had fallen
The victim of their terror n that hour
Had he been found; but, when his watchful eye
Beheld the monster from his den come forth,
He fled to bear the tidings. — Neolin
Repeats the accursed call, Food for the God!
Ayayaca, his unbelieving Priest!
At once all eager eyes were fix’d on him;
But he came forward calmly at the call.
Lo! here am I! quoth he; and, from his head
Plucking the thin gray hairs, he dealt them round. — 
Countrymen, kinsmen, brethren, children, take
These in remembrance of me! there will be
No relick of your aged Priest but this.
From manhood to old age, full threescore years,
Have I been your true servant: fit it is
That I, who witness’d Aztlan’s first assault,
Should perish her last victim! — And he mov’d
Towards the death; but then Erillyab
Seiz’d him, and by the garment drew him, back! — 
By the Great Spirit, but he shall not die!
The Queen exclaim’d; nor shalt thou triumph thus,
Lyar and traitor! Hoamen, to your homes!
Madoc shall answer this!
 

           Irresolute
They heard, and inobedient; to obey
Fearing, yet fearful to remain. Anon
The Queen, repeats her bidding, To your homes,
My people! — But when Neolin perceiv’d
The growing stir and motion of the crowd,
As from the outward ring they mov’d away,
He uttered a new cry, and, disentangling
The passive reptile’s folds, rush’d out among them,
With outstretch’d hands, like one possess’d, to seize
His victim. Then they fled; for who could tell
On whom the madman, in that hellish fit,
Might cast the lot? An eight-years boy he seiz’d,
And held him by the leg, and, whirling him
In ritual dance, till breath and sense were gone,
Set up the death-song of the sacrifice.
Amalahta, and what others rooted love
Of evil leagued with. him, accomplices
In treason, join’d the death-song and the dance.
Some, too, there were, believing what they fear’d,
Who yielded to their old idolatry,
And mingled in the worship. Round and round
The accursed minister of murder whirl’d
His senseless victim; they, too, round and round
In maddening motion, and with maddening cries
 

Revolving, whirled and wheeled. At length, when now,
According to old rites, he should have dash’d
On the stone Idol’s head the wretch’s brains,
Neolin stopt, and once again began
The long, shrill, piercing, modulated cry.
The Serpent knew the call, and, rolling on,
Wave above wave, his rising length, advanced
His open jaws; then, with the expected prey,
Glides to the dark recesses of his den.
 

VII.
 

Meantime Erillyab’s messenger had girt
His loins, and, like a roebuck, o’er the hills
He sped. He met Cadwallon and the Prince
In arms, so quickly Madoc had obey’d
Lincoya’s call: at noon he heard the call,
And still the sun was riding high in heaven,
When up the valley where the Hoamen dwelt
He led his twenty spears. O welcome, friend
And brother! cried the Queen. Even as thou saidst,
So hath it proved; and those accursed schemes
Of treachery, which that wretched boy reveal’d
Under the influence of thy potent drink,
Have ripen’d to effect. From what a snare
The timely warning saved me! for, be sure,
What I had seen I else should have believed,
In utter fear confounded. The Great Spirit,
 

Who taught thee to foresee the evil thing,
Will give thee power to quell it.
 

           On they went
Toward the dell, where now the Idolaters
Had built their dedicated fire, and still
With feast, and fits of song, and violent dance,
Pursued their rites. When Neolin perceived
The Prince approach, fearlessly he came forth,
And raised his arm, and cried, Strangers, away!
Away, profane! hence to your mother-land!
Hence to your waters! for the God is here; — 
He came for blood, and he shall have his fill!.
Impious, away!
 

           Seize him! exclaimed the Prince;
Nor had he time for motion nor for flight,
So instantly was that command obey’d.
Hoamen, said Madoc, hear me! — I came here,
Stranger alike to Aztlan and to you;
I found ye an oppressed, wretched race,
Groaning beneath your chains; at your request,
For your deliverance I unsheath’d the sword,
Redeemed ye from your bondage, and preserv’d
Your children from the slaughter. With those foes,
Whose burden ye for forty years endur’d,
This traitor hath conspir’d, against yourselves,
 

Your Queen, and me, your friend; the solemn faith
Which in the face of yonder sun we pledged,
Each to the other, this accursed man
Hath broken, and hath stained his hands this day
With innocent blood. Life must atone for life:
Ere I destroy the Serpent, whom his wiles
Have train’d so well, last victim, he shall glut
The monster’s maw.
 

           Strike, man! quoth Neolin:
This is my consummation, the reward
Of my true faith! the best that I could ask,
The best the God could give: — to rest in him,
Body with body be incorporate,
Soul into soul absorb’d, and I and he
One life, inseparable, for ever more.
Strike! I am weary of this mortal part;
Unite me to the God!
 

           Triumphantly
He spake; the assembl’d people, at his words,
With rising awe gaz’d on the miscreant;
Madoc himself, when now he would have giv’n
The sign for death, in admiration paus’d;
Such power hath fortitude. And he perceiv’d
The auspicious moment, and set up his cry.
Forth, from the dark recesses of the cave,
 

The Serpent came: the Hoamen at the sight
Shouted; and they who held the Priest, appall’d,
Relax’d their hold. On came the mighty Snake,
And twin’d, in many a wreath, round Neolin,
Darting aright, aleft, his sinuous neck,
With searching eye, and lifted jaw, and tongue
Quivering, and hiss as of a heavy shower
Upon the summer woods. The Britons stood
Astounded at the powerful reptile’s bulk,
And that strange sight. His girth was as of man;
But easily could he have overtopp’d
Goliath’s helm’d head, or that huge King
Of Basan, hugest of the Anakim.
What then was human strength, if once involv’d
Within those dreadful coils? — The multitude
Fell prone, and worshipp’d; pale Erillyab grew,
And turn’d upon the Prince a doubtful eye; The
Britons too were pale, albeit they held
Their spears protended; and they also look’d
On Madoc, who the while stood silently,
Contemplating how wiseliest he might cope
With that surpassing strength.
 

           But Neolin,
Well hoping now success, when he had aw’d
The general feeling thus, exclaim’d aloud,
 

Blood for the God! give him the Stranger’s blood!
Avenge him on his foes! and then, perchance,
Terror had urged them to some desperate deed,
Had Madoc ponder’d more, or paus’d in act
One moment. From the sacrificial flames
He snatch’d a firebrand, and with fire and sword
Rush’d at the monster; back the monster drew
His head upraised recoiling, and the Prince
Smote Neolin; all circled as he was,
And clipped in his false Deity’s embrace,
Smote he the accursed Priest; the avenging sword
Fell on his neck; through flesh and bone it drove
Deep in the chest: the wretched criminal
Tottered, and those huge rings a moment held
His bloody corpse upright, while Madoc struck
The Serpent: twice he struck him, and the sword
Glanced from the impenetrable scales; nor more
Availed its thrust, though driven by that strong arm;
For on the unyielding skin the temper’d blade
Bent. He sprung upward then, and in the eyes
Of the huge monster flash’d the fiery brand.
Impatient of the smoke and burning, back
The reptile wreath’d, and from his loosening clasp
Dropt the dead Neolin, and turn’d, and fled
To his dark den.
 

           The Hoamen, at that sight,
Rais’d a loud wonder-cry with one accord,
Great is the Son of Ocean, and his God
Is mightiest! But Erillyab silently
Approach’d the great Deliverer: her whole frame
Trembled with strong emotion; and she took
His hand, and gazed a moment earnestly,
Having no power of speech, till with a gush
Of tears her utterance came, and she exclaim’d,
Blessed art thou, my brother! for the power
Of God is in thee! and she would have kiss’d
His hand in adoration; but he cried,
God is indeed with us, and in his name
Will we complete the work! — then to the cave
Advanced, and call’d for fire. Bring fire! quoth he;
By his own element this spawn of hell
Shall perish! and he entered to explore
The cavern depths. Cadwallon followed him,
Bearing in either hand a flaming brand;
For sword or spear avail’d not.
 

           Far in the hill,
Cave within cave, the ample grotto pierced,
Three chambers in the rock. Fit vestibule
The first to that wild temple, long and low,
Shut out the outward day. The second vault
 

Had its own daylight from a central chasm
High in the hollow; here the Image stood,
Their rude idolatry, — a sculptured snake, — 
If term of art may such misshapen form
Beseem, — around a human figure coil’d,
And all begrimed with blood. The inmost cell
Dark; and far up, within its blackest depth,
They saw the Serpent’s still small eye of fire.
Not if they thinn’d the forest for their pile,
Could they with flame or suffocating smoke
Destroy him there; for through the open roof
The clouds would pass away. They paus’d not long:
Drive him beneath the chasm, Cadwallon cried,
And hem him in with fire, and from above
We crush him.
 

           Forth they went, and climbed the hill,
With all their people. Their united strength
Loosened the rocks, and ranged them round the brink,
Impending. With Cadwallon on the height
Ten Britons wait; ten with the Prince descend,
And, with a firebrand each in either hand,
Enter the outer cave. Madoc advanced;
And, at the entrance of the inner den,
He took his stand alone. A bow he bore,
And arrows round whose heads dry tow was twin’d,
 

In pine-gum dipped; he kindled these, and shot
The fiery shafts. Upon the mailed skin,
As on a rock, the bone-tipt arrows fell;
But, at their bright and blazing light effray’d,
Out rush’d the reptile. Madoc from his path
Retir’d against the side, and called his men;
And in they came, and circled round the Snake,
And, shaking all their flames, as with a wheel
Of fire they ring’d him in. From side to side
The monster turns; — where’er he turns, the flame
Flares in his nostrils and his blinking eyes;
Nor aught against the dreaded element
Did that brute force avail, which could have crush’d
Milo’s young limbs, or Theban Hercules,
Or old Manoah’s mightier son, ere yet
Shorn of his strength. They press him now, and now
Give back, here urging, and here yielding way,
Till right beneath the chasm they centre him.
At once the crags are loosed, and down they fall
Thundering. They fell like thunder; but the crash
Of scale and bone was heard. In agony
The Serpent writh’d beneath the blow; in vain
From under the incumbent load essay’d
To drag his mangled folds. One heavier stone
Fasten’d and flattened him; yet still, with tail
 

Ten cubits long, he lash’d the air, and foin’d
From side to side, and rais’d his raging head
Above the height of man, though half his length
Lay mutilate. Who then had felt the force
Of that wild fury, little had to him
Buckler or corselet profited, or mail,
Or might of human arm. The Britons shrunk
Beyond its arc of motion; but the Prince
Took a long spear, and, springing on the stone
Which fix’d the monster down, provok’d his rage.
Uplifts the Snake his head retorted, high
He lifts it over Madoc, then darts down
To seize his prey. The Prince, with foot advanced,
Inclines his body back, and points the spear
With sure and certain aim, then drives it up
Into his open jaws; two cubits deep
It pierced, the monster forcing on the wound.
He clos’d his teeth for anguish, and bit short
The ashen hilt. But not the rage which now
Clangs all his scales can from its seat dislodge
The barbed shaft; nor those contortions wild,
Nor those convulsive shudderings, nor the throes
Which shake his inmost entrails, as with the air
In suffocating gulps the monster now
Inhales his own life-blood. The Prince descends;
 

He lifts another lance; and now the Snake,
Gasping as if exhausted, on the ground
Reclines his head one moment. Madoc seiz’d
That moment, planted in his eye the spear;
Then, setting foot upon his neck, drove down
Through bone and brain and throat, and to the earth
Infix’d the mortal weapon. Yet once more
The Snake essayed to rise; his dying strength
Fail’d him, nor longer did those mighty folds
Obey the moving impulse, crush’d and scotch’d;
In every ring, through all his mangled length,
The shrinking muscles quivered, then collaps’d
In death.
 

           Cadwallon and his comrades now
Enter the den; they roll away the crag
Which fix’d him down, pluck out the mortal spear,
Then drag him forth to day; the force conjoin’d
Of all the Britons difficulty drag
His lifeless bulk. But when the Hoamen saw
That form portentous trailing in its gore,
The jaws which in the morning they had seen
Purpled with: human blood, now in their own
Blackening, — aknee they fell before the Prince,
And, in adoring admiration rais’d
Their hands with one accord, and all in fear
 

Worshipped the mighty Deicide. But he,
Recoiling from those sinful honors, cried,
Drag out the Idol now, and heap the fire,
That all may be consum’d!
 

           Forthwith they heaped
The sacrificial fire, and on the pile
The Serpent, and the Image and the corpse
Of Neolin were laid; with prompt supply
They feed the raging flames, hour after hour,
Till now the black and nauseous smoke is spent,
And, mingled with the ruins of the pile,
The undistinguishable ashes lay.
Go! cried Prince Madoc, cast them in the stream,
And scatter them upon the winds, that so
No relic of this foul idolatry
Pollute the land. To-morrow meet me here,
Hoamen, and I will purify yon den
Of your abominations. Come ye here
With humble hearts; for ye, too, in the sight.
Of the Great Spirit, the Beloved One,
Must be made pure, and cleans’d from your offence,
And take upon yourselves his holy law.
 

VIII.
 

How beautiful, O Sun, is thine uprise,
And on how fair a scene! Before the Cave
The Elders of the Hoamen wait the will
Of their Deliverer; ranged without their ring,
The tribe look on, thronging the narrow vale,
And what of gradual rise the shelving comb
Display’d, or steeper eminence of wood,
Broken with crags and sunny slope of green,
And grassy platform. With the Elders sate
The Queen and Prince, their rank’s prerogative,
Excluded else for sex unfit, and youth
For counsel immature. Before the arch,
To that rude fane, rude portal, stands the Cross,
By Madoc’s hand victorious planted there.
And, lo, Prince Madoc comes! no longer mail’d
 

In arms of mortal might; the spear and sword,
The hauberk and the helmet laid aside,
Gorget and gauntlet, greaves and shield, — he comes
In peaceful tunic clad, and mantle long;
His hyacinthine locks now shadowing
That face, which late, with iron overbrow’d,
Struck from within the aventayle such awe
And terror to the heart. Bareheaded he,
Following the servant of the altar, leads
The reverential train. Before them, rais’d
On high, the sacred images are borne;
There, in faint semblance, holiest Mary bends
In virgin beauty o’er her babe divine, — 
A sight which almost to idolatry
Might win the soul by love. But who can gaze
Upon that other. form, which on the rood
In agony is stretch’d? — his hands transfix’d,
And lacerate with the body’s pendent weight;
The black and deadly paleness of his face,
Streak’d with the blood which from that crown of scorn
Hath ceas’d to flow; the side-wound streaming still;
And open still those eyes, from which the look
Not yet hath passed away, that went to, Heaven,
When, in that hour, the Son of Man exclaim’d,
Forgive them, for they know not what they do!
 

And now, arrived before the cave, the train
Halt to the assembled elders, where they sate
Ranged in half-circle, Madoc then advanced,
And raised, as if in act to speak, his hand.
Thereat was every human sound suppress’d;
And every quickened ear and eager eye
Center’d on his lips.
 

           The Prince began, — 
Hoamen, friends, brethren, — friends we have been long,
And brethren shall be, ere the day go down, — 
I come not here propounding doubtful things,
For counsel, and deliberate resolve
Of searching thought; but with authority
From Heaven, to give the law, and to enforce
Obedience. Ye shall worship God alone,
The One Eternal. That Beloved One
Ye shall not serve with offer’d fruits, or smoke
Of sacrificial fire, or blood, or life;
Far other sacrifice he claims, — a soul
Resign’d, a will subdued, a heart made clean
From all offence. Not for your lots on earth,
Menial or mighty, slave or highly-born,
For cunning in the chase, or strength in war,
Shall ye be judged hereafter; — as ye keep
The law of love, as ye shall tame your wrath,
 

Forego revenge, forgive your enemies,
Do good to them that wrong ye, ye will find
Your bliss or bale. This law came down from Heaven.
Lo, ye behold Him there by whom it came;
The Spirit was in Him, and for the sins
Of man He suffer’d thus, and by His death
Must all mankind be blest. Not knowing Him,
Ye wandered on in error; knowing now,
And not obeying, what was error once
Is guilt and wilful wrong. If ever more
Ye bow to your false deities the knee,
If ever more ye worship them with feast,
Or sacrifice or dance, whoso offends
Shall from among the people be cut off
Like a corrupted member, lest he taint
The whole with death. With what appointed rites
Your homage must be paid, ye shall be taught;
Your children, in the way that they shall go,
Train’d from childhood up. Make ye, meantime,
Your prayer to that Beloved One who sees
The secrets of all hearts; and set ye up
This, the memorial of his chosen Son,
And Her who, blessed among women, fed
The Appointed at Her breast, and by His cross
Endur’d intenser anguish, therefore sharing
 

His glory now, with sunbeams rob’d, the Moon
Her footstool, and a wreath of stars her crown.
 

Hoamen, ye deem us children of a race
Mightier than ye, and wiser, and by heaven
Beloved and favour’d more. From this pure law
Hath all proceeded, — wisdom, power, whate’er
Here elevates the soul, and makes it ripe
For higher powers and more exalted bliss.
Share then our law, and be with us, on earth,
Partakers of these blessings, and in Heaven
Co-heritors with us of endless joy.
 

Ere yet one breath or motion had disturb’d
The reverential hush, Erillyab rose.
My people, said the Queen, their God is best
And mightiest. Him to whom we offer’d up
Blood of our blood, and of our flesh the flesh,
Vainly we deemed divine; no spirit he
Of good or evil, by the conquering arm
Of Madoc mortal proved. What then remains,
But that the blessing proffer’d thus in love,
In love we take? — Deliverer; Teacher, Friend,
First in the fellowship of faith I claim
The initiatory rite.
 

           I also, cried
The venerable Priest Ayayaca,
Old as I am, I also, like a child,
Would learn this wisdom yet before I die.
The Elders rose, and answered, We and all!
And from the congregated tribe burst forth
One universal shout: — Great is the God
Of Madoc, — worthy to be serv’d is He!
 

Then to the mountain rivulet, which roll’d
Like amber over its dark bed of rock,
Did Madoc lead Erillyab, in the name
Of Jesus, to his Christian family,
Accepted now. On her and on her son,
The Elders and the People, Llorien
Sprinkled the sanctifying waters. Day
Was scarcely two hours old when he began
His work, and when he ceas’d, the sun had past
The heights of noon. Ye saw that blessed work,
Sons of the Cymry, Cadog, Deiniol,
Padarn, and Teilo! ye whose sainted names
Your monumental temples still record;
Thou, David, still rever’d, who in the vale,
Where, by old Hatterill’s wintry torrents swoln,
Rude Hodney rolls his raging stream, didst choose
 

Thy hermit home; and ye who by the sword
Of the fierce Saxon, when the bloodier Monk
Urged on the work of murder, for your faith
And freedom fell, — Martyrs and Saints, ye saw
This triumph of the Cymry and the Cross,
And struck your golden harps to hymns of joy.
 

IX.
 

As now the rites were ended, Caradoc
Came from the ships, leading an Azteca
Guarded and bound. Prince Madoc, said the Bard,
Lo! the first captive of our arms I bring.
Alone, beside the river I had stray’d,
When, from his lurking-place, the savage hurl’d
A javelin. At the rustle of the reeds,
From whence the blow was aim’d, I turn’d in time,
And heard it whizz beside me. Well it was,
That from the ships they saw and succour’d me;
For, subtle as a serpent in my grasp,
He seem’d all joint and flexure; nor had I
Armour to ward, nor weapon to offend,
To battle all unus’d and unprepar’d;
But I too, here upon this barbarous land,
 

Like Elmur and like Arohan of old,
Must lift the ruddy spear.
 

           This is no day
For vengeance, answered Madoc, else his deed
Had met no mercy. Freely let him go!
Perchance the tidings of our triumph here
May yet reclaim his country. — Azteca,
Go, let your Pabas know that we have crush’d
Their complots here; beneath our righteous sword
The Priest and his false Deity have fallen;
The idols been consum’d, and, in their stead,
The emblems of our holy faith set up,
Whereof the Hoamen have this day been made
Partakers. Say to Aztlan, when she too,
Will make her temples clean, and put away
Her foul abominations, and accept
The Christian Cross, that Madoc then accords
Forgiveness for the past, and peace to come.
This better part let her, of her free will
And wisdom, choose in time.
 

           Till Madoc spake,
The captive reckless of his peril stood,
Gazing with resolute and careless eye,
As one in whom the lot of life or death
Moved neither fear nor feeling; but that eye
 

Now sparkling with defiance, — Seek ye peace?
He cried; O weak and woman-hearted man!
Already wouldst thou lay the sword to rest?
Not with the burial of the sword this strife
Must end; for never doth the Tree of Peace
Strike root and flourish, till the strong man’s hand
Upon his enemy’s grave hath planted it.
Come ye to Aztlan then in quest of peace?
Ye feeble souls, if that be what ye seek
Fly hence! our Aztlan suffers on her soil
No living stranger.
 

           Do thy bidding, Chief!
Calmly Cadwallon answered. To her choice
Let Aztlan look, lest what she now reject
In insolence of strength, she take upon her
In sorrow, and in suffering, and in shame,
By strong compulsion, penitent too late.
Thou hast beheld our ships with gallant men
Freighted, a numerous force; — and for our arms, — 
Surely thy nation hath acquir’d of them
Disastrous knowledge.
 

           Curse upon your arms!
Exclaimed the Savage. — Is there one among you
Dare lay that cowardly advantage by,
And meet me, man to man, in honest strife?
 

That I might grapple with him, weaponless,
On yonder rock, breast against breast, fair force
Of limb and breath and blood; — till one or both,
Dashed down the shattering precipice, should feed
The mountain-eagle! — Give me, I beseech you,
That joy!
 

           As wisely, said Cynetha’s son,
Thy foe might challenge thee, and bid thee let
Thy strong right hand hang idle in the fray,
That so his weakness with thy strength might cope
In equal battle! — Not in wrongful war,
The tyrants of our weaker brethren,
Wield we these dreadful arms; — but when assail’d
By fraud and force, when called upon to aid
The feeble and oppressed, shall we not
Then put our terrors forth, and thunder-strike
The guilty?
 

           Silently the Savage heard;
Joy brighten’d in his eyes, as they unloos’d
His bonds; he stretch’d his arms at length, to feel
His liberty; and, like a greyhound then
Slipt from the leash, he bounded o’er the hills.
What was from early morning till noon day
The steady travel of a well-girt man,
He, with fleet feet and unfatiguable,
 

In three short hours hath traversed; in the lake
He dash’d, now shooting forth his pointed arms,
Arrow-like darting on; recumbent now,
Forces, with springing feet, his easier way;
Then with new speed, as freshen’d by repose,
Again he breasts the water. On the shore
Of Aztlan now he stands, and breathes at will,
And wrings his dripping locks; then through the gate
Pursued his way.
 

           Green garlands deck the gate;
Gay are the temples with green boughs affix’d;
The door-posts and the lintels hung with wreaths;
The fire of sacrifice, with flames bedimm’d,
Burns in the sunlight, pale; the victims wait
Around, impatient of their death delay’d.
The Priest, before Tezcalipoca’s shrine,
Watches the maize-strewn threshold, to announce
The footsteps of the God; for this the day,
When to his favour’d city he vouchsafes
His annual presence, and, with unseen feet,
Imprints the maize-strewn threshold; follow’d soon
By all whose altars with eternal fires
Aztlan illum’d, and fed with human blood; — 
Mexitli, woman-born, who from the womb,
Child of no mortal sire, leaped terrible,
 

The arm’d avenger of his mother’s fame;
And he whose will the subject winds obey,
Quetzalcoatl, and Tlaloc, Water-God,
And all the host of Deities, whose power
Requites with bounty Aztlan’s pious zeal,
Health and rich increase giving to her sons,
And withering in the war her enemies.
So taught the Priests; and therefore were the gates
Green-garlanded, the temples green with boughs,
The door-posts and the lintels hung with wreaths;
And yonder victims, ranged around the fire,
Are destined, with the steam of sacrifice,
To greet their dreadful coming.
 

           With the train.
Of Warrior-Chiefs Coanacotzin stood,
That, when the Priest proclaim’d the enter’d God,
His lips before the present Deity
Might pour effectual prayer. The assembled Chiefs
Saw Tlalala approach, more welcome now,
As one whose absence from the appointed rites
Had waken’d fear and wonder. — Think not ye,
The youth exclaimed, careless impiety
Could this day lead me wandering. I went forth
To dip my javelin in the Strangers’ blood, — 
A sacrifice, methought, our Gods had lov’d
 

To scent, and sooner hastened to enjoy.
I fail’d, and fell a prisoner; but their fear
Released me, — coward fear, or idiot hope,
That, like Yuhidthiton, I might become
Their friend, and merit chastisement from Heaven,
Pleading the Strangers’ cause. They bade me go,
And proffer peace. — Chiefs, were it possible
That tongue of mine could win you to that shame,
Out would I pluck the member, though my soul
Followed its bloody roots. The Stranger finds
No peace in Aztlan but the peace of death!
 

’Tis bravely said! Yuhidthiton replied,
And fairly may’st thou boast, young Tlalala;
For thou art brave in battle. Yet ‘twere well
If that same fearless tongue were taught to check
Its boyish license now. No law forbade
Our friendship with the Stranger, when my voice
Pleaded for proffered peace; that fault I shar’d
In common with the King, and with the Chiefs,
The Pabas, and the People, none foreseeing
Danger or guilt: but, when at length the Gods
Made evident their wrath in prodigies,
I yielded to their manifested will
My prompt obedience. — Bravely hast thou said,
 

And brave thou art, young Tyger of the War!
But thou hast dealt with other enemies
Than these impenetrable men, — with foesÊ
Whose conquer’d Gods lie idle in their chains,
And with tame weakness brook captivity.
When thou hast met the strangers in the fight,
And in the doings of that fight outdone
Yuhidthiton, revile him then for one
Slow to defend his country and his faith;
Till then, with reverence, as beseems thy youth,
Respect thou his full fame!
 

           I wrong it not!
I wrong it not! cried the young Azteca;
But truly, as I hope to equal it,
Honor thy well-earned glory. — But this peace! — 
Renounce it! — say that it shall never be! — 
Never, as long as there are Gods in Heaven,
Or men in Aztlan!
 

           That, the King replied,
The Gods themselves have answer’d. Never yet
By holier ardour were our countrymen
Possess’d: peace-offerings of repentance fill
The temple courts; from every voice ascends
The contrite prayer; daily the victim’s heart
Sends its propitiatory steam to Heaven;
 

And, if the aid divine may be procur’d
By the most dread solemnities of faith,
And rigour of severest penitence,
Soon shall the present influence strengthen us,
And Aztlan be triumphant.
 

           While they spake,
The ceaseless sound of song and instrument
Rung through the air, now rising like the voice
Of angry ocean, now subsiding soft
As when the breeze of evening dies away.
The horn, and shrill-ton’d pipe, and drum, that gave
Its music to the hand, and hollowe’d wood,
Drum-like, whose thunders, ever and anon
Commingling with the sea-shell’s spiral roar,
Clos’d the full harmony. And now the eve
Past on, and, through the twilight visible,
The frequent fire-flies’ brightening beauties shone.
Anxious and often now the Priest survey’d
The maize-strewn threshold; for the wonted hour
Was come, and yet no footstep of the God!
More radiant now the fire of sacrifice,
Fed to full fury, blaz’d; and its red smoke
Imparted to the darker atmosphere
Such obscure light, as, o’er Vesuvio seen,
Or pillar’d upon Etna’s mountain head,
 

Makes darkness dreadful. In the captives’ cheeks
Then might a livid paleness have been seen,
And wilder terror in their ghastly eyes,
Expecting momently the pang of death.
Soon in the multitude a doubt arose,
Which none durst mention, lest his neighbour’s fears,
Divulged, should strengthen his: - the hour was past,
And yet no foot had mark’d the sprinkled maize.
 

X.
 

Now every moment gave their doubts new force,
And every wondering eye disclos’d the fear
Which on the tongue was trembling, when to the King,
Emaciate like some bare anatomy,
And deadly pale, Tezozomoc was led
By two supporting Priests. Ten painful months,
Immured amid the forest had he dwelt,
In abstinence and solitary prayer
Passing his nights and days: thus did the Gods.
From their High Priest exact, when they enforced,
By danger or distress, the penance due
For public sins; and he had dwelt ten months,
Praying and fasting, and in solitude,
Till now might every bone of his lean limbs
Be told, and in his starv’d and bony face
The living eye appear’d unnatural, — 
A ghostly sight.
 

           In breathless eagerness
The multitude drew round as he began, — 
O King, the Gods of Aztlan are not come;
They will not come before the Strangers’ blood
Smoke on their altars: but they have beheld
My days of prayer, and nights of watchfulness,
And fasts austere, and bloody disciplines,
And have reveal’d their pleasure. Who is here
Who to the White King’s dwelling-place dare go,
And execute their will?
 

           Scarce had he said,
When Tlalala exclaimed, I am the man.
 

Hear then! Tezozomoc replied. — Ye know
That self-denial and long penance purge
The film and foulness of mortality,
For more immediate intercourse with Heaven
Preparing the pure spirit; and all eyes
May witness that with no relaxing zeal
I have performed my duty. Much I fear’d
For Aztlan’s sins, and oft, in bitterness,
Have groan’d and bled for her iniquity;
But chiefly for this solemn day the fear
Was strong upon me, lest her Deities,
Estrang’d, should turn away, and we be left
 

A spiritless and God-abandon’d race,
A warning to the earth. Ten weary months
Have the raw maize and running water been
My only food; but not a grain of maize
Hath stayed the gnawing appetite, nor drop
Of water cool’d my parch’d and painful tongue,
Since yester morn arose. Fasting I pray’d,
And, praying, gash’d myself; and all night long
I watched and wept, and supplicated Heaven,
Till the weak flesh, its life-blood almost drain’d,
Sunk with the long austerity: a dread
Of death came over me; a deathy chill
Ran through my veins, and loosen’d every limb;
Dim grew mine eyes; and I could feel my heart,
Dying away within me, intermit
Its slow and feeble throbs, then suddenly
Start, as it seemed exerting all its force
In one last effort. On the ground I fell,
I know not if entranced, or dead indeed,
But without motion, hearing, sight, or sense,
Feeling, or breath, or life. From that strange state,
Even in such blessed freedom from all pain
That sure I thought myself in very Heaven,
I woke, and raised my eyelids, and beheld
 

A light which seemed to penetrate my bones
With life and health. Before me, visible,
Stood Coatlantona; a wreath of flowers
Circled her hair, and from their odorous leaves
Arose a lambent flame; not fitfully,
Nor with faint flash or spark of earthly flowers:
From these, for ever flowing forth, there play’d,
In one perpetual dance of pointed light,
The azure radiance of innocuous fire.
She spake: — Hear, Aztlan! and give ear, O King!
She said, Not yet the offended Gods relax
Their anger; they require the Strangers’ blood
The foretaste of their banquet. Let their will
Be known to Aztlan, and the brave perform
Their bidding: I, meantime, will seek to soothe,
With all a mother’s power, Mexitli’s wrath.
So let the maidens daily with fresh flowers
Garland my temple! — Daily with fresh flowers
Garland her temple, Aztlan! and revere
The gentle mother of thy guardian God!
 

And let the brave, exclaimed young Tlalala;
Perform her bidding! Servant of the Gods,
Declare their will — Is it that I should seek
The Strangers, in the first who meets my way
 

To plunge the holy weapon? Say thou to me,
Do this; — and I depart to do the deed,
Though my life-blood should mingle with the foe’s.
 

O brave young Chief! Tezozomoc replied;
With better fortune may the grateful Gods
Reward thy valour! deed so hazardous
They ask not. Couldst thou from the mountain holds
Tempt one of these accursed to pursue
Thine artful flight, an ambush’d band might rise
Upon the unsuspecting enemy,
And intercept return; then hitherward
The captive should be led, and Aztlan’s Gods
On their own altars see the sacrifice,
Well pleas’d, and Aztlan’s sons, inspirited,
Behold the omen of assured success.
Thou know’st that Tlaloc’s annual festival
Is close at hand. A Stranger’s child would prove
A victim, whose rare value would deserve
His certain favour. More I need not say.
Chuse thou the force for ambush; and thyself
Alone, or with a chosen comrade, seek
The mountain dwellers.
 

           Instant as he ceas’d,
Ocelopan exclaim’d, I go with thee,
 

O Tlalala! my friend! — If one alone
Could have the honor of this enterprize,
My love might yield it thee; — but thou wilt need
A comrade. — Tlalala, I go with thee!
 

The Chief replied,Whom should my heart select,
Its tried companion else, but thee, so oft
My brother in the battle? We will go,
Shedder of blood! together will we go,
Now, ere the midnight!
 

           Nay, the Priest replied,
A little while delay; and, ere ye go,
Devote yourselves to Heaven! Feebly he spake,
Like one exhausted; gathering then new force,
As with laborious effort, he pursued, — 
Bedew Mexitli’s altar with your blood,
And go beneath his guidage. I have yet
Strength to officiate, and to bless your zeal.
So saying, to the Temple of the God
He led the way. The warriors followed him;
And, with his chiefs, Coanocotzin went,
To grace with all solemnity the rite.
They pass the Wall of Serpents, and ascend
The massive fabric; four times they surround
Its ample square; the fifth, they reach the height.
 

There, on the level top, two temple-towers
Were rear’d: the one, Tezealipoca’s fane,
Supreme of Heaven, where now the wily Priest
Stood, watchful for his. presence, and observ’d
The maize-strewn threshold. His the other pile,
By whose peculiar power and patronage
Aztlan was blest, Mexitli, woman-born.
Before the entrance, the eternal fire
Was burning; bare of foot they enter’d there.
 

On a blue throne, with four huge silver snakes,
As if the keepers of the sanctuary,
Circled, with stretching neck, and fangs display’d,
Mexitli sate; another graven snake
Belted with scales of gold his monster bulk.
Around the neck a loathsome collar hung,
Of human hearts; the face was mask’d with gold;
His specular eyes seem’d fire; one hand uprear’d
A club; the other, as in battle, held
The shield; and over all, suspended, hung
The banner of the nation. They beheld
In awe, and knelt before the Terrible God.
 

Guardian of Aztlan! cried Tezozomoc,
Who to thy mortal mother hast assign’d
 

The kingdom o’er all trees and arborets
And herbs and flowers, giving her endless life,
A Deity among the Deities;
While Coatlantona implores thy love
To thine own people, they in fear approach
Thy awful fane, who know no fear beside,
And offer up the worthiest sacrifice,
The blood of heroes!
 

           To the ready Chiefs
He turn’d, and said, Now stretch your arms, and make
The offering to the God. They their bare arms
Stretch’d forth, and stabb’d them with the aloe-point.
Then, in a golden vase, Tezozomoc
Received the mingled streams, and held it up
Toward the giant Idol, and exclaim’d,
Terrible God! Protector of our realm!
Receive thine incense! Let the steam of blood
Ascend to thee, delightful! So mayst thou
Still to thy chosen people lend thine aid;
And these blaspheming strangers from the earth
Be swept away, as erst the monster race
Of Mammuth, Heaven’s fierce ministers of wrath,
Who drain’d the lakes in thirst, and for their food
Exterminated nations. And as when,
Their dreadful ministry of death fulfill’d,
 

Ipalnemoani, by whom we live,
Bade thee go forth, and with thy lightnings fill
The vault of Heaven, and with thy thunders rock
The rooted earth, till of the monster race
Only their monumental bones remained;
So arm thy favour’d people with thy might,
Terrible God! and purify the land
From these blaspheming foes!
 

           He said, and gave
Ocelopan the vase. — Chiefs, ye have pour’d
Your strength and courage to the Terrible God,
Devoted to his service: take ye now
The beverage he hath hallow’d. In your youth.
Ye have quaff’d manly blood, that manly thoughts
Might ripen in your hearts; so now with this,
Which mingling from such noble veins hath flow’d,
Increase of valor drink, and added force.
Ocelopan received the bloody vase,
And drank, and gave in silence to his friend
The consecrated draught; then Tlalala
Drain’d off the offering. Braver blood than this
My lips can never taste! quoth he; but soon
Grant me, Mexitli, a more grateful cup, — 
The stranger’s life.
 

           Are all the rites perform’d?
 

Ocelopan enquir’d. Yea, all is done,
Answered the Priest. Go! and the guardian God 
of Aztlan be your guide!
 

           They left the fane.
Lo! as Tezozomoc was passing by
The eternal fire, the eternal fire shot up
A long blue flame. He started; he exclaimed,
The God! the God! Tezcalipoca’s Priest
Echoed the welcome cry, The God! the God!
For, lo! his footsteps mark the maize-strewn floor!
A mighty shout from all the multitudes
Of Aztlan rose; they cast into the fire
The victims, whose last shrieks of agony
Mingled unheeded with the cries of joy.
Then louder from the spiral sea-shell’s depth
Swell’d the full roar, and from the hollow wood
Peal’d deeper thunders. Round the choral band,
The circling nobles, gay with gorgeous plumes,
And gems which sparkled to the midnight fire,
Mov’d in the solemn dance; each in his hand,
In measur’d movements lifts the feathery shield,
And shakes a rattling ball to measur’d sounds.
With quicker steps, the inferior chiefs without,
Equal in number, but in just array,
The spreading radii of the mystic wheel,
 

Revolve; and, outermost, the youths roll round,
In motions rapid as their quicken’d blood.
So thus with song and harmony, the night
Passed on in Aztlan, and all hearts rejoiced.
 

XI.
 

Meantime from Aztlan, on their enterprise,
Shedder of Blood and Tiger of the War,
Ocelopan and Tlalala set forth.
With chosen followers, through the silent night,
Silent they travell’d on. After a way
Circuitous and far through lonely tracks,
They reach’d the mountains, and, amid the shade
Of thickets covering the uncultur’d slope,
Their patient ambush placed. The Chiefs alone
Held on, till, winding in ascent, they reach’d
The heights which o’er the Britons’ mountain hold
Impended; there they stood, and by the moon,
Who yet, with undiminished lustre, shone
High in the dark blue firmament, from thence
Explor’d the steep descent. Precipitous
The rock beneath them lay, a sudden cliff
 

Bare and unbroken; in its midway holes,
Where never hand could reach nor eye intrude,
The eagle built her eyry. Farther on,
Its interrupted crags and ancient woods
Offer’d a difficult way. From crag to crag,
By rocky shelf, by trunk or root or bough,
A painful toil and perilous, they past.
And now, stretch’d out amid the matted shrubs,
Which, at the entrance of the valley, cloth’d
The rugged bank, they crouch’d.
 

           By this the stars
Grew dim; the glow-worm hath put out her lamp;
The owls have ceas’d their night-song. On the top
Of yon magnolia, the loud turkey’s voice
Is heralding the dawn; from tree to tree
Extends the wakening watch-note, far and wide,
Till the whole woodlands echo with the cry.
Now breaks the morning; but as yet no foot
Hath mark’d the dews, nor sound of man is heard.
Then first Ocelopan beheld, where near,
Beneath the shelter of a half-roof’d hut,
A sleeping Stranger lay. He pointed him
To Tlalala. The Tiger look’d around:
None else was nigh. — Shall I descend, he said, 
And strike him? here is none to see the deed.
 

We offered to the Gods our mingled blood
Last night; and now, I deem it, they present
An offering which shall more propitiate them,
And omen sure success. I will go down
And kill!
 

           He said, and, gliding like a snake,
Where Caradoc lay sleeping made his way.
Sweetly slept he, and pleasant were his dreams
Of Britain, and the blue-eyed maid he lov’d.
The Azteca stood over him; he knew
His victim, and the power of vengeance gave
Malignant joy. Once hast thou ‘scap’d my arm;
But what shall save thee now? the Tyger thought,
Exulting; and he rais’d his spear to strike.
That instant, o’er the Briton’s unseen harp
The gale of morning past, and swept its strings
Into so sweet a harmony, that sure
It seemed no earthly tone. The savage man
Suspends his stroke; he looks astonish’d round;
No human hand is near; — and, hark! again
The aerial music swells and dies away.
Then first the heart of Tlalala felt fear:
He thought that some protecting spirit liv’d
Beside the stranger, and, abash’d, withdrew.
 

A God protects him! to Ocelopan,
Whispering, he said. Didst thou not hear the sound
Which enter’d into me, and fix’d my arm
Powerless above him?
 

           Was it not a voice
From thine own Gods, to strengthen thee, replied
His sterner comrade, and make evident
Their pleasure in the deed?
 

           Nay! Tlalala
Rejoin’d; they speak in darkness and in storms:
The thunder is their voice, that peals through Heaven,
Or, rolling underneath us, makes earth rock
In tempest, and destroys the sons of men.
It was no sound of theirs, Ocelopan!
No voice to hearten; — for I felt it pass
Unmanning every limb; — yea, it relax’d
The sinews of my soul. Shedder of Blood,
I cannot lift my hand against the man.
Go, if thy heart be stronger!
 

           But mean time
Young Caradoc arose, of his escape
Unconscious; and by this the stirring sounds
Of day began, increasing now, as all
Now to their toil betake them. Some go fell
The stately wood; some from the trunk low-laid
 

Hew the huge boughs; here round the fire they char
The stake-points; here they level with a line
The ground-plot, and infix the ready piles,
Or, interknitting them with osiers, weave
The wicker wall; others along the lake,
From its shoal waters, gather reeds and canes, — 
Light roofing, suited to the genial sky.
The woodman’s measured stroke, the regular saw,
The wain slow-creaking, and the voice of man
Answering his fellow, or, in single toil,
Cheering his labour with a cheerful song,
Strange concert made to those fierce Aztecas,
Who, beast-like, in their silent lurking place
Couch’d close and still, observant for their prey.
 

           All overseeing, and directing all,
From place to place mov’d Madoc, and beheld
The dwellings rise. Young Hoel at his side
Ran on, best pleased when at his uncle’s side
Courting indulgent love. And now they came
Beside the half-roof’d hut of Caradoc;
Of all the mountain-dwellings that the last.
The little boy, in boyish wantonness,
Would quit his Uncle’s hold, and haste away,
With childhood’s frolic speed, then laugh aloud,
 

To tempt pursuit; now running to the huts,
Now toward the entrance of the valley straits.
But, wheresoe’er he turn’d, Ocelopan,
With hunter’s eye, pursued his heedless course,
In breath-suspending vigilance. Ah me!
The little wretch toward his lurking-place
Draws near, and calls on Madoc; and the Prince
Thinks of no danger nigh, and follows not
The childish lure! Nearer the covert now
Young Hoel runs, and stops, and calls again;
Then, like a lion, from his couching-place
Ocelopan leaped forth, and seiz’d his prey.
 

Loud shrieked the affrighted child, as in his arms
The savage grasped him; startled at the cry,
Madoc beheld him hastening through the pass.
Quick as instinctive love can urge his feet
He follows, and he now almost has reach’d
The incumber’d ravisher, and hope inspires
New speed; — yet nearer now, and nearer still, — 
And, lo! the child holds out his little arms!
That instant, as the Prince had almost laid
His hand upon the boy, young Tlalala
Leapt on his neck; and soon, though Madoc’s strength
With frantic fury shook him from his hold,
 

Far down the steep Ocelopan had fled.
Ah! what avails it now, that they, by whom
Madoc was standing to survey their toil,
Have missed their Chief, and spread the quick alarm?
What now avails it, that, with distant aid,
His gallant men come down? Regarding nought
But Hoel, but the wretched Llaian’s grief,
He rushes on; and ever, as he draws
Near to the child, the Tiger Tlalala
Impedes his way. And now they reach the place
Of ambush, and the ambushed band arise,
And Madoc is their prisoner.
 

           Caradoc,
In vain thou leadest on the late pursuit!
In vain,Cadwallon, thy alarmed love
Caught the first sound of evil! They pour out
Tumultuous from the vale, a half-arm’d troop;
Each with such weapons as his hasty hand
Can seize, they rush to battle. Gallant men,
Your valor boots not! It avails not now,
With such fierce onset that ye charge the foe,
And drive with such full force the weapon home!
They, while ye slaughter them, impede pursuit;
And far away, meantime, their comrades bear
The prisoner Prince. In vain his noble heart
 

Swells now with wild and suffocating rage;
In vain he struggles: — they have bound his limbs
With the tough osier, and his struggles now
But bind more close and cuttingly the band.
They hasten on; and while they bear the prize,
Leaving their ill-doomed fellows in the fight
To check pursuit, foremost afar of all,
With unabating strength, by joy inspir’d,
Ocelopan to Aztlan bears the child.
 

XII.
 

Good tidings travel fast. — The chief is seen;
He hastens on; he holds the child on high;
He shouts aloud. Through Aztlan spreads the news;
Each to his neighbour tells the happy tale, — 
Joy, — joy to Aztlan! the Blood-shedder comes!
Tlaloc has given his victim.
 

           Ah, poor child!
They from the gate swarm out to welcome thee;
Warriors, and men grown gray, and youths and maids,
Exulting, forth they crowd. The mothers throng
To view thee, and, while thinking of thy doom,
They clasp their own dear infants to the breast
With deeper love, delighted think that thou
Shalt suffer for them. He, poor child, admires
The strange array; with wonder he beholds
Their olive limbs, half bare, their plumy crowns,
 

And gazes round and round, where all was new,
Forgetful of his fears. But when the Priest
Approach’d to take him from the Warrior’s arms,
Then Hoel scream’d; and, from that hideous man
Averting, to Ocelopan he turn’d,
And would have clung to him, so dreadful late,
Stern as he was, and terrible of eye,
Less dreadful than the Priest, whose dark aspect,
Which Nature with her harshest characters
Had featured, art made worse. His cowl was white;
His untrimm’d hair, a long and loathsome mass,
With cotton cords intwisted, clung with gum,
And matted with the blood, which, every morn,
He from his temples drew before the God,
In sacrifice; bare were his arms, and smear’d
Black: but his countenance a stronger dread
Than all the horrors of that outward garb,
Struck with quick instinct to young Hoel’s heart:
It was a face whose settled sullenness
No gentle feeling ever had disturb’d;
Which, when he probed a victim’s living breast,
Retain’d its hard composure.
 

           Such was he
Who took the son of Llaian, heeding not
His cries and screams, and arms in suppliant guise,
 

Stretch’d out to all around, and strugglings vain.
He to the Temple of the Water God
Conveyed his victim. By the threshold, there
The ministering Virgins stood, a comely band
Of high-born damsels, to the temple rites
By pious parents vow’d. Gladly to them
The little Hoel leaped; their gentle looks
No fear excited; and he gazed around,
Pleased and surprised, unconscious to what end
These things were tending. O’er the rush-strewn floor
They to the azure Idol led the boy,
Now not reluctant, and they rais’d the hymn.
 

God of the Waters! at whose will the streams
Flow in their wonted channel, and diffuse
Their plenty round, the blood and life of earth;
At whose command they swell, and o’er their banks
Burst with resistless ruin, making vain
The toils and hopes of man, — behold this child!
O, strong to bless, and mighty to destroy,
Tlaloc! behold thy victim! so mayst thou
Restrain the peaceful streams within their banks,
And bless the labours of the husbandman.
 

God of the Mountains! at whose will the clouds
 

Cluster around the heights; who sendest them
To shed their fertilizing showers, and raise
The drooping herb, and o’er the thirsty vale
Spread their green freshness; at whose voice the hills
Grow black with storms; whose wrath the thunder speaks;
Whose bow of anger shoots the lightning shafts,
To blast the works of man, — behold this child!
O strong to bless, and mighty to destroy,
Tlaloc! behold thy victim! so may’st thou
Lay by the fiery arrows of thy rage,
And bid the genial rains and dews descend.

 

O thou, Companion of the powerful God!
Companion and Beloved! — when he treads
The mountain-top, whose breath diffuses round
The sweets of summer; when he rides the waves,
Whose presence is the sunshine and the calm, — 
Aiauh, O green-rob’d Goddess, see this child!
Behold thy victim! so mayst thou appease
The sterner mind of Tlaloc when he frowns,
And Aztlan flourish in thy fostering smile.
 

Young Spirits! ye whom Aztlan’s piety
Ê Hath given to Tlaloc, to enjoy with him,
For aye the cool delights of Tlalocan, — 
 

Young Spirits of the happy; who have left
Your Heaven to-day, unseen assistants here, — 
Behold your comrade! see the chosen child,
Who through the lonely cave of death must pass,
Like you, to join you in eternal joy.
 

Now from the rush-strewn temple they depart.
They place their smiling victim in a car,
Upon whose sides of pearly shell there play’d,
Shading and shifting still, the rainbow light.
On virgin shoulders is he borne aloft,
With dance before, and song and music round;
And thus they seek, in festival array,
The water-side. There lies the sacred bark,
All gay with gold, and garlanded with flowers:
The virgins with the joyous boy embark;
Ten boatmen urge them on; the Priests behind
Follow, and all the long solemnity.
The lake is overspread with boats; the sun
Shines on the gilded prows, the feathery crowns,
The sparkling waves. Green islets float along,
Where high-born damsels, under jasmine bowers,
Raise the sweet voice, to which the echoing oars,
In modulated motion, rise and fall.
The moving multitude along the shore
 

Flows like a stream; bright shines the unclouded sky;
Heaven, earth, and waters wear one face of joy.
Young Hoel with delight beholds the pomp;
His heart throbs joyfully; and if he thinks
Upon his mother now, ’tis but to think
How beautiful a tale for her glad ear
He hath when he returns. Meantime the maids
Weave garlands for his head, and raise the song:
 

Oh, happy thou, whom early from the world
The Gods require! not by the wasting worm
Of sorrow cankered, nor condemned to feel
The pang of sickness, nor the wound of war,
Nor the long miseries of protracted age;
But call’d in youth, the chosen of the God,
To share his joys. Soon shall thy rescu’d soul,
Child of the Stranger! in his blissful world,
Mix with the blessed spirits; for not thine,
Amid the central darkness of the earth,
To endure the eternal void, — not thine to live,
Dead to all objects of eye, ear, or sense,
In the long horrors of one endless night,
With endless being curset. For thee the bowers
Of Tlalocan have blossomed with new sweets;
For thee have its immortal trees matur’d
 

The fruits of Heaven; thy comrades even now
Wait thee, impatient, in their fields of bliss;
The God will welcome thee, his chosen child,
And Aiauh love thee with a mother’s love.
Child of the Stranger! dreary is thy way!
Darkness and Famine through the cave of Death
Must guide thee. Happy thou, when on that night
The morning of the eternal day shall dawn.
 

So as they sung young Hoel’s song of death,
With rapid strength the boatmen plied their oars,
And through the water swift they glided on;
And now to shore they drew. The stately bank
Rose with the majesty of woods o’erhung,
And rocks, or peering through the forest shade
Or rising from the lake, and with their bulk
Glassing its dark, deep waters. Half-way up,
A cavern pierced the rock; no human foot
Had trod its depths, nor ever sunbeam reached
Its long recesses and mysterious gloom:
To Tlaloc it was hallow’d; and the stone
Which closed its entrance never was remov’d,
Save when the yearly festival return’d,
And in its womb a child was sepulchred,
The living victim. Up the winding path,
 

That to the entrance of the cavern led,
With many a painful step the train ascend;
But many a time, upon that long ascent,
Young Hoel would have paused, with weariness
Exhausted now. They urge him on, — poor child!
They urge him on! — Where is Cadwallon’s aid?
Where is the sword of Ririd? where the arm
Of Madoc now? — Oh! better had he liv’d,
Unknowing and unknown, on Arvon’s plain,
And trod upon his noble father’s grave,
With peasant feet, unconscious! — They have reached
The cavern now, and from its mouth the Priests
Roll the huge portal. Thitherward they force
The son of Llaian. A cold air comes out; — 
It chills him, and his feet recoil; — in vain
His feet recoil; — in vain he turns to fly,
Aftrighted at the sudden gloom that spreads
Around; — the den is closed, and he is left
In solitude and darkness, — left to die!
 

XIII.
 

That morn from Aztlan Coatel had gone,
In search of flowers, amid the woods and crags,
To deck the shrine of Coatlantona;
Such flowers as, in the solitary wilds
Hiding their modest beauty, made their worth
More valued for its rareness. ’Twas to her
A grateful task; not only for she fled
Those cruel rites, to which nor reverent use
Nor frequent custom could familiarize
Her gentle heart, and teach it to put off
All womanly feeling, — but that, from all eyes
Escap’d and all obtrusive fellowship,
She in that solitude might send her soul
To where Lincoya with the Strangers dwelt.
She from the summit of the woodland heights
Gaz’d on the lake below. The sound of song
And instrument, in soften’d harmony,
 

Had reached her where she stray’d; and she beheld
The pomp, and listened to the harmony,
A moment, with delight: but then a fear
Came on her, for she knew with what design
The Tyger and Ocelopan had sought
The dwellings of the Cymry. — Now the boats
Drew nearer, and she knew the Stranger’s child.
She watch’d them land below; she saw them wind
The ascent; — and now from that abhorred cave
The stone is rolled away, — and now the child
From light and life is cavern’d. Coatel
Thought of his mother then, of all the ills
Her fear would augur, and, how worse than all
Which even a mother’s maddening fear could feign,
His actual fate. She thought of this, and bow’d
Her face upon her knees, and clos’d her eyes,
Shuddering. Suddenly in the brake beside,
A rustling startled her, and from the shrubs
A Vulture rose.
 

           She mov’d toward the spot,
Led by an idle impulse, as it. seem’d,
To see from whence the carrion bird had fled.
The bushes overhung a narrow chasm
Which pierced the hill; upon its mossy sides
Shade-loving herbs and flowers luxuriant grew,
 

And jutting crags made easy the descent.
A little way descending, Coatel
Stoopt for the flowers, and heard, or thought she heard,
A feeble sound below. She rais;d her head,
And anxiously she listened for the sound,
Not without fear. — Feebly again, and like
A distant cry, it came; and then she thought,
Perhaps it was the voice of that poor child,
By the slow pain of hunger doom’d to die.
She shuddered at the thought, and breath’d a groan
Of unavailing pity; — but the sound
Came nearer, and her trembling heart conceiv’d
A dangerous hope. The Vulture from that chasm
Had fled, perchance accustom’d in the cave
To seek his banquet, and by living feet
Alarm’d: — there was an entrance then below;
And were it possible that she could save
The Stranger’s child, — Oh, what a joy it were
To tell Lincoya that!
 

           It was a thought
Which made her heart with terror and delight,
Throb audibly. From crag to crag she passed,
Descending, and beheld a narrow cave
Enter the hill. A little way the light
Fell; — but its feeble glimmering she herself
 

Obstructed half, as, stooping, in she went.
The arch grew loftier, and the increasing gloom
Filled her with more affright, and now she paus’d,
For at a sudden and abrupt descent
She stood, and feared its unseen depth; her heart
Failed, and she back had hastened; but the cry
Reached her again, the near and certain cry
Of that most pitiable innocent.
Again adown the dark descent she look’d,
Straining her eyes: by this the strengthen’d sight
Had grown adapted to the gloom around,
And her dilated pupils now receiv’d
Dim sense of objects near. Something below,
White in the darkness, lay: it mark’d the depth.
Still Coatel stood dubious; but she heard
The wailing of the child, and his loud sobs; — 
Then, clinging to the rock with fearful hands,
Her feet explored below, and twice she felt
Firm footing, ere her fearful hold relax’d.
The sound she made, along the hollow rock
Ran echoing. Hoel heard it, and he came
Groping along the side. A dim, dim light
Broke on the darkness of his sepulchre;
A human form drew near him: — he sprang on,
Screaming with joy, and clung to Coatel,
 

And cried, O take me from this dismal place!
She answer’d not, she understood him not;
But clasped the little victim to her breast,
And shed delightful tears.
 

           But from that den
Of darkness and of horror, Coatel
Durst not convey the child, though in her heart
There was a female tenderness, that yearn’d,
Even with maternal love, to cherish him.
She hushed his clamours, fearful lest the sound
Might reach some other ear; she kiss’d away
The tears that stream’d adown his little cheeks;
She gave him food, which in the morn she brought,
For her own wants, from Aztlan. Some few words
Of Britain’s ancient language she had learnt
From her Lincoya, in those happy days
Of peace when Aztlan was the Stranger’s friend;
Aptly she learnt, what willingly he taught,
Terms of endearment, and the parting words
Which promis’d quick return. She on the child
The endearing phrase bestow’d; and if it chanced
Imperfect knowledge or some difficult sound
Check’d her heart’s utterance, then the gentle tone,
The fond caress, intelligibly spake
Affection’s language.
 

           But when she arose,
And would have climb’d the ascent, thee affrighted boy
Fast held her, and his tears interpreted
The prayer to leave him not. Again she kiss’d
His tears away; again of soon return
Assur’d and sooth’d him; till reluctantly
And weeping, but in silence, he unloos’d
His grasp; and up the difficult ascent
Coatel climb’d, and, to the light of day
Returning, with her flowers she hasten’d home.
 

XIV.
 

Who comes to Aztlan, bounding like a deer
Along the plain? — The herald of success;
For, lo! his locks are braided, and his loins
Cinctured with white; and, see! he lifts the shield,
And brandishes the sword. The populace
Flock round, impatient for the tale of joy,
And follow to the palace in his path.
Joy! joy! the Tiger hath achiev’d his quest!
They bring a captive home! — Triumphantly
Coanocotzin and his Chiefs go forth
To greet the youth triumphant, and receive
The victim, whom the gracious Gods have given,
Sure omen and first-fruits of victory.
A woman leads the train, young, beautiful, — 
More beautiful for that translucent joy
Flushing her cheek, and sparkling in her eye; — 
Her hair is twin’d with festal flowers, her robe
 

With flowing wreaths adorned; she holds a child,
He, too, bedeck’d and garlanded with flowers,
And, lifting him, with agile force of arm,
In graceful action, to harmonious step
Accordant, leads the dance. It is the wife
Of Tlalala, who, with his child, goes forth
To meet her hero-husband.
 

           And, behold,
The Tiger comes! and, ere the shouts and sounds
Of gratulation cease, his followers bear
The captive Prince. At that so welcome sight,
Loud rose the glad acclaim; nor knew they yet
That he who there lay patient in his bonds,
Expecting the inevitable lot,
Was Madoc. Patient in his bonds he lay,
Exhausted with vain efforts, desperate now,
And silently resign’d. But when the King
Approached the prisoner, and beheld his face,
And knew the Chief of Strangers, at that sound
Electric joy shot through the multitude,
And, like the raging of the hurricane,
Their thundering transports peal’d. A deeper joy,
A nobler triumph, kindled Tlalala,
As, limb by limb, his eye survey’d the Prince
With a calm fierceness. And, by this, the Priests
 

Approach’d their victim, clad in vestments white
Of sacrifice, which from the shoulders fell,
As from the breast, unbending, broad and straight,
Leaving their black arms bare. The blood-red robe,
The turkoise pendent from his down-drawn lip,
The crown of glossy plumage, whose green hue
Vied with his emerald ear drops, mark’d their Chief,
Tezozomoc: his thin and ghastly cheek,
Which, — save the temple serpents, when he brought
Their human banquet — never living eye
Rejoiced to see, became more ghastly now,
As, in Mexitli’s name, upon the Prince
He laid his murtherous hand. But, as he spake,
Up darted Tlalala his eagle glance. — 
Away! away! he shall not perish so!
The warrior cried; — not tamely, by the knife,
Nor on the jasper-stone, his blood shall flow!
The Gods of Aztlan love a Warrior-Priest!
I am their Priest to-day!
 

           A murmuring
Ran through the train; nor waited he to hear
Denial thence, but on the multitude
Aloud he called: When first our fathers seiz’d
This land, there was a savage chief who stopt
Their progress. He had gain’d the rank he bore,
 

By long probation: stripes, which laid his flesh
All bleeding bare, had forced not one complaint;
Not when the working bowels might be seen,
One movement; hand-bound, he had been confin’d
Where myriad insects on his nakedness
Infix’d their venomous anger, and no start,
No shudder, shook his frame; last, in a net
Suspended, he had felt the agony
Of fire, which to his bones and marrow pierced,
And breath’d the suffocating smoke which fill’d
His lungs with fire, without a groan, a breath,
A look, betokening sense; so gallantly
Had he subdued his nature. This brave man
Met Aztlan in the war, and put her Chiefs
To shame. Our Elders have not yet forgot
How from the slaughter’d brother of their King
He stript the skin, and form’d of it a drum,
Whose sound affrighted armies. With this man
My father cop’d in battle; here he led him,
An offering to the God; and, man to man,
He slew him here in fight. I was a child,
Just old, enough to lift my father’s shield;
But I remember, on that glorious day,
When from the sacred combat he return’d,
His red hands reeking with the hot heart’s-blood,
 

How in his arms he took me, and besought
The God whom he had serv’d, to bless his boy,
And make me like my father. Men of Aztlan!
Mexitli heard his prayer! — here I have brought
The Stranger-Chief, the noblest sacrifice
That ever graced the altar of the God;
Let then, his death be noble! so my boy
Shall, in the day of battle, think of me,
And, as I followed my brave father’s steps,
Pursue my path of glory.
 

           Ere the Priest
Could frame denial, had the Monarch’s look
Bespake assent. — Refuse not this, he cried,
O servant of the Gods! He hath not here
His arms to save him; and the Tiger’s strength
Yields to no mortal might. Then for his sword
He called, and bade Yuhidthiton address
The Stranger-Chief.
 

           Yuhidthiton began:
The Gods of Aztlan triumph, and thy blood
Must wet their altars. Prince, thou shalt not die
The coward’s death, but, sworded and in fight,
Fall as becomes the valiant. Should thine arms.
Subdue in battle six successive foes,
Life, liberty, and glory will repay
 

The noble conquest. Madoc, hope not this!
Strong are the brave of Aztlan!
 

           Then they loosed
The Ocean Chieftain’s bonds; they rent away
His garments; and, with songs and shouts of joy,
They led him to the Stone of Sacrifice.
Round was that Stone of blood; the half-rais’d arm
Of one of manly growth, who stood below,
Might rest upon its height; the circle small,
An active boy might almost bound across.
Nor needed for the combat ampler space;
For in the centre was the prisoner’s foot
Fast fetter’d down. Thus fetter’d, Madoc stood.
He held a buckler, light and small, of cane,
O’erlaid with beaten gold; his sword, the King,
Honoring a noble enemy, had given,
A weapon tried in war, — to Madoc’s grasp
Strange and unwieldy ’twas a broad, strong staff,
Set thick with transverse stones, on either side
Keen-edged as Syrian steel. But, when he felt
The weapon, Madoc call’d to mind his deeds
Done on the Saxon in his father’s land,
And hope arose within him. Nor, though now
Naked he stood, did fear for that, assail
His steady heart; for often had he seen
 

His gallant countrymen, with naked breasts,
Rush on their iron-coated enemy,
And win the conquest.
 

           Now hath Tlalala
Arrayed himself for battle. First, he donn’d
A gipion, quilted close of gossampine;
O’er that a jointed mail of plates of gold,
Bespotted like the tiger’s speckled pride,
To speak his rank; it clad his arms half-way,
Half-way his thighs; but cuishes had he none,
Nor gauntlets, nor feet-armour. On his helm
There yawned the semblance of a tyger’s head,
The long, white teeth extended, as for prey;
Proud crest, to blazon his proud title forth.
And now toward the fatal stage, equipp’d
For fight, he went; when, from the press behind,
A warrior’s voice was heard, and clad in arms,
And shaking in his angry grasp the sword,
Ocelopan rush’d on, and call’d aloud,
On Tlalala, and claim’d the holy fight.
The Tyger, heedless of his clamor, sprung
Upon the stone, and turned him to the war.
Fierce leaping forward came Ocelopan,
And bounded up the ascent, and seiz’d his arm: — 
Why wouldst thou rob me of a deed like this?
 

Equal our peril in the enterprize,
Equal our merit: — thou wouldst reap alone
The guerdon! Never shall my children lift
Their little hands at thee, and say, Lo! there
The Chief who slew the White King! — Tlalala,
Trust to the lot, or turn on me, and prove,
By the best chance to which the brave appeal,
Who best deserves this glory!
 

           Stung to wrath,
The Tyger answered not: he rais’d his sword,
And they had rush’d to battle; but the Priests
Came hastening up, and by their common Gods,
And by their common country, bade them cease
Their impious strife, and let the lot decide
From whom Mexitli should that day receive
His noble victim. Both unsatisfied,
But both obedient, heard. Two equal shafts,
As outwardly they seemed, the Paba brought;
His mantle hid their points; and Tlalala
Drew forth the broken stave. A bitter smile
Darken’d his cheek, as angrily he cast
To earth the hostile lot. — Shedder of Blood,
Thine is the first adventure! he exclaimed;
But thou mayst perish here! — and in his heart
The Tyger hop’d Ocelopan might fall,
 

As, sullenly retiring from the stage,
He mingled with the crowd.
 

           And now oppos’d
Prince Madoc and the Life-Destroyer stood.
This, clad in arms complete, free to advance
In quick assault or shun the threaten’d blow,
Wielding his wonted sword; the other, stript,
Save of that fragile shield, of all defence;
His weapon strange and cumbrous; and pinn’d down
Disabled from all onset, all retreat.
 

With looks of greedy joy, Ocelopan
Surveyed his foe, and wonder’d to behold
The breast so broad, the bare and brawny limbs
Of matchless strength. The eye of Madoc, too,
Dwelt on his foe; his countenance was calm,
Something more pale than wonted, like a man
Prepar’d to meet his death. The Azteca
Fiercely began the fight; now here, now there,
Aright, aleft, above, below, he wheel’d
The rapid sword: still Madoc’s rapid eye
Pursued the motion, and his ready shield,
In prompt interposition, caught the blow,
Or turn’d its edge aside. Nor did the Prince
 

Yet aim the sword to wound, but held it forth,
Another shield, to save him, till his hand,
Familiar with its weight and shape uncouth,
Might wield it well to vengeance. Thus he stood,
Baffling the impatient enemy, who now
Wax’d wrathful, thus to waste in idle strokes,
Reiterate so oft, his bootless strength.
And now yet more exasperate he grew;
For from the eager multitude, was heard,
Amid the din of undistinguished sounds,
The Tyger’s murmured name, as though they thought,
Had he been on the stone, ere this, besure,
The Gods had tasted of their sacrifice,
Now all too long delay’d. Then fiercelier,
And yet more rapidly, he drove the sword;
But still the wary Prince or met its fall,
And broke the force, or bent him from the blow;
And now retiring, and advancing now,
As one free foot permitted, still provok’d,
And baffled still, the savage; and sometimes
With cautious strength did Madoc aim attack,
Mastering each moment now with abler sway
The acquainted sword. But, though as yet unharm’d
In life or limb, more perilous the strife
Grew momently; for, with repeated strokes,
 

Battered and broken now, the shield hung loose;
And shouts of triumph from the multitude
Arose, as piecemeal they beheld it fall,
And saw the Prince expos’d.
 

           That welcome sight,
Those welcome sounds, inspir’d Ocelopan;
He felt each limb new-strung. Impatient now
Of conquest long delay’d, with wilder rage
He drives the weapon. Madoc’s lifted sword
Receiv’d its edge, and shiver’d with the blow.
A shriek of transport burst from all around;
For, lo! the White King, shieldless, weaponless,
Naked before his foe! That savage foe,
Dallying with the delight of victory,
Drew back a moment to enjoy the sight,
Then yell’d in triumph, and sprang on to give
The consummating blow. Madoc beheld
The coming death; he darted up his hand
Instinctively to save, and caught the wrist
In its mid fall, and drove with desperate force
The splinter’d truncheon of his broken sword
Full in the enemy’s face. Beneath his eye
It broke its way, and, where the nasal nerves
Branch in fine fibrils o’er their mazy seat,
Burst through, and, slanting upward, in the brain
Buried its jagged point.
 

           Madoc himself
Stood at his fall astonish’d, at escape
Unhop’d, and strange success. The multitude
Beheld, and they were silent; and they stood
Gazing in terror. But far other thoughts
Rose in the Tyger’s heart: it was a joy
To Tlalala; and forth he sprung, and up
The Stone of Sacrifice, and called aloud
To bring the Prince another sword and shield
For his last strife. Then, in that interval,
Upon Ocelopan he fix’d his eyes,
Contemplating the dead, as though thereby
To kindle in his heart a fiercer thirst
For vengeance. Nor to Madoc was the sting
Of anger wanting, when in Tlalala
He knew the captive whom his mercy freed,
The man whose ambush had that day destroy’d
Young Hoel and himself; — for sure he deem’d
Young Hoel was with God, and he himself
At his death-day arriv’d. And now he grasped
A second sword, and held another shield;
And from the Stone of Blood Ocelopan
Was borne away; and fresh in arms, and fierce
With all that makes a savage thirst for war,
Hope, vengeance, courage, superstitious hate,
 

A second foe came on. By this, the Prince
Could wield his weapon well; and, dreading now
Lest, in protracted combat, he might stand
Again defenceless, he put forth his strength,
As oft assailing as assailed, and watch’d
So well the Tyger’s-motions, and receiv’d
The Tyger’s blows so warily, and aim’d
His own so fierce and fast, that in the crowd
Doubt and alarm prevail’d. Ilanquel grew
Pale at her husband’s danger; and she clasp’d
The infant to her breast, whom late she held
On high to see his victory. The throng
Of the beholders silently look’d on;
And in their silence might at times be heard
An indrawn breath of terror; and the Priests
Angrily murmur’d, that, in evil hour,
Coanocotzin had indulged the pride
Of vaunting valour, and from certain death
Repriev’d the foe.
 

           But now a murmur rose
Amid the multitude; and they who stood
So thickly throng’d, and with such eager eyes
Late watched the fight, hastily now broke up,
And, with disorder’d speed and sudden arms,
Ran to the city gates. More eager now,
 

Conscious of what had chanced, fought Tlalala:
And hope invigorated Madoc’s heart;
For well he ween’d Cadwallon was at hand,
Leading his gallant friends. Aright he ween’d:
At hand Cadwallon was! His gallant friends
Came from the mountains with impetuous speed,
To save or to revenge. Nor long endur’d
The combat now: the Priests ascend the stone,
And bid the Tyger hasten to defend
His country and his Gods; and, hand and foot,
Binding the captive Prince, they bear him thence,
And lay him in the temple. Then his heart
Resigned itself to death, and Madoc thought
Of Llaian and Goervyl; and he felt
That death was dreadful. But not so the King
Permitted; but not so had Heaven decreed;
For noble was the King of Aztlan’s heart,
And pure his tongue from falsehood: he had said,
That by the warrior’s death should Madoc die;
Nor dar’d the Pabas violently break
The irrevocable word. There Madoc lay
In solitude; the distant battle reach’d
His ear; inactive and in bonds he lay,
Expecting the dread issue, and almost
Wishe’d for the perils of the fight again.
 

XV.
 

Not unprepar’d, Cadwallon found the sons
Of Aztlan, nor defenceless were her walls;
But, when the Britons’ distant march was seen,
A ready army issued from her gates,
And dight themselves to battle: these the King 
Coanocotzin had, with timely care,
And provident for danger, thus array’d.
Forth issuing from the gates, they met the foe;
And with the sound of sonorous instruments,
And with their shouts and screams and yells, drove back
The Britons’ fainter war-cry, as the swell
Of ocean, flowing onward, up its course
Repels the river-stream. Their darts and stones
Fell like the raindrops of the summer-shower,
So fast, and on the helmet and the shield,
On the strong corselet and the netted mail,
So innocent they fell. But not in vain
 

The bowmen of Deheubarth sent, that day,
Their iron bolts abroad: those violent deaths
Descended on the naked multitude;
And through the chieftain’s quilted gossampine,
Through feathery breastplate and effulgent gold,
They reached the life.
 

           But soon no interval
For archer’s art was left, nor scope for flight
Of stone from whirling sling. Both hosts, alike
Impatient for the proof of war, press on:
The Aztecas, to shun the arrowy storm;
The Cymry, to release their Lord, or heap
Aztlan in ruins, for his monument.
Spear against spear, and shield to shield, and breast
To breast, they met; equal in force of limb
And strength of heart, in resolute resolve,
And stubborn effort of determin’d wrath:
The few, advantaged by their iron mail;
The weaklier, arm’d, of near retreat assur’d
And succor close at hand, in tenfold troops
Their foemen overnumbering. And of all
That mighty multitude, did every man
Of either host, alike inspir’d by all
That stings to will and strengthens to perform,
Then put forth all his power; for well they knew
 

Aztlan that day must triumph or must fall.
Then sword and mace on helm and buckler rang,
And hurtling javelins whirr’d along the sky.
Nor, when they hurl’d the javelin, did the sons
Of Aztlan, prodigal of weapons, loose
The lance, to serve them for no second stroke:
A line of ample measure still retained
The missile shaft; and, when its blow was spent,
Swiftly the dexterous spearman coil’d the string,
And sped again the artificer of death.
Rattling, like summer hailstones, they descend,
But from the Britons’ iron panoply,
Baffled and blunted, fell; nor more avail’d
The stony falchion there, whose broken edge
Inflicts no second wound; nor profited,
On the strong buckler or the crested helm,
The knotty club; though fast, in blinding showers,
Those javelins fly, those heavy weapons fall
With stunning weight. Meantime, with wonted strength,
The men of Gwyneth through their fenceless foes
Those lances thrust, whose terrors had so oft
Affray’d the Saxons, and whose home-driven points
So oft had pierced the Normen’s knightly arms.
Little did then his pomp of plumes bestead
The Azteca, or glittering pride of gold,
 

Against the tempered sword; little his casque,
Gay with its feathery coronal, or drest
In graven terrors, when the Briton’s hand
Drove in through helm and head the spiked mace,
Or swung its iron weights with shattering sway,
Which, where they struck, destroy’d. Beneath those arms
The men of Aztlan fell; and whoso dropt,
Dead or disabled, him his comrades bore
Away, with instant caution, lest the sight
Of those whom they had slaughter’d might inspire
The foe with hope and courage. Fast they fell,
And fast were resupplied, man after man
Succeeding to the death. Nor in the town
Did how the sight of their slain countrymen,
Momentarily carried in and piled in heaps,
Awake one thought of fear. Hark! through the streets
Of Aztlan, how, from house to house and tower
To tower, reiterate, Paynalton’s name
Calls all her sons to battle! at whose name
All must go forth, and follow to the field
The Leader of the Armies of the Gods,
Whom, in his unseen power, Mexitli now
Sends out to lead his people. They, in crowds,
Throng for their weapons to the House of Arms,
Beneath their guardian Deity preserv’d
 

Through years of peace; and there the Pabas stood
Within the temple-court, and dealt around
The ablution of the Stone of Sacrifice,
Bidding them, with the holy beverage,
Imbibe diviner valor, strength of arm
Not to be wearied, hope of victory,
And certain faith of endless joy in Heaven,
Their sure reward. — Oh, happy, cried the Priests,
Your brethren who have fallen! already they
Have joined the company of blessed souls;
Already they, with song and harmony,
And in the dance of beauty, are gone forth,
To follow down his western path of light,
Yon Sun, the Prince of Glory, from the world
Retiring to the Palace of his rest.
Oh, happy they who for their country’s cause,
And for their Gods, shall die the brave man’s death!
Them will their country consecrate with praise,
Them will the Gods reward! — They heard the Priests
Intoxicate, and from the gate swarmed out
Tumultuous to the fight of martyrdom.
 

But when Cadwallon every moment saw
The enemies increase, and with what rage
Of drunken valor to the fight they rush’d,
 

He, against that impetuous attack,
As best he could, providing, form’d the troops
Of Britain into one collected mass:
Three equal sides it offer’d to the foe,
Close and compact; no multitude could break
The condens’d strength; its narrow point prest on,
Entering the throng’s resistance, like a wedge,
Still from behind impell’d. So, thought the Chief,
Likeliest the gates of Aztlan might be gain’d,
And Hoel and the Prince preserved, if yet
They were among mankind. Nor could the force
Of hostile thousands break that strength condens’d,
Against whose iron sides the stream of war
Rolled unavailing, as the ocean waves,
Which, idly round some insulated rock
Foam furious, warning with their silvery smoke
The mariner far off. Nor could the point
Of that compacted body, though it bore
Right on the foe, and with united force
Pressed on to enter, through the multitude
Win now its difficult way; as where the sea
Pours through some strait its violent waters, swoln
By inland fresh, vainly the oarmen there
With all their weight and strength essay to drive.
Their galley through the pass, the stress and strain
Availing scarce to stem the impetuous stream.
 

And, hark! above the deafening din of fight
Another shout, heard like the thunder-peal,
Amid the war of winds! Lincoya comes,
Leading the mountain-dwellers. From the shock
Aztlan recoil’d. And now a second troop
Of Britons to the town advanced, for war
Impatient and revenge. Cadwallon these,
With tidings of their gallant Prince enthrall’d,
Had summoned from the ships. That dreadful tale
Roused them to fury. Not a man was left
To guard the fleet; for who could have endur’d
That idle duty? who could have endur’d
The long, inactive, miserable hours,
And hope and expectation, and the rage
Of maddening anguish? Ririd led them on;
In whom a brother’s love had call’d not up
More spirit-stirring pain than trembled now
In every British heart, so dear to all
Was Madoc.On they came; and Aztlan then
Had fled appall’d; but in that dangerous hour
Her faith preserv’d her. From the gate, her Priests
Rushed desperate out, and to the foremost rank
Forced their wild way, and fought with martyr zeal.
Through all the host contagious fury spread;
Nor had the sight that hour enabled them
 

To mightier efforts, bad Mexitli, clad
In all his imaged terrors, gone before
Their way, and driven upon his enemies
His giant club destroying. Then more fierce
The conflict grew; the din of arms, the yell
Of savage rage, the shriek of agony,
The groan of death, commingled in one sound
Of undistinguish’d horrors; while the Sun,
Retiring slow beneath the plain’s far verge,
Shed o’er the quiet hills his fading light.
 

XVI.
 

Silent and solitary is thy vale,
Caermadoc, and how melancholy now
That solitude and silence! Broad noonday,
And not a sound of human life is there!
The fisher’s net, abandoned in his haste,
Sways idly in the waters; in the tree,
Which its last stroke had pierced, the hatchet hangs;
The birds, beside the mattock and the spade,
Hunt in the new-turned mould, and fearlessly
Fly through the cage-work of the imperfect wall,
Or through the vacant dwelling’s open door
Pass and repass secure.
 

           In Madoc’s house,
And on his bed of reeds, Goervyl lies,
Her face toward the ground. She neither weeps
Nor sighs, nor groans; too strong her agony
 

For outward sign of anguish, and for prayer
Too hopeless was the ill; and though, at times,
The pious exclamation passed her lips,
Thy will be done! yet was that utterance
Rather the breathing of a broken heart
Than of a soul resign’d. Mervyn, beside,
Hangs over his dear mistress silently,
Having no hope or comfort to bestow,
Nor aught but sobs and unavailing tears.
The women of Caermadoc, like a flock
Collected in their panic, stand around
The house of their lost leader; and they, too,
Are mute in their despair. Llaian alone
Is absent; wildly hath she wander’d forth
To seek her child; and such the general woe,
That none kath mark’d her absence. Yet have they,
Though unprotected thus, no selfish fear:
The sudden evil had destroy’d all thought,
All sense, of present danger to themselves,
All foresight.
 

           Yet new terrors! Malinal,
Panting with speed, bursts in, and takes the arms
Of Madoc down. Goervyl, at that sound,
Started in sudden hope; but, when she saw
The Azteca, she utter’d a faint scream
 

Of wrongful fear, remembering not the proofs
Of his tried truth, nor recognizing aught
In those known features save their hostile hue.
But he, by worser fear abating soon
Her vain alarm, exclaimed, I saw a band
Of Hoamen coming up the straits, for ill,
Besure, for Amalahta leads them on.
Buckle this harness on, that, being armed,
I may defend the entrance.
 

           Scarce had she
Fastened the breastplate with her trembling hands,
When, flying from the sight of men in arms,
The women crowded in. Hastily he seiz’d
The shield and spear, and on the threshold took
His stand; but, wakened now to provident thought,
Goervyl, following, helmed him. There was now
No time to gird the baldric on: she held
Her brother’s sword, and bade him look to her
For prompt supply of weapons; in herself
Being resolv’d not idly to abide,
Nor unprepared of hand or heart to meet,
The issue of the danger, nor to die
Reluctant now.
 

           Rightly had they divin’d
The Hoaman’s felon purpose. When he heard
 

The fate of Madoc, from his mother’s eye
He mask’d his secret joy, and took his arms,
And to the rescue, with the foremost band,
Set forth. But soon, upon the way, he told
The associates of his crime, that now their hour
Of triumph was arriv’d; Caermadoc, left
Defenceless, would become, with all its wealth,
The spoilers’ easy prey, — raiment and arms
And iron; skins of that sweet beverage,
Which to a sense of its own life could stir
The joyful blood; the women, above all,
Whom to the forest they might bear away,
To be their slaves, if so their pleasure was;
Or, yielding them to Aztlan, for such prize
Receive a royal guerdon. Twelve there were,
Long leagued with him in guilt, who turn’d aside.
And they have reached Caermadoc now, and now
Rush onward where they see the women fly;
When, on the threshold, clad in Cimbric arms,
And with long lance protended, Malinal
Rebuffs them from the entrance. At that sight
Suddenly quail’d, they stood as midnight thieves
Who find the master waking; but ere long,
Gathering assured courage, as they saw
No other guard, press’d forward, and essay’d
 

To turn his spear aside. Its steady point,
True to the impelling strength, held on, and thrust
The foremost through the breast, and breath and blood
Follow’d the re-drawn shaft. Nor seem’d the strife
Unequal now, though with their numbers they
Beleagur’d in half-ring the door, where he,
The sole defender, stood. From side to side
So well and swiftly did he veer the lance,
That every enemy beheld its point
Aimed at himself direct. But chief on one
Had Malinal his deadly purpose fix’d,
On Armalahta; by his death to quell
The present danger, and cut off the root
Of many an evil, certain else to spring
From that accursed stock. On him his eye
Turne’d with more eager wilfulness, and dwelt
With keener ken; and now, with sudden step
Bending his body on, at him he drives
The meditated blow: but that ill Prince,
As chiefly sought, so chiefly fearing, swerv’d
Timely aside; and, ere the Azteca
Recover’d from the frustrate aim, the spear
Was seiz’d, and from his hold by stress and weight
Of numbers wrench’d. He, facing still the foe,
And holding at arm’s length the target, put back
 

His hand, and call’d Goervyl, and from her
Received the sword; — in time, for the enemy
Pressed on so near, that, having now no scope
To raise his arm, he drove the blade straight on.
It enter’d at the mouth of one who stood
With face aslant, and glanced along the teeth,
Through to the ear; then, slivering downward, left
The cheek-flap dangling. He, in that same point
Of time, as if a single impulse gave
Birth to the double action, dash’d his shield
Against another’s head, with so fierce swing
And sway of strength, that this third enemy
Fell at his feet. Astounded by such proof
Of prowess, and by unexpected loss
Dismay’d, the foe gave back, beyond the reach
Of his strong arm; and there awhile they stood,
Beholding him at bay, and counselling
How best to work their vengeance upon him,
Their sole opponent. Soon did they behold
The vantage, overlooked by hasty hope,
How vulnerable he stood, his arms and thighs
Bare for their butt. At once they bent their bows;
At once ten arrows fled: seven, shot in vain,
Rung on his shield; but, with unhappier mark,
Two shafts hung quivering in his leg; a third
 

Below the shoulder pierced. Then Malinal
Groan’d, not for anguish of his wounds, but grief
And agony of spirit; yet resolv’d
To his last gasp to guard that precious post,
Nor longer able to endure afoot,
He, falling on his knees, receiv’d unharm’d
Upon his shield, now ample for defence,
Their second shower, and still defied the foe.
But they, now sure of conquest, hastened on
To thrust him down; and he, too, felt his strength
Ebbing away. Goervyl, in that hour
Of horror and despair, collected still,
Caught him, and by the shoulders drew him in,
And, calling on her comrades, with their help
Shut to the door in time, and with their weight
Secur’d it, not their strength; for she alone,
Found worthy of her noble ancestry,
In this emergence, felt her faculties
All present, and heroic strength of heart,
To cope with danger and contempt of death.
Shame on ye, British women! shame! exclaim’d
The daughter of King Owen, as she saw
The trembling hands and bloodless countenance
Pale as sepulchral marble; silent some;
Others with womanish cries lamenting now
 

That ever, in unhappy hour, they left
Their native land; — a pardonable fear;
For, hark! the war-whoop! sound whereto the howl
Of tygers or hyenas, heard at night
By captive from barbarian foes escap’d,
And wandering in the pathless wilderness,
Were music. Shame on ye! Goervyl cried;
Think what your fathers were, your husbands what,
And what your sons should be! These savages
Seek not to wreak on ye immediate death;
So are ye safe, if safety such as this
Be worth a thought; and in the interval
We yet may gain, by keeping to the last
This entrance, easily to be maintained
By us, though women, against foes so few, — 
Who knows what succor chance, or timely thought
Of our own friends, may send, or Providence,
Who slumbereth not? — While thus she spake, a hand
In at the window came, of one who sought
That way to win the entrance. She drew out
The arrow through the arm of Malinal
With gentle care, — the readiest weapon that, — 
And held it short above the bony barb,
And, adding deeds to words, with all her might
She stabb’d it through the hand. The sudden pain
 

Provok’d a cry, and back the savage fell,
Loosening his hold, and maimed for further war.
Nay! leave that entrance open! she exclaim’d
To one who would have closed it; who comes next
Shall not go thence so cheaply! — for she now
Had taken up a spear to guard that way,
Easily guarded, even by female might.
O heart of proof! what now avails thy worth
And excellent courage? for the savage foe,
With mattock and with spade, for other use
Design’d, hew now upon the door, and rend
The wattled sides; and they within shrink back,
For now it splinters through, — and, lo, the way
Is open to the spoiler!
 

           Then once more,
Collecting his last strength, did Malinal
Rise on his knees, and over him the maid
Stands with the ready spear, she guarding him
Who guarded her so well. Rous’d to new force
By that exampled valor, and with will
To achieve one service yet before he died, — 
If death indeed, as sure he thought, were nigh, — 
Malinal gathered up his fainting powers;
And reaching forward, with a blow that threw
His body on, upon the knee he smote
 

One Hoaman more, and brought him to the ground.
The foe fell over him; but he, prepar’d,
Threw him with sudden jerk aside, and rose
Upon one hand, and with the other plunged
Between his ribs the mortal blade. Meantime
Amalahta, rushing in blind eagerness
To seize Goervyl, set at nought the power
Of female hands, and, stooping as he came
Beneath her spear-point, thought with lifted arm
To turn the thrust aside. But she drew back,
And lowered at once the spear, with aim so sure,
That on the front it met him, and plough’d up
The whole scalp-length. He, blinded by the blood,
Staggered aside, escaping by that chance
A second push, else mortal. And by this,
The women, learning courage from despair,
And by Goervyl’s bold example fir’d,
Took heart, and, rushing on with one accord,
Drove out the foe. Then took they hope; for then
They saw but seven remain in plight for war;
And, knowing their own number, in the pride
Of strength, caught up stones, staves, or axe, or spear,
To hostile use converting whatsoe’er
The hasty hand could seize. Such fierce attack
Confus’d the ruffian band; nor had they room
 

To aim the arrow, nor to speed the spear,
Each now beset by many. But their Prince,
Still mindful of his purport, call’d to them, — 
Secure my passage while I bear away
The White King’s Sister: having her, the law
Of peace is in our power. — And on he went
Toward Goervyl, and with sudden turn,
While on another foe her eye was fix’d,
Ran in upon her, and stooped down, and claspt
The maid above the knees, and, throwing her
Over his shoulder, to the valley straits
Set off; — ill seconded in ill attempt;
For now his comrades are too close beset
To aid their Chief, and Mervyn hath beheld
His lady’s peril. At the sight, inspired
With force, as if indeed that manly garb
Had cloth’d a manly heart, the Page ran on,
And, with a bill-hook striking at his ham,
Cut the back sinews. Amalahta fell;
The maid fell with him; and she first hath risen,
While, grovelling on the earth, he gnash’d his teeth
For agony. Yet even in those pangs,
Remembering still revenge, he turned and seiz’d
Goervyl’s skirt, and pluck’d her to the ground,
And roll’d himself upon her, and essay’d
 

To kneel upon her breast: but she clinch’d fast
His bloody locks, and drew him down aside,
Faint now with anguish and with loss of blood;
And Mervyn, coming to her help again,
As once again he rose, around the neck
Seized him, with throttling grasp, and held him down, — 
Strange strife and horrible! — till Malinal
Crawled to the spot, and thrust into his groin
The mortal sword of Madoc; he himself,
At the same moment, fainting, now no more
By his strong will upheld, the service done.
The few surviving traitors, at the sight
Of their fallen Prince and Leader, now too late
Believed that some diviner power had given
These female arms strength for their overthrow,
Themselves proved weak before them, as, of late,
Their God, by Madoc crush’d.
 

           Away they fled
Toward the valley straits: but in the gorge
Erillyab met their flight; and then her heart,
Boding the evil, smote her, and she bade
Her people seize, and bring them on in bonds,
For judgment. She herself, with quickened pace,
Advanced to know the worst; and, o’er the dead
She cast a rapid glance, and knew her son.
 

She knew him by his garments, by the work
Of her own hands; for now his face, besmear’d
And black with gore, and stiffened in its pangs,
Bore of the life no semblance. — God is good!
She cried, and closed her eyelids, and her lips
Shook, and her countenance changed. But in her heart
She quelled the natural feeling. — Bear away
These wretches! — to her followers she exclaim’d,
And root them from the earth! Then she approach’d
Goervyl, who was pale and trembling now,
Exhausted with past effort; and she took
Gently the maiden’s tremulous hand, and said,
God comfort thee, my Sister! At that voice
Of consolation, from her dreamy state,
Goervyl, to a sense of all her woe
Awoke, and burst into a gush of tears.
God comfort thee, my Sister! cried the Queen,
Even as he strengthens me. I would not raise
Deceitful hope, — but in his hand, even yet,
The issue hangs; and he is merciful.
 

Yea, daughter of Aberfraw, take thou hope!
For Madoc lives! - he lives, to wield the sword
Of righteous vengeance, and accomplish all.
 

XVII.
 

Madoc, meantime, in bonds and solitude,
Lay listening to the tumult. How his heart
Panted! how then, with fruitless strength, he strove
And struggled for enlargement, as the sound
Of battle from without the city came;
While all things near were still; nor foot of man,
Nor voice, in that deserted part, were heard.
At length one light and solitary step
Approach’d the place; a woman cross’d the door:
From Madoc’s busy mind her image pass’d
Quick as the form that caus’d it; but not so
Did the remembrance fly from Coatel,
That Madoc lay in bonds. That thought possess’d
Her soul, and made her, as she garlanded
The fane of Coatlantona with flowers,
Tremble in strong emotion.
 

           It was now
The hour of dusk; the Pabas all were gone,
Gone to the battle; — none could see her steps;
The gate was nigh. A momentary thought
Shot through her: she delayed not to reflect,
But hasten’d to the Prince, and took the knife
Of sacrifice, which by the altar hung,
And cut his bonds, and with an eager eye,
Motioning haste and silence, to the gate
She led him. Fast along the forest way,
And fearfully, he follow’d to the chasm.
She beckon’d, and descended, and drew out,
From underneath her vest, a cage, or net
It rather might be called, so fine the twigs
Which knit it, where, confined, two fire-flies gave
Their lustre. By that light did Madoc first
Behold the features of his lovely guide;
And, through the entrance of the cavern gloom,
He follow’d in full trust.
 

           Now have they reached
The abrupt descent; there Coatel held forth
Her living lamp, and, turning, with a smile
Sweet as good Angels wear when they present
Their mortal charge before the throne of Heaven,
She show’d where little Hoel slept below.
 

Poor child! he lay upon that very spot,
The last whereto his feet had follow’d her;
And, as he slept, his hand was on the bones
Of one who years agone had perish’d there,
There, on the place where last his wretched eyes
Could catch the gleam of day. But when the voice,
The well-known voice, of Madoc waken’d him, — 
His uncle’s voice, — he started, with a scream
Which echo’d through the cavern’s winding length,
And stretch’d his arms to reach him. Madoc hush’d
The dangerous transport, rais’d him up the ascent,
And follow’d Coatel again, whose face,
Though tears of pleasure still were coursing down,
Betoken’d fear and haste. Adown the wood
They went; and, coasting now the lake, her eye
First what they sought beheld, a light canoe,
Moored to the bank. Then in her arms she took
The child, and kiss’d him with maternal love,
And placed him in the boat; but when the Prince,
With looks and gestures, and imperfect words,
Such as the look, the gesture, well explain’d,
Urged her to follow, doubtfully she stood:
A dread of danger, for the thing she had done,
Came on her, and Lincoya rose to mind.
Almost she had resolv’d; but then she thought
 

Of her dear father, whom that flight would leave
Alone in age; how he would weep for her,
As one among the dead, and to the grave
Go sorrowing; or, if ever it were known
What she had dared, that on his head the weight
Of punishment would fall. That dreadful fear
Resolv’d her, and she wav’d her head, and rais’d
Her hand, to bid the Prince depart in haste,
With looks whose painful seriousness forbade
All further effort. Yet unwillingly,
And boding evil, Madoc from the shore
Push’d off his little boat. She on its way
Stood gazing for a moment, lost in thought,
Then struck into the woods.
 

           Swift through the lake
Madoc’s strong arm impell’d the light canoe.
Fainter and fainter to his distant ear
The sound of battle came; and now the Moon
Arose in heaven, and pour’d o’er lake and land
A soft and mellowing ray. Along the shore
Llaian was wandering with distracted steps,
And groaning for her child. She saw the boat
Approach; and as on Madoc’s naked limbs,
And on his countenance, the moonbeam fell,
And as she saw the boy in that dim light,
 

It seemed as though the Spirits of the dead
Were moving on the waters; and she stood
With open lips that breath’d not, and fix’d eyes,
Watching the unreal shapes: but when the boat
Drew nigh, and Madoc landed, and she saw
His step substantial, and the child came near,
Unable then to move or speak or breathe,
Down on the sand she sunk.
 

           But who can tell,
But who can feel, her agony of joy,
When, by the Prince’s care restor’d to sense,
She recogniz’d her child, she heard the name
Of mother from that voice, which, sure, she thought
Had pour’d upon some Priest’s remorseless ear
Its last vain prayer for life? No tear reliev’d
The insupportable feeling, that convuls’d
Her swelling breast. She look’d and look’d, and felt
The child, lest some delusion should have mock’d
Her soul to madness; then the gushing joy
Burst forth, and with caresses and with tears
She mingled broken prayers of thanks to Heaven.
 

And now the Prince, when joy had had its course,
Said to her, Knowest thou the mountain path?
For I would to the battle. But, at that,
 

A sudden damp of dread came over her, — 
O leave us not! she cried; lest haply ill
Should have befallen! for I remember, now,
How in the woods I spied a savage band
Making towards Caermadoc. God forefend
The evil that I fear! — What! Madoc cried,
Were ye, then, left defenceless? — She replied,
All ran to arms: there was no time for thought
Nor counsel in that sudden ill; nor one
Of all thy people, who could in that hour
Have brook’d home-duty, when thy life or death
Hung on the chance.
 

           Now God be merciful!
Cried he; — for of Goervyl did he think,
And the cold sweat started at every pore.
Give me the boy! — he travels all too slow.
Then in his arms he took him, and sped on,
Suffering more painful terrors, than, of late
His own near death provoked. They held their way
In silence up the heights; and when at length,
They reach’d the valley entrance, there the Prince
Bade her remain, while he went on to spy
The footsteps of the spoiler. Soon he saw
Men, in the moonlight, stretch’d upon the ground;
 

And quickening then his pace, in worst alarm,
Along the shade, with cautious step, he mov’d
Toward one to seize his weapons: ’twas a corpse;
Nor whether, at the sight, to hope or fear
Yet knew he. But anon, a steady light,
As of a taper, seen in his own home,
Comforted him; and, drawing nearer now,
He saw his sister on her knees, beside
The rushes, ministering to a wounded man.
Safe that the dear one liv’d, then back he sped
With joyful haste, and summon’d Llaian on,
And in loud talk advanced. Erillyab first
Came forward at the sound; for she had faith
To trust the voice. — They live! they live! she cried;
God hath redeemed them! — Nor the maiden yet
Believ’d the actual joy: like one astound,
Or as if struggling with a dream, she stood,
Till he came close, and spread his arms, and call’d,
Goervyl! — and she fell in his embrace.
 

But Madoc linger’d not; his eager soul
Was in the war: in haste he donn’d his arms;
And, as he felt his own good sword again,
Exulting play’d his heart. — Boy, he exclaim’d
To Mervyn, arm thyself, and follow me!
 

For in this battle we shall break the power
Of our blood-thirsty foe; and, in thine age,
Wouldst thou not wish, when young men crowd around
To hear thee chronicle their fathers’ deeds,
Wouldst thou not wish to add, — And I, too, fought 
In that day’s conflict?
 

           Mervyn’s cheek turn’d pale
A moment; then, with terror all suffus’d,
Grew fever-red. Nay, nay! Goervyl cried,
He is too young for battles! — But the Prince,
With erring judgment, in that fear-flushed cheek
Beheld the glow of enterprizing hope
And youthful courage. I was such a boy,
Sister! he cried, at Counsyllt; and that day,
In my first field, with stripling arm, smote down
Many a tall Saxon. Saidst thou not but now,
How bravely, in the fight of yesterday,
He flesh’d his sword? — and wouldst thou keep him here,
And rob him of his glory? See his cheek!
How it hath crimson’d at the unworthy thought!
Arm! arm! and to the battle!
 

           How her heart
Then panted.! how, with late regret, and vain,
Senena wish’d Goervyl then had heard
The secret, trembling on her lips so oft,
 

So oft by shame withheld! She thought that now
She could have fallen upon her Lady’s neck,
And told her all; but, when she saw the Prince,
Imperious shame forbade her, and she felt
It were an easier thing to die than speak.
Availed not now regret or female fear!
She mail’d her delicate limbs; beneath the plate
Compress’d her bosom; on her golden locks
The helmet’s overheavy load she placed;
Hung from her neck the shield; and though the sword,
Which swung beside her, lightest she had chosen,
Though in her hand she held the slenderest spear,
Alike unwieldy for the maiden’s grasp
The sword and ashen lance. But, as she touch’d
The murderous point, an icy shudder ran
Through every fibre of her trembling frame;
And, overcome by womanly terror then,
The damsel to Goervyl turn’d, and let
The breastplate fall, and on her bosom placed
The Lady’s hand, and hid her face, and cried,
Save me! The warrior, who beheld the act,
And heard not the low voice, with angry eye
Glow’d on the seemly boy of feeble heart.
But, in Goervyl, joy had overpower’d
The wonder; joy to find the boy she lov’d
 

Was one to whom her heart with closer love
Might cling; and to her brother she exclaimed,
She must not go! We women in the war
Have done our parts.
 

           A moment Madoc dwelt
On the false Mervyn, with an eye from whence
Displeasure did not wholly pass away.
Nor loitering to resolve Love’s riddle now,
To Malinal he turn’d, where on his couch
The wounded youth was laid. — True friend, said he,
And brother mine, — for truly by that name
I trust to greet thee, — if, in this near fight,
My hour should overtake me, — as who knows
The lot of war? — Goervyl hath my charge
To quite thee for thy service with herself;
That so thou mayest raise up seed to me
Of mine own blood, who may inherit here
The obedience of thy people and of mine. — 
Malinal took his hand, and to his lips
Feebly he pressed it, saying, One boon more,
Father and friend, I ask! — if thou shouldst meet
Yuhidthiton in battle, think of me.
 

XVIII.
 

Merciful God! how horrible is night
Upon the plain of Aztlan! there the shout
Of battle, the barbarian yell, the bray
Of dissonant instruments, the clang of arms,
The shriek of agony, the groan of death,
In one wild uproar and continuous din,
Shake the still air; while, overhead, the Moon,
Regardless of the stir of this low world,
Holds on her heavenly way. Still unallay’d
By slaughter raged the battle, unrelax’d
By lengthened toil; anger supplying still
Strength undiminish’d for the desperate strife.
And, lo! where yonder, on the temple-top,
Blazing aloft, The sacrificial fire,
Scene more accurst and hideous than the war,
Displays to all the vale; for whosoe’er
That night the Aztecas could bear away,
 

Hoaman or Briton, thither was he borne;
And, as they stretched him on the stone of blood,
Did the huge tambour of the God, with voice
Loud as the thunder-peal, and heard as far,
Proclaim the act of death, more visible
Than in broad daylight, by those midnight fires
Distinctlier seen. Sight that with horror fill’d
The Cymry, and to mightier efforts rous’d.
Howbeit, this abhorred idolatry
Worked for their safety; the deluded foes,
Obstinate in their faith, forbearing still
The mortal stroke, that they might to the God
Present the living victim, and to him
Let the life flow.
 

           And now the orient sky
Glow’d with the ruddy morning, when the Prince
Came to the field. He lifted up his voice,
And shouted Madoc! Madoc! They who heard
The cry, astonish’d turned; and, when they saw
The countenance his open helm disclos’d,
They echo’d, Madoc! Madoc! Through the host
Spread the miraculous joy, — He lives! he lives!
He comes himself in arms! — Lincoya heard,
As he had rais’d his arm to strike a foe,
And stay’d the stroke, and thrust him off, and cried,
 

Go, tell the tidings to thy countrymen,
Madoc is in the war! Tell them his God
Hath set the White King free! Astonishment
Seized on the Azteca; on all who heard,
Amazement and dismay; and Madoc now
Stood in the foremost battle, and his sword — 
His own good sword, — flashed like the sudden death
Of lightning in their eyes.
 

           The King of Aztlan
Heard and beheld, and in his noble heart
Heroic hope arose. Forward he moved,
And in the shock of battle; front to front,
Encounter’d Madoc. A strong-statured man
Coanocotzin stood, one well who knew
The ways of war, and never yet in fight
Had found an equal foe. Adown his back
Hung the long robe of feather’d royalty;
Gold fenced his arms and legs; upon his helm
A sculptured snake protends the arrowy tongue;
Around a coronal of plumes arose,
Brighter than beam the rainbow hues of light,
Or than the evening glories which the sun
Slants o’er the moving, many-colour’d sea,
Such their surpassing beauty; bells of gold
Emboss’d his glittering helmet, and where’er
 

Their sound was heard, there lay the press of war,
And Death was busiest there. Over the breast
And o’er the golden breastplate of the King,
A feathery cuirass, beautiful to eye,
Light as the robe of peace, yet strong to save;
For the sharp falchion’s baffled edge would glide
From its smooth softness. On his arm he held
A buckler overlaid with beaten gold;
And so he stood, guarding his thighs and legs,
His breast and shoulders also, with the length
Of his broad shield.
 

           Oppos’d, in mail complete,
Stood Madoc in his strength. The flexible chains
Gave play to his full muscles, and displayed
How broad his shoulders, and his ample breast.
Small was his shield, there broadest where it fenced.
The well of life, and gradual to a point
Lessening, steel-strong, and wieldy in his grasp.
It bore those blazon’d eaglets, at whose sight,
Along the Marches, or where holy Dee
Through Cestrian pastures rolls his tamer stream,
So oft the yoeman had, in days of yore,
Cursing his perilous tenure, wound the horn,
And warden, from the castle-tower, rung out
The loud alarum-bell, heard far and wide.
 

Upon his helm no sculptur’d dragon sate,
Sate no fantastic terrors; a white plume
Nodded above, far-seen, floating like foam
On the war-tempest, always where
The tide ran strongest. Man to man they stood,
The King of Aztlan and the Ocean Chief.
 

Fast on the intervening buckler, fell
The Azteca’s stone falchion. Who hath watch’d
The midnight lightnings of the summer storm,
That, with their awful blaze, irradiate heaven,
Then leave a blacker night? So quick, so fierce,
Flash’d Madoc’s sword, which, like the serpent’s tongue,
Seem’d double, in its rapid whirl of light.
Unequal arms! for on the British shield
Avail’d not the stone falchion’s brittle edge;
And, in the golden buckler, Madoc’s sword
Bit deep. Coanocotzin saw, and dropt
The unprofitable weapon, and receiv’d
His ponderous club, — that club, beneath whose force,
Driven by his father’s arm, Tepollomi
Had fallen subdu’d, — and fast and fierce he drove
The massy weight on Madoc. From his shield,
The deadening force communicated, ran
Up his stunn’d arm; anon, upon his helm
Crashing, it came; — his eyes shot fire, his brain
 

Swam dizzy, — he recoils, — he reels; — again
The club descends.
 

           That danger to himself
Recall’d the Lord of Ocean. On he sprung,
Within the falling weapon’s curve of death,
Shunning its frustrate aim, and breast to breast
He grappled with the King. The pliant mail
Bent to his straining limbs; while plates of gold,
The feathery robe, the buckler’s amplitude,
Cumber’d the Azteca, and from his arm,
Clinch’d in the Briton’s mighty grasp, at once
He dropt the impeding buckler, and let fall
The unfasten’d club; which when the Prince beheld,
He thrust him off, and, drawing back, resum’d
The sword that from his wrist suspended hung,
And twice he smote the King; twice from the quilt
Of plumes the iron glides; and, lo! the King — 
So well his soldiers watch their monarch’s need,
Shakes in his hand a spear.
 

           But now a cry
Burst on the ear of Madoc; and he saw,
Through opening ranks, where Urien was convey’d
A captive, to his death. Grief then, and shame
And rage, inspir’d him. With a mighty blow
He cleft Coanocotzin’s helm: expos’d
 

The monarch stood. Again the thunder-stroke
Came on him, and he fell. — The multitude,
Forgetful of their country and themselves,
Crowd round their dying King. Madoc, whose eye
Still follow’d Urien, call’d upon his men,
And, through the broken army of the foe,
Prestto his rescue.
 

           But far off the old man
Was borne with furious speed. Ririd alone
Pursued his path; and through the thick of war,
Close on the captors, with avenging sword,
Followed right on, and through the multitude,
And through the gate of Aztlan, made his way,
And through the streets, till from the temple-mound
The press of Pabas and the populace
Repelled him, while the old man was hurried up.
Hark! that infernal tambour! o’er the lake
Its long, loud thunders roll, and through the hills,
Awakening all their echoes. Ye accurst,
Ye blow the fall too soon! Ye dogs of Hell,
The Hart is yet at bay! — Thus long the old man,
As one exhaust’d or resign’d, had lain,
Resisting not; but, at that knell of death
Springing with unexpected force, he freed
His feet, and shook the Pabas from their hold,
 

And, with his armed hand, between the eyes
Smote one so sternly that to earth he fell,
Bleeding, and all astound. A man of proof
Was Urien in his day, thought worthiest,
In martial thews and manly discipline,
To train the sons of Owen. He had lost
Youth’s supple sleight; yet still the skill remained,
And in his stiffened limbs a strength which yet
Might put the young to shame. And now he set
His back against the altar, resolute
Not as a victim by the knife to die,
But in the act of battle, as became
A man grown gray in arms. And in his heart
There was a living hope; for now he knew
That Madoc lived, nor could the struggle long
Endure against that arm.
 

           Soon was the way
Laid open by the sword; for side by side
The brethren of Aberfraw mowed their path,
And, following close, the Cymry drive along,
Till on the summit of the mound their cry
Of victory rings aloud. The temple floor,
So often which had reeked with innocent blood,
Reeks now with righteous slaughter. Frantically,
In the wild fury of their desperate zeal,
 

The Priests crowd round the God, and with their knives
Hack at the foe, and call on him to save, — 
At the Altar, at the Idol’s feet they fall.
Nor with less frenzy did the multitude
Flock to defend their God. Fast as they fell,
New victims rushed upon the British sword;
And sure that day had rooted from the earth
The Aztecas, and on their conquerors drawn
Promiscuous ruin, had not Madoc now
Beheld from whence the fearless ardour sprang; — 
They saw Mexitli; momently they hop’d
That he would rise in vengeance. Madoc seiz’d
A massy club, and from his azure throne
Shatter’d the giant idol.
 

           At that sight
The men of Aztlan pause; so was their pause
Dreadful, as when a multitude expect
The Earthquake’s second shock. But when they saw
Earth did not open, nor the temple fall,
To crush their impious enemies, dismay’d,
They felt themselves forsaken by their Gods:
Then from their temples and their homes they fled,
And, leaving Aztlan to the conqueror,
Sought the near city, whither they had sent
Their women, timely sav’d.
 

           But Tlalala,
With growing fury as the danger grew,
Raged in the battle; but Yuhidthiton
Still with calm courage, till no hope remain’d,
Fronted the rushing foe. When all was vain,
When back within the gate Cadwallon’s force
Resistless had compell’d them, then the Chief
Called on the Tyger, — Let us bear from hence
The dead Ocelopan, the slaughtered King;
Not to the Strangers should their bones be left,
O Tlalala! — The Tyger wept with rage,
With generous anger. To the place of death,
Where side by side the noble dead were stretch’d,
They fought their way. Eight warriors join’d their shields:
On these, a bier which well beseem’d the dead — 
The lifeless Chiefs were laid. Yuhidthiton
Call’d on the people, — Men of Aztlan! yet
One effort more! I Bear hence Ocelopan;
Bear hence the body of your noble King!
Not to the Strangers should their bones be left!
That whoso heard, with wailing and loud cries,
Prest round the body-bearers; few indeed,
For few were they who in that fearful hour
Had ears to hear, — but with a holy zeal,
A myrtyr courage, around the bier they ranged
 

Their bulwark breasts. So toward the farther gate
They held their steady way, while outermost,
In unabated valor, Tlalala
Faced, with Yuhidthiton, the foe’s pursuit.
Vain valor then, and fatal piety,
As the fierce conquerors bore on their retreat,
If Madoc had not seen their perilous strife:
Remembering Malinal, and in his heart
Honouring a gallant foe, he call’d aloud,
And bade his people cease the hot pursuit.
So, through the city gate, they bore away
The dead; and, last of all their countrymen,
Leaving their homes and temples to the foe,
Yuhidthiton and Tlalala retir’d.
 

XIX.
 

Southward of Aztlan stood, beside the Lake,
A city of the Aztecas, by name
Patamba. Thither, from the first alarm,
The women and infirm old men were sent,
And children; thither they who from the fight,
And from the fall of Aztlan, had escaped,
In scatter’d bands repaired. Their City lost,
Their Monarch slain, their Idols overthrown, — 
These tidings spread dismay; but to dismay
Succeeded horror soon, and kindling rage,
Horror by each new circumstance increas’d:
By numbers, rafe embolden’d. Lo! to the town,
Lamenting loud, a numerous train approach,
Like mountain torrents, swelling as they go.
Borne in the midst, upon the bier of shields?
The noble dead were seen. To tenfold grief
 

That spectacle provok’d, to tenfold wrath
That anguish stung them. With their yells and groans
Curses are mix’d, and threats, and bitter vows
Of vengeance full and speedy. From the wreck
Of Aztlan who is sav’d? Tezozomoc,
Chief servant of the Gods, their favor’d Priest,
The voice by whom they speak; young Tlalala,
Whom even defeat with fresher glory crowns;
And full of fame, their country’s rock of strength,
Yuhidthiton: him to their sovereign slain
Allied in blood, mature in wisdom him,
Of valour unsurpassable, by all
Belov’d and honour’d, him the general voice
Acclaims their King; him they demand to lead
Their gather’d force to battle, to revenge
Their Lord, their Gods, their kinsmen, to redeem
Their altars and their country.
 

           But the dead
First from the nation’s gratitude require
The rites of death. On mats of mountain palm,
Wrought of rare texture and of richest hues,
The slaughter’d warriors, side by side, were laid;
Their bodies wrapped in many-colour’d robes
Of gossampine, bedeck’d with gems and gold.
The livid paleness of the countenance
 

A mask concealed, and hid their ghastly wounds.
The Pabas stood around, and, one by one,
Placed in their hands the sacred aloe leaves,
With mystic forms and characters inscrib’d;
And, as each leaf was given, Tezozomoc
Addressed the dead, — So may ye safely pass
Between the mountains, which in endless war
Hurtle, with horrible uproar, and frush
Of rocks that meet in battle. Arm’d with this,
In safety shall ye walk along the road,
Where the Great Serpent from his lurid eyes
Shoots lightning, and across the guarded way
Vibrates his tongue of fire. Receive the third,
And cross the waters where the Crocodile
In vain expects his prey. Your passport this
Thro’ the Eight Deserts; through the Eight Hills this;
And this be your defence against the Wind,
Whose fury sweeps like dust, the uprooted rocks,
Whose keenness cuts the soul. Ye noble dead,
Protected with these potent amulets,
Soon shall your Spirits reach triumphantly
The Palace of the Sun!
 

           The funeral train
Mov’d to Mexitli’s temple. First on high
The noble dead were borne; in loud lament
 

Then follow’d all by blood allied to them,
Or by affection’s voluntary ties
Attached more closely, brethren, kinsmen, wives.
The Peers of Aztlan, all who from the sword
Of Britain had escap’d, honouring the rites,
Came clad in rich array, and bore the arms
And ensigns of the dead. The slaves went last,
And dwarfs, the pastime of the living chiefs,
In life their sport and mockery, and in death
Their victims. Wailing, and with funeral hymns,
The long procession moved. Mexitli’s Priest,
With all his servants, from the temple-gate
Advanced to meet the train. Two piles were built
Within the sacred court, of odorous wood,
And rich with gums: on these, with all their robes,
Their ensigns, and their arms, they laid the dead;
Then lit the pile. The rapid light ran up,
Up flam’d the fire; and o’er the darken’d sky
Sweet clouds of incense curl’d.
 

           The Pabas then
Perform’d their bloody office. First they slew
The women whom the slaughter’d most had lov’d,
Who most had lov’d the dead. Silent they went
Toward the fatal stone, resisting not,
Nor sorrowing nor dismay’d, but, as it seem’d,
 

Stunn’d, senseless. One alone there was, whose cheek
Was flush’d, whose eye was animate with fire:
Her most in life Coanocotzin priz’d,
By ten years’ love endear’d, his counsellor,
His friend, the partner of his secret thoughts;
Such had she been, such merited to be.
She, as she bared her bosom to the knife,
Call’d on Yuhidthiton. — Take heed, O King!
Aloud she cried, and pointed to the Priests;
Beware these wicked men! they to the war
Forced my dead Lord. — Thou knowest, and I know,
He loved the Strangers; that his noble mind,
Enlightened by their lore, had willingly
Put down these cursed altars! — As she spake.
They dragg’d her to the stone. Nay, nay! she cried,
There needs not force! I go to join my Lord!
His blood and mine be on you! Ere she ceas’d,
The knife was in her breast. Tezozomoc,
Trembling with wrath, held up toward the Sun
Her reeking heart.
 

           The dwarfs and slaves died last.
That bloody office done, they gather’d up
The ashes of the dead, and coffer’d them
Apart; the teeth with them, which unconsum’d
Among the ashes lay, a single lock
 

Shorn from the corpse, and his lip-emerald,
Now held to be the Spirit’s flawless heart
In better worlds. The Priest then held on high
The little ark which shrined his last remains,
And called upon the people: — Lo! behold!
This was your King, the bountiful, the brave
Coanocotzin! Men of Aztlan, hold
His memory holy! learn from him to love
Your country and your Gods; for them to live
Like him, like him to die. So from yon Heaven,
Where in the Spring of Light his Spirit bathes,
Often shall he descend; hover above
On evening clouds; or, plumed with rainbow wings,
Sip honey from the flowers, and warble joy.
Honour his memory! emulate his worth!
So saying, in the temple-tower he laid
The relics of the King.
 

           These duties done,
The living claim their care. His birth, his deeds,
The general love, the general voice, have mark’d.
Yuhidthiton for King. Bare-headed, bare
Of foot, of limb, scarfed only round the loins,
The Chieftain to Mexitli’s temple mov’d,
And knelt before the God. Tezozomoc
King over Aztlan there anointed him,
 

And over him, from hallow’d cedar-branch,
Sprinkled the holy water. Then the Priest
In a black garment rob’d him, figur’d white
With skulls and bones, a garb to emblem war,
Slaughter, and ruin, his imperial tasks.
Next in his hand the Priest a censer placed;
And while he knelt, directing to the God
The steaming incense, thus addressed the King:
Chosen by the people, by the Gods approv’d,
Swear to protect thy subjects, to maintain
The worship of thy fathers, to observe
Their laws, to make the Sun pursue his course,
The clouds descend in rain, the rivers hold
Their wonted channels, and the fruits of earth
To ripen in their season. Swear, O King!
And prosper, as thou holdest good thine oath.
He rais’d his voice, and swore. Then on his brow
Tezozomoc the crown of Aztlan placed;
And in the robe of emblemed royalty,
Preceded by the golden wands of state,
Yuhidthiton went forth, anointed King.
 

XX.
 

When now the multitude beheld their King,
In gratulations of reiterate joy
They shout his name, and bid him lead them on
To vengeance. But to answer that appeal
Tezozomoc advanced. — Oh! go not forth,
Cried the Chief Paba, till the land be purged
From her offence! No God will lead ye on,
While there is guilt in Aztlan. Let the Priests
Who from the ruin’d city have escap’d,
And all who in her temples have perform’d
The ennobling service of her injur’d Gods,
Gather together now.
 

           He spake: the train
Assembled, priests and matrons, youths and maids.
Servants of Heaven! aloud the Arch-Priest began,
The Gods had favor’d Aztlan; bound for death
 

The White King lay: our countrymen were strong
In battle, and the conquest had been ours,
I speak not from myself, but as the Powers,
Whose voice on earth I am, impel the truth, — 
The conquest had been ours; but treason lurk’d
In Aztlan, treason and foul sacrilege;
And therefore were her children in the hour
Of need abandon’d; therefore were her youth
Cut down, her altars therefore overthrown.
The White King, whom ye saw upon the Stone
Of Sacrifice, and whom ye held in bonds,
Stood in the foremost fight, and slew your Lord.
Not by a God, O Aztecas! enlarged
Broke he his bondage! By a mortal hand,
An impious, sacrilegious, traitorous hand,
Your city was betrayed, your King was slain,
Your shrines polluted. The insulted Power,
He who is terrible, beheld the deed;
And now he calls for vengeance.
 

           Stern he spake,
And from Mexitli’s altar bade the Priest
Bring forth the sacred water. In his hand
He took the vase, and held it up, and cried,
Accurst be he who did this deed! Accurs’d
The father who begat him, and the breast
 

At which he fed! Death be his portion now,
Eternal infamy his lot on earth,
His doom eternal horrors! Let his name,
From sire to son, be in the people’s mouth,
Through every generation! Let a curse
Of deep and pious and effectual hate
For ever follow the detested name,
And every curse inflict upon his soul
A stab of mortal anguish!
 

            Then he gave
The vase. — Drink one by one! the innocent
Boldly, — on them the water hath no power;
But let the guilty tremble! it shall flow
A draught of agony and death to him,
A stream of fiery poison!
 

           Coatel!
What were thy horrors when the fatal vase
Passed to thy trial, — when Tezozomoc
Fix’d his keen eye on thee! A deathiness
Came over her; — her blood ran back; — her joints
Shook like the palsy; and the dreadful cup
Dropt from her conscious hold. The Priest exclaim’d,
The hand of God! the avenger manifest!
Drag her to the altar! — At that sound of death,
The life forsook her limbs, and down she fell,
 

Senseless. They dragg’d her to the Stone of Blood,
All senseless as she lay; — in that dread hour
Nature was kind.
 

           Tezozomoc then cried,
Bring forth the kindred of this wretch accurst,
That none pollute the earth. An aged Priest
Came forth, and answered, There is none but I,
The father of the dead.
 

           To death with him!
Exclaim’d Tezozomoc; to death with him;
And purify the nation! But the King
Permitted not that crime. — Chief of the Priests,
If he be guilty, let the guilty bleed,
Said he; but never, while I live and reign,
The innocent shall suffer. Hear him speak!
 

Hear me! the old man replied. That fatal day
I never saw my child. At morn she left
The city, seeking flowers to dress the shrine
Of Coatlantona; and that at eve
I stood among the Pabas in the gate,
Blessing our soldiers, as they issu’d out,
Let them who saw bear witness. — Two came forth,
And testified Aculhua spake the words
Of truth.
 

Full well I know, the old man pursued,
My daughter loved the Strangers, — that her heart
Was not with Aztlan; but not I the cause!
Ye all remember how the Maid was given, — 
She being, in truth, of all our Maids the flower — 
In spousals to Lincoya, him who fled
From sacrifice. It was a misery
To me to see my only child condemn’d
In early widowhood to waste her youth, — 
My only and my beautifullest girl!
Chief of the Priests, you order’d; I obey’d.
Not mine the fault, if, when Lincoya fled,
And fought among the enemies, her heart
Was with her husband.
 

           He is innocent!
He shall not die! Yuhidthiton exclaim’d.
Nay, King Yuhidthiton! Aculhua cried,
I merit death. My country overthrown,
My daughter slain, alike demand on me
That justice. When her years of ministry,
Vow’d to the temple, had expir’d, my love,
My selfish love, still suffer’d her to give
Her youth to me, by filial piety
In widowhood detain’d. That selfish crime
Heavily, — heavily, — do I expiate!
 

But I am old; and she was all to me.
O King Yuhidthiton! I ask for death;
In mercy, let me die! cruel it were
To bid me waste away alone in age,
By the slow pain of grief. — Give me the knife
Which pierced my daughter’s bosom!
 

           The old man
Moved to the altar; none oppos’d his way:
With a firm hand he buried in his heart
The reeking flint, and fell upon his child.
 

XXI.
 

A transitory gloom that sight of death
Impress’d upon the assembled multitude;
But soon the brute and unreflecting crew
Turn’d to their sports. Some bare their olive limbs,
And in the race contend; with hopes and fears
Which rouse to rage, some urge the mimic war.
Here, one upon his ample shoulders bears
A comrade’s weight, upon whose head a third
Stands pois’d, like Mercury in act to fly.
There, other twain upon their shoulders prop
A biforked beam; while on its height a third
To nimble cadence, shifts his glancing feet,
And shakes a plume aloft, and wheels around
A wreath of bells, with modulating sway.
Here round a lofty mast the dancers move
Quick, to quick music; from its top affix’d,
Each holds a colour’d cord, and, as they weave
 

The complex crossings of the mazy dance,
The checqer’d network twists around the tree
Its intertexture of harmonious hues.
But now a shout went forth; the Fliers mount,
And from all meaner sports the multitude
Flock to their favorite pastime. In the ground,
Branchless and bark’d, the trunk of some tall pine
Is planted; near its summit a square frame;
Four cords pass through the perforated square,
And fifty times and twice around the tree,
A mystic number, are entwin’d above.
Four Aztecas, equipp’d with wings, ascend,
And round them bind the ropes; anon they wave
Their pinions, and, upborne on spreading plumes,
Launch on the air, and wheel in circling flight,
The lengthen’d cords untwisting as they fly.
A fifth above, upon the perilous point
Dances, and shakes a flag; and on the frame,
Others the while maintain their giddy stand,
Till now, with many a round, the wheeling cords
Draw near their utmost length, and toward the ground
The aerial circlers speed; then down the ropes
They spring, and on their way from line to line
Leap, while the shouting multitude endure
A shuddering admiration.
 

           On such sports,
Their feelings centr’d in the joy of sight,
The multitude stood gazing, when a man,
Breathless, and with broad eyes, came running on,
His pale lips trembling, and his bloodless cheek
Like one who meets a lion in his path.
The fire! the fire! the temple! he exclaim’d;
Mexitli! — They, astonish’d at his words,
Hasten toward the wonder; — and, behold,
The inner fane is sheeted white with fire!
Dumb with affright they stood; the enquiring King
Look’d to Tezozomoc; the Priest replied,
I go! the Gods protect me! — and therewith
He entered boldly in the house of flame.
But instant, bounding with inebriate joy,
He issues forth. — The God! the God! he cries;
Joy! — joy! — the God! — the visible hand of Heaven!
Repressing then his transport, — Ye all know
How that in Aztlan Madoc’s impious hand
Destroy’d Mexitli’s image: — it is here,
Unbroken, and the same! — Toward the gate
They press; they see the Giant Idol there,
The Serpent girding him, his neck with hearts
Beaded, and in his hand the club, — even such
As oft in Aztlan, on his azure throne,
 

They had ador’d the God, they see him now,
Unbroken, and the same! — Again the Priest
Enter’d; again a second joy inspir’d
To frenzy all around: — for forth he came,
Shouting with new delight; — for in his hand
The banner of the nation he upheld,
That banner to their fathers sent from Heaven,
By them abandon’d to the conqueror.
 

He motion’d silence, and the crowd were still.
People of Aztlan! he began, when first
Your fathers from their native land went forth
In search of better seats, this banner came
From Heaven. The Famine and the Pestilence
Had been among them; in their hearts the spring
Of courage was dried up: with midnight fires
Radiate, by midnight thunders heralded,
This banner came from Heaven; and with it came
Health, valour, victory. Aztecas! again
The God restores the blessing. To the God
Move now in solemn dance of grateful joy;
Exalt for him the song.
 

           They form’d the dance,
They rais’d the hymn, and sung Mexitli’s praise.
Glory to thee, the Great, the Terrible,
 

Mexitli, guardian God! — From whence art thou,
O Son of Mystery? from whence art thou,
Whose sire thy Mother knew not? She at eve
Walked in the temple court, and saw from Heaven
A plume descend, as bright and beautiful
As if some spirit had embodied there
The rainbow hues, or dipt it in the light
Of setting suns. To her it floated down;
She placed it in her bosom, to bedeck
The altar of the God; she sought it there;
Amaz’d she found it not; amaz’d she felt
Another life infused. — From whence art thou,
O Son of Mystery? from whence art thou,
Whose sire thy Mother knew not?
 

           Grief was hers,
Wonder and grief; for life was in her womb,
And her stern children with revengeful eyes
Beheld their mother’s shame. She saw their frowns,
She knew their plots of blood. Where shall she look
For succor, when her sons conspire her death;
Where hope for comfort, when her daughter whets
The impious knife of murder? — From her womb
The voice of comfort came, tile timely aid;
Already at her breast the blow was aim’d,
When forth Mexitli leapt, and in his hand
 

The angry spear, to punish and to save.
Glory to thee, the Great, the Terrible,
Mexitli, guardian God!
 

           Arise and save,
Mexitli, save thy people! Dreadful one,
Arise, redeem thy city, and revenge!
An impious, an impenetrable foe,
Hath blacken’d thine own altars with the blood
Of thine own priests; hath dash’d thine Image down. 
In vain did valour’s naked breast oppose
Their mighty arms; in vain the feeble sword
On their impenetrable mail was driven.
Not against thee, Avenger, shall those arms
Avail, nor that impenetrable mail
Resist the fiery arrows of thy wrath.
Arise, go forth in anger, and destroy!
 

XXII.
 

Aztlan, meantime, presents a hideous scene
Of slaughter. The hot sunbeam in her streets
Parch’d the blood pools; the slain were heaped in hills;
The victors, stretch’d in every little shade,
With unhelmed heads reclining on their shields,
Slept the deep sleep of weariness. Ere long,
To needful labour rising, from the gates
They drag the dead; and with united toil
They dig upon the plain the general grave,
The grave of thousands, deep and wide and long.
Ten such they delv’d; and o’er the multitudes,
Who levelled with the plain the deep-dug pits,
Ten monumental hills they heaped on high.
Next, horror heightening joy, they overthrew
The skull-built towers, the files of human heads,
 

And earth to earth consigned them. To the flames
They cast the idols, and upon the wind
Scattered their ashes; then the temples fell,
Whose black and putrid walls were scaled with blood,
And not one stone of those accursed piles
Was on another left.
 

           Victorious thus
In Aztlan, it behooved the Cymry now
There to collect their strength, and there await,
Or thence with centred numbers urge, the war.
For this was Ririd missioned to the ships;
For this Lincoya from the hills invites
Erillyab and her tribe. There did not breathe
On this wide world a happier man that day
Than young Lincoya, when from their retreat
He bade his countrymen come repossess
The land of their forefathers; proud at heart
To think how great a part himself had borne
In their revenge, and that beloved one,
The gentle saviour of the Prince, whom well
He knew his own dear love, and for the deed
Still dearer lov’d the dearest. Round the youth,
Women and children, the infirm and old,
Gather to hear his tale; and as they stood
With eyes of steady wonder, outstretch’d necks,
 

And open lips of listening eagerness,
Fast play’d the tide of triumph in his veins,
Flushed his brown cheek, and kindled his dark eye.
And now, reposing from his toil awhile,
Lincoya, on a crag above the straits,
Sate underneath a tree, whose twinkling leaves
Sung to the gale at noon. Ayayaca
Sate by him in the shade: the old man had lov’d
The youth beside him from his boyhood up,
And still would call him boy. They sate and watch’d
The laden bisons winding down the way,
The multitude who now with joy forsook
Their desolated dwellings; and their talk
Was of the days of sorrow, when they groan’d
Beneath the intolerable yoke, till, sent
By the Great Spirit o’er the pathless deep,
Prince Madoc the Deliverer, came to save.
As thus they commun’d, came a woman up,
Seeking Lincoya; ’twas Aculhua’s slave,
The nurse of Coatel. Her wretched eye,
Her pale and livid countenance, foretold
Some tale of misery; and his life-blood ebb’d
In ominous fear. But, when he heard her words
Of death, he seiz’d the lance, and rais’d his arm
To strike the blow of comfort.
 

           The old man
Caught his uplifted hand: — O’er-hasty boy,
Quoth he, regain her yet, if she was dear!
Seek thy beloved in the Land of Souls,
And beg her from the Gods. The Gods will hear,
And, in just recompense of love so true,
Restore their charge.
 

           The miserable youth
Turned at his words a hesitating eye.
I knew a prisoner, — so the old man pursued,
Or hoping to beguile the youth’s despair
With tales that suited the despair of youth,
Or credulous himself of what he told, — 
I knew a prisoner once who welcomed death
With merriment and songs, and joy of heart,
Because, he said, the friends whom he lov’d best
Were gone before him to the Land of Souls;
Nor would they, to resume their mortal state,
Even when the Keeper of the Land allow’d,
Forsake its pleasures; therefore he rejoiced
To die, and join them there. I question’d him,
How of these hidden things unknowable
So certainly he spake. The man replied,
One of our nation lost the maid he lov’d;
Nor would he bear his sorrow, — being one
 

Into whose heart feat never found a way, — 
But to the Country of the Dead pursued
Her spirit. Many toils he underwent,
And many dangers gallantly surpass’d,
Till to the Country of the Dead he came.
Gently the Guardian of the Land receiv’d
The living suppliant, listen’d to his prayer,
And gave him back the Spirit of the Maid.
But from that happy country, from the songs
Of joyance, from the splendour-sparkling dance,
Unwillingly compell’d, the Maiden’s Soul
Loath’d to return; and he was warn’d to guard
The subtle captive well and warily,
Till, in her mortal tenement relodged,
Mortal delights might win her to remain
A sojourner on earth. Such lessoning
The Ruler of the Souls departed gave;
And, mindful of his charge, the adventurer brought
His subtle captive home. There, underneath
The shelter of a hut, his friends had watch’d
The Maiden’s corpse, secur’d it from the sun,
And fanned away the insect swarms of heaven.
A busy hand marr’d all the enterprize:
Curious to see the Spirit, he unloos’d
The knotted bag which held her, and she fled.
 

Lincoya, thou art brave; where man has gone,
Thou wouldst not fear to follow!
 

           Silently
Lincoya listened, and with unmov’d eyes:
At length he answer’d, Is the journey long?
The old man replied, A way of many moons.
I know a shorter path! exclaimed the youth;
And up he sprung, and from the precipice
Darted: a moment, — and Ayayaca heard
His body fall upon the rocks below.
 

XXIII.
 

Maid of the golden locks, far other lot
May gentle Heaven assign thy happier love,
Blue-eyed Senena! — She, though not as yet
Had she put off her boy-habiliments,
Had told Goervyl all the history
Of her sad flight, and easy pardon gain’d
From that sweet heart, for guile which meant no ill,
And secrecy, in shame too long maintain’d.
With her dear Lady now, at this still hour
Of evening is the seeming page gone forth,
Beside Caermadoc mere. They loitered on,
Along the windings of its grassy shore,
In such free interchange of inward thought
As the calm hour invited; or at times,
Willingly silent, listening to the bird
 

Whose one repeated melancholy note,
By oft repeating melancholy made,
Solicited the ear; or gladlier now
Hearkening that cheerful one, who knoweth all
The songs of all the winged choristers,
And in one sequence of melodious sounds
Pours all their music. But a wilder strain
At fits came o’er the water; rising now,
Now with a dying fall, in sink and swell
More exquisitely sweet than ever art
Of man evok’d from instrument of touch,
Or beat, or breath. It was the evening gale,
Which, passing o’er the harp of Caradoc,
Swept all its chords at once, and blended all
Their music into one continuous flow.
The solitary Bard, beside his harp,
Leant underneath a tree, whose spreading boughs,
With broken shade that shifted to the breeze,
Played on the waving waters. Overhead,
There was the leafy murmur; at his foot,
The lake’s perpetual ripple; and from far,
Borne on the modulating gale, was heard,
The roaring of the mountain cataract. — 
A blind man would have love’d the lovely spot.
 

Here was Senena by her Lady led,
Trembling, but not reluctant. They drew nigh,
Their steps unheard upon the elastic moss,
Till playfully Goervyl, with quick touch,
Ran o’er the harp-strings. At the sudden sound
He rose. — Hath then thy hand, quoth she, O Bard,
Forgot its cunning, that the wind should be
Thine harper? — Come! one strain for Britain’s sake;
And let the theme be woman! — He replied,
But if the strain offend, O Lady fair,
Blame thou the theme, not me! Then to the harp
He sung, — Three things a wise man will not trust,
The Wind, the Sunshine of an April day,
And Woman’s plighted faith. I have beheld
The Weathercock upon the steeple point
Steady from morn till eve; and I have seen
The bees go forth upon an April morn,
Secure the sunshine will not end in showers;
But when was Woman true?
 

           False Bard! thereat,
With smile of playful anger, she exclaimed;
False Bard, and slanderous song! Were such thy thoughts
Of woman, when thy youthful lays were heard
In Heilyn’s hall? — But at that name his heart
Leap’d, and his cheek with sudden flush was fir’d,
 

In Heilyn’s hall, quoth he, I learn’d the song.
There was a Maid, who dwelt among the hills
Of Arvon, and to one of humbler birth
Had pledged her troth, not rashly, nor beguil’d; — 
They had been playmates in their infancy,
And she in all his thoughts had borne a part,
And all his joys. The Moon and all the Stars
Witness’d their mutual vows; and for her sake
The song was fram’d; for, in the face of day,
She broke them. — But her name? Goervyl asked.
Quoth he, The poet lov’d her still too well
To couple it with shame.
 

           O fate unjust
Of womankind! she cried; our virtues bloom,
Like violets, in shade and solitude,
While evil eyes hunt all our failings out,
For evil tongues to bruit abroad in jest,
And song of obloquy! — I knew a Maid,
And she, too, dwelt in Arvon; and she, too,
Lov’d one of lowly birth, who ill repaid
Her spotless faith: for he to ill reports,
And tales of falsehood cunningly devis’d,
Lent a light ear, and to his rival left
The loathing Maid. The wedding-day arriv’d;
The harpers and the gleemen, far and near,
 

Came to the wedding-feast; the wedding guests
Were come, the altar dress’d, the bridemaids met;
The father, and the bridegroom, and the priest,
Wait for the-bride. But she the while did off
Her bridal robes, and clipped her golden locks,
And put on boy’s attire, through wood and wild
To seek her own true love; and over sea,
Forsaking all for him, she followed him,
Nor hoping nor deserving fate so fair;
And at his side she stood, and heard him wrong
Her faith with slanderous tales; and his dull eye,
As it had learned his heart’s forgetfulness,
Knows not the trembling one, who even now
Yearns to forgive him all!
 

           He turn’d; he knew
The blue-eyed Maid, who fell upon his breast.
 

XXIV.
 

Hark! from the towers of Aztlan how the shouts
Of clamorous joy re-ring! the rocks and hills
Take up the joyful sound, and o’er the lake
Roll their slow echoes. — Thou art beautiful,
Queen of the Valley! thou art beautiful!
Thy walls, like silver, sparkle to the sun;
Melodious wave thy groves; thy garden sweets
Enrich the pleasant air; upon the lake
Lie the long shadows of thy towers; and high
In heaven thy temple-pyramids arise,
Upon whose summit now, far visible
Against the clear blue sky, the Cross of Christ
Proclaims unto the nations round the news
Of thy redemption. Thou art beautiful,
Aztlan! O City of the Cymbric Prince!
Long may’st thou flourish in thy beauty, long
Prosper beneath the righteous conqueror,
 

Who conquers to redeem! Long years of peace
And happiness await thy Lord and thee,
Queen of the Valley!
 

           Hither joyfully
The Hoamen came to repossess the land
Of their forefathers. Joyfully the youth
Come shouting, with acclaim of grateful praise,
Their great Deliverer’s name; the old, in talk
Of other days, which mingled with their joy
Memory of many a hard calamity,
And thoughts of time and change, and human life
How changeful and how brief. Prince Madoc met
Erillyab at the gate. — Sister and Queen,
Said he, here let us hold united reign,
O’er our united people; by one faith,
One interest, bound, and closer to be link’d
By laws and language, and domestic ties,
Till both become one race, for evermore
Indissolubly knit.
 

           O friend! she cried,
The last of all my family am I;
Yet sure, though last, the happiest, and by Heaven
Favoured abundantly above them all.
Dear friend, and brother dear! enough for me
Beneath the shadow of thy shield to dwell,
 

And see my people, by thy fostering care,
Made worthy of their fortune. Graciously
Hath the Beloved One ordained all,
Educing good from ill, himself being good.
Then to the royal palace of the Kings
Of Aztlan, Madoc led Erillyab,
There where her sires had held their ruder reign,
To pass the happy remnant of her years,
Honoured and lov’d by all.
 

           Now had the Prince
Provided for defence, disposing all
As though a ready enemy approach’d.
But from Patamba yet no arkiy mov’d:
Four Heralds only, by the King despatch’d,
Drew nigh the town. The Hoamen, as they came,
Knew the green mantle of their privilege,
The symbols which they bore, an arrow-point
Depressed, a shield, a net, which, from the arm
Suspended, held their food. They through the gate
Pass with permitted entrance, and demand
To see the Ocean Prince. The conqueror
Received them, and the elder thus began:
Thus to the White King, King Yuhidthiton
His bidding sends; such greeting as from foe
Foe may receive, where individual hate
 

Is none, but honour and assur’d esteem,
And what were friendship, did the Gods permit,
The King of Aztlan sends. Oh, dream not thou
That Aztlan is subdued; nor in the pride
Of conquest tempt thy fortune! Unprepar’d
For battle, at an hour of festival,
Her children were surprised; and thou canst tell
How perilously they maintain’d the long
And doubtful strife. From yonder temple-mount
Look round the plain, and count her towns, and mark
Her countless villages, whose habitants
All are in arms against thee! Thinkest thou
To root them from the land? Or wouldst thou live,
Harass’d by night and day with endless war,
War at thy gates; and to thy children leave
That curse for their inheritance? — The land
Is all before thee: go in peace, and chuse
Thy dwelling place, North, South, or East, or West;
Or mount again thy houses of the sea
And search the waters. Whatsoe’er thy wants
Demand, will Aztlan willingly supply,
Prepar’d with friendly succor, to assist
Thy soon departure. Thus Yuhidthiton,
Remembering his old friendship, counsels thee;
Thus, as the King of Aztlan, for himself
 

And people, he commands. If obstinate,
If blind to your own welfare, ye persist,
Woe to ye, wretches! to the armed man,
Who in the fight must perish; to the wife,
Who vainly on her husband’s aid will call;
Woe to the babe that hangs upon the breast!
For Aztlan comes in anger, and her Gods
Spare none.
 

           The Conqueror calmly answer’d him: — 
By force we won your city, Azteca;
By force we will maintain it: — to the King
Repeat my saying. — To this goodly land
Your fathers came for an abiding-place,
Strangers as we, but not, like us, in peace.
They conquered and destroyed. A tyrant race,
Bloody and faithless, to the hills they drove
The unoffending children of the vale,
And, day by day, in cruel sacrifice
Consumed them. God hath sent the Avengers here!
Powerful to save we come, and to destroy,
When Mercy on Destruction calls for aid.
Go, tell your nation that we know their force,
That they know ours; that their Patamba soon
Shall fall like Aztlan; and what other towns
They seek in flight, shall like Patamba fall;
 

Till, broken in their strength, and spirit-crush’d,
They bow the knee, or leave the land to us,
Its worthier Lords.
 

           If this be thy reply,
Son of the Ocean! said the messenger,
I bid thee, in the King of Aztlan’s name,
Mortal defiance. In the field of blood,
Before our multitudes shall trample down
Thy mad and miserable countrymen,
Yuhidthiton invites thee to the strife
Of equal danger. So may he avenge
Coanocotzin, or, like him in death
Discharge his duty.
 

           Tell Yuhidthiton,
Madoc replied, that in the field of blood
I never shunn’d a foe. But say thou to him,
I will not seek him there, against his life
To raise the hand which hath been join’d with his
In peace. — With that the Heralds went their way;
Nor to the right nor to the left they turn,
But to Patamba straight they journey back.
 

XXV.
 

The mariners, meantime, at Ririd’s will,
Unreeve the rigging, and the masts they strike;
And now ashore they haul the lighten’d hulks,
Tear up the deck, the sever’d planks bear off,
Disjoin the well-scarf’d timbers, and the keel
Loosen asunder; then to the lake-side
Bear the materials, where the Ocean Lord
Himself directs their work. Twelve vessels there,
Fitted alike to catch the wind, or sweep
With oars the moveless surface, they prepare;
Lay down the keel, the stern-post rear, and fix
The strong-curv’d timbers. Others from the wood
Bring the tall pines, and from their hissing trunks
Force, by the aid of fire, the needful gum;
Beneath the close-caulk’d planks, its odorous stream
They pour; then, last, the round-projecting prows
With iron arm, and launch, in uproar loud
 

Of joy, anticipating victory,
The gallies long and sharp. The masts are rear’d,
The sails are bent, and, lo! the ready barks
Lie on the lake.
 

           It chanced, the Hoamen found
A spy of Aztlan, and before the Prince
They led him. But when Madoc bade him tell,
As his life-ransom, what his nation’s force,
And what their plans, the savage answer’d him,
With dark and sullen eye and smile of wrath,
If aught the knowledge of my country’s force
Could profit thee, be sure, ere I would let
My tongue play traitor, thou shouldst limb from limb
Hew me, and make each separate member feel
A separate agony of death. O Prince!
But I will tell ye of my nation’s force,
That ye may know, and tremble at your doom;
That fear may half subdue ye to the sword
Of vengeance. — Can ye count the stars of Heaven?
The waves which ruffle o’er the lake? the leaves
Swept from the autumnal forest? Can ye look
Upon the eternal snows of yonder height,
And number each particular flake that form’d
The mountain-mass? — So numberless they come,
Whoe’er can wield the sword, or hurl the lance,
 

Or aim the arrow; from the growing boy,
Ambitious of the battle, to the old man,
Who to revenge his country and his Gods
Hastens, and then to die. By land they come;
And years must pass away ere on their path
The grass again will grow: they come by lake;
And ye shall see the shoals of their canoes
Darken the waters. Strangers! when our Gods
Have conquered, when ye lie upon the Stone
Of Sacrifice, extended one by one,
Half of our armies cannot taste your flesh,
Though given in equal shares, and every share
Minced like a nestling’s food!
 

           Madoc replied,
Azteca, we are few; but through the woods
The Lion walks alone. The lesser fowls
Flock multitudinous in heaven, and fly
Before the Eagle’s coming. We are few;
And yet thy nation hath experienced us
Enough for conquest. Tell thy countrymen
We can maintain the city which we won.
 

So saying, he turned away, rejoiced at heart
To know himself alike by lake or land
Prepar’d to meet their power. The fateful day
 

Draws on; by night the Aztecas embark.
At daybreak from Patamba they set forth,
From every creek and inlet of the lake,
All moving towards Aztlan; safely thus
Weening to reach the plain before her walls,
And fresh for battle. Shine thou forth, O Sun!
Shine fairly forth upon a scene so fair!
Their thousand boats, and the ten thousand oars
From whose broad bowls the waters fall and flash,
And twice ten thousand feather’d helms, and shields,
Glittering with gold and scarlet plumery.
Onward they come with song and swelling horn;
While, louder than all voice and instrument,
The dash of their ten thousand oars, from shore
To shore, and hill to hill, re-echoing rolls,
In undistinguishable peals of sound
And endless echo. On the other side
Advance the British barks; the freshening breeze
Fills the broad sail; around the rushing keel
The waters sing; while proudly they sail on,
Lords of the water. Shine thou forth, O Sun!
Shine forth upon their hour of victory!
Onward the Cymry speed. The Aztecas,
Though wondering at that unexpected sight,
Bravely made on to meet them, seiz’d their bows,
 

And shower’d like rain upon the pavais’d barks
The rattling shafts. Strong blows the auspicious gale;
Madoc, the Lord of Ocean, leads the way;
He holds the helm; the galley where he guides
Flies on, and full upon the first canoe
Drives shattering; midway its long length it struck,
And o’er the wreck with unimpeded force
Dashes among the fleet. The astonish’d men
Gaze in inactive terror. They behold
Their splinter’d vessels floating all around,
Their warriors struggling in the lake, with arms
Experienced in the battle vainly now.
Dismay’d, they drop their bows, and cast away
Their unavailing spears, and take to flight,
Before the Masters of the Elements,
Who rode the waters, and who made the winds
Wing them to vengeance! Forward now they bend,
And backward then, with strenuous strain of arm,
Press the broad paddle. — ÊHope of victory
Was none, nor of defence, nor of revenge,
To sweeten death. Toward the shore they speed;
Toward the shore they lift their longing eyes: — 
O fools, to meet on their own element
The Sons of Ocean! — Could they but aland
Set foot, the strife were equal, or to die
 

Less dreadful. But, as if with wings of wind,
On fly the British barks! — the favoring breeze
Blows strong; far, far behind their roaring keels
Lies the long line of foam; the helm directs
Their force; they move as with the limbs of life,
Obedient to the will that governs them.
Where’er they pass, the crashing shock is heard,
The dash of broken waters, and the cry
Of sinking multitudes.. Here one plies fast
The practised limbs of youth, but o’er his head
The galley drives; one follows a canoe
With skill availing only to prolong
Suffering; another, as with wiser aim
He swims across to meet his coming friends,
Stunn’d by the hasty and unheeding oar,
Sinks senseless to the depths. Lo! yonder boat
Grasped by the thronging strugglers; its light length
Yields to the overbearing weight, and all
Share the same ruin. Here another shows
Crueler contest, where the crew hack off
The hands that hang for life upon its side,
Lest all together perish; then in vain
The voice of friend or kinsman prays for mercy;
Imperious self controls all other thoughts;
And still they deal around unnatural wounds,
 

When the strong bark of Britain over all
Sails in the path of death. — God of the Lake,
Tlaloc I and thou, O Aiauh, green-robed Queen!
How many a wretch, in dying agonies,
Invoked ye in the misery of that day!
Long after, on the tainted lake, the dead
Weltered; there, perched upon his floating prey,
The vulture fed in daylight; and the wolves,
Assembled at their banquet round its banks,
Disturbed the midnight with their howl of joy.
 

XXVI.
 

There was mourning in Patamba; the north wind
Blew o’er the lake, and drifted to the shore
The floating wreck and bodies of the dead.
Then on the shore the mother might be seen
Seeking her child; the father to the tomb,
With limbs too weak for that unhappy weight,
Bearing the bloated body of his son;
The wife, who, in expectant agony,
Watch’d the black carcass on the coming wave.
 

On every brow terror was legible,
Anguish in every eye. There was not one
Who in the general ruin did not share
Peculiar grief, and in his country’s loss
Lament some dear one dead. Along the lake,
The frequent funeral-piles, for many a day,
 

With the noon-light their melancholy flames
Dimly commingled; while the mourners stood
Watching the pile, to feed the lingering fire,
As slowly it consumed the watry corpse.
 

Thou didst not fear, young Tlalala! thy soul,
Unconquer’d and unconquerable, rose
Superior to its fortune. When the Chiefs
Hung their dejected heads, as men subdued
In spirit, then didst thou, Yuhidthiton
Calm in the hour of evil, still maintain
Thy even courage. They from man to man
Go, with the mourners mourning, and by grief
Exciting rage, till, at the promis’d fight,
The hope of vengeance, a ferocious joy
Flash’d in the eye that still retain’s the tear
Of tender memory. To the brave they spake
Of Aztlan’s strength, — for Aztlan still was strong; — 
The late defeat, — not there by manly might,
By honourable valour, by the force
Of arms subdued, shame aggravated loss;
The White Men from the waters came, perchance
Sons of the Ocean, by their parent Gods
Aided, and conquerors not by human skill.
When man met man, when in the field of fight
 

The soldier on firm earth should plant his foot,
Then would the trial be, the struggle then,
The glory, the revenge.
 

           Tezozomoc,
Alike unbroken by defeat, endur’d
The evil day; but in his sullen mind
Work’d thoughts of other vengeance. He the King
Summon’d apart from all, with Tlalala,
And thus advised them: We have vainly tried
The war; these mighty Strangers will not yield
To mortal strength; yet shall they be cut off,
So ye will heed my counsel, and to force
Add wisdom’s aid. Put on a friendly front;
Send to their Prince the messenger of peace:
He will believe our words; he will forgive
The past; — the offender may. So days and months,
Yea, years, if needful, will we wear a face
Of friendliness, till some fit hour arrive,
When we may fire their dwellings in the night,
Or mingle poison in their cups of mirth.
The warrior, from whose force the Lion flies,
Falls by the Serpent’s tooth.
 

           Thou speakest well,
Tlalala answered; but my spirit ill
Can brook revenge delay’d.
 

The Priest then turned
His small and glittering eye toward the King;
But on the Monarch’s mild and manly brow
A meaning sate, which made that crafty eye
Bend, quickly abash’d. While yet I was a child,
Replied the King of Aztlan, on my heart
My father laid two precepts: Boy, be brave!
So in the midnight battle shalt thou meet,
Fearless, the sudden foe. Boy, let thy lips
Be clean from falsehood! in the mid-day sun,
So never shalt thou need from mortal man
To turn thy guilty face. Tezozomoc,
Holy I keep the lessons of my sire.
 

But if the enemy, with their dreadful arms,
Again, said Tlalala, — If again the Gods
Will our defeat, Yuhidthiton replied,
Vain is it for the feeble power of man
To strive against their will. I augur not
Of ill, young Tiger! but, if ill betide,
The land is all before us. Let me hear
Of perfidy and serpent-wiles no more!
In the noon-day war, and in the face of
Heaven, I meet my foes. Let Aztlan follow me;
And if one man of all her multitudes
 

Shall better play the warrior in that hour,
Be his the sceptre! But if the people fear
The perilous strife, and own themselves subdued,
Let us depart! The universal Sun
Confines not to one land his partial beams;
Nor is man rooted, like a tree, whose seed
The winds on some ungenial soil have cast,
There where he cannot prosper.
 

           The dark Priest
Concealed revengeful anger, and replied,
Let the King’s will be done! An awful day
Draws on; the Circle of the Years is full;
We tremble for the event. The times are strange;
There are portentous changes in the world;
Perchance its end is come.
 

           Be it thy care,
Priest of the Gods, to see the needful rites
Duly perform’d, Yuhidthiton replied.
On the third day, if yonder God of Light
Begin the Circle of the Years anew,
Again we march to war.
 

           One day is past;
Another day comes on. At earliest dawn
Then was there heard through all Patamba’s streets
The warning voice, — Woe! woe! the Sun hath reach’d
 

The limits of his course; he hath fulfill’d
The appointed cycle! — Fast and weep and pray, — 
Four Suns have perished; — fast and weep and pray,
Lest the fifth perish also. On the first
The floods arose; the waters of the heavens,
Bursting their everlasting boundaries,
Whelmed in one deluge earth and sea and sky,
And quench’d its orb of fire. The second Sun
Then had its birth, and ran its round of years;
Till, having reach’d its date, it fell from heaven,
And crush’d the race of men. Another life
The Gods assign’d to Nature: the third Sun
Form’d the celestial circle; then its flames
Burst forth, and overspread earth, sea, and sky,
Deluging the wide universe with fire,
Till all things were consum’d, and its own flames
Fed on itself, and spent themselves, and all
Was vacancy and darkness. Yet again
The World had being, and another Sun
Roll’d round the path of Heaven. That perish’d too:
The mighty Whirlwinds rose, and far away
Scattered its dying flames. The fifth was born;
The fifth to-day completes its destined course,
Perchance to rise no more. O Aztlan, fast
And pray! the Cycle of the Years is full!
 




Thus through Patamba, did the ominous voice
Exhort the people. Fervent vows all day
Were made, with loud lament; in every fane,
In every dwelling-place of man, were prayers,
The supplications of the affrighted heart,
Earnestly offered up with tears and groans.
So pass’d the forenoon; and, when now the Sun
Sloped from his southern height the downward way
Of Heaven, again the ominous warner cried,
Woe! woe! the Cycle of the Years is full!
Quench every fire! extinguish every light!
And every fire was quenched, and every light
Extinguish’d, at the voice.
 

           Meantime the Priests
Began the rites. They gashed themselves, and plunged
Into the sacred pond of Ezapan,
Till the clear water, on whose bed of sand
The sunbeams sparkled late, opake with blood,
On its black surface mirrored all things round.
The children of the temple, in long search,
Had gather’d for the service of this day
All venomous things that fly, or wind their path
With sinuous trail, or crawl on reptile feet.
These, in one cauldron, o’er the sacred fire
They scorch, till of the loathsome living tribes,
 

Who, writhing in their burning agonies,
Fix on each other ill-directed wounds,
Ashes alone are left. In infants’ blood
They mix the infernal unction, and the Priests
Anoint themselves therewith.
 

           Lo! from the South
The Orb of Glory his regardless way
Holds on. Again Patamba’s streets receive
The ominous voice, — Woe! woe! the Sun pursues
His journey to the limits of his course!
Let every man in darkness veil his wife;
Veil every maiden’s face; let every child
Be hid in darkness, there to weep and pray,
That they may see again the birth of light!
They heard, - and every husband veil’d his wife
In darkness; every maiden’s face was veil’d;
The children were in darkness led to pray,
That they once more might see the birth of light.
 

Westward the sun proceeds; the tall tree casts
A longer shade; the night-ey’d insect tribes
Wake to their portion of the circling hours;
The water-fowl, retiring to the shore,
Sweep in long files the surface of the lake.
Then from Patamba to the sacred mount
 

The Priests go forth; but not with songs of joy,
Nor cheerful instruments, they go, nor train
Of festive followers: silent and alone,
Leading one victim to his dreadful death,
They to the mountain-summit wend their way.
 

On the south shore, and level with the lake,
Patamba stood; westward were seen the walls
Of Aztlan, rising on a gentle slope;
Southward the plain extended far and wide;
To the east the mountain-boundary began,
And there the sacred mountain rear’d its head;
Above the neighboring heights, its lofty peak
Was visible far off. In the vale below,
Along the level borders of the lake,
The assembled Aztecas, with wistful eye,
Gaze on the sacred summit; hoping there
Soon to behold the fire of sacrifice
Arise, sure omen of continued light.
The Pabas to the sacred peak begin
Their way, and, as they go, with ancient songs
Hymn the departed Sun.
 

           O Light of Life,
Yet once again arise! yet once again
Commence thy course of glory! Time hath seen
 

Four generations of mankind destroyed,
When the four Suns expired: oh! let not thou,
Human thyself of yore, the human race
Languish, and die in darkness!
 

           The fourth Sun
Had perished; for the mighty Whirlwinds rose,
And swept it, with the dust of the shatter’d world,
Into the great abyss. The eternal Gods
Built a new World, and to a Hero race
Assign’d it for their goodly dwelling-place;
And, shedding on the bones of the destroy’d
A quickening dew, from them, as from a seed,
Made a new race of humankind spring up,
The menials of the Heroes born of Heaven.
But in the firmament no orb of day
Perform’d its course; Nature was blind; the fount
Of light had ceas’d to flow; the eye of Heaven
Was quench’d in darkness. In the sad obscure,
The earth-possessors to their parent Gods
Prayed for another Sun, their bidding heard,
And, in obedience rais’d a flaming pile.
Hopeful they circled it, when from above
The voice of the Invisible proclaim’d,
That he, who bravely plunged amid the fire
Should live again in Heaven, and there shine forth
 

The Sun of the young World. The Hero race
Grew pale, and from the fiery trial shrunk.
Thou, Nahuaztin, thou, O mortal born!
Heardest; thy heart was strong; the flames receiv’d
Their victim, and the humbled Heroes saw
The orient sky, with smiles of rosy joy,
Welcome the coming of the new-born God.
O, human once, now let not human-kind
Languish, and die in darkness!
 

           In the East
Then didst thou pause to see the Hero race
Perish. In vain, with impious arms, they strove
Against thy will; in vain against thine orb
They shot their shafts; the arrows of their pride
Fell on themselves; they perish’d, to thy praise.
So perish still thine impious enemies,
O Lord of Day! But to the race devout,
Who offer up their morning sacrifice,
Honoring thy godhead, and with morning hymns,
And with the joy of music and of dance,
Welcome thy glad uprise, — to them, O Sun,
Still let the fountain-streams of splendour flow!
Still smile on them propitious, thou whose smile
Is light and life and joyance! Once again,
Parent of Being, Prince of Glory, rise;
Begin thy course of beauty once again!
 

Such was their ancient song, as up the height
Slowly they wound their way. The multitude
Beneath repeat the strain; with fearful eyes
They watch the spreading glories of the West!
And, when at length the hastening orb hath sunk
Below the plain, such sinking at the heart
They feel, as he who, hopeless of return,
From his dear home departs. Still on the light,
The last green light that lingers in the west,
Their looks are fasten’d, till the clouds of night
Roll on, and close in darkness the whole heaven.
Then ceas’d their songs; then o’er the crowded vale
No voice of man was heard. Silent and still
They stood, all turn’d toward the east, in hope
There on the holy mountain to behold
The sacred fire, and know that once again
The Sun begins his stated round of years.
 

The Moon arose; she shone upon the lake,
Which lay one smooth expanse of silver light;
She shone upon the hills and rocks, and cast
Upon their hollows and their hidden glens
A blacker depth of shade. Who then look’d round,
Beholding all that mighty multitude,
Felt yet severer awe, so solemnly still
The thronging thousands stood. The breeze was heard
 

That rustled in the reeds; the little wave,
That rippled to the shore and left no foam,
Sent its low murmurs far.
 

           Meantime the Priests
Have stretched their victim on the mountain-top:
A miserable man, his breast is bare,
Bare for the death that waits him; but no hand
May there inflict the blow of mercy. Pil’d 
On his bare breast, the cedar boughs are laid;
On his bare breast, dry sedge and odorous gums
Laid ready to receive the sacred spark,
And blaze, to herald the ascending Sun,
Upon his living altar. Round the wretch
The inhuman ministers of rites accurst
Stand, and expect the signal when to strike
The seed of fire. Their Chief, Tezozomoc,
Apart from all, upon the pinnacle
Of that high mountain, eastward turns his eyes;
For now the hour draws nigh, and speedily
He looks to see the first faint dawn of day
Break through the orient sky.
 

           Impatiently
The multitude await the happy sign.
Long hath the midnight past; and every hour,
Yea, every moment, to their torturing fears
 

Seem’d lengthen’d out, insufferably long.
Silent they stood, and breathless in suspense.
The breeze had fallen; no stirring breath of wind
Rustled the reeds. Oppressive, motionless,
It was a labour and a pain to breathe
The close, hot, heavy air. — Hark! from the woods
The howl of their wild tenants! and the birds, — 
The day-birds, in blind darkness fluttering,
Fearful to rest, uttering portentous cries!
Anon, the sound of distant thunders came;
They peal beneath their feet. Earth shakes and yawns; — 
And, lo! upon the sacred mountain’s top,
The light, — the mighty flame! A cataract
Of fire bursts upward from the mountain-head! — 
High, — high, — it shoots! the liquid fire boils out;
It streams in torrents down! Tezozomoc
Beholds the judgment! wretched, — wretched man,
On the upmost pinnacle he stands, and sees
The lava-floods beneath him; and his hour
Is come. The fiery shower, descending, heaps
Red ashes round; they fall like drifted snows,
And bury and consume the accursed Priest.
 

The Tempest is abroad. Fierce from the North
A wind uptears the lake, whose lowest depths
 

Rock, while convulsions shake the solid earth.
Where is Patamba? where the multitudes
Who thronged her level shores? The mighty Lake
Hath burst its bounds, and yon wide valley roars,
A troubled sea, before the rolling storm.
 

XXVII.
 

The storm hath ceas’d; but still the lava-tides
Roll down the mountain-side in streams of fire;
Down to the lake they roll, and yet roll on,
All burning, through the waters. Heaven above
Glows round the burning mount, and fiery clouds
Scour through the black and starless firmament.
Far off, the Eagle, in her mountain-nest,
Lies watching in alarm, with steady eye,
The midnight radiance.
 

           But the storm hath ceas’d;
The earth is still; and, lo! while yet the dawn
Is struggling through the eastern cloud, the barks
Of Madoc on the waters.
 

           Who is he
On yonder crag, all dripping from the lake,
 

Who hath escap’d its depths? He lies along,
Now near exhaust with self-preserving toil;
And still his eye dwells on the spreading waves,
Where late the multitudes of Aztlan stood,
Collected in their strength. It is the King
Of Aztlan, who, extended on the rock,
Looks vainly for his people. He beholds
The barks of Madoc plying to preserve
The strugglers; — but how few! upon the crags
Which verge the northern shore, upon the heights
Eastward, how few have refuged! Then the King
Almost repented him of life preserv’d,
And wish’d the waves had whelm’d him, or the sword
Fallen on him, ere this ill, this wretchedness,
This desolation. Spirit-troubled thus,
He call’d to mind how from the first his heart
Inclin’d to peace, and how reluctantly,
Obedient to the Pabas and their Gods,
Had he to this unhappy war been driven.
All now was ended; it remain’d to yield,
To obey the inevitable will of heaven,
From Aztlan to depart. As thus he mus’d,
A bird, upon a bough which overhung
The rock, as though in echo to his thought,
Cried out, — Depart! depart! for so the note,
 

Articulately in his native tongue,
Spake to the Azteca. The King looked up;
The hour, the horrors round him, had impress’d
Feelings and fears well fitted to receive
All superstition; and the voice which cried,
Depart! depart! seem’d like the voice of fate.
He thought, perhaps Coanocotzin’s soul,
Descending from his blissful halls in the hour
Of evil, thus to comfort and advise,
Hover’d above him.
 

           Lo! toward the rock,
Oaring with feeble arms his difficult way,
A struggler hastens: he hath reach’d the rock,
Hath grasped it; but his strength, exhausted, fails
To lift him from the depth. The King descends
Timely in aid: he holds the feeble one
By his long locks, and on the safety-place
Lands him. He, panting, from his clotted hair
Shook the thick waters, from his forehead wiped
The blinding drops; on his preserver’s face
Then look’d, and knew the King. Then Tlalala
Fell on his neck, and groan’d. They laid them down
In silence, for their hearts were full of woe.
 

The sun came forth; it shone upon the rock;
 

They felt the kindly beams; their strengthen’d blood
Flowed with a freer action. They arose,
And looked around, if aught of hope might meet
Their prospect. On the lake the galleys plied
Their toil successfully, ever to the shore
Bearing their rescu’d charge: the eastern heights,
Rightward and leftward of the fiery mount,
Were throng’d with fugitives, whose growing crowds
Speckled the ascent. Then Tlalala took hope,
And his young heart, reviving, re-assum’d
Its wonted vigour. Let us to the heights
He cried; — all is not lost, Yuhidthiton!
When they behold thy countenance, the sight
Will cheer them in their woe, and they will bless
The Gods of Aztlan.
 

           To the heights they went;
And when the remnant of the people saw
Yuhidthiton preserv’d, such comfort then
They felt, as utter wretchedness can feel,
That only gives grief utterance, only speaks
In groans and recollections of the past.
He look’d around; a multitude was there, — 
But where the strength of Aztlan? where her hosts?
Her marshall’d myriads where, whom yester Sun
Had seen in arms array’d, in spirit high,
 

Mighty in youth and courage? — What were these,
This remnant of the people? Women most,
Who from Patamba, when the shock began,
Ran with their infants; widow’d now, yet each
Among the few who from the lake escap’d,
Wandering, with eager eyes and wretched hope.
The King beheld, and groan’d; against a tree
He leaned, and bowed his head, subdued of soul.
 

Meantime, amid the crowd, doth Tlalala
Seek for his wife and boy. In vain he seeks
Ilanquel there; in vain for her he asks:
A troubled look, a melancholy eye,
A silent motion of the hopeless head,
These answer him. But Tlalala represt
His anguish, and he call’d upon the King, — 
Yuhidthiton, thou seest thy people left;
Their fate must be determin’d; they are here
Houseless, and wanting food.
 

           The King look’d up:
It is determined, Tlalala! the Gods
Have crush’d us. Who can stand against their wrath?
 

Have we not life and strength? the Tyger cried.
Disperse these women to the towns which stand
 

Beyond the ruinous waters; against them
The White Men will not war. Ourselves are few,
Too few to root the invaders from our land,
Or meet them with the hope of equal fight;
Yet may we shelter in the woods, and share
The Lion’s liberty; and man by man
Destroy them, till they shall not dare to walk
Beyond their city walls, to sow their fields,
Or bring the harvest in. We may steal forth
In the dark midnight, go and burn and kill,
Till all their dreams shall be of fire and death,
Their sleep be fear and misery.
 

           Then the King
Stretch’d forth his hand, and pointed to the lake
Where Madoc’s galleys still to those who clung
To the tree-tops for life, or faintly still
Were floating on the waters, gave their aid. — 
Oh, think not, Tlalala, that, ever more
Will I against those noble enemies
Raise my right hand in war, lest righteous Heaven
Should blast the impious hand and thankless heart!
The Gods are leagued with them; the Elements
Banded against us! For our overthrow
Were yonder mountain-springs of fire ordain’d;
For our destruction the earth-thunders loos’d,
 

And the everlasting boundaries of the lake
Gave way, that these destroying floods might roll
Over the brave of Aztlan! We must leave
The country which our fathers won in arms;
We must depart.
 

           The word yet vibrated
Fresh on their hearing, when the Bird above,
Flapping his heavy wings, repeats the sound,
Depart! depart! — Ye hear! the King exclaim’d;
It is an omen sent to me from Heaven;
I heard it late in solitude, the voice
Of Fate! — It is Coanocotzin’s soul,
Who counsels our departure. And the Bird
Still flew around, and, in his wheeling flight,
Pronounced the articulate note. The people heard
In faith, and Tlalala made no reply;
But dark his brow, and gloomy was his frown.
 

Then spake the King, and call’d a messenger,
And bade him speed to Aztlan. — Seek the Lord
Of Ocean; tell him that Yuhidthiton
Yields to the will of Heaven, and leaves the land
His fathers won in war. Only one boon,
In memory of our former friendship, ask,
The Ashes of my Fathers, — if, indeed,
The conqueror have not cast them to the winds.
 

The herald went his way, circuitous,
Along the mountains, — for the flooded vale
Barr’d the near passage; but, before his feet
Could traverse half their track, the fugitives
Beheld canoes from Aztlan, to the foot
Of that protecting eminence, whereon
They had their stand, draw nigh. The doubtful sight
Disturb’d them, lest perchance with hostile strength
They came upon their weakness. Wrongful fear;
For now Cadwallon, from his bark, unarm’d,
Set foot ashore, and for Yuhidthiton
Inquired, if yet he lived. The King receives
His former friend. — From Madoc come I here,
The Briton said: Raiment and food he sends,
And peace; so shall this visitation prove
A blessing, if it knit the bonds of peace,
And make us as one people!
 

           Tlalala!
Hearest thou him? Yuhidthiton exclaimed.
Do thou thy pleasure, King! the Tyger cried:
My path is plain. — Thereat Yuhidthiton,
Answering, replied, Thus humbled, as thou seest,
Beneath the visitation of the Gods,
We bow before their will! To them we yield;
To you, their favorites, we resign the land
 

Our fathers conquer’d. Never more may Fate,
In your days or your children’s, to the end
Of Time, afflict it thus!
 

           He said, and call’d
The Heralds of his pleasure. — Go ye forth
Throughout the land: north, south, and east, and west,
Proclaim the ruin. Say to all who bear
The name of Azteca, Heaven hath crush’d
Their country: Say, the voice of Heaven was heard, — 
Heard ye it not? — bidding us leave the land,
Who shakes us from her bosom. Ye will find
Women, old men, and babes; the many, weak
Of body, and of spirit ill prepar’d,
With painful toil, through long and dangerous ways
To seek another country. Say to them,
The White Men will not lift the arm of power
Against the feeble; here they may remain
In peace, and to the grave in peace go down.
But they who would not have their children lose
The name their fathers bore, will join our march.
Ere ye set forth, behold the destin’d way.
 

He bade a pile be rais’d upon the top
Of that high eminence, to all the winds
Expos’d. They raised the pile, and left it free
 

To all the winds of Heaven. Yuhidthiton
Alone approach’d it, and applied the torch.
The day was calm, and o’er the flaming pile
The wavy smoke hung lingering, like a mist
That in the morning tracks the valley-stream.
Swell over swell it rose, erect above,
On all sides spreading like a stately palm,
So moveless were the winds. Upward it roll’d,
Still upward, when a stream of upper air
Crossed it, and bent its top, and drove it on,
Straight over Aztlan. An acclaiming shout
Welcom’d the will of Heaven; for lo! the smoke
Fast travelling on, while not a breath of air
Is felt below. Ye see the appointed course!
Exclaim’d the King. Proclaim it where ye go!
On the third morning we begin our march.
 

Soon o’er the lake a winged galley sped,
Wafting the Ocean Prince. He bore, preserv’d
When Aztlan’s bloody temples were cast down,
The Ashes of the Dead. The King receiv’d
The relics, and his heart was full; his eye
Dwelt on his father’s urn. At length he said,
One more request, O Madoc! — If the lake
Should ever to its ancient bounds return,
 

Shrin’d in the highest of Patamba’s towers
Coanocotzin rests. — But wherefore this?
Thou wilt respect the ashes of the King.
 

Then said the Prince, Abide not here, O King,
Thus open to the changeful elements;
But, till the day of your departure come,
Sojourn with me. — Madoc, that must not be!
Yuhidthiton replied. Shall I behold
A stranger dwelling in my father’s house!
Shall I become a guest, where I was wont
To give the guest his welcome? — He pursued,
After short pause of speech, — For our old men,
And helpless babes, and women; for all those
Whom wisely fear and feebleness deter
To tempt strange paths, through swamp and wilderness
And hostile tribes, for these Yuhidthiton
Asks thy protection. Under thy mild sway,
They will remember me without regret,
Yet not without affection. — They shall be
My people, Madoc answer’d. — And the rites
Of holiness transmitted from their sires, — 
Pursued the King, — will these be suffered them? — 
Blood must not flow, the Christian Prince replied;
No Priest must dwell among us; that hath been
The cause of all this misery. — Enough,
 

Yuhidthiton replied; I ask no more.
It is not for the conquer’d to impose
Their law upon the conqueror.
 

           Then he turn’d,
And lifted up his voice, and called upon
The people: — All whom fear or feebleness
Withhold from following my adventurous path,
Prince Madoc will receive. No blood must flow,
No Paba dwell among them. Take upon ye,
Ye who are weak of body or of heart,
The Strangers’ easy yoke: beneath their sway
Ye will remember me without regret.
Soon take your choice, and speedily depart,
Lest ye impede the adventurers. As he spake,
Tears flowed, and groans were heard. The line was drawn,
Which whoso would accept the Strangers’ yoke
Should pass. A multitude o’erpast the line;
But all the youth of Aztlan crowded round
Yuhidthiton, their own beloved King.
 

So two days long, with unremitting toil,
The barks of Britain to the adventurers
Bore due supply; and to new habitants
The city of the Cymry spread her gates;
And in the vale around, and on the heights,
 

Their numerous tents were pitch’d. Meantime the tale
Of ruin went abroad, and how the Gods
Had driven her sons from Aztlan. To the King,
Companions of his venturous enterprize,
The bold repair’d; the timid and the weak,
All whom, averse from perilous wanderings,
A gentler nature had dispos’d to peace,
Beneath the Strangers’ easy rule remain’d.
Now the third morning came. At break of day,
The mountain echoes to the busy sound
Of multitudes. Before the moving tribe,
The Pabas bear, enclos’d from public sight,
Mexitli; and the ashes of the Kings
Follow the Chair of God. Yuhidthiton
Then leads the marshall’d ranks, and by his side,
Silent and thoughtfully, went Tlalala.
 

At the north gate of Aztlan, Malinal,
Borne in a litter, waited their approach;
And now alighting, as the train drew nigh,
Propt by a friendly arm, with feeble step
Advanced to meet the King. Yuhidthiton,
With eye severe and darkening countenance,
Met his advance. I did not think, quoth he,
Thou wouldst have ventur’d this! and liefer far
 

Should I have borne away with me the thought
That Malinal had shunn’d his brother’s sight,
Because their common blood yet rais’d in him
A sense of his own shame! — Comest thou to show
Those wounds, the marks of thine unnatural war
Against thy country? or to boast the meed.
Of thy dishonour, that thou tarriest here,
Sharing the bounty of the conqueror,
While with the remnant of his countrymen,
Saving the Gods of Aztlan and the name,
Thy brother and thy King goes forth to seek
His fortune!
 

           Calm and low the youth replied,
Ill dost thou judge of me, Yuhidthiton!
And foully, O my brother, wrong the heart
Thou better should have known! Howbeit, I come
Prepar’d for grief. These honorable wounds
Were gain’d when, singly, at Caermadoc, I
Opposed the ruffian Hoamen; and even now,
Thus feeble as thou seest me, come I thence,
For this farewell. Brother, — Yuhidthiton, — 
By the true love which thou didst bear my youth,
Which ever, with a love as true, my heart
Hath answered, — by the memory of that hour
 

When at our mother’s funeral pile we stood,
Go not away in wrath, but call to mind
What thou hast ever known me! Side by side
We fought against the Strangers, side by side
We fell; together in the counsel hall
We counsell’d peace, together in the field
Of the assembly pledged the word of peace.
When plots of secret slaughter were devis’d,
I rais’d my voice alone; alone I kept
My plighted faith; alone I prophesied
The judgment of just Heaven: for this I bore
Reproach and shame, and wrongful banishment,
In the action self-approved, and justified
By this unhappy issue!
 

           As he spake,
Did natural feeling strive within the King,
And thoughts of other days, and brotherly love,
And inward consciousness, that had he, too
Stood forth, obedient to his better mind,
Nor weakly yielded to the wily priests,
Wilfully blind, perchance even now in peace
The kingdom of his fathers had preserv’d
Her name and empire. — Malinal! he cried,
Thy brother’s heart is sore: in better times
 

I may with kindlier thoughts remember thee,
And honour thy true virtue. Now fare well!
 

So saying, to his heart he held the youth,
Then turn’d away. But then cried Tlalala,
Farewell, Yuhidthiton! the Tyger cried;
For I, too, will not leave my native land,
Thou who wert King of Aztlan! Go thy way;
And be it prosperous. Through the gate thou seest
Yon tree that overhangs my father’s house;
My father lies beneath it. Call to mind
Sometimes that tree; for at its foot in peace
Shall Tlalala be laid, who will not live
Survivor of his country.
 

           Thus he cried,
And through the gate, regardless of the King,
Turn’d to his native door. Yuhidthiton
Follow’d, and Madoc; but in vain their words
Essay’d to move the Tyger’s steady heart;
When from the door a tottering boy came forth,
And clung around his knees with joyful cries,
And called him father. At the joyful sound,
Out ran Ilanquel; and the astonish’d man
Beheld his wife and boy, whom sure he deem’d
Whelm’d in the flood: but them the British barks,
 

Returned homeward from their merciful quest,
Found floating on the waters. — For a while,
Abandon’d by all desperate thoughts, he stood:
Soon he collected, and to Madoc turn’d,
And said, O Prince! this woman and her boy
I leave to thee. As thou hast ever found
In me a fearless, unrelenting foe,
Fighting with ceaseless zeal his. country’s cause,
Respect them! — Nay, Ilanquel! hast thou yet
To learn with what unshakable resolve
My soul maintains its purposes? I leave thee
To a brave foe’s protection. — Lay me, Madoc,
Here in my father’s grave.
 

           With that he took
His mantle off, and veiled Ilanquel’s face; — 
Woman, thou mayst not look upon the Sun,
Who sets to rise no more! — That done, he placed
His javelin-hilt against the ground; the point
He fitted to his heart; and, holding firm
The shaft, fell forward, still with steady hand
Guiding the death-blow on.
 

           So in the land
Madoc was left sole Lord; and far away
Yuhidthiton led forth the Aztecas,
To spread in other lands Mexitli’s name,
 

And rear a mightier empire, and set up
Again their foul idolatry; till Heaven,
Making blind Zeal and bloody Avarice
Its ministers of vengeance, sent among them
The heroic Spaniard’s unrelenting sword.
 

THE END
 




NOTES ON THE SECOND PART.
 

We neighbor nearer to the Sun. — I. p. 182.

Columbus inferred this from the elevation of the pole at Paria. “How it cometh to pass,” says Pietro Martire, “that at the beginning of the evening twilight it is elevate in that region only five degrees in the month of June, and in the morning twilight to be elevate fifteen degrees by the same quadrant, I do not understand: nor yet do the reasons which he bringeth in any point satisfy me; for he saith that he hereby conjectured that the earth is not perfectly round, but that, when it was created, there was a certain heap raised thereon, much higher thlan the other parts of the same. So that, as he saith, it is not round after the form of an apple or a ball, as others think, but rather like a pear as it hangeth on the tree; and that Paria is the region which possesseth the supereminent or highest part thereof, nearest unto heaven. In so much, that he earnestly contendeth the earthly paradise to be situate in the tops of those three hills which the watchmen saw out of the top castle of the ship; and that the outrageous streams of the fresh waters which so violently issue out of the said gulfs, and strive so with the salt water, fall headlong from the tops of the said mountains.” — Pietrao Martire, Dec. 1, Book 6.

Tezcalipoca. — II. p. 186.

A devout worshipper of this Deity once set out to see if he could find him: he reached the sea-coast; and there the God appeared to him, and bade him call the Whale, and the Mermaid, and the Tortoise to make a bridge for him, over which he might pass to the house of the Sun, and brine back from thence instruments of music, and singers, to celebrate his festivals. The Whale, the Mermaid, and the Tortoise accordingly made the bridge; and the man went over it, singing, as he went, a song which the God taught him. As soon as the Sun heard him, he cautioned all his servants and people not to answer to the song; for they who answered would be obliged to abandon his House, and follow the Singer. Some there were, however, who could not resist the voice of the charmer; and these he brought back with him to earth, together with the drum called Huahuneth Tepunaztli. — Torquesauda, L. 6, c. 43.

The particular sacrifice related in the poem is described by this author, L. 10, c. 14. It is sufficient merely to refer to my authorities in such instances as these, where no other liberty has been taken than that of omission.

She gather’d herbs, which, like our poppy, bear
The seed of sleep. — II. p. 188.
 

The expression is Gower’s: Poppy, which beareth the sede of sleepe.

The Spanish name for the poppy is adormidera.

The field of the Spirit. — III. p. 196.

Every spring, the Akanceas go in a body to some retired place, and there turn up a large space of land, which they do with the drums beating all the while. After this they take care to call it the Desert, or the field of the Spirit. And thither they go in good earnest when they are in their enthusiastic fits, and there wait for inspiration from their pretended Deity. In the mean while, as they do this every year, it proves of no small advantage to them; for by this means they turn up all their land insensibly, and it becomes abundantly more fruitful. — Tonti.

Before these things, I was. — III. p. 198.

“The manner in which, he says, he obtained the spirit of divination was this: He was admitted into the presence of a Great Man, who informed him that he loved, pitied, and desired to do him good. It was not in this world that lie saw the Great Man, but in a world above. at a vast distance from this. The Great Man, he says, was clothed with the Day, yea, with the brightest Day he ever saw; a Day of many years, yea, of everlasting continuance! This whole world, he says, was drawn upon him, so that in him the Earth, and all things in it, might be seen. I asked him if rocks, mountains, and seas were drawn upon or appeared in him? he replied, that every thing that was beautiful and lovely in the earth was upon him, and might be seen by looking on him, as well as if one was on the earth to tarke a view of them there. By the side of the Great Man, he says, stood his Shadow, or Spirit; for he used chichung, the word they commonly make use of to express that of the man which survives the body, which word properly signifies a shadow. This Shadow, he says, was as lovely as the Man himself, and filled all places, and was most agreeable as well as wonderful to him. Here, he says, he tarried some time, and was unspeakably entertained and delighted with a view of the Great Man, of his Shadow, and of all things in him. And, what is most of all astonishing, he imagines all this to have passed before he was born; he never had been, he says, in this world at that time; and what confirms him in the belief of this is, that the Great Man told him that he must come down to earth, be born of such a woman, meet with such and such things, and, in particular, that he should once in his life be guilty of murder; at this he was displeased, and told the Great Man he would never murder. But the Great Man replied, I have said it, and it shall be so; which has accordingly happened. At this time, he says, the Great Manl asked him what he would choose in life; he replied, first to be a Hunter, and afterwards to be a Powwow, or Divine; whereupon the Great Mani told him he should have what he desired, and that his Shadow should go along with him down to earth, and be with him for ever. There was, he says, all this time, no word spoken between them: the conference was not carried on by any human language; but they had a kind of mental intelligence of each other’s thoughts, dispositions, and proposals. After this, he says, he saw the Great Man no more, but supposes he now came down to the earth to be born; but the Shadow of the Great Man still attended him, and ever after continued to appear to him in dreams and other ways. This Shadow used sometimes to direct him in dreams to go to such a place and hunt, assuring him he should there meet with success, which accordingly proved so; and, when he had been there some time, the Spirit would order him to another place; so that he had success in hunting, according to the Great Man’s promise, made to him at the time of his choosing this employment.

“There were some times when this Spirit came upon him in a special manner, and he was full of what he saw in the Great Man; and then, he says, he was all light, and not only light himself, but it was light all around him, so that he could see through men, and knew the thoughts of their hearts. These depths of Satan I leave to others to fathom or to dive into as they please; and do not pretend, for my own part, to know what ideas to affix to such terms, and cannot well guess what conceptions of things these creatures have at these times when they call themselves all light.” - David Berainerd’s Journal.

Had Brainerd been a Jesuit, his superiors would certainly have thought him a fit candidate for the crown of martyrdom, and worthy to be made a saint. He found one of the Indian conjurers who seemed to have something like grace in him, only he would not believe in the Devil.

“Of all the sights,” says he, “I ever saw among them, or indeed anywhere else, none appeared so frightful, or so near akin to what is usually imagined of infernal powers; none ever excited such images of terror in my mind as the appearance of one who was a devout and zealous reformer, or rather restorer, of what he supposed was the ancient religion of the Indians. He made his appearance in his pontifical garb, which: was a coat of bears skins, dressed with the hair on, and hanging down to his toes; a pair of bear-skin stockings; and a great wooden face, painted the one half black, and the other tawny, about the color of an Indian’s skin, with an extravagant mouth, cut very much awry; the face fastened to a bear-skin cap, which was drawn over his head. He advanced towards me with the instrument in his hand that he used for music in his idolatrous worship, which was a dry tortoise-shell with some corn in it, and the neck of it drawn on to a piece of wood, which made a very convenient handle. As he came forward, he beat his tune with the rattle, and danced with all his might, but did not suffer any part of his body, not so much as his fingers, to be seen; and no man would have guessed, by his appearance and actions, that he could have been a human creature, if they had not had some intimation of it otherwise. When he came near me, I could not but shrink away from him, although it was then noonday and I knew who it was, his appearance and gestures were so prodigiously frightful. He had a house consecrated to religious uses, with divers images cut out upon the several parts of it: I went in, and found the ground beat almost as hard as a rock with their frequent dancing on it. I discoursed with him about Christianity; and some of my discourse he seemed to like, but some of it he disliked entirely. He told me that God had taught him his religion, and that he never would turn from it, but wanted to find some that would join heartily with him in it; for the Indians, he said, were grown very degenerate and corrupt. He had thought, he said, of leaving all his friends, and travelling abroad, in order to find some that would join with him; for he believed God had some good people somewhere that felt as he did. He had not always, he said, felt as he now did, but had formerly been like the rest of the Indians, until about four or five years before that time; then he said his heart was very much distressed, so that he could not live among the Indians, but got away into the woods, and lived alone for some months. At length, he said, God comforted his heart, and showed him what he should do; and since that time he had known God, and tried to serve him, and loved all men, be they who they would, so as he never did before. He treated me with uncommon courtesy, and seemed to be hearty in it; and I was told by the Indians that he opposed their drinking strong liquor with all his power; and, if at any time he could not dissuade them from it by all he could say, he would leave them, and go crying into the woods. It was manifest he had a set of religious notions that he had looked into for himself, and not taken for granted upon bare tradition; and he relished or disrelished whatever was spoken of a religious nature, according as it either agreed or disagreed with his standard. And, while I was discoursing, he would sometimes say, ‘Now, that I like; so God has taught me;’ and some of his sentiments seemed very just. Yet he utterly denied the being of a Devil, and declared there was no such creature known among the Indians of old times, whose religion, he supposes, he was attempting to revive. He likewise told me that departed souls all went southward, and that the difference between the good and bad was this, that the former were admitted into a beautiful town with spiritual walls, or walls agreeable to the nature of souls; and that the latter would for ever hover round those walls, and in vain attempt to get in. He seemed to be sincere, honest, and conscientious in his own way, and according to his own religious notions, which was more than I ever saw in any other pagan; and I perceived lie was looked upon and derided by most of the Indians as a precise zealot, who made a needless noise about religious matters. But, I must say, there was something in his temper and disposition that looked more like true religion than any thing I ever observed amongst other heathens.” — Brainerd.

Why should we forsake
The worship of our fathers? — III. p. 200.
 

Olearius mentions a very disinterested instance of that hatred of innovation which is to be found in all ignorant persons, and in some wise ones.

“An old country fellow in Livonia being condemned, for faults enormous enough, to lie along upon the ground to receive his punishment, and Madam de la Barre, pitying his almost decrepit age, having so far interceded for him as that his corporal punishment should be changed into a pecuniary mulet of about fifteen or sixteen pence, he thanked her for her kindness, and said, that for his part, being an old man, he would not introduce any novelty, nor suffer the customs of’ the country to be altered, but was ready to receive the chastisement which his predecessors had not thought much to undergo; put off his clothes, laid himself upon the ground, and received the blows according to his condemnation.” — Ambassador’s Travels.
- - - her flaxen hair,
Bright eyes of heavenly hue, and that clear skin. — IV. p. 202.
 

A good description of Welsh beauty is given by Mr. Yorke, from one of their original chronicles, in the account of Grufydd ab Cynan and his Queen.

“Grufydd, in his person, was of moderate stature, having yellow hair, a round face, and a fair and agreeable complexion; eyes rather large, light eyebrows, a comely beard, a round neck, white skin, strong limbs, long fingers, straight legs, and handsome feet. He was, moreover, skilful in divers languages, courteous and civil to his friends, fierce to his enemies, and resolute in battle; of a passionate temper, and fertile imargination... Angharad, his wife, was an accomplished person: her hair was long, and of a flaxen color; her eyes large and rolling; and her features brilliant and beautiful. She was tall and well proportioned, her leg and foot handsome, her fingers long, and her nails thin and transparent. She was good-tempered, cheerful, discreet, witty, and gave good advice as well as alms to her needy dependants, and never transgressed the laws of duty.”

Thus let their blood be shed. — V. p. 5.
 

This ceremony of declaring war with firse and water is represented, by De Bry, in the eleventh print of the description of Florida, by Le Mouyne de Morgues.
 

The Feast of the Departed. — VI. p. 6.
 

Lafitau. Charlevoix.
 

The Council Hall. — VI. p. 6.
 

“The town house, in which are transacted all public business and diversions, is raised with wood and covered over with earth, and has all the appearance of a small mountain at a little distance. It is built in the form of a sugar loaf, and large enough to contain 500 persons, but extremely dark, having (besides the door, which is so narrow that bit one at a time can pass, and after much winding and turning) but one small aperture to let smoke out, which is so ill contrived that most of it settles in the roog of the house. Within it has the appearance of an ancient amphitheater, the seats being raised one above another, leaving an area in the middle, in the centre of which stands the fire: the seats of the head warriors are nearest it.” — Memoirs of Lieut. Henry Timberlake, who accompanied the Cherokee Indians to England in 1762.
 

The Sarbacan. - VI. p. 7.
 

The children, at eight or ten years old, are very expert at killing birds and smaller game with a sarbacan, or hollow cane, through which they blow a small dart, whose weakness obliges them to shoot at the eye of the larger sort of prey, which they seldom miss.” — Timberlake.
 

The pendent string of shells. — VI. p. 7.
 

“The doors of their houses and chambers were full of diverse kindes of shells, hanging loose by small cordes, that being shaken by the wind they make a certaine ratteling, and also a whisteling noise, by gathering their wind in their hollowe places; for herein they have great delight, and impute this for a goodly ornament.” — Pietro Martire.
 

Still do your Shadows roam dissatisfied,
And to the cries of wailing woe return
A voice of lamentation? — VI. p. 7.
 

“They firmly believe that the spirits of those who are killed by the enemy, without equal revenge of blood, find no rest, and at night haunt the houses of the tribe to which they belonged; but, when that kindred duty of retaliation is justly executed, they immediately get ease and power to fly away.” — Adair.”
 

“The answering voices heard from caves and hollow holes, which the Latines call Echo, they suppose to be the Soules wandering through those places.” — Pietro Martire. This superstition prevailed in Cumuna — they believed the Echo to be the voice of the Soul, thus answering when it was called. — Herrera, 3. 4. 11.
 

The word by which they express the funeral wailing in one of the Indian languages is very characteristic, — Mauo; which bewailing, says Roger Williams, is very solemn amongst them; morning and evening, and sometimes in the night, they bewail their lost-husbands, wives, children, &c.; sometimes a quarter, half, yea, a whole year and longer, if it be for a great Prince.
 

The skull of some old Seer. — VI. p. 8.
 

On the coast of Paria, oracles were thus delivered. — Torquemada, L. 6, c. 26.
 

Their happy souls
Pursue in fields of bliss the shadowy deer. — VI. p. 10.
 

This opinion of the American Indians may be illustrated by a very beautiful story from Carver’s Travels:
 

“Whilst I remained among them, a couple, whose tent was adjacent to mine, lost a son of about four years of age. The parents were so much affected at the death of their favorite child, that they pursued the usual testimonies of grief with such uncommon rigour, as through the weight of sorrow and loss of blood to occasion the death of the father. The woman, who had hitherto been inconsolable, no sooner saw her husband expire than she dried up her tears, and appeared cheerful and resigned. As I knew not how to account for so extraordinary a transition, I took an opportunity to ask her the reason of it; telling her, at the same time, that I should have imagined the loss of her husband would rather have occasioned an increase of grief than such a sudden diminution of it.
 

“She informed me, that, as the child was so young when it died, and unable to support itself in the country of spirits, both she and her husband had been apprehensive that its situation would be far from being happy; but no sooner did she behold its father depart for the same place, who not only loved the child with the tenderest affection, but was a good hunter, and would be able to provide plentifully for its support, than she ceased to mourn. She added, that she now saw no reason to continue her tears, as the child, on whom she doted, was under the care and protection of a fond father; and she had only one wish that remained ungratified, which was that of being herself with them.
 

“Expression so replete with unaffected tenderness, and sentiments that would have done honor to a Roman matron, made an impression on my mind greatly in favour of the people to whom she belonged, and tended not a little to counteract the prejudices I had hitherto entertained, in common with every other traveller, of Indian insensibility and want of parental tenderness. Her subsequent conduct confirmed the favorable opinion I had just imbibed, and convinced me, that, notwithstanding the apparent suspension of her grief, some particles of that reluctance to be separated from a beloved relation, which is implanted by nature or custom in every human heart, still lurked in hers. I observed that she went almost every evening to the foot of the tree, on a branch of which the bodies of her husband and child were laid, and, after cutting off a lock -of her hair and throwing it on the ground, in a plaintive melancholy song bemoaned its fate. A recapitulation of the actions he might have performed, had his life been spared, appeared to be her favorite theme; and, whilst she foretold the fame that would have attended an imitation of his father’s virtues, her grief seemed to be suspended. ‘If thou hadst continued with us, my dear son,’ would she cry, ‘how well would the bow have become thy hand, and how fatal would thy arrows have proved to the enemies of our bands! Thou wouldst often have drunk their blood, and eaten their flesh; and numerous slaves would have rewarded thy toils. With a nervous arm wouldst thou have seized the wounded buffalo, or have combated the fury of the enraged bear; thou wouldst have overtaken the flying elk, and have kept pace on the mountain’s brow with the fleetest deer. What feats mightst thou not have performed, hadst thou staid among us till age had given thee strength, and thy father had instructed thee in every Indian accomplishment!’ In terms like these did this untutored savage bewail the loss of her son; and frequently would she pass the greatest part of the night in the affectionate employ.”
 

The spirit of that noble blood which ran
From their death-wounds is in the ruddy clouds,
Which go before the Sun when he comes forth
In glory. — VI. p. 11. Among the last comers, one Avila, a cacique, had great authority, who, understanding that Valdivia affirmed the God of the Christians was the only Creator of all things, in a great rage cried out, lie would never allow Pillan, the God of the Chilenians, to be denied the power of creating. Valdivia inquired of him concerning this imaginary deity. Avila told him that his God did, after death, translate the chief men of the nation and soldiers of known bravery to places where there was dancing and drinking, there to live happy for ever; that the blood of noble men slain in battle was placed about the sun, and changed into red clouds, which sometimes adorn his rising.” — Hist. of Paraguay, &c., by F. A. del Techo.
 

O my people!
I, too, could tell ye of the former days. — VI. p. 13.
 

The mode of sowing is from the twenty-first plate of De Bry to J. Le Moyne de Morgues. The common storehouses are mentioned by the same author; and the ceremony of the widows strewing their hair upon their husbands’ graves is represented in the 19th plate.
 

The Snake-Idol. — VI. p. 15.
 

Snake-worship was common in America. — Bernal Diaz, pp. 3, 7, 125. The idol described VII. p. 25, somewhat resembles what the Spaniards found at Campeche, which is thus described by the oldest historian of the Discoveries: “Our men were conducted to a broade crosse-way standing on the side of the towne. Here they shew them a square stage or pulpit foure steppes high, partly of clammy bitumen. and partly of small stones, whereto the image of a man cut in marble was joyned, two foure-footed unknown beastes fastening upon him, which, like madde dogges, seemed they would tear the marble man’s guts out of his belly. And by the image stood a serpent, besmeared all with goare bloud, devouring a marble lion; which Serpent, compacted of bitumen and small stones incorporated together, was seven and fortie feet in length, and as thicke as a great oxe. Next unto it were three rafters, or stakes, fastened to the grounde, which three others crossed, underpropped with stones; in which place they punish malefactors condemned; for proof whereof they saw innumerable broken arrows, all bloudie, scattered on the grounde, and the bones of the dead cast into an inclosed courte neere unto it.” — Pietro Martire.
 

It can scarcely be necessary to say, that I have attributed to the Hoamen such manners and superstitions as, really existing among the savage tribes of America, were best suited to the plan of the poem.
 

 — piously a portion take
Of that cold earth, to which for ever now
Consigned they leave their fathers, dust to dust. — VI. p. 15.
 

Charlevoix assigns an unworthy motive for this remarkable custom, which may surely be more naturally explained: he says they fancy it procures luck at play.
 

 — from his head
Plucking the thin gray hairs, he dealt them round. — VI. p. 17.
 

Some passages in Mr. Mackenzie’s “Travels” suggested this to me. “Our guide called aloud to the fugitives, and entreated them to stay, but without effect: the old man, however, did not hesitate to approach us, and represented himself as too far advanced in life, and too indifferent about the short time he had to remain in the world, to be very anxious about escaping from any danger that threatened him. At the same time, he pulled the gray hairs from his head by handfuls to distribute among us, and implored our favor for himself and his relations.
 

“As we were ready to embark, our new recruit was desired to prepare himself for his departure, which he would have declined; but, as none of his friends would take his place, we may be said, after the delay of an hour, to have compelled him to embark. Previous to his departure, a ceremony took place, of which I could not learn the meaning. He cut off a lock of his hair; and, having divided it into three parts, he fastened one of them to the hair on the upper part of his wife’s head, blowing on it three times with all the violence in his power, and uttering certain words. The other two he fastened with the same formalities on the heads of his two children.” — Mackenzie.
 

Forth from the dark recesses of the Cave
The Serpent came. — VII. p. 23.
 

Of the wonderful docility of the snake, one instance may suffice.
 

“An Indian belonging to the Menomonie, having taken a rattlesnake, found means to tame it, and, when he had done this, treated it as a Deity; calling it his great Father, and carrying it with him in a box wherever he went. This he had done for several summers, when Mons. Pinnisance accidentally met with him at this carrying-place, just as he was setting off for a winter’s hunt. The French gentleman was surprised one day to see the Indian place the box which contained his God on the ground, and, opening the door, give him his liberty; telling him, whilst he did it, to be sure and return by the time he himself should come back, which was to be in the month of May following. As this was but October, Monsieur told the Indian, whose simplicity astonished him, that he fancied he might wait long enough, when Maay arrived, for the arrival of his great Father. The Indian was so confident of his creature’s obedience, that he offered to lay the Frenchman a wager of two gallons of rum, that, at the time appointed, he would come and crawl into his box. This was agreed on, and the second week in May following fixed for the determination of the wager. At that period they both met there again; when the Indian set down his box, and called for his great Father. The snake heard him not; and, the time being now expired, he acknowledged that he had lost. However, without seeming to be discouraged, he offered to double the bet if his Father came not within two days more. This was further agreed on; when, behold! on the second day, about one o’clock, the snake arrived, and of his own accord crawled into the box, which was placed ready for him. The French gentleman vouched for the truth of this story; and, from the accounts I have often received of the docility of those creatures, I see no reason to doubt its veracity.” — Carver’s Travels.
 

We have not taken animals enough into alliance with us. In one of the most interesting families which it was ever my good fortune to visit, I saw a child suckled by a goat. The gull should be taught to catch fish for us in the sea, the otter in fresh water. The more spiders there were in the stable, the less would the horses suffer from the flies. The great American fire-fly should be imported into Spain to catch mosquitoes. Snakes would make good mousers; but one favorite mouse should be kept to rid the house of cockroaches. The toad is an excellent fly-catcher; and, in hot countries, a reward should be offered to the man who could discover what insect feeds upon fleas; for, say the Spaniards, no ay criatura tan libre, a quien falta su Alguacil.
 

 — that huge King
Of Basan, hugest of the Anakim. — VII. p. 23.
 

Og, the King of Basan, was the largest man that ever lived: all Giants, Titans, and Ogres are but dwarfs to him; GaragantutL himself is no more compared to Og, than Tom Thumb is to Garagantua. For thus say the rabbis: Moses chose out twelve chiefs, and advanced with them till they approached the land of Canaan, where Jericho was, and there he sent those chiefs that they might spy out the land for him. One of the Giants met them: he was called Og, the son of Anak; and the height of his stature was twenty-three thousand and thirty-three cubits. Now, Og used to catch the clouds, and draw them towards him, and, drink their waters; and he used to take the fishes out of the depths of the sea, and toast them against the orb of the sun, and eat them. It is related of him by tradition, that in the time of the Deluge he went to Noah, and said to him,’ Take me with thee in the ark;’ but Noah made answer, ‘Depart from me, O thou enemy of God!’ And when the water covered the highest mountains of the earth, it did not reach to Og’s knees. Og lived three thousand years, and then God destroyed him by the hand of Moses: for, when the army of Moses covered a space of nine miles, Og came and looked at it, and reached out his hand to a mountain, and cut from it a stone so wide that it could have covered the whole army; and he put it upon his head, that he might throw it upon them. But God sent a lapwing, who made a hole through the stone with his bill, so that it slipt over his head, and hung round his neck like a necklace, and he was borne down to the ground by its weight. Then Moses ran to him (Moses was himself ten cubits in stature); and he took a spear ten cubits long, and threw it up ten cubits high, and yet it only reached the heel of Og, who was lying prostrate; and thus he slew him., And then came a great multitude with scythes, and cut off his head; and, when lie was dead, his body lay for a whole year, reaching as far as the river Nile in Egypt. His mother’s name was Enac, one of the daughters of Adam; and she was the first harlot. Her fingers were two cubits long; and upon every finger she had two sharp nails, like two sickles. But, because she was a harlot, God sent against her lions as big as elephants, and wolves as big as camels, and eagles as big as asses, and they killed her and eat her.
 

When Og met the spies who were sent by Moses, he took them all twelve in his hand, and put them in his wallet, and carried them to his wife, and said to her,’ Look, I beseech you, at these men who want to fight with us!’ And he emptied them out before her, and asked her if he should tread upon them; but she said,’ Let them go and tell their people what they have seen.’ When they were got out, they said to each other ‘If we should tell these things to the children of Israel, they would forsake Moses; let us therefore relate what we have seen only to Moses and Aaron.’ And they took with them one grape-stone from the grapes of that country, and it was as much as a camel could carry. And they began to advise the people that they should not go to war, saying what they had seen; but two of them — namely, Caleb the son of Jepho, and Joshua the son of Nun - concealed it. — Maracci.
 

Even if the grapes had not been proportioned to Og’s capacious mouth, the rabbis would not have let him starve. There were behemoths for him to roast whole; and Bar-Chana saw a fish to which whales are but sprats, and Leviathan but a herring. “We saw a fish,” says he, “into whose nostrils the worm called Tinna had got and killed it; and it was cast upon the shore with such force by the sea, that it overthrew sixty maritime cities: sixty other cities fed upon its flesh; and what they left was salted for the food of sixty cities more.”
 

From one of the pupils of his eyes they filled thirty barrels of oil. A year or two afterwards, as we passed by the same place, we saw men cutting up his bones, with which the same cities were built up again.” — Maracci.
 

Arrows round whose heads dry tow was twined,
With pine-gum dipt. — VII. p. 25.
 

This mode of offence has been adopted wherever bows and arrows were in use. De Bry represents it in the thirty-first plate to Le Moyne de Morgues.
 

The Medes poisoned their arrows with a bituminous liquor called naphtha, whereof there was great plenty in Media, Persia, and Assyria. The arrow, being steeped in it, and shot from a slack bow (for swift and violent motion took off from its virtue), burnt the flesh with such violence, that water rather increased than extinguished the malignant flame: dust alone could put a stop to it, and, in some degree, allay the unspeakable pain it occasioned.” — Universal History.
 

His hands transfixed
And lacerate with the body’s pendent weight. — VIII. p. 21.
 

Laceras toto membrorum pondere palmas.
Mambruni, Constantinus, sive Idololatria, Debellata.
 

Not for your lots on earth,
Menial or mighty, slave or highly-born,
For cunning in the chase, or strength in war,
Shall ye be judged hereafter. — VIII. p. 32.
 

They are informed in some places that the kings and noblemen have immortal souls, and believe that the souls of the rest perish together with their bodies, except the familiar friends of the princes themselves, and those only who suffer themselves to be buried alive together with their masters’ funerals; for their ancestors have left them so persuaded, that the souls of kings, deprived of their corporeal clothing, joyfully walk to perpetual delights through pleasant places always green, eating, drinking, and giving themselves to sports, and dancing with women after their old manner while they were living; and this they hold for a certain truth. Thereupon many, striving with a kind of emulation, east themselves headlong into the sepulchres of their lords; which if his familiar friends defer to do, they think their souls become temporary instead of eternal. — Pietro Martire. When I was upon the Sierras of Guaturo, says. Oviedo, and had taken prisoner the Cacique of the Province who had rebelled, I asked him whose graves were those which were in a house of his; and he told me, of some Indians who had killed themselves when the Cacique his father died. But, because they often used to bury a quantity of wrought gold with them, I had two of the graves opened, and found in them a small quantity of maize, and a small instrument. When I inquired the reason of this, the cacique and his Indians replied, that they who were buried there were laborers, who had been well skilled in sowing corn and in gathering it in, and were his and his father’s servants, who, that their souls might not die with their bodies, had slain themselves upon his father’s death; and that maize with the tools was laid there with them that they might sow it in heaven. In reply to this, I bade them see how the Tuyra had deceived them, and that all he had told them was a lie; for, though they had long been dead, they had never fetched the maize, which was now rotten, and good for nothing, so that they had sown nothing in heaven. But the cacique answered, that was because they. found plenty there, and did not want it. — Relacion sumaria de la Historia Natural de las lndias, por el Capitian Gonzalo Fernandez de Oviedo.
 

The Tlascallans believed that the souls of chiefs and princes became clouds, or beautiful birds, or precious stones; whereas those of the common people would pass into beetles, rats, mice, weasels, and all vile and stinking animals. Torquemada, L. 6, c. 47. Cadog, Deiniol,
Padarn, and Teilo. — VIII. p. 35.
 

The two first of these saints, with Madog Morvyn, are called the Three Holy Bachelors of the Isle of Britain. Cadog the Wise was a Bard who flourished in the sixth century. He is one of the three protectors of innocence: his protection was through church law; Blas’s, by the common law; and Pedrogyl’s, by the law of arms. These three were also called the Just Knights of the Court of Arthur. Cadog was the first of whom there is any account, who collected the British Proverbs. There is a church dedicated to him in Caermarthenshire, and two in Monmouthshire. Deiniol has churches dedicated to him in Monmouth, Cardigan, and Pembroke shires. In the year 525, he founded a college at Bangor, where he was abbot; and, when it was raised to the dignity of bishopric, he was the first bishop. Padarn and Teilo rank with Dewi, or David, as the three blessed Visitors; for they went about preaching the faith to all degrees of people, not only without reward, but themselves alleviating the distresses of the poor as far as their means extended. Padarn found a congregation at a place called from him Llanbadarn Vaar, where he had the title of archbishop. Teilo established the college at Llandaff: the many places called Llancleilo were so named in honor of him. He and Cadog and David were the three canonical Saints of Britain. — Cambrian Biography.
 

Teilo, or Teliau, as he is called by David Williams, took an active part against the heresy of Pelagius, the great Welshman. “Such was the lustre of his zeal, that, by something like a pun on his name, he was compared to the sun, and called Helios, and, when slain at the altar, devotees contended with so much virulence for the reputation of possessing his body, that the priests, to avoid scandalous divisions, found three miraculous bodies of the saint, as similar, according to the phrase used on the occasion, as one egg to another; and miracles were equally performed at the tombs of all the three.” — D. Williams’s Hist. of Monmouthshire.
 

This Miracle is claimed by some Agiologists for St. Baldred, Confessour, “whose memory in ancient tymes hath byn very famous in the kingdome of Scotland. For that he having sometymes preached to the people of three villages neere adjoyning one to the other in Scotland, called Aldhalm, Tiningham: and Preston, was so holy a man of life, that, when he was dead, the people of each village contended one with another which of them should have his body; in so much, that, at last, they, not agreeing thereabout, took armes, and each of them sought by force to enjoy the same. And, when the matter came to issue, the said sacred body was found all whole in three distinct places of the house where he died; so as the people of each village coming thither, and carrying the same away, placed it in their churches, and kept it with great honour and veneration for the miracles that at each place it pleased God to worke.” — English Martyrologe.
 

The story may be as true of the one Saint as of the other, a solution in which Catholicks and Protestants will agree. Godwin (in Catal. Ep. Landao) says that the Churches which contended for the Welsh Saint, were Pennalum, he burial place of his family, Llandeilo Vaur, where he died, and Llandaff, where he had been Bishop; and he adds, in honour of his own church, that by frequent miracles at his tomb it was certain Llandaff possessed the true body. — Yet in such a case as this the fac-similie might have been not unreasonablt deemed more curious than the original.
 

The polypus’s power of producing as many heads, legs, and arms as were wanted, has been possessed by all the great Saints. This miracle of triplification would have been more appropriate had it been worked upon some zealous Homoousian.
 

St. Teilo left his own country for a time because it was infested by an infectious disorder, called the Yellow Plague, which attacked both men and beasts. — Capgrave, quoted in Cressy’s Church History of Brittany
 

David. — VIII. p. 35.
 

Mongst Hatterill’s lofty hills, that with the clouds are crown’d,
The valley Ewias lies, immur’d so deep and round,
As they below who see the mountains rise so high,
Might think the straggling herds were grazing in the sky;
Which in it such a shape of solitude doth bear,
As Nature at the first appointed it for prayer.
Where in an aged cell, with moss and ivy grown,
In which not to this day the Sun hath ever shone,
That reverend British Saint, in zealous ages past,
To contemplation lived; and did so truly fast,
As he did only drink what crystal Hodney yields,
And fed upon the leeks he gathered in the fields;
In memory of whom, in each revolving year,
The Welshman on his day that sacred herb do wear.
 

*   *   *   *   *   *   *   *                  Of all the holy men whose fame so fresh remains,
To whom the Britons built so many sumptuous fanes, 
This Saint before the rest their patron still they hold,
Whose birth their ancient Bards to Cambria long foretold;
And seated here a see, his bishopric of yore,
Upon the farthest point of this unfruitful shore,
Selected by himself, that, far from all resort,
With contemplation seemed most fitly to comport;
That, void of all delight, cold, barren, bleak, and dry,
No pleasure might allure, nor steal the wandering eye.
               Drayton.
 

“A.D. 462. It happened on a day, as Gildas was in a sermon (Reader, whether smiling or frowning, forgive the digression), a nunne big with child came into the congregation; whereat the preacher presently was struck dumb, (would not a maid’s child amaze any man?) and could proceed no farther. Afterwards he gave this reason for his silence, because that virgin bare in her body an infant of such signal sanctity as far transcended him. Thus, as lesser loadstones are reported to lose their virtue in the presence of those that are bigger, so Gildas was silenced at the approach of the Welsh St. David (being then but Hanse in Kelder); though afterwards, like Zachary, he recovered his speech again.” — Fuller’s Church History of Great Britain.
 

“David one day was preaching in an open field to the multitude, and could not be well seen because of the concourse (though they make him four cubits high, a man and a half in stature), when behold the earth whereon he stood, officiously heaving itself up, mounted him up to a competent visibility above all his audience. Whereas our Saviour himself, when he taught the people, was pleased to choose a mountain, making use of the advantage of nature without improving his miraculous power.” — Fuller.
 

David is indebted to the romancers for his fame as a champion of Christendom: how he came by his leek is a question which the antiquarians have not determined. I am bound to make grateful mention of St. David, having in my younger days been benefited by his merits at Westminster, where the 1st of March is an early play.
 

But I too here upon this barbarous land,
Like Elmur and like Aronan of old,
Must lift the ruddy spear. — IX. p. 39.
 

Elmur, Cynhaval, and Avaon the son of Taliesin, all deserted the Bardic principles to bear arms, and were called the three Chiefs like Bulls in conflict. Avaon, Aronan, and Dygynnelw are the three Bards of the ruddy spear.
 

 — for this the day,
When to his favoured city he vouchsafes
His annual presence. — IX. p. 41.
 

The Feast of the Arrival of the Gods is minutely described by Torquemada, L. 10, c. 24. Tezcalipoca was believed to arrive first, because he was the youngest of the gods, and never waxed old: Telpuctli, the Youth, was one of his titles. On the night of his arrival, a general carousal took place, in which it was the custom, particularly for old people, men and women alike, to drink immoderately; for they said the liquor which they drank would go to wash the feet of the God, after his journey. And I, says the Franciscan provincial, — who, if he had been a philosopher, would perhaps have not written a book at all, or certainly not so interesting a one, — I say that this is a great mistake; and the truth is, that they washed their own stripes, and filled them with liquor, which made them merry; and the fumes got up into their heads, and overset them with which fall it is not to be wondered at that they fell into such errors and foolishness.
 

It was thought that this God often visited the Mexicans; but, except on this occasion, he always came incognito. A stone seat was placed at every crossing, or division, of a street, called Momoztli or Ichialoca, where he is expected; and this was continually hung with fresh garlands and green boughs, that he might rest there. Torquemada, L. 6, c. 20.
 

Mexitli, woman-born. — IX. p. 41.
 

The history of Mexitli’s birth is related in the Poem, Part 2. Sect. XXI. Though the Mexicans took their name from him, he is more usually called Huitzilupuchtli; or, corruptly, Vitzliputzli. In consequence of the vengeance which he exercised as soon as born, he was styled Tetzahuitl, Terror, and Tetzauhteotl, the Terrible God. — Clavigero. Torquemada, L. 6, c. 21.
 

Quetzalcoatl. — IX. p. 42.
 

God of the Winds. His temple was circular; “for even as the ayre goeth rounde about the heavens, even for that consideration they made his temple round. The entrance of that temple had a dore made lyke unto the mouth of a serpent, and was paynted with foule and divilish gestures, with great teeth and gummes wrought; which was a thing to feare those that should enter thereat, and especially the Christians, unto whom it represented very hell with that ougly face and monsterous teeth.” — Gomara.
 

Some history is blended with fable in the legend of Quetzalcoatl; for such is the uglyography of his name. He was chief of a band of strangers who landed at Panuco, coming from the North. Their dress was black, long, and loose, like the Turkish dress, or the cassock, says Torquemada, open before, without hood or cape; the sleeves full, but not reaching quite to the elbow: such dresses were, even in his time, used by the natives, in some of their dances, in memory of this event. Their leader was a white man, florid, and having a large beard. At first he settled in Tullan, but left that province in consequence of the vices of its lords, Huemac and Tezcalipoca, and removed to Cholullan. He taught the natives to cut the green stones called chalchihuites, which were so. highly valued, and to work silver and gold. Every thing flourished in his reign: the head of maize was a man’s load, and the cotton grew of all colors. He had one palace of emeralds, another of silver, another of shells, one of all kinds of wood, one of turkoises, and one of feathers. His commands were proclaimed by a crier from the Sierra of Tzatzitepec, near the city of Tulla. and were heard as far as the sea-coast, and for more than a hundred leagues round. Fr. Bernardino de Sahagun heard such a voice once in the dead of the night, far exceeding the: power of any human voice. He was told that it was to summon the laborer to the maizes-fields; but both he and Torquemada believed it was the Devil’s doing. Notwithstanding his power, Quetzalcoatl was driven out by Tezcalipoca and Huemac. Before he departed, he burnt or buried all his treasures, converted the cocoa-trees into others of less worth, and sent off all the sweet singing-birds, who had before abounded, to go before him to Tlapallan, the Land of the Sun, whither he himself had been summoned. The Indians always thought he would return, and, when first they saw the Spanish ships, thought he was come in these moving temples. They worshipped him for the useful arts which he had taught, for the tranquillity they had enjoyed under his government, and because he never suffered blood to be shed in sacrifice, but ordered bread and flowers and incense to be offered up instead. — Torquemada, L. 3, c. 7; L. 6, c. 24.
 

Some authors have supposed that these strangers came from Ireland, because they scarred their faces, and eat human flesh (this is no compliment to the Irish, and certainly does not accord with the legend); others, that they were Carthaginians, because New Spain was called Anahuace, and the Phoenicians were children of Anak. That the Carthaginians peopled America is the more likely, say they, because they bored their ears, and so did the Incas of Peru. One of these princes, in process of time,” says Garcilasso, “being willing to enlarge the privileges of his people, gave them permission to bore their ears also, but not so wide as the Incas.
 

This much may legitimately be deduced from the legend, that New Spain, as well as Peru, was civilized by a foreign adventurer, who, it seems, attempted to destroy the sanguinary superstition of the country, but was himself driven out by the Priests. Tlaloc. — IX. p. 42.
 

God of the Waters: he is mentioned more particularly in Section XII. Tlalocatecuhtli, the Lord of Paradise, as lie is also called, was the oldest of the country gods. His image was that of a man sitting on a square seat, with a vessel before him, in which a specimen of all the different grains and fruitseeds in the country was to be offered: it was a sort of pumicestone, and, according to tradition, had been found upon the mountains.’ One of the kings of Tetzcuco ordered a better idol to be made, which was destroyed by lightning, and the original one, in consequence, replaced with fear and trembling. Ah one of the arms had been broken in removing, it was fastened with three large golden nails; but, in the time of the first Bishop Zumarraga, the golden nails were taken away, and the idol destroyed.
 

Tlaloc dwelt among the mountains, where he collected the vapours, and dispensed them in rain and dew. A number of inferior deities were under his command.
 

Tlalala. - IX. p. 42.
 

Some of my readers will stumble at this name; but, to those who would accuse me of designing to Hottentotify the language by introducing one of the barbarous clacks, I must reply, that the sound is Grecian. The writers who have supposed that America was peopled from Plato’s Island, observe that the tl, a combination so remarkably frequent in the Mexican tongue, has probably a reference to Atlantis and the Atlantic, Atl being the Mexican word for water, and Tlaloc the God of the waters. An argument quite worthy of the hypothesis. — Fr. Gregorio Garcia. Origen de los Indios, Lib. 4, c. 8, sec. 2. The quaintest opinion ever started upon this obscure subject is that of Fr. Pedro Simon, who argued that the Indians were of the tribe of Issachar, because he was “a strong ass in a pleasant land, who bowed his shoulder to bear, and became a servant unto tribute.” If the Hebrew word, which is rendered tribute, may mean taxes as well, I humbly submit it to consideration, whether Issachar doth not typify John Bull.
 

Tiger of the War. — IX. p. 44.
 

This was one of the four most honourable titles among the Mexicans: the others were, Shedder of Blood, Destroyer of Men, and Lord of the Dark House. Great Slayer of Men was also a title among the Natchez; but, to obtain this, it was necessary that the warrior should have made ten prisoners, or brought home twenty scalps.
 

The Chinese have certain soldiers whom they call Tygers of war. On their large round shields of basket-work are painted monstrous faces of some imaginary animal, intended to frighten the enemy. Barrow’s Travels in China.
 

Whose conquered Gods lie idle in their chains,
And with tame weakness brook captivity. — IX. p. 47.
 

The Gods of the conquered nations were kept fastened and caged in the Mexican temples. They who argued for the Phoenician origin of the Indians might have compared this with the triumph of the Philistines. over the ark, when they placed it in the Temple of Dagon — peace-offerings of repentance, fill
The temple courts. — IX. p. 44.
 

Before the Mexican temples were large courts, kept well cleansed, and planted with the trees which they call Ahuchuetl, which are green throughout the year, and give a pleasant shade; wherefore they are much esteemed by the Indians: they are our savin (sabines de Espana). In the comfort of their shade the priests sit, and await those who come to make offerings or sacrifice to the Idol. — Historia de la Fundacion y Discurso de la Provincia de Santiago de Mexico de la orden de Predicadores; por el Maestro Fray Augustin Davila Padilla. Brusseles, 1625.
 

Ten painful months,
Immured amid the forest had he dwelt,
In abstinence and solitary prayer
Passing his nights and days. — X. p. 47.
 

Torquemada, L. 9, c. 25. Clavigero.
 

The most painful penance to which any of these priests were subjected was that which the Chololtecas performed, every four years, in honor of Quetzalcoatl. All the priests sat round the walls in the temple, holding a censer in their hands. From this posture they were not permitted to move, except when they went out for the necessary calls of nature: two hours they might sleep at the beginning of the night, and one after sunrise; at midnight, they bathed, smeared themselves with a black unction, and pricked their ears to offer the blood. The twenty-one remaining hours they sat in the same posture, incensing the idol, and in that same posture took the little sleep permitted them: this continued sixty days. If any one slept out of his time, his companions pricked him. The ceremony continued twenty days longer; but they were then permitted more rest. Torquemada, L. 10, c. 32.
 

Folly and madness have had as much to do as knavery in priestcraft. The knaves, in general, have made the fools their instruments; but they not unfrequently have suffered in their turn.
 

Coatlantona. — X. p. 50.
 

The mother of Mexitli, who, being a mortal woman, was made immortal for her son’s sake, and appointed goddess of all herbs, flowers, and trees. Clavigero.
 

Mammuth. — X. p. 54.
 

Mr. Jefferson informs us, that a late governor of Virginia, having asked some delegates of the Delawares what they knew or had heard respecting this animal; the chief speaker immediately put himself into an oratorical attitude, and, with a pomp suited to the elevation of his subject, informed him, that it was a tradition handed down from their fathers, that in ancient times a herd of them came to the Big-bone-licks, and began an universal destruction of the bear, deer, elks, buffaloes, and other animals which had been created for the use of the Indians: that the Great Man above, looking down and seeing this, was so enraged, that he seized his lightning, descended to the earth, and seated himself upon a neighbouring mountain of rock, on which his seat and the print of his feet are still to be seen, and hurled his bolts among them till the whole were slaughtered, except the Big Bull, who, presenting his forehead to the shafts, shook them off as they fell; but at length, missing one, it wounded him on the side, whereon, springing round, he bounded over the Ohio, the Wabash, the Illinois, and, finally, over the great lakes, where he is living at this day.
 

Colonel G. Morgan, in a note to Mr. Moore, says, “these bones are found only at the Salt Licks in Ohio; some few scattered grinders have, indeed, been found in other places; but it has bee supposed these have been brought from the above mentioned deposit, by Indian warriors and others who have passed it, as we know many have been spread in this manner. When I first visited the salt licks,” says the Colonel, “in 1766, I met here a large party of the Iroquois and Wyandot Indians, who were then on a war expedition against the Chicasaw tribe. The head chief was a very old man to be engaged in war; he told me he was eighty-four years old; he was probably as much as eighty. I fixed on this venerable Chief, as a person from whom some knowledge might be obtained. After making some acceptable presents of tobacco, paint, ammunition, &c. and complimenting him on the wisdom of his nation, their prowess in war, and prudence in peace, I intimated my ignorance respecting the great bones before us, which nothing but his superior knowledge could remove, and accordingly requested him to inform me what he knew concerning them. Agreeably to the customs of his nation he informed me in substance as follows:
 

“Whilst I was yet a boy, I passed this road several times to war against the Catawbas; and the wise old chiefs, among whom was my grandfather, then gave me the tradition, handed down to us respecting these bones, the like to which are found in no other part of the country; it is as follows: After the Great Spirit first formed the world, he made the various birds and beasts which now inhabit it. He also made man; but having formed him white, and very imperfect and ill-tempered, he placed him on one side of it, where he now inhabits, and from whence he has lately found a passage across the great water, to be a plague to us. As the Great Spirit was not pleased with this his work, he took of black clay, and made what you call a negro, with a woolly head. This black man was much better than the white man; but still he did not answer the wish of the Great Spirit: that is, he was imperfect. At last the Great Spirit having procured a piece of pure, fine red clay, formed from it the red man, perfectly to his mind; and he was so well pleased with him, that he placed him on this great island, separate from the white and black man, and gave him rules for his conduct, promising happiness in proportion as they should observed. He increased exceedingly, and was perfectly happy for ages; but the foolish young people, at length forgetting his rules, became exceedingly ill-tempered and wicked. In consequence of this, the Great Spirit created the great buffalo, the bones of which you now see before us; these made war upon the human species alone, and destroyed all but a few, who repented, and promised the Great Spirit to live according to his laws, if he would restrain the devouring enemy: whereupon he sent lightning and thunder, and destroyed the whole race, in this spot, two excepted, a male and female, which he shut up in yonder mountain, ready to let loose again should occasion require.”
 

The following tradition, existing among the natives, we give in the very terms of a Shawanee Indian, to shew that the impression made on their minds by it must have been forcible. “Ten thousand moons ago, when nought but gloomy forests covered this land of the sleeping sun, long before the pale men, with thunder and fire at their command, rushed on the wings of the wind to ruin this garden of nature; when nought but the untamed wanderers of the woods, and men as unrestrained as they, were the lords of the soil; a race of animals were in being, huge as the frowning precipice, cruel as the bloody panther, swift as the descending eagle, and terrible as the angel of night. The pines crashed beneath their feet, and the lake shrunk when they slaked their thirst; the forceful javelin in vain was hurled, and the barbed arrow fell harmless from their side. Forests were laid waste at a meal; the groans of expiring animals were every where heard; and whole villages inhabited by men were destroyed in a moment. The cry of universal distress extended even to the region of peace in the west, and the Good Spirit interposed to save the unhappy. The forked lightnings gleamed all around, and loudest thunder rocked the globe. The bolts of heaven were hurled upon the cruel destroyers alone, and the mountains echoed with the bellowings of death. All were killed except one male, the fiercest of the race, and him even the artillery of the skies assailed in vain. He ascended the bluest summit which shades the source of the Monongahela, and, roaring aloud, bid defiance to every vengeance. The red lightning scorched the lofty firs, and rived the knotty oaks, but only glanced upon the enraged monster. At length, maddened with fury, he leaped over the waves of the west at a bound, and this moment reigns the uncontrolled monarch of the wilderness, in despite of even Omnipotence itself.” — Winterbotham. The tradition probably is Indian, but certainly not the bombast.
 

In your youth
Ye have quaffed manly blood, that manly thoughts
Might ripen in your hearts. — X. p. 55.
 

In Florida, when a sick man was bled, women who were suckling a man-child drank the blood, if the patient were a brave or strong man, that it might strengthen their milk, and make the boys braver. Pregnant women also drank it. Le Moyne de Morgues.
 

There is a more remarkable tale of kindred barbarity in Irish history. The royal family had been all cut off, except one girl; and the wise men of the country fed her upon children’s flesh to make her the sooner marriageable. I have not the book to refer to, and cannot therefore give the names; but the story is in Keating’s history.
 

The spreading radii of the mystic wheel. — X. p. 56.
 

This dance is described from Clavigero; from whom also the account of their musical instruments is taken.
 

On the top
Of yon magnolia, the loud turkey’s voice
Is heralding the dawn. — XI. p. 59.
 

“I was awakened in the morning early by the cheering converse of the wild turkey-cock (Meleagris occidentalis), saluting each other from the sun-brightened tops of-the lofty Cupressus disticha and Magnolia grandiflora. They begin at early dawn, and continue till sun-rise, from March to the last of April. The high forests ring with the noise, like the crowing of the domestic cock, of these social sentinels, the watchword being caught and repeated, from one to another, for hundreds of miles around; insomuch that the whole country is, for an hour or more, in an universal shout. A little after sun-rise, their crowing gradually ceases; they quit their high lodging places, and alight on the earth; where, expanding their silver-bordered train, they strut and dance round about the coy female, while the deep forests seem to tremble with their shrill noise.” — Bartram.
 

His cowl was white. — XII. p. 67.
 

“They wore large garments like surplices, which were white, and had hoods such as the canons wearl; their hair long and matted, so that it could not be parted, and now full of fresh blood from their ears, which they had that day sacrificed; and their nails very long.” — B. Diaz.
 

Such is the description of the Mexican priests by one who had seen them.
 

Tlalocan. — XII. p. 69.
 

The Paradise of Tlaloc.
 

“They distinguished three places for the souls when separated from the body: Those of soldiers who died in battle or in captivity among their enemies, and those of women who died in labor, went to the House of the Sun, whom they considered as the Prince of Glory, where they led a life of endless delight; where, every day, at the first appearance of the sun’s rays, they hailed his birth with rejoicings; and with dancing, and the music of instruments and of voices, attended him to his meridian: there they met the souls of the women, and with the same festivity accompanied him to his setting. They next supposed, that these spirits, after four years of that glorious life, went to animate clouds, and birds of beautiful feathers and of sweet song, but always at liberty to rise again to heaven, or to descend upon the earth to warble, and suck the flowers... The souls of those that were drowned, or struck by lightning, of those who died of dropsy, tumors, wounds, and other such diseases, went along with the souls of children, at least of those which were sacrificed to Tlaloc, the God of Water, to a cool and delightful place called Tlalocan, where that god resided, and where. they were to enjoy the most delicious repasts, with every other kind of pleasure. - Lastly, the third place allotted to the souls of those who suffered any other kind of death was Mictlan, or Hell, which they conceived to be a place of utter darkness, in which reigned a god called Mictlanteuctli, Lord of Hell, and a goddess named Miclancihuatl. I am of opinion that they believed hell to be a place in the centre of the earth; but they did not imagine that the souls underwent any other punishment there than what they suffered by the darkness of their abode. Siguenza thought the Mexicans placed hell in the northern part of the earth, as the word Mictlampa signifies towards both.” — Clavigero.
 

When any person whose manner of death entitled him to a place in Tlalocan was buried (for they were never burnt), a rod or bough was laid in the grave with him,. that it might bud out again and flourish in that paradise. — Torquemada, L. 13, c. 48.
 

The souls of all the children who had been offered to Tlaloc were believed to be present at all after-sacrifices, under the care of a large and beautiful serpent called Xiuhcoatl. — Torquemada, L. 8, c. 14. Green islets foat along. — XII. p. 700.
 

Artificial islands are common in China as well as in Mexico.
 

“The Chinese fishermen, having no houses on shore nor stationary abode, but moving about in their vessels upon the extensive lakes and rivers, have no inducement to cultivate patches of ground, which the pursuits of their profession plant their onions on rafts of bamboo, well interwoven with reeds and long grass, and covered with earth; and these floating gardens are towed after their boats.” — Barrow’s China.
 

To Tlaloc it was hallow’d; and the stone
Which closed its entrance never was remov’d,
Save when the yearly festival return’d,
And in its womb a child was sepulchred,
The living victim. — XII. p. 72.
 

There were three yearly sacrifices to Tlaloc. At the first, two children were drowned in the Lake of Mexico; but, in all the provinces, they were sacrificed on the mountains: they were a boy and a girl, from three to four years old. In this last case, the bodies were preserved in a stone chest, as relics, I suppose, says Torquemada, of persons whose hands were clean from actual sin, though their souls were foul with the original stain, of which they were neither cleansed nor purged; and therefore they went to the place appointed for all like them who perish unbaptized. — At the second, four children, from six to seven years of age, who were bought for the purpose, the price being contributed by the chiefs, were shut up in a cavern, and left to die with hunger. The cavern was not opened again till the next year’s sacrifice... The third continued. during the three rainy months, during all which time children were offered up on the mountains. These also were bought; the heart and blood were given in sacrifice; the bodies were feasted on by the chiefs and priests.” Torquemada, L. 7, c. 21.
 

“In the country of the Mistecas was a cave sacred to the water god. Its entrance was concealed; for, though this idol was generally reverenced, this his temple was known to few. It was necessary to crawl the length of a musquet-shot; and then the way, sometimes open and sometimes narrow, extended for a mile before it reached the great dome, a place seventy feet long and forty wide, where were the idol and the altar. The idol was a rude column of stalactites, or incrustations, formed by a spring of petrifying water; and other fantastic figures had thus grown around it. The ways of the cave were so intricate, that sometimes those who had unwarily bewildered themselves there perished. The friar who discovered this idol destroyed it, and filled up the entrance.” — Padilla, p. 643.
 

The Temple Serpents. — XIV. p. 82.
 

“The head of a sacrificed person was strung up; the limbs eaten at the feast; the body given to the wild beasts which’ were kept within the temple circuits. Moreover, in that accursed house they kept vipers and venomous snakes, who had something at their tails which sounded like morris-bells; and they are the worst of all vipers. These were kept, in cradles and barrels and earthen vessels, upon feathers; and there they laid their eggs, and nursed up their snakelings; and they were fed with the bodies of the sacrificed, and with dogs’ flesh. We learnt for certain, that, after they had driven us from Mexico, and slain above eight hundred and fifty of our soldiers and of the men of Narvaez, these beasts and snakes, who had been offered to their cruel idol to be in his company, were supported upon their flesh for many days. When these lions and tigers roared, and the jackals and foxes howled, and the snakes hissed, it was a grim thing to hear them; and it seemed like hell.” — Bernal Diaz.
 

He had been confin’d
Where myriad insects on his nakedness
Infix’d their venomous anger, and no start,
No shudder, shook his frame. — XIV. p. 83.
 

Some of the Orinoco tribes required these severe probations, which are described by Gumilla, c. 35. The principle upon which they acted is strikingly stated by the Abbe Marigny in an Arabian anecdote.
 

“All having been chosen by Nasser for Emir,-or general of his army, against Makan, being one day before this prince, whose orders he was receiving, made a convulsive motion with his whole body on feeling an acute bite. Nasser perceived it not. After receiving his orders, the Emir returned home, and, taking off his clothes to examine the bite, found the scorpion that had bitten him. Nasser, learning this adventure, when next he saw the Emir. reproved him for having sustained the evil without complaining at the moment, that it might have been remedied. ‘How, sir,’ replied the Emir, ‘should I be capable of braving the arrow’s point, and the sabre’s edge, at the head of your armies, and far from you, if in your presence I could not bear the bite of a scorpion!’”
 

Rank in war, among savages, can only be procured by superior skill or strength.
 

Y desade ninez al egercicio
  los apremian por fuerza y incitan,
y en el belico extudio y duro oficio
  entrado en mas edad las egercitan;
si alguno de flaqueza da un indicio
  del uso militar lo inhabilitan,
y el que sale en las armas senalado
conforme a su valor le dan el grado.
 

Los cargos de la guerra y preeminencia
  no son por flacos medios proveidos,
ni van por calidad, ni por herencia,
  ni por hacienda, y ser mejor nacidos;
mas la virtud del brazo y la excelencia,
  esta hace los hombres perferidos,
esta ilustra, habilita, perficiona,
y quilata el valor de la persona.   Araucana, I.
 

From the slaughter’d brother of their King
He stripped the slain, and form’d of it a drum,
Whose sound affrighted armies. — XIV. p. 83.
 

In some provinces they flayed the captives taken in war, and with their skills covered their drums, thinking with the sound of them to affright their enemies; for their opinion was, that, when the kindred of the slain heard the sound of these drums, they would immediately be seized with fear, and put to flight. Garcilaso de la Vega.
 

“In the Palazzo Caprea, at Bologna, are several Turkish bucklers lined with human skin, dressed like leather: they told us it was that of the backs of Christian prisoners taken in battle; and the Turks esteem a buckler lined with it to be a particular security against the impression of an arrow or the stroke of a sabre.” — Lady Miller’s Letters from Italy.
 

Should thine arm
Subdue in battle six successive foes,
Life, liberty, and honour will repay
The noble conquest. — XIV. p. 84.
 

Clavigero. One instance occurred, in which, after the captive had been victorious in all the actions, he was put to death, because they durst not venture to set at liberty so brave an enemy; but this is mentioned as a very dishonorable thing. I cannot turn to the authority, but can trust my memory for the fact.
 

Often had he seen
His gallant countrymen with naked breast
Rush on their iron-coated enemies. — XIV. p. 85.
 

Schyr Mawrice alsua the Berclay
Fra the gret battaill held hys way,
With a great rout off Walis men;
Quahareuir thai yeid men mycht them ken,
For thai wele ner all nakyt war,
Or lynnyn clayths had but mar.
                  The Bruce, B. 13, p. 147.
 

And with the sound of sdnorous instruments,
And with their shouts and screams and yells, drove back
The Britons’ fainter war-cry. — XV. p. 94.
 

Music seems to have been as soon applied to military as to religious uses.
 

Con flautas, cuernos, roncos instrumentos,
alto estruenudo, alaridos desdeniosos,
salen los fieros barbaros sangrientos
contra los Espalioles valerosos.   Araucana, C. 4.
 

“James Reid, who had acted as piper to a rebel regiment in the Rebellion, suffered death at York, on Nov. 15, 1746, as a rebel. On his trial, it was alleged in his defence, that he had not carried arms. But the court observed, that a Highland regiment never marched without a piper; and therefore his bagpipe, in the eye of the law, was an instrument of war.” — Walker’s Irish Bards.
 

The construction was too much in the spirit of military law. Esop’s trumpeter should not have served as a precedent. Croxall’s fables have been made of much practical consequence: this poor piper was hung for not remembering one, and Gilbert Wakefield imprisoned for quoting another. A line of ample measure still retained
The missile shaft. — XV. p. 137.
 

A retractile weapon of tremendous effect was used by the Gothic tribes. Its use is thus described in a very interesting poem of the sixth century.
 

At nonus pugnie Helmnod successit, et ipse
Incertum triplici gestabat fune tridentem,
Quem post terga quidem stantes socii tenuerunt;
Consiliumque fuit, dum cuspes missa sederet
In clypeo, cuncti pariter traxisse studerent,
Ut vel sic hominem dejecissent furibundum,
Atque sub hac certum sibi spe posuere triumphum.
Nec mora; Dux, totes fundens in brachia vires,
Misit in adversum magna cum voce triclentem,
Et dicens, finis ferro tibi, calve, sub isto.
Qui, ventos penetrans, jaculorum more coruscat;
Quod genus aspidis, ex alta sese arbore, tanto
Turbine demittit, quo cuncta obstantia vincat.
Quid moror? umbonem scindit, peltaque resultat.
Clamorem Franci tollunt, saltusque resultant.
Obnixique trahunt restim simul atque vicissim;
Nec dubitat princeps tali se aptare labori;
Manarunt cunctis sudoris flumina membris:
Sed tamen hic intra velut esculus astitit heros,
Qui non plus petit astra comis, quam tartara fibris,
Contemnens omnes ventorum, immota, fragores.
 

De prima Expeditione Attile, Regis Hunnorum,
in; Gallias, ac de Rebus Gestis Waltharii
Aqitanorum Preicipis. Carmen epicum. This weapon, which is described by Suidas, Eustatius, and Agathias, was called Augo, and was a barbed trident. If it entered the body, it could not be extracted without certain death; and, if it only pierced the shield, the shield became unmanageable, and the enemy was left exposed.
 

The Cataia, which Virgil mentions as a Teutonic weapon, was also retractile. This was a club of about a yard long, with a heavy end worked into four sharp points. To the thin end, or handle, a cord was fixed, which enabled a person, well trained, to throw it with great force and exactness, and then, by a jerk, to bring it back to his hand, either to renew his throw, or to use it in close combat. This weapon was called Cat and Catai. — Cambrian, Register.
 

The Irish horsemen were attended by servants on foot, commonly called Deltini, armed only with darts or javelins, to which thongs of leather were fastened, wherewith to draw them back after they were cast. Sir James Ware’s Antiquities of Ireland.
 

Paynalton. — XV. p. 97.
 

When this name was pronounced, it was equivalent to a proclamation for rising in mass. Torquemada, L. 6, c. 22.
 

The House of Arms. — XV. p. 97.
 

The name of this Arsenal is a tolerable specimen of Mexican sesquipedalianism: Tlacochcalcoatlyacapan. Torquemada, L. 8, c. 13.
 

Cortes consumed all the weapons of the arsenal in the infamous execution of Qualpopoca and his companions. — Herrera, 2, 8. 9. The ablution of the Stone of Sacrifice. — XV. p. 98.
 

An old priest of the Tlatelucas, when they were at war with the Mexicans, advised them to drink the holy beverage before they went to battle: this was made by washing the Stone of Sacrifice. The king drank first, and then all his Chiefs and soldiers in order: it made them eager and impatient for the fight. Torquemada, L. 2, c. 58.
 

To physic soldiers before a campaign seems an odd way of raising their courage; yet this was done by one of the fiercest American tribes.
 

“When the warriors among the Natchez had assembled in sufficient numbers for their expedition, the medicine of war was prepared in the chief’s cabin. This was an emetic, composed of a root boiled in water. The warriors, sometimes to the number of three hundred, seated themselves round the kettles or caldrons. About a gallon was served to each. The ceremony was to swallow it at one draught, and then discharge it again with such loud eructations and efforts as might be heard at a great distance.” — Heriot’s History of Canada.
 

Odd as this method of administering medicine may appear, some tribes have a still more extraordinary mode of dispensing it.
 

“As I was informed there was to be a physic-dance at night, curiosity led me to the town-house to see the preparation. A vessel of their own make, that might contain twenty gallons (there being a great many to take the medicine), was set on the fire, round which stood several gourds filled with river-water, which was poured into the pot. This done, there arose one of the beloved women, who, opening a deer-skin filled with various roots and herbs, took out a small handful of something like fine salt, part of which she threw on the head man’s seat, and part on the fire close to the pot; she then took out the wing of a swan, and, after flourishing it over the pot, stood fixed for near a minute, muttering something to herself; then taking a shrub like laurel, which I supposed was the physic, she threw it into the pot, and returned to her seat. As no more ceremony seemed to be going on, I took a walk till the Indians assembled to take it. At my return, I found the house quite full. They danced near an hour round the pot, till one of them, with a small gourd that might hold about a gill, took some of the physic, and drank it; after which, all the rest took in turn. One of their head men presented me with some, and, in a manner, compelled me to drink, though I would willingly have declined. It was, however, much more palatable than I expected, having a strong taste of sassafras. The Indian who presented it told me it was taken to wash away their sins; so that this is a spiritual medicine, and might be ranked among their religious ceremonies. They are very solicitous about its success: the conjurer, for several mornings before it is drank, makes a dreadful howling, yelling, and hollowing, from the top of the town-house, to frighten away apparitions and evil spirits.” — Timberlake.
 

 — two fire-flies gave
Their lustre. — XVII. p. 116.
 

It is well known that Madame Merian painted one of these insects by its own light.
 

“In Hispaniola and the rest of the Ocean Islands, there are plashy and marshy places, very fitt for the feeding of heardes of cattel. Gnattes of diverse kindes, ingendered of that moyste heate, greviously afflict the colonies seated on the brinke thereof, and that not only in the night, as in other countries: therefore the inhabitants build low houses, and make little doores therein, scarce able to receive the master, and without holes, that the gnats may have no entrance. And for that cause also, they forebeare to light torches or candels, for the gnatts by natural instinct follow the light; yet neverthelesse they often finde a way in. Nature hath given that pestilent mischiefe, and hath also given a remedy; as she hath given us cattes to destroy the filthy progeny of mise, so hath she given them pretty and commodious hunters which they call Cucuij. These be harmless winged worms, somewhat lesse than battes or reere mise, I should rather call them a kinde of beetles, because they have other wings after the same order under their hard winged sheath, which they close within the sheath when they leave flying. To this living creature (as we see flyes shine by night, and certaine sluggish worms lying in thick hedges) provident nature hath given some very cleere looking glasses: two in the seate of the eyes, and two lying hid in the flank, under the sheath, which he then sheweth, when, after the manner of the beetle, unsheathing his thin wings, he taketh his flight into the ayre; whereupon every Cucuius bringeth foure lights or candels with him. But how they are a remedy for so great a mischiefe, as is the stinging of these gnatts, which in some places are little less than bees, it is a pleasant thing to hear. He, who either understandeth he hath those troublesome guestes (the gnattes) at home, or feareth least they may get in, dilligently hunteth after the Cucuij, which he deceiveth by this means and industry which necessity (effecting wonders) hath sought out: whoso wanteth Cucuij, goeth out of the house in the first twilight of the night, carrying a burning fire-brande in his hande, and ascendeth the next hillock, that the Cucuij may see it, and hee swinging the fire-brande about, calling Cucuius aloud, and beateth the ayre with often calling and crying out Cucuie, Cucuie. Many simple people suppose that the Cucuij, delighted with the noise, come flying and flocking together to the bellowing sound of him that calleth them, for they come with a speedy and headlong course: but I rather thinke the Cucuij make haste to the brightness of the fire-brande, because swarmes of gnatts fly unto every light, which Cucuij eate in the very ayre, as the martlets and swallowes doe. Behold the desired number of Cucuij, at what time the hunter casteth the fire-brande out of his hand. Some Cucuius sometimes followeth the fire-brande, and lighteth on the grounde; then is he easily taken, as travellers may take a beetle if they have need thereof, walking with his wings shutt. Others denie that the Cucuij are woont to bee taken after this manner, but say, that the hunters especially have boughs full of leaves ready prepared, or broad linnen cloathes wherewith they smite the Cucuius flying about on high, and strike him to the ground, where he lyeth as it were astonished, and suffereth himself to bee taken; or as they say, following the fall of the fly, they take the preye, by casting the same bushie bough, or linnen cloath upon him: howsoever it bee, the hunter havinge the hunting Cucuij, returneth home, and shutting the doore of the house, letteth the preye goe. The Cucuij loosed, swiftly flyeth about the whole house seeking gnattes, under their hanging bedds, and about the faces of those that sleepe, whiche the gnatts use to assayle; they seem to execute the office of watchman, that such as are shut in may quietly rest. Another pleasant and profitable commodity proceedeth from the Cucuij. As many eyes as every Cucuius openeth, the hoste enjoyeth the light of so many candels: so that the Inhabitants spinne, swew, weave, and dance by the light of the flying Cucuij. The Inhabitants thinke that the Cucuius is delighted with the harmony and welody of their singing, and that hee also exerciseth his motion in the ayre according to the action of their dancing; but hee, by reason of the divers circuit of the gnatts, of necessity swiftly flyeth about divers wayes to seek his food. Our men also reade and write by that light, which always continueth untill he have gotten enough whereby he may be well and fedd. The gnats being cleansed, or driven out of doores, the Cucuius beginning to famish, the light beginneth to faile; therefore when they see his light to waxe dim, opening the little doore, they set him at linertie, that he may seeke his foode.
 

“In sport and merriment, or to the intent to terrifie such as are afrayd of every shadow, they say that many wanton fellowes sometimes rubbed their faces by night with the fleshe of a Cucuius, being killed, with the purpose to meet their neighbours with a flaming countenance, as with us sometimes wanton young men, putting a gaping toothed vissard over their face, endeavour to terrifie children, or women, who are easily frighted: for the face being anointed with the lump or fleshy part of the Cucuius, shineth like a flame of fire; yet in a short space that fiery virtue waxeth feeble and is extinguished, seeing it is a certayne bright humour received in a thin substance. There is also another wonderful commodity proceeding from the Cucuius: the Islanders appoynted by our menn, goe with their good will by night, with two Cucuij tied to the great toes of their feet; for the travailer goeth better by direction of these lights, than if he brought so many candels with him as their open eyes; he also carryeth another in his hand to seek the Utia by night, a certain kind of cony, a little exceeding a mouse in bignesse and bulke of bodie: which four-footed beast they onely knowe before our coming thither, and did eate the same. They also go a fishing by the light of the Cucuij.” — Pietro Martire.
 

Bells of gold
Emboss’d his glittering helmet. — XVIII. p. 127.
 

Among the presents which Cortes sent to Spain were “two helmets covered with blue precious stones; one edged with golden belles and many plates of gold, two golden knobbes sustaining the belles. The other covered with the same stones, but edged with twenty-five golden belles, crested with a greene foule sitting on the top of the helmet, whose feet, bill, and eyes were all of gold; and several golden knobbes sustained every bell.” — Pietro Martire.
 

A white plume
On the war-tempest. — XVIII. p. 128.
 

His tall white plume, which like a high wrought foam,
Floated on the tempestuous stream of fight,
Shewed where he swept the field.
                  Young’s Busiris.
 

[Rocks that meet in battle.] — XIX. p. 138.
 

Clavigero. Torquemada, L. 13, c. 47. The fighting mountains of the Mexicans are less absurd than the moving rocks of the Greeks, as they are placed, not in this world, but in the road to the next.
 

“L. Martio et Sex. Julio consulibus, in agro Mutinensi duo montes inter se concurrerunt, crepitu maxirno assultantes et recedentes, et inter eos fiammn fumoque exeunte. Quo concursu villa omnes elisen sunt; animalia permulta qume intra fuerant, exanimata sunt.” — J. Ravisii Textoris Offcina, f. 210.
 

A fiery mountain is a bad neighbor; but a quarrelsome one must be infinitely worse, and a dancing one would not be much better. It is a happy thing for us, who live among the mountains, that they are now-a-days very peaceable, and have left off “skipping like rams.”
 

Funeral and Coronation. — XIX. pp. 139, 142.
 

Clavigero. Torquemada.
 

This coronation oath resembles in absurdity the language of the Chinese, who, in speaking of a propitious event occurring, either in their own or any other country, generally attribute it to the joint will of Heaven and the Emperor of China.” Barrow.
 

I once heard a Methodist street-preacher exhort his auditors to praise God as the first cause of all good things, and the king as the second. Let the guilty tremble! it shall flow
A draught of agony and death to him,
A stream of fiery poison. — XX. p. 145.
 

I have no other authority for attributing this artifice to Tezozomoc, than that it has been practised very often and very successfully.
 

“A chief of Dsjedda,” says Neibuhr, “informed me that two hundred ducats had been stolen from him, and wanted me to discover the thief. I excused myself, saying that I left that sublime science to the Mahommedan sages; and very soon afterwards a celebrated sheik showed, indeed, that he knew more: than I did. He placed all the servants in a row, made a long prayer, then put into the mouth of each a bit of paper, and ordered them all to swallow it, after having assured them that it would not harm the innocent, but that the punishment of Heaven would fall on the guilty; after which, he examined the mouth of every one; and one of them, who had not swallowed the paper, confessed that he had stolen the money.”
 

A similar anecdote occurs in the old legend of Pierre Faifeu.
 

Comment la Dame de une grosse Maison ou il hautoit, perdit ung Dyamant eu so maison, qu’il luy fist subtillement recouvere. Chap. 22. p. 58.
 

Ung certain jour, la Dame de l’hostel
Eut ung ennuy, le quel pour vray fut tel,
Car elle avoit en sa main gauche ou dextre
Ung Dyamant, que l’on renommoit de estre De la valeur de bien cinq cens ducatz;
Or, pour soubdain vous advertir du cas,
Ou en dormant, ou en faisant la veille,
Du doy luy cheut, dont cres font s’esmerveille,
Qu’el ne le treuve est son cueur tres mary,
Et n’ose aussi le dire a son mary;
Mais a Faifeu allee est s’en complaindre,
Qui respondit, sans grandement la plaindre,
Que bien failloit que Seigneur le sceust,
Et qu’elle luy dist ains qu’i; s’en appweceust.
En ce faisant le vaillant Pierre Maistre
La recouvere luy est alle promettre,
Ce moyennant qu’il eust cinquante escuz,
Qu’elle luy promist, sans en faire refuz,
Pareillement qu’auchun de la maison
L’eust point trouve, il en rendoit raison.
Leurs propos tins, s’en alla seure et ferme
La dicte Dame, et au Seigneur afferme
Du Dyamant le susdict interest,
Dont il ne fas grant conte ou arrest,
Ce nonobstant que fust le don de nopces,
Qu’avoit donne ‘par sur autres negoces;
Car courroucer sa femme assez en veoit
L’avoit perdu, mais grand dueil en avoit:
Or toutes fois a Faifeu it ordonne
Faire son vucil, et puissance il luy donne
A son plaisir faire ainsi qu’il entend.
Incontinent Faifeu fist tout content
Tost assembler serviteurs et servantes,
Grans et petitz, et les portes-fermantes, Les fist rengu en une chambre a part.
Ou de grand peur chascun d’culz avoit part.
Quant il cust fait appella Sicur et Dame,
Desquelz ame estoit de corps et ame,
Et devant eulx au servans fist sermon
Du Dyamant, leur disant; nous chermon,
Et scavons bien par l’art de nicromance
Celuy qui le a et tout en evidance
Feignoit chermer la chambre en tous endroitz,
Se pourmenant devant boytteu ou droitz.
Il apperceut parmy une verriere,
Emmy la court, ung garsonnet arricre,
Qui n’estoit point o les autres venu,
Dont vous orrez qu’il eu est advenu.
Ce nonobstant qu’il y en eust grant nombre,
Cinquante ou plus, soubdain faignit soube umbre
De deviner, que tout n’y estoit point.
Les serviteurs ne congnoissans le point
Dirent que nul ne restoit de la bende
Fors le berger; donc, dist-il, qu’on le mande,
Bien le scavoys et autres choses scay,
Qu’il vienne tost, et vous verrez l’essay.
Quant fut venu, demande une arballeste
Que bender fist o grant peine et moleste,
Car forte estoit des meilleures qui soient.
Les assistens tresfort s’estabyscient
Que faire il veult, cas dessus il fait mettre
Ung font raillon, puis ainsi la remettre
Dessus la table, et couchee a travers
Tout droit tendue, et atournee envers, Par ou passer on doit devaont la table.
Tout ce cas fait, comme resolu et stable,
Dist a la Dame, et aussi au Seigneur,
Que nul d’eulx ne heut tant fiance en son heur,
De demander la bague dessus dicte,
Par nul brart ou cautelle maudicte;
Car il convient, sans faire nul destour,
Que chascun d’eulx posse et face son tour
Devant le trect, arc, arballeste, ou flesches,
Sans que le cueur d’aucun se plye ou flesche;
Et puis apres les servans passeront,
Mais bien croyer que ne repasseront,
Ceulx ou celuy qui la baque retiennent,
Mais estre mortz tous asseurez se tiennent.
Son dit finy, chascun y a passe,
Sans que nul fust ne blece ne casse;
Mais quant ce fut a cil qui a la baque,
A ce ne veult user de mine ou braque,
Car pour s’excuser ne sceut est vaincquer;
Mais tout souddain son espirit se tendit
Cryer mercy, et la baque rendit,
Et effermant qu’il eu l’avoit robee,
Mais sans Faifeu eust este absorbee.
Auquel on quis s’il estoit bien certain
Du larronneau, mais jura que incertain
Il en estoit, et sans science telle
Qu’on estimoit, avoit quis la cantelle
Espoventer par subtille Lecon
Ceulx qui la bague avoient, en la facon Vous pouver voir que, par subtille prouve,
Tel se dit bon, qui meschant on approuve.
 

The trial by ordeal more probably originated in wisdom than in superstition. The Water of Jealousy is the oldest example. This seems to have been enjoined for enabling women, when unjustly suspected, fully to exculpate themselves; for no one who was guilty would have ventured upon the trial.
 

I remember an anecdote of John Henderson, which is characteristic of that remarkable man. The maid-servant, one evening, at a house where he was visiting, begged that she might be excused from bringing in the tea; for he was a conjurer, she said. When this was told him, he desired the mistress would insist upon her coming in: this was done. He fixed his eye upon her, and, after she had left the room, said, take care of her; she is not honest. It was soon found that he had rightly understood the cause of her alarm.
 

Their Sports. — XXI. p. 149.
 

These are described from Clavigero, who gives a print of: the Fliers: the tradition of the banner is from the same author; the legend of Mexitli, from Torquemada, L. 6, c. 21.
 

Then the temples fell,
Whose black and putrid walls were scaled with blood. — XXII. p. 156.
 

I have not exaggerated. Bernal Diaz was an eye-witness; and he expressly says, that the walls and the floor of Mexitli’s temple were blackened and flaked with blood, and stenching. p. 71. One of our nation lost the Maid he loved. — XXII. p. 158.
 

There was a young man in despair for the death of his sister, whom he loved with extreme affection. The idea of the departed recurred to him incessantly. He resolved to seek her in the Land of Souls, and flattered himself with the hope of bringing her back with him. His voyage was long and laborious; but he surmounted all the obstacles, and overcame every difficulty. At length he found a solitary old man, or rather genius, who, having questioned him concerning his enterprise, encouraged him to pursue it, and taught him the means of success. He gave him a little empty calabash to contain the soul of his sister, and promised on his return to give him the brain, which he had in his possession; being placed there, by virtue of his office, to keep the brains of the dead. The young man profited by his instructions, finished his course successfully, and arrived in the Land of Souls, the inhabitants of which were much astonished to see him, and fled at his presence. Tharonhiaouagon received him well, and protected him by his counsel from the old woman his grandmother, who, under the appearance of a feigned regard, wished to destroy him by making him eat the flesh of serpents and vipers, which were to her delicacies. The Souls being assembled to dance, as was their custom, he recognized that of his sister. Tharonhiaouagon assisted him to take it by surprise, without which help he never would have succeeded; for, when he advanced to seize it, it vanished like a dream of the night, and left him as confounded as was Aeneas when he attempted to embrace the shade of his father Anchises. Nevertheless he took it, confined it; and in spite of the attempts and stratagems of this captive soul, which sought but to deliver itself from its prison, he brought it back the same road by which he came to his own village. I know not if he recollected to take the brain, or judged it unnecessary; but, as soon as he arrived, he dug up the body. and prepared it according to the instructions lie had received, to render it fit for the reception of the soul, which was to re-animate it. Every thing was ready for this resurrection, when the impertinent curiosity of one of those who were present prevented its success. The captive soul, finding itself free, fled away, and the whole journey was rendered useless. The young man derived no other advantage than that of having been at the Land of Souls, and the power of giving certain tidings of it, which were transmitted to posterity. — Lifitau sur les moeurs de Sauvages Ameriquains, Tom. i. p. 401.
 

“One, I remember, affirmed to me that himself had been dead four days; that most of his friends in that time were gathered together to his funeral; and that he should have been buried, but that some of his relations at a great distance, who were sent for upon that occasion, were not arrived; before whose coming he came to life again. In this time, he says, he went to the place where the sun rises (imagining the earth to be a plain), and directly over that place, at a great height in the air, he was admitted, he says, into a great house, which he supposes was several miles in length, and saw many wonderful things, too tedious as well as ridiculous to mention. Another person, a woman, whom I have not seen, but been credibly informed of by the Indians, declares she was dead several days; that her soul went southward, and feasted and danced with the happy spirits; and that she found all things exactly agreeable to the Indian notions of a future state.” — Brainerd. — that cheerful one, who knoweth all
The songs of all the winged choristers. — XXIII. p. 162
 

The Mocking Bird is often mentioned, and with much feeling, in Mr. Davis’s “Travels in America,” a very singular and interesting volume. He describes himself in one place as listening by moonlight to one that usually perched within a few yards of his log-hut. A negress was sitting on the threshold of the next door, smoking the stump of an old pipe. “Please God Almighty,” exclaimed the old woman, “how sweet that mocking-bird sing! he never tire.” By day and by night, it sings alike: when weary of mocking others, the bird takes up its own natural strain; and so joyous a creature is it, that it will jump and dance to its own music. The bird is perfectly domestic; for the Americans hold it sacred. Would that we had more of these humane prejudices in England, — if that word may be applied to a feeling so good in itself and in its tendency.
 

A good old Protestant missionary mentions another of the American singing-birds very technically.
 

“Of black birds there be millions, which are great devourers of the Indian corn as soon as it appears out of the ground. Unto this sort of birds, especially, may the mystical fowls, the Divells, be well resembled (and so it pleaseth the Lord Jesus himself to observe. Matt. xiii.); which mystical fowl follow the sowing of the word, pick it up from loose and careless hearers, as these blackbirds follow the material seed. Against these they are very careful, both to set their corn deep enough, that it may have a strong root, not so apt to be pluckt up, as also they put up little watch-houses in the middle of their fields, in which they or their biggest children lodge.” — Roger Williams. But of all the songsters in America who warble their wood-notes wild, the frogs are the most extraordinary.
 

“Prepared as I was,” says a traveller, “to hear something extraordinary from these animals, I confess the first frog concert I herd in America was so much beyond any thing I could conceive of the powers of these musicians, that I was truly astonished. This performance was al fresco, and took place on the 18th (April) instant, in a large swamp, where there were at least ten thousand performers, and, I really believe, not two exactly in the same pitch, if the octave can possibly admit of so many divisions, or shakes of semitones. An Hibernian musician, who, like myself, was present for the first time at this concert of anti-music, exclaimed, ‘By Jesus, but they stop out of tune to a nicety!’
 

“I have been since informed by an amateur who resided many years in this country, and made this species of music his peculiar study, that on these occasions the treble is performed by the Tree-Frogs, the smallest and most beautiful species: they are always of the same color as the bark of the tree they inhabit, and their note is not unlike the chirp of a cricket., The next in size are our countertenors: they have a; note resembling the setting of a saw. A still larger species sing tenor; and the under part is supported by the bull-frogs, which are as large as a man’s foot, and bellow out the bass in A tone as loud and sonorous as that of the animal from which they take: their name.” — Travels in America, by W. Priest, Musician.
 

“I have often thought,” says this lively traveller, “if an enthusiastic cockney of weak nerves, who had never been out of the sound of Bow Bell, could suddenly be conveyed from his bed ii the middle of the night, and laid fast asleep in an Americain swamp, he would, on waking, fancy himself in the infernal regions. His first sensations would be from the stings of a myriad of mosquitoes; waking with the smart, his ears would be assailed with the horrid noises of the frogs; on lifting up his eyes, he would have a faint view of the nighthawks, flapping their ominous wings over his devoted head, visible only from the glimmering light of the fire-flies, which he would naturally conclude were sparks from the bottomless pit. Nothing would be wanting at this moment to complete the illusion but one of those dreadful explosions of thunder and lightning so extravagantly described by Lee in Oedipus. “Call you these peals of thunder but the yawn of bellowing clouds? By Jove, they seem to me the world’s last groans, and those large sheets of flame its last blaze!’”
 

In sink and swell
More exquisitely sweet than ever art
Of man evoked from instrument of touch,
Or beat, or breath. — XXIII. p. 182.
 

The expression is from an old Spanish writer: “Tanian instrumentos de diversas maneras de la musica, de pulso, e flato, e tato, e voz.” — Cronica de Pero Nino.
 

 — the old, in talk
Of other days, which mingled with their joy
Memory of many a hard calamity. — XXIV. p. 167.
 

“And, when the builders laid the foundation of the Temple of the Lord, they set the priests in their apparel with trumpets, and the Levites the sons of Asaph with cymbals, to praise the Lord, after the ordinance of David, King of Israel. “And they sang together by course in praising and giving thanks unto the Lord; because he is good, for his mercy endureth for ever toward Israel. And all the people shouted with a great shout when they praised the Lord, because the foundation of the house of the Lord was laid.
 

“But many of the priests and Levites and chief of the fathers, who were ancient men, that had seen the first house, when the foundation of this house was laid before their eyes, wept with a loud voice; and many shouted aloud with joy:
 

“So that the people could not discern the noise of the shout of joy from the noise of the weeping of the people; for the people shouted with a loud shout, and the noise was heard afar off.” — Ezra, iii. 10-13.
 

For Aztlan comes in anger, and her Gods
Spare none. — XXIV. p. 170.
 

Kill all that you can, said the Tlascallans to Cortes; the young that they may not bear arms, the old that they may not give, counsel. Bernal Diaz, p. 56.
 

The Circle of the Years is full. — XXVI. p. 183.
 

Torquemada, L. 10, c. 33. The tradition of the Five Suns is related by Clavigero; the origin of the present by the same author, and by Torquemada, L. 6, c. 42: the whole of the ceremonies is accurately stated.
 

Depart! depart!” for so the note,
Articulately in his native tongue,
Spake to the Azteca. — XXVII. p. 195.
 

My excuse for this insignificant agency, as I fear it will be thought, must be, that the fact itself is historically true: by means of this omen, the Aztecas were induced to quit their country, after a series of calamities. The leader who had address enough to influence them was Huitziton, a name which I have altered to Yuhidthiton for the sake of euphony. The note of the bird is expressed in Spanish and Italian thus, tihui: the cry of the peewit cannot be better expressed. Torquemada, L. 2, c. 1. Clavigero.
 

The Chair of God. — XXVII. p. 206.
 

Mexitli, they said, appeared to them during their emigration, and ordered them to carry him before them in a chair: Teoycpalli it was called. Torquemada, L. 2, c. 1.
 

The hideous figures of their idols are easily accounted for by the historian of the Dominicans in Mexico.
 

“As often as the Devil appeared to the Iexicans, they made immediately an idol of the figure in which they had seen him; sometimes as a lion, other times as a dog, other times as a serpent; and, as the ambitious Devil took advantage of this weakness, he assumed a new form every time to gain a new image in which he might be worshipped.. The natural timidity of the Indians aided the design of the Devil; and he appeared to them in horrible and affrighting figures, that he might have them the more submissive to his will: for this reason it is that the idols which we still see in Mexico, placed in the corners of the streets as spoils of the gospel, are so deformed and ugly.” — Augustin Davila Padilla.
 

To spread in other lands Mexitli’s name. — XXVII. p. 210.
 

It will scarcely be believed that the resemblance between Mexico and Messiah should have been adduced as a proof that America was peopled by the Ten Tribes. Fr. Estavan de Salazar discovered this wise argument, which is noticed in Gregorio Garciat’s very credulous and very learned work on the Origin of the Indians, L. 3, c. 7, sec. 2.
 




THALABA THE DESTROYER
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First published in 1801, this epic poem is composed in twelve books of irregular stanzas, with lines that are not rhymed. The poem concerns the eigth century Arab leader Harun al-Rashid and a group of sorcerers at Domdaniel, who live under the sea. In the poem, it was foretold that Thalaba, a Muslim, would be God’s champion and conquer the sorcerers. To pre-empt the prophecy, the sorcerers kill the Hodeirah family. Unknown to them, Thalaba is able to escape from harm with his mother Zeinab. They flee through the desert and arrive at Irem, a ruined city. After Zeinab dies, Thalaba is raised by a leader of Irem named Moath. Nevertheless, when the sorcerers discover that Thalaba is still alive, they quickly make plans to find him and kill him.

Having been inspired to write Thalaba the Destroyer as early as during his boyhood days when attending Westminster School, Southey did not begin to write the poem seriously until he finished composing Madoc at the age of 25. He started the project alongside his friend Coleridge, who was working on a similar themed poem at the same time, which would later become famous as Kubla Khan, and so both poets shared their sources. The epic was completed while Southey travelled in Portugal and finally published by Longman, though unfortunately it suffered poor sales and only half of the copies were sold by 1804.

Southey used the poem to describe various superstitions and myths, with a heavy reliance on repetition of various themes that link the myths together. Although based on Islamic theology, most of the action is mechanical instead of emphasising possible moral truths that can be drawn from the plot. Though the main character is purported to be a Muslim, the story actually takes place thousands of years before Islam, in ancient Babylon. Critics gave the work mixed reviews, with some emphasising the strong morality within the work and the quality of the poetry. However, other critics felt that the lack of a strong lyrical structure and the use of Middle Eastern myths took away from the poem.
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Harun al-Rashid (763 c.-809) was the fifth Arab Abbasid Caliph. His rule encompassed modern Iraq. Al-Rashid ruled from 786 to 809 and his time was marked by scientific, cultural and religious prosperity. 
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PREFACE
 

In the continuation of the Arabian Tales, the Domdaniel is mentioned; a Seminary for evil Magicians under the Roots of the Sea. From this seed the present Romance has grown. Let me not be supposed to prefer the metre in which it is written, abstractedly considered, to the regular blank verse; the noblest measure, in my judgement, of which our admirable language is capable. For the following Poem I have preferred it, because it suits the varied subject; it is the Arabesque ornament of an Arabian tale.

The dramatic sketches of Dr. Sayer, a volume which no lover of poetry
will recollect without pleasure, induced me when a young versifier, to
practise in this metre. I felt that while it gave the poet a wider range
of expression, it satisfied the ear of the reader. It were easy to make
a parade of learning by enumerating the various feet which it admits; it
is only needful to observe that no two lines are employed in
sequence which can be read into one. Two six-syllable lines (it will
perhaps be answered) compose an Alexandrine: the truth is that the
Alexandrine, when harmonious, is composed of two six-syllable lines.

One advantage this metre assuredly possesses; the dullest reader cannot
distort it into discord: he may read it with a prose mouth, but its
flow and fall will still be perceptible. Verse is not enough favoured by
the English reader: perhaps this is owing to the obtrusiveness, the
regular Jews-harp twing-twang, of what has been foolishly called
heroic measure. I do not wish the improvisatorè tune, but something
that denotes the sense of harmony, something like the accent of feeling;
like the tone which every Poet necessarily gives to Poetry.




THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK I.
 

       How beautiful is night!
A dewy freshness fills the silent air,
    No mist obscures, no little cloud
    Breaks the whole serene of heaven:
In full-orbed glory the majestic moon
        Rolls thro the dark blue depths.
        Beneath her steady ray
        The desert circle spreads,
Like the round ocean, girdled with the sky.
        How beautiful is night!
 

   Who at this untimely hour
    Wanders o’er the desert sands?
        No station is in view,
No palm-grove islanded amid the waste.
        The mother and her child,
The widow and the orphan at this hour
    Wander o’er the desert sands.
 

       Alas! the setting sun
        Saw Zeinab in her bliss,
        Hodeirah’s wife beloved.
        Alas! the wife beloved,
        The fruitful mother late,
Whom when the daughters of Arabia named
        They wished their lot like her’s;
    She wanders o’er the desert sands
        A wretched widow now,
The fruitful mother of so fair a race,
        With only one preserved,
    She wanders o’er the wilderness.
 

No tear relieved the burthen of her heart;
Stunned with the heavy woe she felt like one
Half-wakened from a midnight dream of blood.
        But sometimes when her boy
        Would wet her hand with tears,
And looking up to her fixed countenance,
        Amid his bursting sobs
Say the dear name of MOTHER, then would she
        Utter a feeble groan.
At length collecting, Zeinab turned her eyes
To heaven, exclaiming, “praised be the Lord!
        “He gave, he takes away,
        “The Lord our God is good!”
 

       “Good is he?” cried the boy,
“Why are my brethren and my sisters slain?
        “Why is my father killed?
    “Did ever we neglect our prayers,
“Or ever lift a hand unclean to heaven?
    “Did ever stranger from our tent
        “Unwelcomed turn away?
        “Mother, he is not good!”
 

Then Zeinab beat her breast in agony,
        “O God forgive my child!
        “He knows not what he says!
“Thou know’st I did not teach him thoughts like these,
    “O Prophet, pardon him!”
 

She had not wept till that assuaging prayer....
The fountains of her eyes were opened then,
        And tears relieved her heart.
    She raised her swimming eyes to Heaven,
        “Allah, thy will be done!
“Beneath the dispensation of thy wrath
        “I groan, but murmur not.
    “The Day of the Trial will come,
“When I shall understand how profitable
        “It is to suffer now.”
 

Young Thalaba in silence heard reproof,
    His brow in manly frowns was knit,
    With manly thoughts his heart was full.
“Tell me who slew my father?” cried the boy.
        Zeinab replied and said,
“I knew not that there lived thy father’s foe.
    “The blessings of the poor for him
        “Went daily up to Heaven,
“In distant lands the traveller told his praise.
        “I did not think there lived
        “Hodeirah’s enemy.”
 

   “But I will hunt him thro’ the earth!”
        Young Thalaba exclaimed.
“Already I can bend my father’s bow,
        “Soon will my arm have strength
“To drive the arrow-feathers to his heart.”
 

Zeinab replied, “O Thalaba, my child,
    “Thou lookest on to distant days,
“And we are in the desert far from men!”
 

Not till that moment her afflicted heart
        Had leisure for the thought.
        She cast her eyes around,
        Alas! no tents were there
        Beside the bending sands;
No palm tree rose to spot the wilderness.
        The dark blue sky closed round
        And rested like a dome
        Upon the circling waste.
        She cast her eyes around,
        Famine and Thirst were there.
    Then the mother bowed her head,
        And wept upon her child.
 

  ... Sudden a cry of wonder
        From Thalaba aroused her,
        She raised her head, and saw
Where high in air a stately palace rose.
        Amid a grove embowered
        Stood the prodigious pile,
    Trees of such ancient majesty
    Towered not on Yemen’s happy hills,
Nor crowned the stately brow of Lebanon.
Fabric so vast, so lavishly enriched,
For Idol, or for Tyrant, never yet
        Raised the slave race of men
In Rome, nor in the elder Babylon,
        Nor old Persepolis,
    Nor where the family of Greece
        Hymned Eleutherian Jove.
    Here studding azure tablatures
        And rayed with feeble light,
Star-like the ruby and the diamond shone:
        Here on the golden towers
        The yellow moon-beam lay;
Here with white splendour floods the silver wall.
Less wonderous pile and less magnificent
Sennamar built at Hirah, tho’ his art
Sealed with one stone the ample edifice
And made its colours, like the serpents skin
Play with a changeful beauty: him, its Lord
Jealous lest after-effort might surpass
The now unequalled palace, from its height
        Dashed on the pavement down.
 

They entered, and through aromatic paths
        Wondering they went along.
    At length upon a mossy bank
    Beneath a tall mimosa’s shade
That o’er him bent its living canopy,
        They saw a man reclined.
Young he appeared, for on his cheek there shone
        The morning glow of health,
And the brown beard curled close around his chin.
        He slept, but at the sound
Of coming feet awakening, fixed his eyes
In wonder, on the wanderer and her child.
        “Forgive us,” Zeinab cried,
        “Distress hath made us bold.
“Relieve the widow and the fatherless.
“Blessed are they who succour the distrest
“For them hath God appointed Paradise.”
 

   He heard, and he looked up to heaven,
        And tears ran down his cheeks:
        “It is a human voice!
        “I thank thee, O my God!
        “How many an age has past
“Since the sweet sounds have visited mine ear!
        “I thank thee, O my God,
        “It is a human voice!”
 

   To Zeinab turning then he cried
        “O mortal who art thou
        “Whose gifted eyes have pierced
“The shadow of concealment that hath wrapt
        “These bowers, so many an age,
        “From eye of mortal man?
        “For countless years have past
        “And never foot of man
        “The bowers of Irem trod.
“Save only I, a miserable wretch
        “From Heaven and Earth shut out!”
 

       Fearless, and scarce surprized,
        For grief in Zeinab’s soul
All other feebler feelings overpowered,
        She answered, “Yesterday
        “I was a wife beloved,
“The fruitful mother of a numerous race.
        “I am a widow now,
“Of all my offspring this alone is left.
        “Praise to the Lord our God,
        “He gave, he takes away!”
 

Then said the stranger, “Not by Heaven unseen
        “Nor with unguided feet
    “Thy steps have reached this secret place
    “Nor for light purpose is the Veil,
“That from the Universe hath long shut out
        “These ancient bowers, withdrawn.
“Hear thou my words, O mortal, in thy heart
    “Treasure the wonders I shall tell;
        “And when amid the world
        “Thou shall emerge again
        “Repeat the warning tale.
“Why have the Fathers suffered, but to make
        “The Children wisely safe?”
 

   “The Paradise of Irem this,
        “And that the palace pile
        “Which Shedad built, the King.
    “Alas! in the days of my youth
    “The hum of the populous world
    “Was heard in yon wilderness waste!
        “O’er all the winding sands
        “The tents of Ad were pitch’d;
        “Happy Al-Ahkaf then,
    “For many and brave were her sons,
    “Her daughters were many and fair.
 

       “My name was Aswad then.
        “Alas! alas! how strange
        “The sound so long unheard!
        “Of noble race I came,
“One of the wealthy of the earth my Sire,
“An hundred horses in my father’s stalls
        “Stood ready for his will;
        “Numerous his robes of silk,
“The number of his camels was not known.
        “These were my heritance,
        “O God! thy gifts were these;
“But better had it been for Aswad’s soul
        “To have asked alms on earth,
“And begged the crumbs that from his table fell,
        “So he had known thy word.
 

   “Boy who hast reached this solitude,
    “Fear the Lord in the days of thy youth!
        “My knee was never taught
        “To bend before my God,
        “My voice was never taught
        “To shape one holy prayer.
    “We worshipped Idols, wood and stone,
    “The work of our own foolish hands
    “We worshipped in our foolishness.
        “Vainly the Prophet’s voice
        “Its frequent warning raised,
        “REPENT, AND BE FORGIVEN!” — 
    “We mocked the messenger of God,
“We mocked the Lord, long-suffering, slow to wrath.
 

“A mighty work the pride of Shedad planned,
    “Here in the wilderness to form
    “A garden more surpassing fair
        “Than that before whose gate,
“The lightning of the Cherub’s fiery sword
        “Waves wide to bar access
“Since Adam, the transgressor, thence was driven.
        “Here too would Shedad build
        “A kingly pile sublime,
        “The palace of his pride.
        “For this exhausted mines
        “Supplied their golden store,
“For this the central caverns gave their gems;
        “For this the woodman’s axe
“Opened the cedar forest to the sun;
        “The silkworm of the East
        “Spun her sepulchral egg;
        “The hunter African
“Provoked the danger of the elephant’s wrath;
        “The Ethiop, keen of scent
        “Detects the ebony,
    “That deep-inearthed, and hating light,
“A leafless tree and barren of all fruit,
“With darkness feeds her boughs of raven grain....
“Such were the treasures lavished in yon pile;
        “Ages have past away
        “And never mortal eye
        “Gazed on their vanity.
 

       “The garden’s copious springs
        “Blest that delightful spot,
    “And every flower was planted here
    “That makes the gale of evening sweet.
“He spake, and bade the full-grown forest rise
    “His own creation; should the King
        “Wait for slow Nature’s work?
    “All trees that bend with luscious fruit,
        “Or wave with feathery boughs,
    “Or point their spiring heads to heaven,
    “Or spreading wide their shadowy arms
“Invite the traveller to repose at noon,
“Hither, uprooted with their native soil,
“The labour and the pain of multitudes,
    “Mature in beauty, bore them.
        “Here, frequent in the walks
        “The marble statue stood
        “Of heroes and of chiefs.
        “The trees and flowers remain
“By Nature’s care perpetuate and self-sown.
“The marble statues long have lost all trace
        “Of heroes and of chiefs,
        “Huge shapeless stones they lie
        “O’er-grown with many a flower.
 

       “The work of pride went on....
        “Often the Prophet’s voice
        “Denounced impending woe....
    “We mocked at the words of the Seer.
    “We mocked at the wrath of the Lord.
“A long continued drought first troubled us,
        “Three years no cloud had formed,
        “Three years no rain had fallen.
        “The wholesome herb was dry,
“The corn matured not for the food of man,
        “The wells and fountains failed.
“O hard of heart, in whom the punishment
        “Awoke no sense of guilt!
“Headstrong to ruin, obstinately blind,
    “To Idols we applied for aid;
    “Sakia we invoked for rain,
    “We called on Razeka for food....
“They did not hear our prayers, they could not hear!
        “No cloud appeared in Heaven,
        “No nightly dews came down.
 

“Then to the place of concourse, messengers
“Were sent to Mecca, where the nations came,
“Round the Red Hillock, kneeling, to implore
        “God in his favoured place,
        “We sent to call on God;
“Ah fools! unthinking that from all the earth
        “The heart ascends to him.
        “We sent to call on God;
        “Ah fools! to think the Lord
        “Would hear their prayers abroad
        “Who made no prayers at home!
 

   “Meantime the work of pride went on,
“And still before our Idols, wood and stone,
        “We bowed the impious knee.
“Turn men of Ad, and call upon the Lord,”
        “The Prophet Houd exclaimed.
    “Turn men of Ad and look to Heaven,
        “And fly the wrath to come.
        “We mocked the Prophet’s words;
        “Now dost thou dream old man.
        “Or art thou drunk with wine?
    “Future woe and wrath to come,
    “Still thy prudent voice forebodes;
    “When it comes will we believe,
    “Till it comes will we go on
    “In the way our fathers went.
        “Now are thy words from God?
        “Or dost thou dream, old man,
        “Or art thou drunk with wine?”
 

       “So spake the stubborn race
        “The unbelieving ones,
“I too of stubborn unbelieving heart
        “Heard him and heeded not.
“It chanced my father went the way of man,
        “He perished in his sins.
    “The funeral rites were duly paid,
    “We bound a camel to his grave
        “And left it there to die,
    “So if the resurrection came
        “Together they might rise.
        “I past my father’s grave,
        “I heard the Camel moan.
        “She was his favourite beast,
“One that carried me in infancy,
“The first that by myself I learnt to mount.
“Her limbs were lean with famine, and her eyes
        “Looked ghastlily with want.
        “She knew me as I past,
        “She stared me in the face,
“My heart was touched, had it been human else?
“I thought no eye was near, and broke her bonds,
“And drove her forth to liberty and life.
        “The Prophet Houd beheld,
        “He lifted up his voice,
        “Blessed art thou, young man,
“Blessed art thou, O Aswad, for the deed!
    “In the day of visitation,
    “In the fearful hour of judgment,
        “God will remember thee!”
 

“The day of visitation was at hand,
“The fearful hour of judgment hastened on.
    “Lo Shedad’s mighty pile complete,
        “The palace of his pride.
“Would ye behold its wonders, enter in!
    “I have no heart to visit it!
“Time hath not harmed the eternal monument,
“Time is not here, nor days, nor months, nor years,
“An everlasting NOW of misery!...
        “Ye must have heard their fame,
        “Or likely ye have seen
        “The mighty Pyramids,
“For sure those mighty piles shall overlive
“The feeble generations of mankind.
“What tho’ unmoved they bore the deluge weight,
    “Survivors of the ruined world?
“What tho’ their founder filled with miracles
“And wealth miraculous their ample vaults?
“Compared with yonder fabric, and they shrink
“The baby wonders of a woman’s work!
“Her emerald columns o’er the marble courts
“Fling their green rays, as when amid a shower
“The sun shines loveliest on the vernal corn.
“Here Shedad bade the sapphire floor be laid,
        “As tho’ with feet divine
        “To trample azure light,
“Like the blue pavement of the firmament.
    “Here self-suspended hangs in air,
“As its pure substance loathed material touch,
        “The living carbuncle;
        “Sun of the lofty dome
“Darkness has no dominion o’er its beams;
“Intense it glows, an ever-flowing tide
“Of glory, like the day-flood in its source.
“Impious! the Trees of vegetable gold,
        “Such as in Eden’s groves
        “Yet innocent it grew,
“Impious! he made his boast, tho’ heaven had hidden
        “So deep the baneful ore,
    “That they should branch and bud for him,
“That art should force their blossoms and their fruit,
        “And re-create for him,
    “Whate’er was lost in Paradise.
        “Therefore at Shedad’s voice
“Here towered the palm, a silver trunk,
“The fine gold net-work growing out
        “Loose from its rugged boughs.
“Tall as the Cedar of the mountain, here
“Rose the gold branches, hung with emerald leaves,
“Blossomed with pearls, and rich with ruby fruit,
“O Ad! my country! evil was the day
        “That thy unhappy sons
        “Crouched at this Nimrod’s throne,
“And placed him on the pedestal of power,
“And laid their liberties beneath his feet,
“Robbing their children of the heritance
        “Their fathers handed down.
    “What was to him the squandered wealth?
“What was to him the burthen of the land,
        “The lavished misery?
        “He did but speak his will,
“And like the blasting Siroc of the East,
    “The ruin of the royal voice
        “Found its way every-where.
    “I marvel not that he, whose power
“No earthly law, no human feeling curbed,
        “Mocked at the living God!
 

   “And now the King’s command went forth
“Among the people, bidding old and young,
“Husband and wife, the master and the slave,
“All the collected multitudes of Ad,
“Here to repair, and hold high festival,
“That he might see his people, they behold
    “Their King’s magnificence and power.
    “The day of festival arrived,
“Hither they came, the old man and the boy,
“Husband and wife, the master and the slave,
“Hither they came. From yonder high tower top,
“The loftiest of the Palace, Shedad looked
“Down on his tribe: their tents on yonder sands
“Rose like the countless billows of the sea.
“Their tread and voices like the ocean roar,
“One deep confusion of tumultuous sounds.
“They saw their King’s magnificence; beheld
“His Palace sparkling like the Angel domes
“Of Paradise; his garden like the bowers
“Of early Eden, and they shouted out
“Great is the King, a God upon the earth!
 

   “Intoxicate with joy and pride
        “He heard their blasphemies,
“And in his wantonness of heart he bade
        “The Prophet Houd be brought,
        “And o’er the marble courts,
        “And o’er the gorgeous rooms
        “Glittering with gems and gold,
        “He led the Man of God.
    “Is not this a stately pile?”
    “Cried the Monarch in his joy.
        “Hath ever eye beheld,
        “Hath ever thought conceived,
        “Place more magnificent?
    “Houd, they saw that Heaven imparted
    “To thy lips the words of wisdom!
        “Look at the riches round
        “And value them aright,
        “If so thy wisdom can.”
 

       “The Prophet heard his vaunt
    “And answered with an aweful smile,
        “Costly thy palace King!
    “But only in the hour of death
“Man learns to value things like these aright.
 

       “Hast thou a fault to find
        “In all thine eyes have seen?
        “Again the King exclaimed.
        “Yes!” said the man of God;
“The walls are weak, the building ill secured.
        “Azrael can enter in!
        “The Sarsar can pierce thro’,
        “The Icy Wind of Death.
 

“I was beside the Monarch when he spake....
        “Gentle the Prophet spake,
        “But in his eye there dwelt
“A sorrow that disturbed me while I gazed,
    “The countenance of Shedad fell,
“And anger sate upon his paler lips.
“He to the high tower top the Prophet led,
    “And pointed to the multitude,
    “And as again they shouted out
“Great is the King! a God upon the Earth!”
    “Turned with a threatful smile to Houd,
“Say they aright, O Prophet? is the King
“Great upon earth, a God among mankind?”
        “The Prophet answered not,
“His eye rolled round the infinite multitude,
        “And into tears he burst.
 

       “Sudden an uproar rose,
        “A cry of joy below,
        “The Messenger is come!
        “Kail from Mecca comes,
        “He brings the boon obtained!”
 

“Forth as we went we saw where overhead
        “There hung a deep black cloud,
        “On which the multitude
        “With joyful eyes looked up
        “And blest the coming rain.
    “The Messenger addrest the King
        “And told his tale of joy.
 

       “To Mecca I repaired,
        “By the Red Hillock knelt
        “And called on God for rain.
    “My prayer ascended and was heard;
        “Three clouds appeared in heaven.
“One white, and like the flying cloud of noon,
“One red as it had drunk the evening beams,
“One black and heavy with its load of rain.
        “A voice went forth from heaven
        “Chuse Kail of the three!”
        “I thanked the gracious Power,
“And chose the black cloud, heavy with its wealth.”
    “Right! right! a thousand tongues exclaimed,
    “And all was merriment and joy.
 

“Then stood the Prophet up and cried aloud,
    “Woe, woe, to Irem! woe to Ad!
“DEATH is gone up into her palaces!
“Woe! woe! a day of guilt and punishment,
“A day of desolation!”
                      “As he spake
“His large eye rolled in horror, and so deep
“His tone, it seemed some Spirit from within
“Breathed thro’ his moveless lips the unearthly voice.
“All looks were turned to him. “O Ad!” he cried,
“Dear native land, by all rememberances
“Of childhood, by all joys of manhood dear;
“O Vale of many Waters! morn and night
“My age must groan for you, and to the grave
“Go down in sorrow. Thou wilt give thy fruits,
“But who shall gather them? thy grapes will ripen,
“But who shall tread the wine-press? Fly the wrath,
“Ye who would live and save your souls alive!
“For strong is his right hand that bends the Bow,
    “The Arrows that he shoots are sharp,
        “And err not from their aim!”
 

       “With that, a faithful few
“Prest thro’ the throng to join him. Then arose
“Mockery and mirth; “go bald head!” and they mixed
“Curses with laughter. He set forth, yet once
“Looked back, — his eye fell on me, and he called
“Aswad!”... it startled me,... it terrified,...
“Aswad!” again he called,... and I almost
“Had followed him. O moment fled too soon!
“O moment irrecoverably lost!
“The shouts of mockery made a coward of me;
“He went, and I remained, in fear of MAN!”
 

       “He went, and darker grew
        “The deepening cloud above.
“At length it opened, and.... O God! O God!
        “There were no waters there!
        “There fell no kindly rain!
    “The Sarsar from its womb went forth,
        “The Icy Wind of Death.”
 

“They fell around me, thousands fell around,
    “The King and all his People fell.
        “All! all! they perished all!
        “I... only I... was left.
    “There came a Voice to me and said,
    “In the Day of Visitation,
    “In the fearful Hour of Judgement,
        “God hath remembered thee.”
 

“When from an agony of prayer I rose
        “And from the scene of death
        “Attempted to go forth,
    “The way was open, I beheld
        “No barrier to my steps.
    “But round these bowers the Arm of God
        “Had drawn a mighty chain,
“A barrier that no human force might break.
        “Twice I essayed to pass.
        “With that the voice was heard,
“O Aswad be content, and bless the Lord!
 

       “One righteous deed hath saved
        “Thy soul from utter death.
        “O Aswad, sinful man!
        “When by long penitence
        “Thou feelest thy soul prepared,
        “Breathe up the wish to die,
“And Azrael comes, obedient to the prayer.”
 

       “A miserable man
        “From Earth and Heaven shut out,
        “I heard the dreadful voice.
    “I looked around my prison place,
    “The bodies of the dead were there,
        “Where’er I looked they lay.
        “They mouldered, mouldered here,...
“Their very bones have crumbled into dust,
        “So many years have past!
“So many weary ages have gone by!
        “And still I linger here!
“Still groaning with the burthen of my sins
        “Have never dared to breathe
        “The prayer to be released.”
 

“Oh! who can tell the unspeakable misery
        “Of solitude like this!
    “No sound hath ever reached my ear
        “Save of the passing wind....
    “The fountain’s everlasting flow;
        “The forest in the gale,
        “The pattering of the shower,
        “Sounds dead and mournful all.
    “No bird hath ever closed her wing
    “Upon these solitary bowers,
“No insect sweetly buzzed amid these groves,
        “From all things that have life,
        “Save only me, concealed.
    “This Tree alone that o’er my head
    “Hangs, down its hospitable boughs,
        “And bends its whispering leaves
        “As tho’ to welcome me,
        “Seems to partake of life;
“I love it as my friend, my only friend!
 

“I know not for what ages I have dragged
        “This miserable life,
        “How often I have seen
        “These antient trees renewed,
“What countless generations of mankind
        “Have risen and fallen asleep,
        “And I remain the same!
    “My garment hath not waxed old,
    “Nor the sole of my shoe hath worn.
 

   “I dare not breathe the prayer to die,
        “O merciful Lord God!...
        “But when it is thy will,
        “But when I have atoned
        “For mine iniquities,
        “And sufferings have made pure
        “My soul with sin defiled,
    “Release me in thine own good time,...
“I will not cease to praise thee, O my God!”
 

       Silence ensued awhile,
        Then Zeinab answered him.
“Blessed art thou, O Aswad! for the Lord
        “Who saved thy soul from Hell,
    “Will call thee to him in his own good time.
        “And would that when my heart
        “Breathed up the wish to die,
        “Azrael might visit me!
“Then would I follow where my babes are gone,
        “And join Hodeirah now!”
 

   She ceased, and the rushing of wings
    Was heard in the stillness of night,
And Azrael, the Death-Angel stood before them.
        His countenance was dark,
        Solemn, but not severe,
It awed but struck no terror to the heart.
        “Zeinab, thy wish is heard!
        “Aswad, thy hour is come!”
They fell upon the ground and blest the voice,
        And Azrael from his sword
Let drop the drops of bitterness and death.
 

“Me too! me too!” young Thalaba exclaimed:
        As wild with grief he kissed
        His Mother’s livid hand,
        His Mother’s quivering lips,
        “O Angel! take me too!
 

“Son of Hodeirah!” the Death-Angel cried,
        “It is not yet the hour.
“Son of Hodeirah, thou art chosen forth
        “To do the will of Heaven;
        “To avenge thy Father’s death,
        “The murder of thy race,
    “To work the mightiest enterprise
        “That mortal man hath wrought.
    “Live! and remember Destiny
        “Hath marked thee from mankind!”
 

       He ceased, and he was gone.
        Young Thalaba looked round,...
The Palace and the groves were seen no more,
He stood amid the Wilderness, alone.
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       Not in the desert
        Son of Hodeirah
        Wert thou abandoned!
        The coexistent fire,
That in the Dens of Darkness burnt for thee,
        Burns yet, and yet shall burn.
 

   In the Domdaniel caverns
    Under the Roots of the Ocean,
        Met the Masters of the Spell.
        Before them in the vault,
Blazing unfuelled from the floor of rock,
        Ten magic flames arose.
    “Burn mystic fires!” Abdaldar cried,
“Burn whilst Hodeirah’s dreaded race exist.
        “This is the appointed hour,
“The hour that shall secure these dens of night.”
 

   “Dim they burn,” exclaimed Lobaba,
    “Dim they burn, and now they waver!
        “Okba lifts the arm of death,
        “They waver,... they go out!
 

       “Curse on his hasty hand!”
        Khawla exclaimed in wrath,
        The woman-fiend exclaimed,
“Curse on his hasty hand, the fool hath failed!
        “Eight only are gone out.”
 

A Teraph stood against the cavern side,
        A new-born infant’s head,
That Khawla at his hour of birth had seized
        And from the shoulders wrung.
    It stood upon a plate of gold,
An unclean Spirit’s name inscribed beneath.
        The cheeks were deathy dark,
Dark the dead skin upon the hairless skull;
        The lips were bluey pale;
        Only the eyes had life,
        They gleamed with demon light.
 

“Tell me!” quoth Khawla, “is the Fire gone out
    “That threats the Masters of the Spell?”
        The dead lips moved and spake,
        “The Fire still burns that threats
        “The Masters of the Spell.”
 

   “Curse on thee, Okba!” Khawla cried,
    As to the den the Sorcerer came,
    He bore the dagger in his hand
Hot from the murder of Hodeirah’s race.
    “Behold those unextinguished flames!
        “The fire still burns that threats
        “The Masters of the Spell!
        “Okba, wert thou weak of heart?
        “Okba, wert thou blind of eye?
    “Thy fate and ours were on the lot,
    “And we believed the lying stars
“That said thy hand might seize the auspicious hour!
“Thou hast let slip the reins of Destiny,...
        “Curse thee, curse thee, Okba!”
 

       The Murderer answering said,
    “O versed in all enchanted lore,
    “Thou better knowest Okba’s soul.
    “Eight blows I struck, eight home-driven blows,
        “Needed no second stroke
        “From this envenomed blade.
“Ye frown at me as if the will had failed,
        “As if ye did not know
“My double danger from Hodeirah’s race,
        “The deeper hate I feel,
“The stronger motive that inspired my arm!
    “Ye frown as if my hasty fault,
        “My ill-directed blow
        “Had spared the enemy,
    “And not the stars that would not give,
        “And not your feeble spells
        “That could not force, the sign
        “Which of the whole was he!
    “Did ye not bid me strike them all?
“Said ye not root and branch should be destroyed?
    “I heard Hodeirah’s dying groan,
    “I heard his Children’s shriek of death,
    “And sought to consummate the work,
    “But o’er the two remaining lives
    “A cloud unpierceable had risen,
    “A cloud that mocked my searching eyes.
“I would have probed it with the dagger-point,
        “The dagger was repelled,
        “A Voice came forth and cried
“Son of Perdition, cease! thou canst not change
“What in the Book of Destiny is written.”
 

   Khawla to the Teraph turned,
    “Tell me where the Prophet’s hand
    “Hides our destined enemy?”
    The dead lips spake again,
    “I view the seas, I view the land,
    “I search the ocean and the earth!
    “Not on Ocean is the Boy,
    “Not on Earth his steps are seen.”
 

“A mightier power than we,” Lobaba cried,
        “Protects our destined foe!
        “Look! look! one fire burns dim!
        “It quivers! it goes out!”
 

       It quivered, it was quenched.
        One flame alone was left,
A pale blue flame that trembled on the earth,
A hovering light upon whose shrinking edge
        The darkness seemed to press.
        Stronger it grew, and spread
        Its lucid swell around,
Extending now where all the ten had stood,
        With lustre more than all.
        At that protentous sight,
    The children of Evil trembled
        And Terror smote their souls.
        Over the den the fire
        Its fearful splendour cast,
The broad base rolling up in wavy streams,
Bright as the summer lightning when it spreads
    Its glory o’er the midnight heaven.
        The Teraphs eyes were dimmed,
        That like two twinkling stars
        Shone in the darkness late.
    The Sorcerers on each other gazed,
    And every face all pale with fear,
    And ghastly in that light was seen
Like a dead man’s by the sepulchral lamp.
 

Even Khawla fiercest of the enchanter brood
        Not without effort drew
        Her fear suspended breath.
        Anon a deeper rage
        Inflamed her reddening eye.
    “Mighty is thy power, Mohammed!”
    Loud in blasphemy she cried,
    “But Eblis would not stoop to man
“When Man fair statured as the stately palm,
        “From his Creator’s hand
        “Was undefiled and pure.
“Thou art mighty, O Son of Abdallah!
    “But who is he of woman born
“That shall vie with the might of Eblis?
“That shall rival the Prince of the Morning?”
 

   She said, and raised her skinny hand
    As in defiance to high Heaven,
    And stretched her long lean finger forth
    And spake aloud the words of power.
        The Spirits heard her call,
        And lo! before her stands
        Her Demon Minister.
        “Spirit!” the Enchantress cried,
“Where lives the Boy coeval with whose life
        “Yon magic fire must burn?”
                DEMON.
    Mistress of the mighty Spell,
    Not on Ocean, not on Earth.
        Only eyes that view
        Allah’s glory throne,
        See his hiding-place.
From some believing Spirit, ask and learn.
 

   “Bring the dead Hodeirah here,”
    Khawla cried, “and he shall tell.”
The Demon heard her bidding, and was gone.
    A moment passed, and at her feet
        Hodeirah’s corpse was laid.
His hand still held the sword he grasped in death,
The blood not yet had clotted on his wound.
 

   The Sorceress looked and with a smile
    That kindled to more fiendishness
        Her hideous features, cried,
        “Where Hodeirah is thy soul?
        “Is it in the Zemzem well?
        “Is it in the Eden groves?
        “Waits it for the judgement-blast
        “In the trump of Israfil?
        “Is it plumed with silver wings
        “Underneath the throne of God?
        “Even if beneath his throne
        “Hodeirah, thou shalt hear,
        “Thou shalt obey my voice!”
 

She said, and muttered charms that Hell in fear
        And Heaven in horror heard.
        Soon the stiff eye-balls rolled,
The muscles with convulsive motion shook,
The white lips quivered. Khawla saw, her soul
        Exulted, and she cried,
        “Prophet! behold my power!
        “Not even death secures
        “Thy slaves from Khawla’s Spell!
        “Where Hodeirah is thy child?”
 

   Hodeirah groaned and closed his eyes,
As if in the night and the blindness of death
        He would have hid himself.
 

   “Speak to my question!” she exclaimed,
“Or in that mangled body thou shall live
    “Ages of torture! answer me!
        “Where can we find the Boy?”
 

       “God! God! Hodeirah cried,
        “Release me from this life,
“From this intolerable agony!”
 

   “Speak!” cried the Sorceress; and she snatched
        A Viper from the floor,
And with the living reptile lashed his neck.
        Wreathed, round him with the blow,
    The Reptile tighter drew her folds
        And raised her wrathful head,
        And fixed into his face
        Her deadly teeth, and shed
        Poison in every wound.
In vain! for Allah heard Hodeirah’s prayer,
        And Khawla on a corpse
        Had wrecked her baffled rage.
        The fated fire moved on
And round the Body wrapt its funeral flames.
The flesh and bones in that portentous pile
        Consumed; the Sword alone,
        Circled with fire was left.
 

Where is the Boy for whose hand it is destined?
Where the Destroyer who one day shall wield
    The Sword that is circled with fire?
        Race accursed, try your charms!
        Masters of the mighty Spell,
        Mutter o’er your words of power!
    Ye can shatter the dwellings of man,
    Ye can open the womb of the rock,
    Ye can shake the foundations of earth,
        But not the Word of God:
    But not one letter can ye change
        Of what his Will hath written!
 

       Who shall seek thro’ Araby
        Hodeirah’s dreaded son?
    They mingle the Arrows of Chance
    The lot of Abdaldar is drawn.
    Thirteen moons must wax and wane
    Ere the Sorcerer quit his quest.
    He must visit every tribe
    That roam the desert wilderness,
    Or dwell beside perennial streams;
Nor leave a solitary tent unsearched
        Till he has found the Boy,
    The hated Boy whose blood alone
        Can quench that dreaded fire.
 

   A crystal ring Abdaldar bore,
        The powerful gem condensed
Primeval dews that upon Caucasus
        Felt the first winter’s frost.
        Ripening there it lay beneath
Rock above rock, and mountain ice up-piled
On mountain, till the incumbent mass assumed,
So huge its bulk, the Ocean’s azure hue.
 

   With this he sought the inner den
        Where burnt the eternal flame.
Like waters gushing from some channelled rock
Full thro’ a narrow opening, from a chasm
        The eternal flame streamed up.
        No eye beheld the fount
        Of that up-flowing flame,
That blazed self-nurtured, and for ever, there.
It was no mortal element: the Abyss
Supplied it, from the fountains at the first
Prepared. In the heart of earth it lives and glows
Her vital heat, till at the day decreed,
The voice of God shall let its billows loose,
To deluge o’er with no abating flood
        The consummated World;
    That thenceforth thro’ the air must roll,
        The penal Orb of Fire.
 

   Unturbaned and unsandalled there,
    Abdaldar stood before the flame,
    And held the Ring beside, and spake
The language that the Elements obey.
The obedient flame detatched a portion forth,
That, in the crystal entering, was condensed,
Gem of the gem, its living Eye of fire.
        When the hand that wears the spell
        Shall touch the destined Boy,
        Then shall that Eye be quenched,
        And the freed Element
Fly to its sacred and remembered Spring.
 

   Now go thy way Abdaldar!
        Servant of Eblis,
        Over Arabia
        Seek the Destroyer!
Over the sands of the scorching Tchama,
Over the waterless mountains of Naïd,
In Arud pursue him; and Yemen the happy,
And Hejaz, the country beloved by believers.
        Over Arabia
        Servant of Eblis,
        Seek the Destroyer.
 

   From tribe to tribe, from town to town,
    From tent to tent, Abdaldar past.
Him every morn the all-beholding Eye
Saw from his couch, unhallowed by a prayer,
        Rise to the scent of blood,
        And every night lie down.
That rankling hope within him, that by day
Goaded his steps, still stinging him in sleep,
And startling him with vain accomplishment
        From visions still the same.
        Many a time his wary hand
    To many a youth applied the Ring,
And still the dagger in his mantle hid
        Was ready for the deed.
 

   At length to the cords of a tent
    That were stretched by an Island of Palms
    In the desolate sea of the sands,
        The weary traveller came.
        Under a shapely palm,
Herself as shapely, there a Damsel stood.
        She held her ready robe
        And looked towards a Boy,
        Who from the tree above
    With one hand clinging to its trunk,
Cast with the other down the clustered dates.
 

       The Wizard approached the Tree,
He leaned on his staff, like a way-faring man,
And the sweat of his travel was seen on his brow.
        He asks for food, and lo!
The Damsel proffers him her lap of dates.
And the Stripling descends, and runs into the tent
And brings him forth water, the draught of delight.
 

   Anon the Master of the tent,
    The Father of the family
Came forth, a man in years, of aspect mild.
    To the stranger approaching he gave
    The friendly saluting of peace,
        And bade the skin be spread.
    Before the tent they spread the skin,
        Under a Tamarind’s shade,
        That bending forward, stretched
        Its boughs of beauty far.
        They brought the Traveller rice,
With no false colours tinged to tempt the eye,
    But white as the new-fallen snow,
    When never yet the sullying Sun
        Hath seen its purity,
Nor the warm Zephyr touched and tainted it.
    The dates of the grove before their guest
    They laid, and the luscious fig,
        And water from the well.
    The Damsel from the Tamarind tree
        Had plucked its acid fruit
        And steeped it in water long;
    And whoso drank of the cooling draught
        He would not wish for wine.
    This to the guest the Damsel brought,
    And a modest pleasure kindled her cheek,
When raising from the cup his moistened lips
The Stranger smiled, and praised, and drank again.
 

       Whither is gone the Boy?
    He had pierced the Melon’s pulp
        And closed with wax the wound,
    And he had duly gone at morn
        And watched its ripening rind,
    And now all joyfully he brings
        The treasure now matured.
His dark eyes sparkle with a boy’s delight.
As he pours out its liquid lusciousness
        And proffers to the guest.
 

Abdaldar ate, and he was satisfied:
        And now his tongue discoursed
        Of regions far remote,
As one whose busy feet had travelled long.
    The Father of the family,
    With a calm eye and quiet smile,
        Sate pleased to hearken him.
    The Damsel who removed the meal,
        She loitered on the way
        And listened with full hands
        A moment motionless.
        All eagerly the Boy
        Watches the Traveller’s lips,
        And still the wily man
With seemly kindness to the eager Boy
        Directs his winning tale.
    Ah, cursed man! if this be he,
If thou hast found the object of thy search,
        Thy hate, thy bloody aim,
Into what deep damnation wilt thou plunge
        Thy miserable soul!
Look! how his eye delighted watches thine!
        Look! how his open lips
        Gasp at the winning tale!
        And nearer now he comes
To lose no word of that delightful talk.
        Then, as in familiar mood,
        Upon the Stripling’s arm
        The Sorcerer laid his hand,
    And the fire of the Crystal fled.
 

       Whilst the sudden shoot of joy
        Made pale Abdaldar’s cheek,
        The Master’s voice was heard:
        “It is the hour of prayer,...
“My children, let us purify ourselves
        “And praise the Lord our God!”
        The Boy the water brought,
After the law they purified themselves,
And bent their faces to the earth in prayer.
 

All, save Abdaldar; over Thalaba
He stands, and lifts the dagger to destroy.
    Before his lifted arm received
        Its impulse to descend,
        The Blast of the Desert came.
Prostrate in prayer, the pious family
        Felt not the Simoom pass.
They rose, and lo! the Sorcerer lying dead,
Holding the dagger in his blasted hand.
 




THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK III.
 

THALABA.
 

Oneiza, look! the dead man has a ring,...
Should it be buried with him?
 

ONEIZA.
 

                           Oh yes... yes!
A wicked man! all that he has must needs
Be wicked too!
 

THALABA.
 

             But see,... the sparkling stone!
How it has caught the glory of the Sun,
And streams it back again in lines of light!
 

ONEIZA.
 

Why do you take it from him Thalaba?...
And look at it so near?... it may have charms
To blind, or poison... throw it in the grave!...
I would not touch it!
 

THALABA.
 

                     And around its rim
Strange letters,...
 

ONEIZA.
 

                   Bury it.... Oh! bury it!
 

THALABA.
 

It is not written as the Koran is;
Some other tongue perchance... the accursed man
Said he had been a traveller.
 

MOATH. coming from the tent.
 

                             Thalaba,
What hast thou there?
 

THALABA.
 

                     A ring the dead man wore,
Perhaps my father, you can read its meaning.
 

MOATH.
 

No Boy,... the letters are not such as ours.
Heap the sand over it! a wicked man
Wears nothing holy.
 

THALABA.
 

                   Nay! not bury it!
It may be that some traveller who shall enter
Our tent, may read them: or if we approach
Cities where strangers dwell and learned men,
They may interpret.
 

MOATH.
 

                   It were better hid
Under the desert sands. This wretched man,
Whom God hath smitten in the very purpose
And impulse of his unpermitted crime,
Belike was some Magician, and these lines
Are of the language that the Demons use.
 

ONEIZA.
 

Bury it! bury it... dear Thalaba!
 

MOATH.
 

Such cursed men there are upon the earth,
In league and treaty with the Evil powers,
The covenanted enemies of God
And of all good, dear purchase have they made
Of rule, and riches, and their life-long sway,
Masters, yet slaves of Hell. Beneath the Roots
Of Ocean, the Domdaniel caverns lie:
Their impious meeting; there they learn the words
Unutterable by man who holds his hope
Of Heaven, there brood the Pestilence, and let
The Earthquake loose.
 

THALABA.
 

                     And he who would have killed me
Was one of these?
 

MOATH.
 

                 I know not, but it may be
That on the Table of Destiny, thy name
Is written their Destroyer, and for this
Thy life by yonder miserable man
So sought; so saved by interfering Heaven.
 

THALABA.
 

His ring has some strange power then?
 

MOATH.
 

                                     Every gem,
So sages say, has virtue; but the science
Of difficult attainment, some grow pale
Conscious of poison, or with sudden shade
Of darkness, warn the wearer; same preserve
From spells, or blunt the hostile weapon’s edge.
Some open rocks and mountains, and lay bare
Their buried treasures; others make the sight
Strong to perceive the presence of all Beings
Thro’ whose pure substance the unaided eye
Passes, like empty air... and in yon stone
I deem some such misterious quality.
 

THALABA.
 

My father, I will wear it.
 

MOATH.
 

                         Thalaba!
 

THALABA.
 

In God’s name, and the Prophet’s! be its power
Good, let it serve the righteous: if for evil,
God and my trust in him shall hallow it.
 

       So Thalaba drew on
        The written ring of gold.
        Then in the hollow grave
        They laid Abdaldar’s corpse,
And levelled over him the desert dust.
 

The Sun arose, ascending from beneath
        The horizon’s circling line.
As Thalaba to his ablutions went,
Lo! the grave open, and the corpse exposed!
    It was not that the winds of night
Had swept away the sands that covered it,
    For heavy with the undried dew
The desert dust was dark and close around;
And the night air had been so moveless calm,
        It had not from the grove
        Shaken a ripe date down.
 

       Amazed to hear the tale
Forth from the tent came Moath and his child.
Awhile the thoughtful man surveyed the corpse
        Silent with downward eyes,
Then turning spake to Thalaba and said,
“I have heard that there are places by the abode
“Of holy men, so holily possessed,
“That if a corpse be buried there, the ground
“With a convulsive effort shakes it out,
“Impatient of pollution. Have the feet
“Of Prophet or Apostle blest this place?
“Ishmael, or Houd, or Saleh, or than all,
“Mohammed, holier name? or is the man
“So foul with magic and all blasphemy,
“That Earth like Heaven rejects him? it is best
“Forsake the station. Let us strike our tent.
    “The place is tainted... and behold
“The Vulture hovers yonder, and his scream
“Chides us that we still we scare him from his banquet.
        “So let the accursed one
        “Find fitting sepulchre.”
 

   Then from the pollution of death
    With water they made themselves pure,
        And Thalaba drew up
        The fastening of the cords,
        And Moath furled the tent,
And from the grove of palms Oneiza led
The Camels, ready to receive their load.
 

       The dews had ceased to steam
        Towards the climbing Sun,
When from the Isle of Palms they went their way.
And when the Sun had reached his southern height,
        As back they turned their eyes,
        The distant Palms arose
Like to the top-sails of some far-off fleet
        Distinctly seen, where else
The Ocean bounds had blended with the sky.
        And when the eve came on
The sight returning reached the grove no more.
    They planted the pole of their tent,
    And they laid them down to repose.
 

   At midnight Thalaba started up,
For he felt that the ring on his finger was moved.
        He called on Allah aloud,
        And he called on the Prophet’s name.
        Moath arose in alarm,
        “What ails thee Thalaba?” he cried,
        “Is the Robber of night at hand?”
        “Dost thou not see,” the youth exclaimed,
        “A Spirit in the Tent?”
        Moath looked round and said,
        “The moon beam shines in the Tent,
        “I see thee stand in the light,
        “And thy shadow is black on the ground.”
 

       Thalaba answered not.
        “Spirit!” he cried, “what brings thee here?
        “In the name of the Prophet, speak,
        “In the name of Allah, obey!”
 

He ceased, and there was silence in the Tent.
    “Dost thou not hear?” quoth Thalaba.
        The listening man replied,
        “I hear the wind, that flaps
        “The curtain of the Tent.
 

   “The Ring! the Ring!” the youth exclaimed.
    “For that the Spirit of Evil comes,
    “By that I see, by that I hear.
    “In the name of God, I ask thee
    “Who was he that slew my Father?”
 

DEMON.
 

   Master of the powerful Ring!
Okba, the wise Magician, did the deed.
 

THALABA.
 

   Where does the Murderer dwell?
 

DEMON.
 

       In the Domdaniel caverns
        Under the Roots of the Ocean.
 

THALABA.
 

Why were my Father and my brethren slain?
 

DEMON.
 

   We knew from the race of Hodeirah
    The destined destroyer would come.
 

THALABA.
 

   Bring me my father’s sword.
 

DEMON.
 

   A fire surrounds the fated-sword,
    No Spirit or Magician’s hand
    Can pierce that guardian flame.
 

THALABA.
 

   Bring me his bow and his arrows.
 

Distinctly Moath heard his voice, and She
Who thro’ the Veil of Separation, watched
All sounds in listening terror, whose suspense
        Forbade the aid of prayer.
    They heard the voice of Thalaba;
But when the Spirit spake, the motionless air
        Felt not the subtle sounds,
        Too fine for mortal sense.
 

On a sudden the rattle of arrows was heard,
And the quiver was laid at the feet of the youth,
And in his hand they saw Hodeirah’s Bow.
    He eyed the Bow, he twanged the string,
And his heart bounded to the joyous tone.
    Anon he raised his voice, and cried
        “Go thy way, and never more,
        “Evil Spirit, haunt our tent!
        “By the virtue of the Ring,
        “By Mohammed’s holier might,
        “By the holiest name of God,
        “Thee and all the Powers of Hell
        “I adjure and I command
        “Never more to trouble us!”
 

       Nor ever from that hour
Did rebel Spirit on the Tent intrude,
        Such virtue had the Spell.
 

   And peacefully the vernal years
        Of Thalaba past on.
Till now without an effort he could bend
        Hodeirah’s stubborn Bow.
        Black were his eyes and bright,
        The sunny hue of health
        Glowed on his tawny cheek,
His lip was darkened by maturing life;
Strong were his shapely limbs, his stature tall;
        He was a comely youth.
 

       Compassion for the child
Had first old Moath’s kindly heart possessed,
An orphan, wailing in the wilderness.
But when he heard his tale, his wonderous tale,
Told by the Boy with such eye-speaking truth,
    Now with sudden bursts of anger,
    Now in the agony of tears,
And now in flashes of prophetic joy.
What had been pity became reverence,
    And like a sacred trust from Heaven
        The old man cherished him.
        Now with a father’s love,
    Child of his choice, he loved the Boy,
And like a father to the Boy was dear.
Oneiza called him brother, and the youth,
More fondly than a brother, loved the maid,
The loveliest of Arabian maidens she.
        How happily the years
        Of Thalaba went by!
 

It was the wisdom and the will of Heaven
    That in a lonely tent had cast
        The lot of Thalaba.
    There might his soul develope best
        Its strengthening energies;
        There might he from the world
Keep his heart pure and uncontaminate,
Till at the written hour he should be found
Fit servant of the Lord, without a spot.
 

Years of his youth, how rapidly ye fled
    In that beloved solitude!
Is the morn fair, and does the freshening breeze
    Flow with cool current o’er his cheek?
Lo! underneath the broad-leaved sycamore
        With lids half closed he lies,
        Dreaming of days to come.
His dog beside him, in mute blandishment,
        Now licks his listless hand,
Now lifts an anxious and expectant eye
        Courting the wonted caress.
 

   Or comes the Father of the Rains
    From his Caves in the uttermost West,
        Comes he in darkness and storms?
            When the blast is loud,
            When the waters fill
        The Travellers tread in the sands,
            When the pouring shower
            Streams adown the roof,
When the door-curtain hangs in heavier folds,
    When the outstrained tent flags loosely,
            Comfort is within,
        The embers chearful glow,
    The sound of the familiar voice,
        The song that lightens toil.
Under the common shelter on dry sand
The quiet Camels ruminate their food;
    From Moath falls the lengthening cord,
        As patiently the old Man
Intwines the strong palm-fibers; by the hearth
    The Damsel shakes the coffee-grains,
    That with warm fragrance fill the tent;
And while with dextrous fingers, Thalaba
Shapes the green basket, haply at his feet
    Her favourite kidling gnaws the twig,
Forgiven plunderer, for Oneiza’s sake!
 

   Or when the winter torrent rolls
Down the deep-channelled rain-course, foamingly,
        Dark with its mountain spoils,
    With bare feet pressing the wet sand
        There wanders Thalaba,
    The rushing flow, the flowing roar,
    Filling his yielded faculties;
A vague, a dizzy, a tumultuous joy.
... Or lingers it a vernal brook
        Gleaming o’er yellow sands?
    Beneath the lofty bank reclined,
With idle eye he views its little waves,
Quietly listening to the quiet flow;
While in the breathings of the stirring gale
        The tall canes bend above,
    Floating like streamers on the wind
        Their lank uplifted leaves.
 

Nor rich, nor poor, was Moath; God had given
Enough, and blest him with a mind content.
No hoarded gold disquieted his dreams;
But ever round his station he beheld
        Camels that knew his voice,
And home-birds, grouping at Oneiza’s call,
        And goats that, morn and eve,
Came with full udders to the Damsel’s hand.
Dear child! the Tent beneath whose shade they dwelt
    That was her work; and she had twined
        His girdle’s many-hues;
        And he had seen his robe
        Grow in Oneiza’s loom.
How often with a memory-mingled joy
That made her Mother live before his sight,
He watched her nimble finders thread the woof!
Or at the hand-mill when she knelt and toiled,
    Tost the thin cake on spreading palm,
Or fixed it on the glowing oven’s side
With bare wet arm, in safe dexterity.
 

       ’Tis the cool evening hour:
        The Tamarind from the dew
        Sheaths its young fruit, yet green.
    Before their Tent the mat is spread,
        The old man’s aweful voice
        Intones the holy Book.
What if beneath no lamp-illumined dome,
Its marble walls bedecked with flourished truth,
Azure and gold adornment? sinks the Word
With deeper influence from the Imam’s voice,
Where in the day of congregation, crowds
        Perform the duty task?
        Their Father is their Priest,
    The Stars of Heaven their point of prayer,
        And the blue Firmament
    The glorious Temple, where they feel
        The present Deity.
 

   Yet thro’ the purple glow of eve
        Shines dimly the white moon.
The slackened bow, the quiver, the long lance,
    Rest on the pillar of the Tent.
Knitting light palm-leaves for her brother’s brow
        The dark-eyed damsel sits;
        The Old Man tranquilly
        Up his curled pipe inhales
        The tranquillizing herb.
So listen they the reed of Thalaba,
    While his skilled fingers modulate
The low, sweet, soothing, melancholy tones,
Or if he strung the pearls of Poetry
    Singing with agitated face
And eloquent arms, and sobs that reach the heart,
        A tale of love and woe;
Then, if the brightening Moon that lit his face
        In darkness favoured her’s,
Oh! even with such a look, as, fables say,
The mother Ostrich fixes on her egg,
        Till that intense affection
        Kindle its light of life,
Even in such deep and breathless tenderness
Oneiza’s soul is centered on the youth,
So motionless with such an ardent gaze,
        Save when from her full eyes
Quickly she wipes away the gushing tears
        That dim his image there.
 

She called him brother: was it sister-love
        That made the silver rings
Round her smooth ankles and her twany arms,
Shine daily brightened? for a brother’s eye
        Were her long fingers tinged,
        As when she trimmed the lamp,
    And thro’ the veins and delicate skin
The light shone rosy? that the darkened lids
Gave yet a softer lustre to her eye?
        That with such pride she tricked
Her glossy tresses, and on holy day
Wreathed the red flower-crown round their jetty waves?
        How happily the years
        Of Thalaba went by!
 

   Yet was the heart of Thalaba
        Impatient of repose;
        Restless he pondered still
        The task for him decreed,
The mighty and mysterious work announced.
    Day by day with youthful ardour
    He the call of Heaven awaits,
And oft in visions o’er the Murderer’s head
        He lifts the avenging arm,
        And oft in dreams he sees
    The Sword that is circled with fire.
 

One morn as was their wont, in sportive mood
The youth and damsel bent Hodeirah’s bow,
For with no feeble hand nor erring aim
Oneiza could let loose the obedient shaft.
    With head back-bending, Thalaba
Shot up the aimless arrow high in air,
Whose line in vain the aching sight pursued
        Lost in the depth of heaven.
“When will the hour arrive,” exclaimed the youth,
    “That I shall aim these fated shafts
        “To vengeance long delayed?
“Have I not strength, my father, for the deed?
    “Or can the will of Providence
        “Be mutable like man?
    “Shall I never be called to the task?”
 

“Impatient boy!” quoth Moath, with a smile:
“Impatient Thalaba!” Oneiza cried,
    And she too smiled, but in her smile
A mild reproachful melancholy mixed.
 

   Then Moath pointed where a cloud
Of Locusts, from the desolated fields
        Of Syria, winged their way.
        “Lo! how created things
        “Obey the written doom!”
 

Onward they came, a dark continuous cloud
Of congregated myriads numberless,
The rushing of whose wings was as the sound
Of a broad river, headlong in its course
Plunged from a mountain summit, or the roar
Of a wild ocean in the autumn storm,
Shattering its billows on a shore of rocks.
Onward they came, the winds impelled them on,
Their work was done, their path of ruin past,
Their graves were ready in the wilderness.
“Behold the mighty army!” Moath cried,
        “Blindly they move, impelled
        “By the blind Element.
“And yonder Birds our welcome visitants,
“Lo! where they soar above the embodied host,
“Pursue their way, and hang upon their rear,
        “And thin their spreading flanks,
“Rejoicing o’er their banquet! deemest thou
“The scent of water, on the Syrian mosque
“Placed with priest-mummery, and the jargon-rites
“That fool the multitude, has led them here
“From far Khorasan? Allah who decreed
“Yon tribe the plague and punishment of man,
“These also hath he doomed to meet their way:
        “Both passive instruments
        “Of his all-acting will,
“Sole mover he, and only spring of all.”
 

While thus he spake, Oneiza’s eye looks up
        Where one towards her flew,
Satiate, for so it seemed, with sport and food.
        The Bird flew over her,
        And as he past above,
From his relaxing grasp a Locust fell....
    It fell upon the Maiden’s robe,
And feebly there it stood, recovering slow.
 

       The admiring girl surveyed
        His out-spread sails of green.
        His gauzy underwings,
One closely to the grass green body furled,
One ruffled in the fall, and half unclosed.
        She viewed his jet-orbed eyes
        His glossy gorget bright
        Green-glittering in the sun;
        His plumy pliant horns
        That, nearer as she gazed,
    Bent tremblingly before her breath.
    She viewed his yellow-circled front
        With lines mysterious veined;
    “And knowest thou what is written here,
        “My father?” said the Maid.
    “Look Thalaba! perchance these lines
    “Are in the letters of the Ring,
    “Nature’s own language written here.”
 

   The youth bent down, and suddenly
        He started, and his heart
        Sprung, and his cheek grew red,
For the mysterious lines were legible,
    WHEN THE SUN SHALL BE DARKENED AT NOON,
        SON OF HODEIRAH, DEPART.
And Moath looked, and read the lines aloud;
    The Locust shook his wings and fled,
        And they were silent all.
 

   Who then rejoiced but Thalaba?
Who then was troubled but the Arabian Maid?
        And Moath sad of heart,
Tho’ with a grief supprest, beheld the youth
        Sharpen his arrows now,
        And now new-plume their shafts,
    Now to beguile impatient hope
        Feel every sharpened point.
 

“Why is that anxious look,” Oneiza cried,
        “Still upwards cast at noon?
“Is Thalaba aweary of our tent?”
    “I would be gone,” the youth replied,
        “That I might do my task,
“And full of glory to the tent return
        “Whence I should part no more.”
 

       But on the noontide sun,
As anxious and as oft Oneiza’s eye
        Was upward glanced in fear.
And now as Thalaba replied, her cheek
        Lost its fresh and lively hue,
        For in the Sun’s bright edge
She saw, or thought she saw, a little speck.
        The sage Astronomer
    Who with the love of science full
Trembled that day at every passing cloud,
He had not seen it, ’twas a speck so small.
 

Alas! Oneiza sees the spot increase!
        And lo! the ready Youth
Over his shoulder the full quiver slings
        And grasps the slackened bow.
        It spreads, and spreads, and now
        Has shaddowed half the Sun,
        Whose crescent-pointed horns
        Now momently decrease.
 

The day grows dark, the Birds retire to rest;
        Forth from her shadowy haunt
Flies the large-headed Screamer of the night.
    Far off the affrighted African,
        Deeming his God deceased,
        Falls on his knees in prayer,
        And trembles as he sees
        The fierce Hyena’s eyes
Glare in the darkness of that dreadful noon.
 

   Then Thalaba exclaimed, “Farewell,
“My father! my Oneiza!” the Old Man
        Felt his throat swell with grief.
“Where wilt thou go my Child?” he cried,
        “Wilt thou not wait a sign
        “To point thy destined way?”
“God will conduct me!” said the noble youth,
        He said and from the Tent
In the depth of the darkness departed.
        They heard his parting steps,
The quiver rattling as he past away.
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       Whose is yon dawning form,
        That in the darkness meets
        The delegated youth?
Dim as the shadow of a fire at noon,
Or pale reflection on the evening brook
        Of Glow-worm on the bank
Kindled to guide her winged paramour.
 

A moment, and the brightening image shaped
His Mother’s form and features. “Go,” she cried,
“To Babylon, and from the Angels learn
    “What talisman thy task requires.”
The Spirit hung towards him when she ceased,
As tho’ with actual lips she would have given
    A mother’s kiss... his arms outstretched,
        His body bending on,
His lips unclosed and trembling into speech
He prest to meet the blessing,... but the wind
Played on his cheek: he looked, and he beheld
The darkness close. “Again! again!” he cried,
“Let me again behold thee!” from the darkness
        His Mother’s voice went forth;
“Thou shall behold me in the hour of death.”
 

   Day dawns, the twilight gleam dilates,
    The Sun comes forth and like a God
        Rides thro’ rejoicing heaven.
Old Moath and his daughter from their tent
        Beheld the adventurous youth,
        Dark moving o’er the sands,
A lessening image, trembling thro’ their tears.
        Visions of high emprize
        Beguiled his lonely road;
    And if sometimes to Moath’s tent
    The involuntary mind recurred,
Fancy, impatient of all painful thoughts
Pictured the bliss should welcome his return.
        In dreams like these he went,
        And still of every dream
        Oneiza formed a part,
And Hope and Memory made a mingled joy.
 

   In the eve he arrived at a Well,
    The Acacia bent over its side,
    Under whose long light-hanging boughs
        He chose his night’s abode.
There, due ablutions made and prayers performed,
        The youth his mantle spread,
        And silently produced
        His solitary meal.
The silence and the solitude recalled
Dear recollections, and with folded arms,
Thinking of other days, he sate, till thought
Had left him, and the Acacia’s moving shade
        Upon the sunny sand
        Had caught his idle eye,
        And his awakened ear
        Heard the grey Lizard’s chirp,
        The only sound of life.
 

As thus in vacant quietness he sate,
A Traveller on a Camel reached the Well,
        And courteous greeting gave.
    The mutual salutation past,
He by the cistern too his garment spread,
And friendly converse cheered the social meal.
 

   The Stranger was an antient man,
        Yet one whose green old age
Bore the fair characters of temperate youth.
So much of manhood’s strength his limbs retained,
It seemed he needed not the staff he bore.
    His beard was long, and grey, and crisp;
        Lively his eyes and quick,
        And reaching over them
        The large broad eye-brow curled....
His speech was copious, and his winning words
Enriched with knowledge, that the attentive youth
    Sate listening with a thirsty joy.
 

       So in the course of talk
        The adventurer youth enquired
        Whither his course was bent;
The Old Man answered, “to Bagdad I go.”
At that so welcome sound a flash of joy
    Kindled the eye of Thalaba;
        “And I too,” he replied,
        “Am journeying thitherward,
“Let me become companion of thy way!”
        Courteous the Old Man smiled,
        And willing in assent....
 

OLD MAN.
 

Son, thou art young for travel.
 

THALABA.
 

                               Until now
I never past the desert boundary.
 

OLD MAN.
 

It is a noble city that we seek.
Thou wilt behold magnificent palaces,
And lofty obelisks, and high-domed Mosques,
And rich Bazars, whither from all the world
Industrious merchants meet, and market there
The World’s collected wealth.
 

THALABA.
 

                           Stands not Bagdad
Near to the site of ancient Babylon
And Nimrod’s impious temple?
 

OLD MAN.
 

                           From the walls
’Tis but a long day’s distance.
 

THALABA.
 

                             And the ruins?
 

OLD MAN.
 

A mighty mass remains; enough to tell us
How great our fathers were, how little we.
Men are not what they were; their crimes and follies
Have dwarfed them down from the old hero race
To such poor things as we!
 

THALABA.
 

                         At Babylon
I have heard the Angels expiate their guilt,
Haruth and Maruth.
 

OLD MAN.
 

                 ’Tis a history
Handed from ages down; the nurses make it
A tale to please their children,
And as their garrulous ignorance relates
We learn it and believe... but all things feel
The power of Time and Change! thistles and grass
Usurp the desolate palace, and the weeds
Of Falshood root in the aged pile of Truth.
How have you heard the tale?
 

THALABA.
 

                           Thus... on a time
The Angels at the wickedness of man
Expressed indignant wonder: that in vain
Tokens and signs were given, and Prophets sent,...
Strange obstinacy this! a stubborness
Of sin, they said, that should for ever bar
The gates of mercy on them. Allah heard
Their unforgiving pride, and bade that two
Of these untempted Spirits should descend,
Judges on earth. Haruth and Maruth went,
The chosen Sentencers; they fairly heard
The appeals of men to their tribunal brought,
And rightfully decided. At the length
A Woman came before them... beautiful
Zohara was, as yonder Evening star,
In the mild lustre of whose lovely light
Even now her beauty shines. They gazed on her
With fleshly eyes, they tempted her to sin.
The wily woman listened, and required
A previous price, the knowledge of the name
Of God. She learnt the wonder-working name
And gave it utterance, and its virtue bore her
Up to the glorious Presence, and she told
Before the aweful Judgement-Seat, her tale.
 

OLD MAN.
 

I know the rest, the accused Spirits were called:
Unable of defence, and penitent,
They owned their crime and heard the doom deserved.
Then they besought the Lord that not for ever
His wrath might be upon them; and implored
That penal ages might at length restore them
Clean from offence, since then by Babylon
In the cavern of their punishment they dwell,
Runs the conclusion so?
 

THALABA.
 

                     So I am taught.
 

OLD MAN.
 

The common tale! and likely thou hast heard
How that the bold and bad, with impious rites
Intrude upon their penitence, and force,
Albeit from loathing and reluctant lips,
The sorcery-secret?
 

THALABA.
 

                 Is it not the truth?
 

OLD MAN.
 

Son, thou hast seen the Traveller in the sands
Move in the dizzy light of the hot noon,
Huge as the giant race of elder times,
And his Camel, than the monstrous Elephant,
Seem of a vaster bulk.
 

THALABA.
 

                     A frequent sight.
 

OLD MAN.
 

And hast thou never in the twilight, fancied
Familiar object into some strange shape
And form uncouth?
 

THALABA.
 

               Aye! many a time.
 

OLD MAN.
 

                               Even so
Things viewed at distance thro’ the mist of fear,
In their distortion terrify and shock
The abused sight.
 

THALABA.
 

                 But of these Angels fate
Thus in the uncreated Book is written.
 

OLD MAN.
 

Wisely from legendary fables, Heaven
Inculcates wisdom.
 

THALABA.
 

                 How then is the truth?
Is not the dungeon of their punishment
By ruined Babylon?
 

OLD MAN.
 

                 By Babylon
Haruth and Maruth may be found.
 

THALABA.
                                And there
Magician learn their impious sorcery?
 

OLD MAN.
 

Son what thou sayest is true, and it is false.
But night approaches fast; I have travelled far
And my old lids are heavy... on our way
We shall have hours for converse, let us now
Turn to our due repose. Son, peace be with thee!
 

       So in his loosened cloak
        The Old Man wrapt himself
        And laid his limbs at length:
And Thalaba in silence laid him down.
Awhile he lay and watched the lovely Moon,
        O’er whose broad orb the boughs
        A mazy fretting framed,
    Or with a pale transparent green
        Lighting the restless leaves,
The thin Acacia leaves that played above.
    The murmuring wind, the moving leaves
Lulled him to sleep with mingled lullabies.
 

Not so the dark Magician by his side,
Lobaba, who from the Domdaniel caves
        Had sought the dreaded youth.
Silent he lay, and simulating sleep,
Till by the long and regular breath he knew
        The youth beside him slept.
        Carefully then he rose,
And bending over him, surveyed him near
        And secretly he cursed
        The dead Abdaldar’s ring,
        Armed by whose amulet
        He slept from danger safe.
 

Wrapped in his mantle Thalaba reposed,
    His loose right arm pillowing his head.
        The Moon was on the Ring,
        Whose crystal gem returned
        A quiet, moveless light.
Vainly the Wizard vile put forth his hand
        And strove to reach the gem,
Charms strong as hell could make them, made it safe.
        He called his servant fiends,
He bade the Genii rob the sleeping youth.
        By the virtue of the Ring,
        By Mohammed’s holier power,
        By the holiest name of God,
Had Thalaba disarmed the evil race.
 

Baffled and weary, and convinced at length,
Anger, and fear, and rancour gnawing him,
The accursed Sorcerer ceased his vain attempts.
        Content perforce to wait
        Temptations likelier aid.
Restless he lay, and brooding many a wile,
    And tortured with impatient hope,
And envying with the bitterness of hate
The innocent youth, who slept so sweetly by.
 

The ray of morning on his eye lids fell,
        And Thalaba awoke
    And folded his mantle around him,
    And girded his loins for the day;
Then the due rites of holiness observed.
        His comrade too arose,
        And with the outward forms
Of righteousness and prayer insulted God.
    They filled their water skin, they gave
        The Camel his full draught.
Then on their road while yet the morn was young
        And the air was fresh with dew,
        Forward the travellers went,
With various talk beguiling the long way.
    But soon the youth, whose busy mind
Dwelt on Lobaba’s wonder-stirring words,
Renewed the unfinished converse of the night.
 

THALABA.
 

Thou saidest that it is true, and yet is false,
That men accurst, attain at Babylon
Forbidden knowledge from the Angel pair....
How mean you?
 

LOBABA.
 

           All things have a double power,
Alike for good and evil, the same fire
That on the comfortable hearth at eve
Warmed the good man, flames o’er the house at night
        Should we for this forego
        The needful element?
    Because the scorching summer Sun
Darts fever, wouldst thou quench the orb of day?
Or deemest thou that Heaven in anger formed
Iron to till the field, because when man
Had tipt his arrows for the chase, he rushed
A murderer to the war?
 

THALABA.
 

                     What follows hence?
 

LOBABA.
 

That nothing in itself is good or evil,
But only in its use. Think you the man
Praiseworthy who by painful study learns
The knowledge of all simples, and their power
Healing or harmful?
 

THALABA.
 

                 All men hold in honour
The skilful Leech. From land to land he goes
Safe in his privilege; the sword of war
Spares him, Kings welcome him with costly gifts,
And he who late had from the couch of pain
Lifted a languid look to him for aid,
Views him with brightened eyes, and blesses him
In his first thankful prayer.
 

LOBABA.
 

                           Yet some there are
Who to the purposes of wickedness,
Apply this knowledge, and from herbs distil
Poison to mix it in the trusted draught.
 

THALABA.
 

   Allah shall cast them in the fire
Whose fuel is the cursed! there shall they
Endure the ever-burning agony
Consuming still in flames, and still renewed.
 

LOBABA.
 

But is their knowledge therefore in itself
Unlawful?
 

THALABA.
 

       That were foolishness to think.
 

LOBABA.
 

O what a glorious animal were Man,
Knew he but his own powers! and knowing gave them
Room for their growth and spread! the Horse obeys
His guiding will, the patient Camel bears him
Over these wastes of sand, the Pigeon wafts
His bidding thro’ the sky: and with these triumphs
He rests contented! with these ministers,
When he might awe the Elements, and make
Myriads of Spirits serve him!
 

THALABA.
 

                           But as how!
By a league with Hell, a covenant that binds
The soul to utter death!
 

LOBABA.
 

                       Was Solomon
Accurst of God? yet to his talismans
Obedient, o’er his throne the birds of Heaven
Their waving wings his sun-shield, fanned around him
The motionless air of noon: from place to place,
As his will reined the viewless Element
He rode the Wind: the Genii reared his temple,
And ceaselessly in fear while his dead eye
O’erlooked them, day and night pursued their toil,
So dreadful was his power.
 

THALABA.
 

                         But ’twas from Heaven
His wisdom came; God’s special gift... the guerdon
Of early virtue.
 

LOBABA.
 

               Learn thou, O young man!
God hath appointed Wisdom the reward
Of study! ’tis a spring of living waters,
Whose inexhaustible bounties all might drink
But few dig deep enough. Son! thou art silent,...
Perhaps I say too much,... perhaps offend thee.
 

THALABA.
 

Nay, I am young, and willingly as becomes me,
Hear the wise words of age.
 

LOBABA.
 

                         Is it a crime
To mount the horse, because forsooth thy feet
Can serve thee for the journey? is it sin
Because the Hern soars upward in the sky
Above the arrow’s flight, to train the Falcon
Whose beak shall pierce him there? the powers which All
Granted to man, were granted for his use;
All knowledge that befits not human weakness
Is placed beyond its reach.... They who repair
To Babylon, and from the Angels learn
Mysterious wisdom, sin not in the deed.
 

THALABA.
 

Know you these secrets?
 

LOBABA.
 

                     I? alas my Son
My age just knows enough to understand
How little all its knowledge! later years
Sacred to study, teach me to regret
Youth’s unforeseeing indolence, and hours
That cannot be recalled! something I know:
The properties of herbs, and have sometimes
Brought to the afflicted comfort and relief
By the secrets of my art; under His blessing
Without whom all had failed! Also of Gems
I have some knowledge, and the characters
That tell beneath what aspect they were set.
 

THALABA.
 

Belike you can interpret then the graving
Around this Ring?
 

LOBABA.
 

                 My sight is feeble, Son,
And I must view it closer, let me try!
 

       The unsuspecting Youth
Held forth his linger to draw off the spell.
        Even whilst he held it forth,
        There settled there a Wasp,
And just above the Gem infixed its dart.
All purple swoln the hot and painful flesh
        Rose round the tightened Ring.
The baffled Sorcerer knew the hand of Heaven,
        And inwardly blasphemed.
 

       Ere long Lobaba’s heart,
Fruitful in wiles, devised new stratagem.
        A mist arose at noon;
        Like the loose hanging skirts
Of some low cloud that, by the breeze impelled,
        Sweeps o’er the mountain side.
        With joy the thoughtless youth
        That grateful shadowing hailed;
        For grateful was the shade,
    While thro’ the silver-lighted haze
Guiding their way, appeared the beamless Sun.
        But soon that beacon failed;
        A heavier mass of cloud
        Impenetrably deep,
        Hung o’er the wilderness.
    “Knowest thou the track?” quoth Thalaba,
    “Or should we pause, and wait the wind
    “To scatter this bewildering fog?”
        The Sorcerer answered him
“Now let us hold right on,... for if we stray
“The Sun tomorrow will direct our course.”
So saying, he towards the desert depths
        Misleads the youth deceived.
 

       Earlier the night came on,
Nor moon, nor stars, were visible in Heaven;
And when at morn the youth unclosed his eyes
He knew not where to turn his face in prayer.
    “What shall we do?” Lobaba cried,
        “The lights of Heaven have ceased
        “To guide us on our way.
        “Should we remain and wait
        “More favourable skies?
“Soon would our food and water fail us here!
        “And if we venture on,
“There are the dangers of the wilderness!”
        “Sure it were best proceed!”
        The chosen youth replies.
“So haply we may reach some tent, or grove
        “Of dates, or stationed tribe.
        “But idly to remain
“Were yielding effortless, and waiting death.”
The wily Sorcerer willingly assents,
        And farther in the sands,
Elate of heart, he leads the credulous youth.
 

       Still o’er the wilderness
        Settled the moveless mist.
The timid Antelope that heard their steps
Stood doubtful where to turn in that dim light,
The Ostrich, blindly hastening, met them full.
        At night again in hope,
        Young Thalaba laid down;
The morning came, and not one guiding ray
    Thro’ the thick mist was visible,
The same deep moveless mist that mantled all.
        Oh for the Vulture’s scream
That haunts for prey the abode of humankind!
    Oh for the Plover’s pleasant cry
        To tell of water near!
    Oh for the Camel-driver’s song!
    For now the water-skin grows light,
Tho’ of the draught, more eagerly desired,
Imperious prudence took with sparing thirst.
    Oft from the third night’s broken sleep,
        As in his dreams he heard
        The sound of rushing winds,
Started the anxious youth, and looked abroad,
In vain! for still the deadly calm endured.
        Another day past on,
        The water-skin was drained,
        But then one hope arrived
    For there was motion in the air!
    The sound of the wind arose anon
        That scattered the thick mist,
And lo! at length the lovely face of Heaven!
 

       Alas... a wretched scene
        Was opened on their view.
    They looked around, no wells were near,
        No tent, no human aid!
Flat on the Camel lay the water-skin,
And their dumb servant difficultly now,
Over hot sands and under the hot sun,
        Dragged on with patient pain.
    But oh the joy! the blessed sight!
When in the burning waste the Travellers
Saw a green meadow, fair with flowers besprent,
Azure and yellow, like the beautiful fields
Of England, when amid the growing grass
The blue-bell bends, the golden king-cup shines,
        In the merry month of May!
        Oh joy! the Travellers
Gaze on each other with hope-brightened eyes,
    For sure thro’ that green meadow flows
The living stream! and lo! their famished beast
        Sees the restoring sight!
Hope gives his feeble limbs a sudden strength,
He hurries on!
              The herbs so fair to eye
Were Senna, and the Gentian’s blossom blue,
And kindred plants that with unwatered root
Fed in the burning sand, whose bitter leaves
        Even frantic Famine loathed.
 

In uncommunicating misery
Silent they stood. At length Lobaba cried,
“Son we must slay the Camel, or we die
“For lack of water! thy young hand is firm,
“Draw forth the knife and pierce him!”
                                      Wretch accurst,
Who that beheld thy venerable face,
Thy features fixed with suffering, the dry lips,
The feverish eyes, could deem that all within
Was magic ease, and fearlessness secure,
And wiles of hellish import? the young man
Paused with reluctant pity: but he saw
His comrade’s red and painful countenance,
And his own burning breath came short and quick,
    And at his feet the gasping beast
        Lies, over-worn with want.
Then from his girdle Thalaba took the knife
With stern compassion, and from side to side
        Across the Camel’s throat,
        Drew deep the crooked blade.
    Servant of man, that merciful deed
For ever ends thy suffering, but what doom
Waits thy deliverer! “little will thy death
        “Avail us!” thought the youth,
    As in the water-skin he poured
        The Camel’s hoarded draught:
        It gave a scant supply,
The poor allowance of one prudent day.
 

Son of Hodeirah, tho’ thy steady soul
        Despaired not, firm in faith,
Yet not the less did suffering Nature feel
Her pangs and trials, long their craving thirst
Struggled with fear, by fear itself inflamed;
        But drop by drop, that poor,
        That last supply is drained!
Still the same burning sun! no cloud in heaven!
The hot air quivers, and the sultry mist
    Floats o’er the desert, with a show
Of distant waters, mocking their distress!
        The youth’s parched lips were black,
        His tongue was dry and rough,
        His eye-balls red with heat.
    His comrade gazed on him with looks
That seemed to speak of pity, and he said
        “Let me behold thy Ring,
“It may have virtue that can save us yet!”
        With that he took his hand
        And viewed the writing close,
        Then cried with sudden joy
    “It is a stone that whoso bears
        “The Genii must obey!
        “Now raise thy voice, my Son,
“And bid them in his name that here is written
        “Preserve us in our need.”
 

       “Nay!” answered Thalaba,
“Shall I distrust the providence of God?
        “Is it not He must save?
        “If Allah wills it not
        “Vain were the Genii’s aid.”
 

   Whilst he spake Lobaba’s eye
        Full on the distance fixed,
        Attended not his speech.
        Its fearful meaning drew
        The looks of Thalaba.
    Columns of sand came moving on,
        Red in the burning ray
        Like obelisks of fire
    They rushed before the driving wind.
        Vain were all thoughts of flight!
        They had not hoped escape
Could they have backed the Dromedary then
        Who in his rapid race
Gives to the tranquil air, a drowning force.
 

       High... high in heaven upcurled
        The dreadful columns moved,
Swift, as the whirlwind that impelled their way,
    They rushed towards the Travellers!
        The old Magician shrieked,
        And lo! the foremost bursts,
        Before the whirlwind’s force,
Scattering afar a burning shower of sand.
    “Now by the virtue of the Ring
        “Save us!” Lobaba cried.
        “While yet thou hast the power
        “Save us. O save us! now!”
        The youth made no reply,
Gazing in aweful wonder on the scene.
 

   “Why dost thou wait?” the Old Man exclaimed,
“If Allah and the Prophet will not save
        “Call on the Powers that will!”
 

“Ha! do I know thee, Infidel accurst?”
        Exclaimed the awakened youth.
“And thou hast led me hither, Child of Sin!
        “That fear might make me sell
        “My soul to endless death!”
 

   “Fool that thou art!” Lobaba cried,
        “Call upon him whose name
        “Thy charmed signet bears,
“Or die the death thy foolishness deserves!”
 

“Servant of Hell! die thou!” quoth Thalaba.
        And leaning on his bow
        He fitted the loose string,
And laid the arrow in its resting-place.
“Bow of my Father, do thy duty now!”
    He drew the arrow to its point,
        True to his eye it fled,
        And full upon the breast
        It smote the wizard man.
    Astonished Thalaba beheld
        The blunted point recoil.
 

       A proud and bitter smile
        Wrinkled Lobaba’s cheek,
“Try once again thine earthly arms!” he cried.
        “Rash Boy! the Power I serve
    “Abandons not his votaries.
“It is for Allah’s wretched slaves, like thou,
“To serve a master, who in the hour of need
        “Forsakes them to their fate!
“I leave thee!”... and he shook his staff, and called
        The Chariot of his Charms.
 

       Swift as the viewless wind,
        Self-moved, the Chariot came,
        The Sorcerer mounts the seat.
“Yet once more weigh thy danger!” he exclaimed,
        “Ascend the car with me,
        “And with the speed of thought
        “We pass the desert bounds.”
The indignant youth vouchsafed not to reply,
And lo! the magic car begins its course!
    Hark! hark!... he screams.... Lobaba screams!
        What wretch, and hast thou raised
The rushing Terrors of the Wilderness
        To fall on thine own head?
    Death! death! inevitable death!
        Driven by the breath of God
A column of the Desert met his way.
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When Thalaba from adoration rose,
        The air was cool, the sky
        With welcome clouds o’ercast,
        That soon came down in rain.
He lifted up his fevered face to heaven,
    And bared his head and stretched his hands
        To that delightful shower,
And felt the coolness flow thro’ every limb
        Freshening his powers of life.
 

A loud quick panting! Thalaba looks up,
    He starts, and his instinctive hand
    Grasps the knife hilt: for close beside
        A Tyger passes him.
    An indolent and languid eye
        The passing Tyger turned;
        His head was hanging down,
        His dry tongue lolling low,
And the short panting of his fevered breath
Came thro’ his hot parched nostrils painfully.
        The young Arabian knew
    The purport of his hurried pace,
        And following him in hope
        Saw joyful from afar
        The Tyger stoop and drink.
 

The desert Pelican had built her nest
        In that deep solitude.
    And now returned from distant flight
        Fraught with the river stream,
Her load of water had disburthened there.
    Her young in the refreshing bath
        Sported all wantonness;
        Dipt down their callow heads,
Filled the swoln membrane from their plumeless throat
        Pendant, and bills yet soft,
        And buoyant with arched breast,
        Plied in unpractised stroke
        The oars of their broad feet.
They, as the spotted prowler of the wild
Laps the cool wave, around their mother croud,
And nestle underneath her outspread wings.
        The spotted prowler of the wild
Lapt the cool wave, and satiate from the nest,
        Guiltless of blood, withdrew.
 

   The mother bird had moved not
    But cowering o’er her nestlings,
    Sate confident and fearless,
        And watched the wonted guest.
But when the human visitant approached,
        The alarmed Pelican
    Retiring from that hostile shape,
Gathers her young, and menaces with wings,
    And forward thrusts her threatening neck,
    Its feathers ruffling in her wrath,
        Bold with maternal fear.
Thalaba drank and in the water-skin
    Hoarded the precious element.
Not all he took, but in the large nest left
        Store that sufficed for life.
And journeying onward blest the Carrier Bird,
        And blest in thankfulness,
Their common Father, provident for all.
 

With strength renewed and confident in faith
    The son of Hodeirah proceeds;
Till after the long toil of many a day,
        At length Bagdad appeared,
        The City of his search.
        He hastening to the gate
Roams o’er the city with insatiate eyes,
Its thousand dwellings o’er whose level roofs
Fair cupolas appeared, and high-domed mosques
And pointed minarets, and cypress groves
Every where scattered in unwithering green.
 

Thou too art fallen, Bagdad! City of Peace,
        Thou too hast had thy day!
And loathsome Ignorance and brute Servitude
        Pollute thy dwellings now,
Erst for the Mighty and the Wise renowned.
O yet illustrious for remembered fame,
Thy founder the Victorious, and the pomp
Of Haroun, for whose name by blood defiled,
Jahia’s, and the blameless Barmecides’,
Genius hath wrought salvation; and the years
When Science with the good Al-Maimon dwelt;
So one day may the Crescent from thy Mosques
Be plucked by Wisdom, when the enlightened arm
Of Europe conquers to redeem the East.
 

Then Pomp and Pleasure dwelt within her walls
The Merchants of the East and of the West
        Met in her arched Bazars;
        All day the active poor
Showered a cool comfort o’er her thronging streets;
    Labour was busy in her looms;
        Thro’ all her open gates
Long troops of laden Camels lined her roads,
And Tigris on his tameless current bore
Armenian harvests to her multitudes.
 

But not in sumptuous Caravansary
        The adventurer idles there,
Nor satiates wonder with her pomp and wealth;
    A long day’s distance from the walls
        Stands ruined Babylon!
    The time of action is at hand,
    The hope that for so many a year
Hath been his daily thought, his nightly dream,
        Stings to more restlessness.
He loathes all lingering that delays the hour
When, full of glory, from his quest returned,
He on the pillar of the Tent beloved
        Shall hang Hodeirah’s sword.
 

       The many-coloured domes
        Yet wore one dusky hue,
        The Cranes upon the Mosque
        Kept their night-clatter still,
When thro’ the gate the early Traveller past.
And when at evening o’er the swampy plain
        The Bittern’s Boom came far,
        Distinct in darkness seen
Above the low horizon’s lingering light
Rose the near ruins of old Babylon.
 

Once from her lofty walls the Charioteer
Looked down on swarming myriads; once she flung
Her arches o’er Euphrates conquered tide,
And thro’ her brazen portals when she poured
Her armies forth, the distant nations looked
As men who watched the thunder-cloud in fear
Lest it should burst above them. She was fallen,
The Queen of Cities, Babylon was fallen!
Low lay her bulwarks; the black scorpion basked
In the palace courts, within her sanctuary
        The She Wolf hid her whelps.
Is yonder huge and shapeless heap, what once
Had been the aerial Gardens, height on height
Rising like Medias mountains crowned with wood,
Work of imperial dotage? where the fame
Of Belus? where the Golden Image now,
Which at the sound of dulcimer and lute,
Cornet and sackbut, harp and psaltery,
        The Assyrian slaves adored?
A labyrinth of ruins, Babylon
        Spreads o’er the blasted plain:
The wandering Arab never sets his tent
Within her walls; the Shepherd eyes afar
Her evil Towers, and devious drives his flock.
Alone unchanged, a free and bridgeless tide
        Euphrates rolls along,
        Eternal Nature’s work.
 

       Thro’ the broken portal,
        Over weedy fragments,
        Thalaba went his way.
        Cautious he trod, and felt
The dangerous ground before him with his bow.
    The Chacal started at his steps,
    The Stork, alarmed at sound of man,
From her broad nest upon the old pillar top,
    Affrighted fled on flapping wings.
    The Adder in her haunts disturbed
Lanced at the intruding staff her arrowy tongue.
 

Twilight and moonshine dimly mingling gave
        An aweful light obscure,
        Evening not wholly closed,
        The Moon still pale and faint.
        An aweful light obscure,
Broken by many a mass of blackest shade;
Long column stretching dark thro’ weeds and moss,
        Broad length of lofty wall
        Whose windows lay in light,
And of their former shape, low-arched or square,
        Rude outline on the earth
        Figured, with long grass fringed.
 

Reclined against a column’s broken shaft,
Unknowing whitherward to bend his way
        He stood and gazed around.
        The Ruins closed him in,
    It seemed as if no foot of man
    For ages had intruded there.
        Soon at approaching step
        Starting, he turned and saw
A warrior in the moon beam drawing near.
        Forward the Stranger came
        And with a curious eye
        Perused the Arab youth.
        “And who art thou,” he cried,
        “That at an hour like this
        “Wanderest in Babylon?
“A way-bewildered traveller, seekest thou
        “The ruinous shelter here?
        “Or comest thou to hide
        “The plunder of the night?
        “Or hast thou spells to make
“These ruins, yawning from their rooted base
        “Disclose their secret wealth?”
 

The youth replied, “nor wandering traveller
        “Nor robber of the night
        “Nor skilled in spells am I.
        “I seek the Angels here,
“Haruth and Maruth. Stranger in thy turn,
    “Why wanderest thou in Babylon,
    “And who art thou, the Questioner?”
 

The man was fearless, and the tempered pride
    That toned the voice of Thalaba
Displeased not him, himself of haughty heart.
    Heedless he answered, “knowest thou
        “Their cave of punishment?”
 

THALABA.
 

Vainly I seek it.
 

STRANGER.
 

               Art thou firm of foot
To tread the ways of danger?
 

THALABA.
 

                           Point the path!
 

STRANGER.
 

Young Arab! if thou hast a heart can beat
Evenly in danger, if thy bowels yearn not
With human fears, at scenes where undisgraced
The soldier tried in battle might look back
And tremble, follow me!... for I am bound
Into that cave of horrors.
                          Thalaba
Gazed on his comrade, he was young, of port
Stately and strong; belike his face had pleased
A woman’s eye, yet the youth read in it
Unrestrained passions, the obdurate soul
Bold in all evil daring; and it taught,
By Nature’s irresistible instinct, doubt
Well timed and wary. Of himself assured,
Fearless of man, and confident in faith,
        “Lead on!” cried Thalaba.
        Mohareb led the way;
        And thro’ the ruined streets,
        And thro’ the farther gate
        They past in silence on.
 

   What sound is borne on the wind?
        Is it the storm that shakes
    The thousand oaks of the forest?
        But Thalaba’s long locks
Flow down his shoulders moveless, and the wind
In his loose mantle raises not one fold.
        Is it the river’s roar
    Dashed down some rocky descent?
        Along the level plain
        Euphrates glides unheard.
        What sound disturbs the night,
Loud as the summer forest in the storm,
    As the river that roars among rocks?
 

       And what the heavy cloud
        That hangs upon the vale,
Thick as the mist o’er a well-watered plain
Settling at evening, when the cooler air
        Lets its day-vapours fall;
        Black as the sulphur-cloud
That thro’ Vesuvius, or from Hecla’s mouth
    Rolls up, ascending from the infernal fires.
 

       From Ait’s bitumen lake
        That heavy cloud ascends;
        That everlasting roar
        From where its gushing springs
        Boil their black billows up.
        Silent the Arab youth,
    Along the verge of that wide lake,
        Followed Mohareb’s way
Towards a ridge of rocks that banked its side.
    There from a cave with torrent force,
        And everlasting roar,
        The black bitumen rolled.
    The moonlight lay upon the rocks.
        Their crags were visible,
        The shade of jutting cliffs,
And where broad lichens whitened some smooth spot,
        And where the ivy hung
        Its flowing tresses down.
    A little way within the cave
The moonlight fell, glossing the sable tide
        That gushed tumultuous out.
A little way it entered, then the rock
Arching its entrance, and the winding way,
        Darkened the unseen depths.
        No eye of mortal man
If unenabled by enchanted spell,
        Had pierced those fearful depths.
        For mingling with the roar
Of the portentous torrent, oft were heard
        Shrieks, and wild yells that scared
The brooding Eagle from her midnight nest.
        The affrighted countrymen
        Call it the Mouth of Hell;
    And ever when their way leads near
    They hurry with averted eyes,
        And dropping their beads fast
        Pronounce the holy name.
 

   There pausing at the cavern mouth
    Mohareb turned to Thalaba,
        “Now darest thou enter in?”
        “Behold!” the youth replied,
And leading in his turn the dangerous way
        Set foot within the cave.
 

“Stay Madman!” cried his comrade. “Wouldst thou rush
        “Headlong to certain death?
        “Where are thine arms to meet
“The Guardian of the Passage?” a loud shriek
That shook along the windings of the cave
        Scattered the youth’s reply.
 

Mohareb when the long reechoing ceased
        Exclaimed, “Fate favoured thee,
“Young Arab! when she wrote upon thy brow
        “The meeting of to-night;
        “Else surely had thy name
“This hour been blotted from the Book of Life!”
 

       So saying from beneath
        His cloak a bag he drew;
    “Young Arab! thou art brave,” he cried,
“But thus to rush on danger unprepared,
“As lions spring upon the hunter’s spear,
“Is blind, brute courage. Zohak keeps the cave,
“Giantly tyrant of primeval days.
“Force cannot win the passage.” Thus he said
And from his wallet drew a human hand
        Shrivelled, and dry, and black,
        And fitting as he spake
        A taper in its hold,
Pursued: “a murderer on the stake had died,
“I drove the Vulture from his limbs, and lopt
“The hand that did the murder, and drew up
    “The tendon-strings to close its grasp,
        “And in the sun and wind
        “Parched it, nine weeks exposed.
“The Taper,... but not here the place to impart,
        “Nor hast thou done the rites,
“That fit thee to partake the mystery.
“Look! it burns clear, but with the air around
“Its dead ingredients mingle deathiness.
“This when the Keeper of the Cave shall feel,
        “Maugre the doom of Heaven,
        “The salutary spell
“Shall lull his penal agony to sleep
        “And leave the passage free.”
 

       Thalaba answered not.
    Nor was there time for answer now,
        For lo! Mohareb leads,
        And o’er the vaulted cave
Trembles the accursed taper’s feeble light.
        There where the narrowing chasm
        Rose loftier in the hill,
Stood Zohak, wretched man, condemned to keep
        His Cave of punishment.
        His was the frequent scream
Which far away the prowling Chacal heard
        And howled in terror back:
        For from his shoulders grew
        Two snakes of monster size,
        That ever at his head
        Aimed eager their keen teeth
To satiate raving hunger with his brain.
He in the eternal conflict oft would seize
Their swelling necks, and in his giant grasp
Bruise them, and rend their flesh with bloody nails,
        And howl for agony,
Feeling the pangs he gave, for of himself
Inseparable parts, his torturers grew.
 

       To him approaching now
    Mohareb held the withered arm
    The Taper of enchanted power.
The unhallowed spell in hand unholy held
Now ministered to mercy, heavily
        The wretche’s eyelids closed,
        And welcome and unfelt
        Like the release of death
A sudden sleep fell on his vital powers.
 

       Yet tho’ along the cave
        Lay Zohak’s giant limbs,
The twin-born serpents kept the narrow pass,
        Kindled their fiery eyes,
Darted their tongues of terror, and rolled out
        Their undulating length,
Like the long streamers of some gallant ship
        Buoyed on the wavy air,
Still struggling to flow on and still withheld.
        The scent of living flesh
        Inflamed their appetite.
 

Prepared for all the perils of the cave
Mohareb came. He from his wallet drew
        Two human heads yet warm.
O hard of heart! whom not the visible power
Of retributive Justice, and the doom
        Of Zohak in his sight,
        Deterred from equal crime!
    Two human heads, yet warm, he laid
Before the scaly guardians of the pass.
They to their wonted banquet of old years
Turned eager, and the narrow pass was free.
 

       And now before their path
        The opening cave dilates;
        They reach a spacious vault
Where the black river fountains burst their way.
        Now as a whirlwind’s force
        Had centered on the spring,
        The gushing flood rolled up;
        And now the deadened roar
Echoed beneath them, as its sudden pause
        Left wide a dark abyss,
Adown whose fathomless gulphs the eye was lost.
    Blue flames that hovered o’er the springs
Flung thro’ the Cavern their uncertain light
    Now waving on the waves they lay,
        And now their fiery curls
        Flowed in long tresses up,
And now contracting glowed with whiter heat.
        Then up they poured again
Darting pale flashes thro’ the tremulous air;
The flames, the red and yellow sulphur-smoke,
    And the black darkness of the vault
    Commingling indivisibly.
 

“Here,” quoth Mohareb, “do the Angels dwell,
“The Teachers of Enchantment.” Thalaba
        Then raised his voice and cried,
“Haruth and Maruth, hear me! not with rites
“Accursed, to disturb your penitence
        “And learn forbidden lore,
“Repentant Angels, seek I your abode.
“Me Allah and the Prophet mission here,
        “Their chosen servant I.
“Tell me the Talisman.”...
                          “And dost thou think”
“Mohareb cried, as with a scornful smile
He glanced upon his comrade, “dost thou think
“To trick them of their secret? for the dupes
“Of human-kind keep this lip-righteousness!
        “‘Twill serve thee in the Mosque
        “And in the Market-place,
        “But Spirits view the heart.
“Only by strong and torturing spells enforced,
    “Those stubborn Angels teach the charm
        “By which we must descend.”
 

       “Descend!” said Thalaba.
        But then the wrinkling smile
        Forsook Mohareb’s cheek,
And darker feelings settled on his brow.
“Now by my soul,” quoth he, “and I believe
        “Idiot! that I have led
“Some camel-kneed prayer-monger thro’ the cave!
“What brings thee hither? thou shouldest have a hut
“By some Saint’s grave beside the public way,
        “There to less-knowing fools
        “Retail thy Koran scraps,
“And in thy turn, die civet-like at last
“In the dung-perfume of thy sanctity!...
    “Ye whom I seek! that, led by me,
        “Feet uninitiate tread
        “Your threshold, this atones!
        “Fit sacrifice he falls!”
    And forth he flashed his scymetar,
        And raised the murderous blow.
 

   Then ceased his power; his lifted arm,
        Suspended by the spell,
        Hung impotent to strike.
        “Poor Hypocrite!” cried he,
        “And this then is thy faith
“In Allah and the Prophet! they had failed
“To save thee, but for Magic’s stolen aid;
“Yea, they had left thee yonder Serpent’s meal,
    “But that, in prudent cowardice,
“The chosen Servant of the Lord came in,
        “Safe follower of my path!”
 

“Blasphemer! dost thou boast of guiding me?”
    Kindling with pride quoth Thalaba,
        “Blindly the wicked work
        “The righteous will of Heaven.
    “Sayest thou that diffident of God,
        “In magic spell I trust?
        “Liar! let witness this!”
    And he drew off Abdaldar’s Ring
        And cast it in the gulph.
        A skinny hand came up
        And caught it as it fell,
And peals of devilish laughter shook the Cave.
 

   Then joy suffused Mohareb’s cheek,
        And Thalaba beheld
The blue blade gleam, descending to destroy.
 

       The undefended youth
        Sprung forward, and he seized
        Mohareb in his grasp,
    And grappled with him breast to breast.
Sinewy and large of limb Mohareb was,
        Broad-shouldered, and his joints
        Knit firm, and in the strife
        Of danger practised well.
Time had not thus matured young Thalaba:
        But now the enthusiast mind,
    The inspiration of his soul
        Poured vigour like the strength
        Of madness thro’ his frame.
Mohareb reels before him! he right on
        With knee, with breast, with arm,
        Presses the staggering foe!
        And now upon the brink
        Of that tremendous spring,
There with fresh impulse and a rush of force
        He thrust him from his hold.
        The upwhirling flood received
        Mohareb, then, absorbed,
        Engulphed him in the abyss.
 

       Thalaba’s breath came fast,
        And panting he breathed out
    A broken prayer of thankfulness.
        At length he spake and said,
    “Haruth and Maruth! are ye here?
“Or has that evil guide misled my search?
“I, Thalaba, the Servant of the Lord,
“Invoke you. Hear me Angels! so may Heaven
“Accept and mitigate your penitence.
“I go to root from earth the Sorcerer brood,
    “Tell me the needful Talisman!”
 

Thus as he spake, recumbent on the rock
        Beyond the black abyss,
        Their forms grew visible.
A settled sorrow sate upon their brows,
Sorrow alone, for trace of guilt and shame
No more remained; and gradual as by prayer
        The sin was purged away,
Their robe of glory, purified of stain
Resumed the lustre of its native light.
 

In awe the youth received the answering voice,
“Son of Hodeirah! thou hast proved it here;
        “The Talisman is Faith.”
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So from the inmost cavern, Thalaba
    Retrod the windings of the rock.
    Still on the ground the giant limbs
        Of Zohak were outstretched;
        The spell of sleep had ceased
And his broad eyes were glaring on the youth:
Yet raised he not his arm to bar the way,
        Fearful to rouse the snakes
        Now lingering o’er their meal.
 

Oh then, emerging from that dreadful cave,
    How grateful did the gale of night
        Salute his freshened sense!
        How full of lightsome joy,
Thankful to Heaven, he hastens by the verge
        Of that bitumen lake,
        Whose black and heavy fumes,
        Surge heaving after surge,
Rolled like the billowy and tumultuous sea.
 

   The song of many a bird at morn
        Aroused him from his rest.
    Lo! by his side a courser stood!
        More animate of eye,
Of form more faultless never had he seen,
More light of limbs and beautiful in strength,
        Among the race whose blood,
Pure and unmingled, from the royal steeds
        Of Solomon came down.
 

       The chosen Arab’s eye
        Glanced o’er his graceful shape,
        His rich caparisons,
        His crimson trappings gay.
        But when he saw the mouth
        Uncurbed, the unbridled neck,
    Then flushed his cheek, and leapt his heart,
    For sure he deemed that Heaven had sent
The Courser, whom no erring hand should guide.
        And lo! the eager Steed
    Throws his head and paws the ground,
        Impatient of delay!
        Then up leapt Thalaba
    And away went the self-governed steed.
 

       Far over the plain
    Away went the bridleless steed;
With the dew of the morning his fetlocks were wet,
The foam frothed his limbs in the journey of noon,
Nor stayed he till over the westerly heaven
    The shadows of evening had spread.
        Then on a sheltered bank
        The appointed Youth reposed,
And by him laid the docile courser down.
    Again in the grey of the morning
        Thalaba bounded up,
        Over hill, over dale
    Away goes the bridleless steed.
        Again at eve he stops
        Again the Youth descends.
    His load discharged, his errand done,
    Then bounded the courser away.
 

       Heavy and dark the eve;
        The Moon was hid on high,
    A dim light only tinged the mist
    That crost her in the path of Heaven.
        All living sounds had ceased,
Only the flow of waters near was heard,
    A low and lulling melody.
        Fasting, yet not of want
Percipient, he on that mysterious steed
        Had reached his resting place,
For expectation kept his nature up.
        The flow of waters now
        Awoke a feverish thirst:
        Led by the sound, he moved
        To seek the grateful wave.
    A meteor in the hazy air
        Played before his path;
        Before him now it rolled
        A globe of livid fire;
And now contracted to a steady light,
As when the solitary hermit prunes
    His lamp’s long undulating flame:
        And now its wavy point
Up-blazing rose, like a young cypress-tree
        Swayed by the heavy wind;
    Anon to Thalaba it moved,
And wrapped him in its pale innocuous fire:
        Now in the darkness drowned
        Left him with eyes bedimmed,
And now emerging spread the scene to sight.
 

   Led by the sound, and meteor-flame
        Advanced the Arab youth.
Now to the nearest of the many rills
        He stoops; ascending steam
        Timely repels his hand,
For from its source it sprung, a boiling tide.
A second course with better hap he tries,
        The wave intensly cold
        Tempts to a copious draught.
    There was a virtue in the wave,
        His limbs that stiff with toil,
Dragged heavy, from the copious draught received
        Lightness and supple strength.
O’erjoyed, and deeming the benignant Power
        Who sent the reinless steed,
Had blessed the healing waters to his use
        He laid him down to sleep;
Lulled by the soothing and incessant sound,
The flow of many waters, blending oft
With shriller tones and deep low murmurings
        That from the fountain caves
        In mingled melody
Like faery music, heard at midnight, came.
 

   The sounds that last he heard at night
        Awoke his sense at morn.
A scene of wonders lay before his eyes.
    In mazy windings o’er the vale
        Wandered a thousand streams;
They in their endless flow had channelled deep
    The rocky soil o’er which they ran,
    Veining its thousand islet stones,
Like clouds that freckle o’er the summer sky,
The blue etherial ocean circling each
        And insulating all.
A thousand shapes they wore, those islet stones,
    And Nature with her various tints
    Varied anew their thousand forms:
        For some were green with moss,
    Some rich with yellow lichen’s gold,
Or ruddier tinged, or grey, or silver-white,
Or sparkling sparry radiance to the sun.
        Here gushed the fountains up,
Alternate light and blackness, like the play
Of sunbeams, on the warrior’s burnished arms.
    Yonder the river rolled, whose bed,
    Their labyrinthine lingerings o’er
        Received the confluent rills.
 

   This was a wild and wonderous scene,
    Strange and beautiful, as where
By Oton-tala, like a sea of stars,
The hundred sources of Hoangho burst.
        High mountains closed the vale,
Bare rocky mountains, to all living things
Inhospitable, on whose sides no herb
Rooted, no insect fed, no bird awoke
Their echoes, save the Eagle, strong of wing,
    A lonely plunderer, that afar
        Sought in the vales his prey.
 

Thither towards those mountains, Thalaba
Advanced, for well he weened that there had Fate
        Destined the adventures end.
Up a wide vale winding amid their depths,
A stony vale between receding heights
        Of stone, he wound his way.
A cheerless place! the solitary Bee
Whose buzzing was the only sound of life
        Flew there on restless wing,
Seeking in vain one blossom, where to fix.
 

       Still Thalaba holds on,
The winding vale now narrows on his way,
        And steeper of ascent
    Rightward and leftward rise the rocks,
    And now they meet across the vale.
    Was it the toil of human hands
    That hewed a passage in the rock,
        Thro’ whose rude portal-way
        The light of heaven was seen?
    Rude and low the portal-way,
    Beyond the same ascending straits
        Went winding up the wilds.
 

Still a bare, silent, solitary glen,
A fearful silence and a solitude
        That made itself be felt.
        And steeper now the ascent,
        A rugged path, that tired
The straining muscles, toiling slowly up.
        At length again a rock
        Stretched o’er the narrow vale.
    There also was a portal hewn,
But gates of massy iron barred the way,
        Huge, solid, heavy-hinged.
 

   There hung a horn beside the gate,
    Ivory-tipt and brazen mouthed,
        He took the ivory tip,
    And thro’ the brazen mouth he breathed;
From rock to rock rebounding rung the blast,
    Like a long thunder peal!
The gates of iron, by no human arm
Unfolded, turning on their hinges slow,
    Disclosed the passage of the rock.
    He entered, and the iron gates
        Fell to, and closed him in.
    It was a narrow winding way,
    Dim lamps suspended from the vault
Lent to the gloom an agitated light.
        Winding it pierced the rock,
        A long descending path
        By gates of iron closed;
    There also hung the horn beside
    Of ivory tip and brazen mouth,
    Again he took the ivory tip
And gave the brazen mouth his voice again.
    Not now in thunder spake the horn,
But poured a sweet and thrilling melody:
The gates flew open, and a flood of light
        Rushed on his dazzled eyes.
 

Was it to earthly Eden lost so long,
    The youth had found the wonderous way?
        But earthly Eden boasts
        No terraced palaces,
No rich pavilions bright with woven gold.
        Like these that in the vale
        Rise amid odorous groves.
        The astonished Thalaba
Doubting as tho’ an unsubstantial dream
        Beguiled his passive sense,
        A moment closed his eyes;
Still they were there... the palaces and groves,
And rich pavilions glittering golden light.
 

And lo! a man, reverend in comely age
        Advancing meets the youth.
    “Favoured of Fortune,” he exclaimed,
    “Go taste the joys of Paradise!
“The reinless steed that ranges o’er the world
“Brings hither those alone for lofty deeds
“Marked by their horoscope; permitted here
“A foretaste of the full beatitude,
“That in heroic acts they may go on
“More ardent, eager to return and reap
“Endless enjoyment here, their destined meed.
        “Favoured of Fortune thou,
    “Go taste the joys of Paradise!”
 

   This said, he turned away, and left
        The Youth in wonder mute;
        For Thalaba stood mute
        And passively received
The mingled joy that flowed on every sense.
        Where’er his eye could reach
    Fair structures, rain bow-hued, arose;
And rich pavilions thro’ the opening woods
Gleamed from their waving curtains sunny gold;
    And winding thro’ the verdant vale
        Flowed streams of liquid light;
    And fluted cypresses reared up
        Their living obelisks;
And broad-leaved Zennars in long colonades
        O’er-arched delightful walks,
Where round their trunks the thousand-tendril’d vine
Wound up and hung the bows with greener wreaths,
        And clusters not their own.
Wearied with endless beauty did his eyes
Return for rest? beside him teems the earth
With tulips, like the ruddy evening streaked,
And here the lily hangs her head of snow,
    And here amid her sable cup
Shines the red eye-spot, like one brightest star
The solitary twinkler of the night,
        And here the rose expands
        Her paradise of leaves.
 

       Then on his ear what sounds
        Of harmony arose!
Far music and the distance-mellowed song
        From bowers of merriment;
        The waterfall remote;
    The murmuring of the leafy groves;
        The single nightingale
Perched in the Rosier by, so richly toned,
That never from that most melodious bird,
Singing a love-song to his brooding mate,
    Did Thracian shepherd by the grave
    Of Orpheus hear a sweeter song;
Tho’ there the Spirit of the Sepulchre
    All his own power infuse, to swell
        The incense that he loves.
 

And oh! what odours the voluptuous vale
        Scatters from jasmine bowers.
        From yon rose wilderness,
From clustered henna, and from orange groves
    That with such perfumes fill the breeze,
    As Peris to their Sister bear,
When from the summit of some lofty tree
She hangs encaged, the captive of the Dives.
        They from their pinions shake
    The sweetness of celestial flowers,
    And as her enemies impure
From that impervious poison far away
Fly groaning with the torment, she the while
        Inhales her fragrant food.
    Such odours flowed upon the world
    When at Mohammed’s nuptials, word
        Went forth in Heaven to roll
The everlasting gates of Paradise
Back on their living hinges, that its gales
Might visit all below; the general bliss
Thrilled every bosom, and the family
Of man, for once partook one common joy.
 

   Full of the joy, yet still awake
    To wonder, on went Thalaba;
    On every side the song of mirth,
    The music of festivity,
        Invite the passing youth.
Wearied at length with hunger and with heat
    He enters in a banquet room,
        Where round a fountain brink,
On silken carpets sate the festive train.
        Instant thro’ all his frame
        Delightful coolness spread;
        The playing fount refreshed
        The agitated air;
The very light came cooled thro’ silvering panes
Of pearly shell, like the pale moon-beam tinged;
Or where the wine-vase filled the aperture,
Rosy as rising morn, or softer gleam
Of saffron, like the sunny evening mist:
    Thro’ every hue, and streaked by all
        The flowing fountain played.
        Around the water-edge
    Vessels of wine, alternate placed,
Ruby and amber, tinged its little waves.
        From golden goblets there
The guests sate quaffing the delicious juice
        Of Shiraz’ golden grape.
 

   But Thalaba took not the draught
For rightly he knew had the Prophet forbidden
    That beverage the mother of sins.
        Nor did the urgent guests
Proffer a second time the liquid fire
    For in the youth’s strong eye they saw
        No moveable resolve.
    Yet not uncourteous, Thalaba
    Drank the cool draught of innocence,
    That fragrant from its dewy vase
Came purer than it left its native bed.
    And he partook the odorous fruits,
        For all rich fruits were there.
        Water-melons rough of rind,
        Whose pulp the thirsty lip
        Dissolved into a draught:
Pistachios from the heavy-clustered trees
Of Malavert, or Haleb’s fertile soil,
And Casbin’s luscious grapes of amber hue,
        That many a week endure
        The summer sun intense,
        Till by its powerful fire
All watery particles exhaled, alone
The strong essential sweetness ripens there.
    Here cased in ice, the apricot,
        A topaz, crystal-set:
        Here on a plate of snow
        The sunny orange rests,
And still the aloes and the sandal-wood
From golden censers o’er the banquet room
        Diffuse their dying sweets.
 

Anon a troop of females formed the dance
    Their ancles bound with bracelet-bells
That made the modulating harmony.
Transparent garments to the greedy eye
        Gave all their harlot limbs,
That writhed, in each immodest gesture skilled.
 

   With earnest eyes the banqueters
        Fed on the sight impure;
        And Thalaba, he gazed,
But in his heart he bore a talisman
        Whose blessed Alchemy
        To virtuous thoughts refined
The loose suggestions of the scene impure.
Oneiza’s image swam before his sight,
        His own Arabian Maid.
He rose, and from the banquet room he rushed,
    And tears ran down his burning cheek,
And nature for a moment woke the thought
And murmured, that from all domestic joys
    Estranged, he wandered o’er the world
A lonely being, far from all he loved.
Son of Hodeirah, not among thy crimes
    That murmur shall be written!
 

       From tents of revelry,
From festal bowers, to solitude he ran,
    And now he reached where all the rills
Of that well-watered garden in one tide
        Rolled their collected waves.
        A straight and stately bridge
Stretched its long arches o’er the ample stream.
Strong in the evening and distinct its shade
Lay on the watry mirror, and his eye
Saw it united with its parent pile
One huge fantastic fabric. Drawing near,
Loud from the chambers of the bridge below,
    Sounds of carousal came and song,
And unveiled women bade the advancing youth
        Come merry-make with them.
Unhearing or unheeding, Thalaba
        Past o’er with hurried pace,
And plunged amid the forest solitude.
        Deserts of Araby!
        His soul returned to you.
    He cast himself upon the earth
        And closed his eyes, and called
    The voluntary vision up.
        A cry as of distress
    Aroused him; loud it came, and near!
    He started up, he strung his bow,
        He plucked the arrow forth.
    Again a shriek... a woman’s shriek!
    And lo! she rushes thro’ the trees,
    Her veil all rent, her garments torn!
    He follows close, the ravisher....
        Even on the unechoing grass
        She hears his tread, so close!
    “Prophet save me! save me God!
    “Help! help!” she cried to Thalaba,
        Thalaba drew the bow.
The unerring arrow did its work of death.
He turned him to the woman, and beheld
His own Oneiza, his Arabian Maid.
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       From fear, amazement, joy,
At length the Arabian Maid recovering speech,
Threw around Thalaba her arms and cried,
“My father! O my father!” Thalaba
In wonder lost, yet fearful to enquire,
        Bent down his cheek on hers,
    And their tears mingled as they fell.
 

ONEIZA.
 

At night they seized me, Thalaba! in my sleep,...
Thou wert not near,... and yet when in their grasp
I woke, my shriek of terror called on thee.
My father could not save me,... an old man!
And they were strong and many,... O my God,
The hearts they must have had to hear his prayers,
And yet to leave him childless!
 

THALABA.
 

                             We will seek him.
We will return to Araby.
 

ONEIZA.
 

                       Alas!
We should not find him, Thalaba! our tent
Is desolate, the wind hath heaped the sands
Within its door, the lizard’s track is left
Fresh on the untrodden dust; prowling by night
The tyger, as he passes hears no breath
Of man, and turns to search its solitude.
Alas! he strays a wretched wanderer
Seeking his child! old man, he will not rest,...
He cannot rest, his sleep is misery,
His dreams are of my wretchedness, my wrongs....
O Thalaba! this is a wicked place!
Let us be gone!
 

THALABA.
 

             But how to pass again
The iron doors that opening at a breath
Gave easy entrance? armies in their strength,
Would fail to move those hinges for return!
 

ONEIZA.
 

But we can climb the mountains that shut in
This dreadful garden.
 

THALABA.
 

                     Are Oneiza’s limbs
Equal to that long toil?
 

ONEIZA.
 

                       Oh I am strong
Dear Thalaba! for this... fear gives me force,
And you are with me!
                    So she took his hand,
And gently drew him forward, and they went
        Towards the mountain chain.
It was broad moonlight, and obscure or lost
        The garden beauties lay,
But the great boundary rose, distinctly marked.
        These were no little hills,
No sloping uplands lifting to the sun
Their vine-yards, with fresh verdure, and the shade
Of ancient woods, courting the loiterer
To win the easy ascent: stone mountains these
        Desolate rock on rock,
        The burthens of the earth,
Whose snowy summits met the morning beam
When night was in the vale, whose feet were fixed
In the world’s foundations. Thalaba surveyed
        The heights precipitous,
Impending crags, rocks unascendible,
And summits that had tired the eagle’s wing;
        “There is no way!” he cried.
        Paler Oneiza grew
And hung upon his arm a feebler weight.
 

       But soon again to hope
        Revives the Arabian maid,
As Thalaba imparts the sudden thought.
    “I past a river,” cried the youth
        “A full and copious stream.
“The flowing waters cannot be restrained
    “And where they find or force their way,
“There we perchance may follow, thitherward
        “The current rolled along.”
    So saying yet again in hope
        Quickening their eager steps
        They turned them thitherward.
 

Silent and calm the river rolled along,
        And at the verge arrived
Of that fair garden, o’er a rocky bed
        Towards the mountain base,
Still full and silent, held its even way,
        But the deep sound, the dash
Louder and louder in the distance rose,
        As if it forced its stream
Struggling with crags along a narrow pass.
And lo! where raving o’er a hollow course
        The ever-flowing tide
Foams in a thousand whirlpools! there adown
        The perforated rock
Plunge the whole waters, so precipitous,
        So fathomless a fall
That their earth-shaking roar came deadened up
Like subterranean thunders.
                          “Allah save us!”
Oneiza cried, “there is no path for man
        “From this accursed place!”
        And as she spake her joints
Were loosened, and her knees sunk under her.
“Cheer up, Oneiza!” Thalaba replied,
    “Be of good heart. We cannot fly
        “The dangers of the place,
        “But we can conquer them!”
 

       And the young Arab’s soul
Arose within him; “what is he,” he cried,
“Who has prepared this garden of delight,
        “And wherefore are its snares?”
 

       The Arabian Maid replied,
“The Women when I entered, welcomed me
“To Paradise, by Aloadin’s will
“Chosen like themselves, a Houri of the Earth.
“They told me, credulous of his blasphemies,
“That Aloadin placed them to reward
“His faithful servants with the joys of Heaven.
“O Thalaba, and all are ready here
“To wreak his wicked will, and work all crimes!
        “How then shall we escape?”
 

“Woe to him!” cried the Appointed, a stern smile
Darkening with stronger shades his countenance,
    “Woe to him! he hath laid his toils
        “To take the Antelope,
        “The Lion is come in!”
    She shook her head, “a Sorcerer he
“And guarded by so many! Thalaba,...
“And thou but one!”
                  He raised his hand to Heaven,
        “Is there not God, Oneiza?
“I have a Talisman, that, whoso bears,
“Him, nor the Earthly, nor the Infernal Powers
        “Of Evil can cast down.
        “Remember Destiny
        “Hath marked me from mankind!
“Now rest in faith, and I will guard thy sleep!”
 

       So on a violet bank
        The Arabian Maid lay down,
Her soft cheek pillowed upon moss and flowers.
        She lay in silent prayer,
    Till prayer had tranquillized her fears,
    And sleep fell on her. By her side
        Silent sate Thalaba,
        And gazed upon the Maid,
        And as he gazed, drew in
    New courage and intenser faith,
And waited calmly for the eventful day.
 

   Loud sung the Lark, the awakened Maid
Beheld him twinkling in the morning light,
And wished for wings and liberty like his.
    The flush of fear inflamed her cheek,
    But Thalaba was calm of soul,
        Collected for the work.
        He pondered in his mind
        How from Lobaba’s breast
        His blunted arrow fell.
        Aloadin too might wear
        Spell perchance of equal power
        To blunt the weapon’s edge!
        Beside the river-brink,
Rose a young poplar, whose unsteady leaves
    Varying their verdure to the gale,
        With silver glitter caught
        His meditating eye.
    Then to Oneiza turned the youth
        And gave his father’s bow,
        And o’er her shoulders slung
        The quiver arrow-stored.
    “Me other weapon suits;” said he,
        “Bear thou the Bow: dear Maid!
“The days return upon me, when these shafts,
“True to thy guidance, from the lofty palm
“Brought down the cluster, and thy gladdened eye
“Exulting turned to seek the voice of praise.
“Oh! yet again Oneiza, we shall share
“Our desert joys!”
                  So saying to the bank
        He moved, and stooping low,
With double grasp, hand below hand, he clenched
        And from its watry soil
        Uptore the poplar trunk.
    Then off he shook the clotted earth,
        And broke away the head
        And boughs and lesser roots,
        And lifting it aloft
Wielded with able sway the massy club.
“Now for this child of Hell!” quoth Thalaba,
    “Belike he shall exchange to day
        “His dainty Paradise
    “For other dwelling, and the fruit
        “Of Zaccoum, cursed tree.”
 

   With that the youth and Arab maid
    Towards the garden centre past.
It chanced that Aloadin had convoked
        The garden-habitants,
        And with the assembled throng
Oneiza mingled, and the appointed youth.
    Unmarked they mingled, or if one
With busier finger to his neighbour notes
    The quivered Maid, “haply,” he says,
    “Some daughter of the Homerites,
“Or one who yet remembers with delight
“Her native tents of Himiar!” “Nay!” rejoins
His comrade, “a love-pageant! for the man
“Mimics with that fierce eye and knotty club
“Some savage lion-tamer, she forsooth
“Must play the heroine of the years of old!”
 

Radiant with gems upon his throne of gold
        Aloadin sate.
        O’er the Sorcerer’s head
Hovered a Bird, and in the fragrant air
        Waved his winnowing wings,
        A living canopy.
    Large as the plumeless Cassowar
        Was that o’ershadowing Bird;
    So huge his talons, in their grasp
The Eagle would have hung a helpless prey.
    His beak was iron, and his plumes
        Glittered like burnished gold,
And his eyes glowed, as tho’ an inward fire
        Shone thro’ a diamond orb.
 

       The blinded multitude
        Adored the Sorcerer,
    And bent the knee before him,
        And shouted out his praise,
“Mighty art thou, the Bestower of joy,
        “The Lord of Paradise!”
        Aloadin waved his hand,
    In idolizing reverence
        Moveless they stood and mute.
        “Children of Earth,” he cried,
        “Whom I have guided here
“By easier passage than the gate of Death,
    “The infidel Sultan to whose lands
        “My mountains reach their roots,
    “Blasphemes and threatens me.
“Strong are his armies, many are his guards,
        “Yet may a dagger find him.
    “Children of Earth, I tempt you not
“With the vain promise of a bliss unseen,
    “With tales of a hereafter Heaven
    “Whence never Traveller hath returned!
“Have ye not tasted of the cup of joy,
    “That in these groves of happiness
    “For ever over-mantling tempts
        “The ever-thirsty lip?
    “Who is there here that by a deed
        “Of danger will deserve
“The eternal joys of actual Paradise?
 

       “I!” Thalaba exclaimed,
And springing forward, on the Sorcerer’s head
        He dashed the knotty club.
 

       He fell not, tho’ the force
    Shattered his skull; nor flowed the blood.
    For by some hellish talisman
        His life imprisoned still
Dwelt in the body. The astonished crowd
    Stand motionless with fear, and wait
Immediate vengeance from the wrath of Heaven.
    And lo! the Bird... the monster Bird
        Soars up... then pounces down
        To seize on Thalaba!
        Now Oneiza, bend the bow,
        Now draw the arrow home!
It fled, the arrow from Oneiza’s hand,
        It pierced the monster Bird,
        It broke the Talisman.
        Then darkness covered all,...
Earth shook, Heaven thundered, and amid the yells
        Of Spirits accursed, destroyed
        The Paradise of Sin.
 

       At last the earth was still;
    The yelling of the Demons ceased;
Opening the wreck and ruin to their sight
The darkness rolled away. Alone in life
Amid the desolation and the dead
Stood the Destroyer and the Arabian Maid.
    They looked around, the rocks were rent,
The path was open, late by magic closed.
Awe-struck and silent down the stony glen
        They wound their thoughtful way.
 

       Amid the vale below
        Tents rose, and streamers played
    And javelins sparkled in the sun,
        And multitudes encamped
Swarmed, far as eye could follow, o’er the plain.
    There in his war pavilion sate
        In council with his Chiefs
        The Sultan of the Land.
Before his presence there a Captain led
    Oneiza and the appointed Youth.
 

“Obedient to our Lord’s command,” said he,
“We past towards the mountains, and began
“The ascending strait; when suddenly Earth shook,
“And darkness like the midnight fell around,
    “And fire and thunder came from Heaven
“As tho’ the Retribution day were come.
“After the terror ceased, and when with hearts
“Somewhat assured, again we ventured on,
“This youth and woman met us on the way.
“They told us that from Aloadin’s haunt
“They came on whom the judgement-stroke has fallen;
“He and his sinful Paradise at once
“Destroyed by them, the agents they of Heaven.
“Therefore I brought them hither, to repeat
“The tale before thy presence; that as search
“Shall prove it false or faithful, to their merit
“Thou mayest reward them.”
                          “Be it done to us,”
Thalaba answered, “as the truth shall prove!”
 

       The Sultan while he spake
“Fixed on him the proud eye of sovereignty;
        “If thou hast played with us,
“By Allah and by Ali, Death shall seal
“The lying lips for ever! if the thing
“Be as thou sayest it, Arab, thou shalt stand
    “Next to ourself!”...
                        And hark! the cry
    The lengthening cry, the increasing shout
        Of joyful multitudes!
 

   Breathless and panting to the tent
    The bearer of good tidings comes,
“O Sultan, live for ever! be thy foes
        “Like Aloadin all!
    “The wrath of God hath smitten him.”
 

       Joy at the welcome tale
        Shone in the Sultan’s cheek
    “Array the Arab in the robe
        “Of honour,” he exclaimed,
“And place a chain of gold around his neck,
“And bind around his brow the diadem,
    “And mount him on my steed of state,
        “And lead him thro’ the camp,
“And let the Heralds go before and cry
        “Thus shall the Sultan reward
        “The man who serves him well!”
 

       Then in the purple robe
        They vested Thalaba.
And hung around his neck the golden chain,
And bound his forehead with the diadem,
        And on the royal steed
        They led him thro’ the camp,
    And Heralds went before and cried
        “Thus shall the Sultan reward
        “The man who serves him well!”
 

   When from the pomp of triumph
        And presence of the King
Thalaba sought the tent allotted him,
    Thoughtful the Arabian Maid beheld
        His animated eye,
        His cheek inflamed with pride.
        “Oneiza!” cried the youth,
“The King hath done according to his word,
        “And made me in the land
        “Next to himself be named!...
“But why that serious melancholy smile?
“Oneiza when I heard the voice that gave me
“Honour, and wealth, and fame, the instant thought
“Arose to fill my joy, that thou wouldest hear
“The tidings, and be happy.”
 

ONEIZA.
 

                           Thalaba
Thou wouldest not have me mirthful! am I not
An orphan,... among strangers?
 

THALABA.
 

                             But with me.
 

ONEIZA.
 

My Father,...
 

THALABA.
 

           Nay be comforted! last night
To what wert thou exposed! in what a peril
The morning found us! safety, honour, wealth
These now are ours. This instant who thou wert
The Sultan asked. I told him from our childhood
We had been plighted;... was I wrong Oneiza?
And when he said with bounties he would heap
Our nuptials,... wilt thou blame me if I blest
His will, that bade me fix the marriage day!
In tears Oneiza?...
 

ONEIZA.
 

       Remember Destiny
        Hath marked thee from mankind!
 

THALABA.
 

Perhaps when Aloadin was destroyed
The mission ceased, else would wise Providence
With its rewards and blessings strew my path
Thus for accomplished service?
 

ONEIZA.
 

                             Thalaba!
 

THALABA.
 

Or if haply not, yet whither should I go?
Is it not prudent to abide in peace
Till I am summoned?
 

ONEIZA.
 

                 Take me to the Deserts!
 

THALABA.
 

But Moath is not there; and wouldest thou dwell
In a Stranger’s tent? thy father then might seek
In long and fruitless wandering for his child.
 

ONEIZA.
 

       Take me then to Mecca!
There let me dwell a servant of the Temple.
Bind thou thyself my veil,... to human eye
It never shall be lifted. There, whilst thou
Shalt go upon thine enterprize, my prayers,
Dear Thalaba! shall rise to succour thee,
And I shall live,... if not in happiness;
Surely in hope.
 

THALABA.
 

             Oh think of better things!
The will of Heaven is plain: by wonderous ways
It led us here, and soon the common voice
Shall tell what we have done, and how we dwell
Under the shadow of the Sultan’s wing,
So shall thy father hear the fame, and find us
What he hath wished us ever.... Still in tears!
Still that unwilling eye! nay... nay.... Oneiza....
Has then another since I left the tent....
 

ONEIZA.
 

Thalaba! Thalaba!
 

   With song, with music, and with dance
        The bridal pomp proceeds.
        Following on the veiled Bride
        Fifty female slaves attend
        In costly robes that gleam
        With interwoven gold,
        And sparkle far with gems.
    An hundred slaves behind them bear
    Vessels of silver and vessels of gold
    And many a gorgeous garment gay
    The presents that the Sultan gave.
    On either hand the pages go
    With torches flaring thro’ the gloom,
    And trump and timbrel merriment
        Accompanies their way;
    And multitudes with loud acclaim
        Shout blessings on the Bride.
    And now they reach the palace pile,
    The palace home of Thalaba,
    And now the marriage feast is spread
    And from the finished banquet now
        The wedding guests are gone.
 

   Who comes from the bridal chamber?
    It is Azrael, the Angel of Death.
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WOMAN.
 

Go not among the Tombs, Old Man!
There is a madman there.
 

OLD MAN.
 

Will he harm me if I go?
 

WOMAN.
 

Not he, poor miserable man!
But ’tis a wretched sight to see
His utter wretchedness.
For all day long he lies on a grave,
And never is he seen to weep,
And never is he heard to groan.
Nor ever at the hour of prayer
Bends his knee, nor moves his lips.
I have taken him food for charity
And never a word he spake,
But yet so ghastly he looked
That I have awakened at night
With the dream of his ghastly eyes.
Now go not among the Tombs, Old Man!
 

OLD MAN.
 

Wherefore has the wrath of God
So sorely stricken him?
 

WOMAN.
 

He came a Stranger to the land,
And did good service to the Sultan,
And well his service was rewarded.
The Sultan named him next himself,
And gave a palace for his dwelling,
And dowered his bride with rich domains.
But on his wedding night
There came the Angel of Death.
Since that hour a man distracted
Among the sepulchres he wanders.
The Sultan when he heard the tale
Said that for some untold crime
Judgement thus had stricken him,
And asking Heaven forgiveness
That he had shewn him favour,
Abandoned him to want.
 

OLD MAN.
 

A Stranger did you say?
 

WOMAN.
 

An Arab born, like you.
But go not among the Tombs,
For the sight of his wretchedness
Might make a hard heart ache!
 

OLD MAN.
 

Nay, nay, I never yet have shunned
A countryman in distress:
And the sound of his dear native tongue
May be like the voice of a friend.
 

   Then to the Sepulchre
    The Woman pointed out,
    Old Moath bent his way.
    By the tomb lay Thalaba,
    In the light of the setting eve.
    The sun, and the wind, and the rain
    Had rusted his raven locks,
    His checks were fallen in,
    His face bones prominent,
    By the tomb he lay along
    And his lean fingers played,
Unwitting, with the grass that grew beside.
 

       The Old man knew him not,
        And drawing near him cried
        “Countryman, peace be with thee!”
    The sound of his dear native tongue
        Awakened Thalaba.
        He raised his countenance
        And saw the good Old Man,
And he arose, and fell upon his neck,
        And groaned in bitterness.
        Then Moath knew the youth,
And feared that he was childless, and he turned
    His eyes, and pointed to the tomb.
        “Old Man!” cried Thalaba,
        “Thy search is ended there!”
 

       The father’s cheek grew white
And his lip quivered with the misery;
Howbeit, collecting with a painful voice
He answered, “God is good! his will be done!”
 

       The woe in which he spake,
The resignation that inspired his speech,
        They softened Thalaba.
“Thou hast a solace in thy grief,” he cried,
        “A comforter within!
        “Moath! thou seest me here,
    “Delivered to the Evil Powers,
        “A God-abandoned wretch.”
 

The Old Man looked at him incredulous.
        “Nightly,” the youth pursued,
“Thy daughter comes to drive me to despair.
        “Moath thou thinkest me mad,...
“But when the Cryer from the Minaret
        “Proclaims the midnight hour,
        “Hast thou a heart to see her?”
 

       In the Meidan now
    The clang of clarions and of drums
    Accompanied the Sun’s descent.
        “Dost thou not pray? my son!”
        Said Moath, as he saw
The white flag waving on the neighbouring Mosque;
        Then Thalaba’s eye grew wild,
    “Pray!” echoed he, “I must not pray!”
        And the hollow groan he gave
        Went to the Old Man’s heart,
    And bowing down his face to earth,
In fervent agony he called on God.
 

   A night of darkness and of storms!
    Into the Chamber of the Tomb
        Thalaba led the Old Man,
        To roof him from the rain.
        A night of storms! the wind
        Swept thro’ the moonless sky
And moaned among the pillared sepulchres.
    And in the pauses of its sweep
        They heard the heavy rain
    Beat on the monument above.
    In silence on Oneiza’s grave
    The Father and the Husband sate.
 

   The Cryer from the Minaret
        Proclaimed the midnight hour;
        “Now! now!” cried Thalaba,
    And o’er the chamber of the tomb
        There spread a lurid gleam
Like the reflection of a sulphur fire,
        And in that hideous light
Oneiza stood before them, it was She,
Her very lineaments, and such as death
Had changed them, livid cheeks, and lips of blue.
        But in her eyes there dwelt
        Brightness more terrible
    Than all the loathsomeness of death.
        “Still art thou living, wretch?”
In hollow tones she cried to Thalaba,
    “And must I nightly leave my grave
        “To tell thee, still in vain,
        “God has abandoned thee?”
 

   “This is not she!” the Old Man exclaimed,
        “A Fiend! a manifest Fiend!”
    And to the youth he held his lance,
        “Strike and deliver thyself!”
        “Strike HER!” cried Thalaba,
        And palsied of all powers
Gazed fixedly upon the dreadful form.
    “Yea! strike her!” cried a voice whose tones
Flowed with such sudden healing thro’ his soul,
        As when the desert shower
        From death delivered him.
But unobedient to that well-known voice
        His eye was seeking it,
        When Moath firm of heart,
Performed the bidding; thro’ the vampire corpse
        He thrust his lance; it fell,
        And howling with the wound
        Its demon tenant fled.
    A sapphire light fell on them,
And garmented with glory, in their sight
        Oneiza’s Spirit stood.
 

       “O Thalaba!” she cried,
        “Abandon not thyself!
“Wouldst thou for ever lose me?... go, fulfill
“Thy quest, that in the Bowers of Paradise
“In vain I may not wait thee, O my Husband!”
        To Moath then the Spirit
Turned the dark lustre of her Angel eyes,
        “Short is thy destined path,
“O my dear father! to the abode of bliss.
        “Return to Araby,
        “There with the thought of death.
        “Comfort thy lonely age,
    “And Azrael the Deliverer, soon
        “Shall visit thee in peace.”
 

       They stood with earnest eyes
    And arms out-reaching, when again
        The darkness closed around them.
    The soul of Thalaba revived;
    He from the floor the quiver took
    And as he bent the bow, exclaimed,
“Was it the over-ruling Providence
“That in the hour of frenzy led my hands
        “Instinctively to this?
“To-morrow, and the sun shall brace anew
“The slackened cord that now sounds loose and damp,
“To-morrow, and its livelier tone will sing
“In tort vibration to the arrow’s flight.
“I... but I also, with recovered health
        “Of heart, shall do my duty.
“My Father! here I leave thee then!” he cried,
        “And not to meet again
    “Till at the gate of Paradise
“The eternal union of our joys commence.
“We parted last in darkness!”... and the youth
        Thought with what other hopes,
        But now his heart was calm,
For on his soul a heavenly hope had dawned.
The Old Man answered nothing, but he held
        His garment and to the door
    Of the Tomb Chamber followed him.
    The rain had ceased, the sky was wild
    Its black clouds broken by the storm.
    And lo! it chanced that in the chasm
        Of Heaven between, a star,
Leaving along its path continuous light,
Shot eastward. “See my guide!” quoth Thalaba,
        And turning, he received
        Old Moath’s last embrace,
    And his last blessing.
                          It was eve,
When an old Dervise, sitting in the sun
At his cell door, invited for the night
        The traveller; in the sun
        He spread the plain repast
Rice and fresh grapes, and at their feet there flowed
        The brook of which they drank.
 

       So as they sate at meal,
    With song, with music, and with dance,
        A wedding train went by;
    The veiled bride, the female slaves,
    The torches of festivity,
    And trump and timbrel merriment
        Accompanied their way.
        The good old Dervise gave
        A blessing as they past.
        But Thalaba looked on,
And breathed a low, deep groan, and hid his face.
The Dervise had known sorrow; and he felt
        Compassion; and his words
    Of pity and of piety
        Opened the young man’s heart
        And he told all his tale.
 

“Repine not, O my Son!” the Old Man replied,
        “That Heaven has chastened thee.
“Behold this vine, I found it a wild tree
    “Whose wanton strength had swoln into
“Irregular twigs, and bold excrescencies,
“And spent itself in leaves and little rings,
“In the vain flourish of its outwardness
        “Wasting the sap and strength
        “That should have given forth fruit.
        “But when I pruned the Tree,
“Then it grew temperate in its vain expence
“Of useless leaves, and knotted, as thou seest,
“Into these full, clear, clusters, to repay
    “The hand whose foresight wounded it.
        “Repine not, O my Son!
“In wisdom and in mercy Heaven inflicts,
“Like a wise Leech, its painful remedies.”
 

Then pausing, “whither goest thou now?” he asked.
    “I know not,” answered Thalaba,
    “Straight on, with Destiny my guide.”
Quoth the Old Man, “I will not blame thy trust,
        “And yet methinks thy feet
        “Should tread with certainty.
“In Kaf the Simorg hath his dwelling place,
“The all-knowing Bird of Ages, who hath seen
“The World, with all her children, thrice destroyed.
        “Long is the thither path,
“And difficult the way, of danger full;
        “But his unerring voice
“Could point to certain end thy weary search.”
 

       Easy assent the youth
Gave to the words of wisdom; and behold
At dawn, the adventurer on his way to Kaf.
    And he has travelled many a day
    And many a river swum over,
    And many a mountain ridge has crost
    And many a measureless plain,
    And now amid the wilds advanced,
        Long is it since his eyes
        Have seen the trace of man.
 

   Cold! cold! ’tis a chilly clime
    That the toil of the youth has reached,
    And he is aweary now,
    And faint for the lack of food.
    Cold! cold! there is no Sun in heaven
    But a heavy and uniform cloud
    And the snows begin to fall.
Dost thou wish for thy deserts, O Son of Hodeirah?
    Dost thou long for the gales of Arabia?
    Cold! cold! his blood flows languid,
    His hands are red, his lips are blue,
    His feet are sore with the frost.
    Cheer thee! cheer thee! Thalaba!
        A little yet bear up!
 

   All waste! no sign of life
    But the track of the wolf and the bear!
    No sound but the wild, wild wind
    And the snow crunching under his feet!
    Night is come; no moon, no stars,
    Only the light of the snow!
    But behold a fire in the cave of the hill
    A heart-reviving fire;
    And thither with strength renewed
    Thalaba presses on.
 

   He found a Woman in the cave,
    A solitary Woman,
    Who by the fire was spinning
    And singing as she spun.
    The pine boughs they blazed chearfully
    And her face was bright with the flame.
    Her face was as a Damsel’s face
    And yet her hair was grey.
    She bade him welcome with a smile
    And still continued spinning
    And singing as she spun.
    The thread the Woman drew
    Was finer than the silkworm’s,
    Was finer than the gossamer.
    The song she sung was low and sweet
    And Thalaba knew not the words.
 

   He laid his bow before the hearth,
    For the string was frozen stiff.
    He took the quiver from his neck,
    For the arrow plumes were iced.
    Then as the chearful fire
    Revived his languid limbs,
    The adventurer asked for food.
    The Woman answered him,
    And still her speech was song,
“The She Bear she dwells near to me,
“And she hath cubs, one, two and three.
“She hunts the deer and brings him here,
“And then with her I make good cheer,
        “And she to the chase is gone
        “And she will be here anon.”
 

   She ceased from her work as she spake,
    And when she had answered him,
    Again her fingers twirled the thread
    And again the Woman began
    In low, sweet, tones to sing
    The unintelligible song.
 

   The thread she spun it gleamed like gold
    In the light of the odorous fire,
    And yet so wonderous thin,
    That save when the light shone on it
    It could not be seen by the eye.
    The youth sate watching it,
    And she beheld his wonder.
    And then again she spake to him
    And still her speech was song,
“Now twine it round thy hands I say,
“Now twine it round thy hands I pray,
“My thread is small, my thread is fine,
        “But he must be
        “A stronger than thee,
“Who can break this thread of mine!”
 

   And up she raised her bright blue eyes
    And sweetly she smiled on him,
    And he conceived no ill.
    And round and round his right hand,
    And round and round his left,
    He wound the thread so fine.
    And then again the Woman spake,
    And still her speech was song,
    “Now thy strength, O Stranger, strain,
    “Now then break the slender chain.”
 

   Thalaba strove, but the thread
    Was woven by magic hands,
    And in his cheek the flush of shame
    Arose, commixt with fear.
    She beheld and laughed at him,
    And then again she sung,
“My thread is small, my thread is fine,
        “But he must be
        “A stronger than thee
“Who can break this thread of mine.”
 

   And up she raised her bright blue eyes
    And fiercely she smiled on him,
“I thank thee, I thank thee, Hodeirah’s Son!
“I thank thee for doing what can’t be undone,
“For binding thyself in the chain I have spun!”
    Then from his head she wrenched
    A lock of his raven hair,
    And cast it in the fire
    And cried aloud as it burnt,
“Sister! Sister! hear my voice!
“Sister! Sister! come and rejoice,
        “The web is spun,
        “The prize is won,
        “The work is done,
“For I have made captive Hoderiah’s Son.”
 

       Borne in her magic car
        The Sister Sorceress came,
Khawla, the fiercest of the Sorcerer brood.
        She gazed upon the youth,
    She bade him break the slender thread,
        She laughed aloud for scorn,
        She clapt her hands for joy.
 

   The She Bear from the chase came in,
    She bore the prey in her bloody mouth,
She laid it at Maimuna’s feet,
And she looked up with wistful eyes
    As if to ask her share.
    “There! there!” quoth Maimuna
And pointing to the prisoner youth
    She spurned him with her foot,
    And bade her make her meal.
But soon their mockery failed them
And anger and shame arose,
For the She Bear fawned on Thalaba
And quietly licked his hand.
 

The grey haired Sorceress stamped the ground
    And called a Spirit up,
“Shall we bear the Enemy
“To the dungeon dens below?”
 

SPIRIT.
 

Woe! woe! to our Empire woe!
If ever he tread the caverns below.
 

MAIMUNA.
 

Shall we leave him fettered here
With hunger and cold to die?
 

SPIRIT.
 

Away from thy lonely dwelling fly!
Here I see a danger nigh
That he should live and thou shouldst die.
 

MAIMUNA.
 

Whither must we bear the foe?
 

SPIRIT.
 

To Mohareb’s island go,
There shalt thou secure the foe,
There prevent thy future woe.
 

   Then in the Car they threw
    The fettered Thalaba,
    And took their seats, and set
    Their feet upon his neck,
    Maimuna held the reins
    And Khawla shook the scourge
    And away! away! away!
    They were no steeds of mortal race
        That drew the magic car
    With the swiftness of feet and of wings.
    The snow-dust rises behind them,
    The ice-rocks splinters fly,
    And hark! in the valley below
    The sound of their chariot wheels
    And they are far over the mountains.
        Away! away! away!
        The Demons of the air
    Shout their joy as the Sisters pass,
The Ghosts of the Wicked that wander by night
    Flit over the magic car.
        Away! away! away!
        Over the hills and the plains
        Over the rivers and rocks,
        Over the sands of the shore;
        The waves of ocean heave
        Under the magic steeds,
    With unwet hoofs they trample the deep
    And now they reach the Island coast,
And away to the city the Monarch’s abode.
        Open fly the city gates,
        Open fly the iron doors
        The doors of the palace court.
        Then stopt the charmed car.
    The Monarch heard the chariot wheels
        And forth he came to greet
        The Mistress whom he served.
        He knew the captive youth,
        And Thalaba beheld
Mohareb in the robes of royalty,
        Whom erst his arm had thrust
        Down the bitumen pit.
 




THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK IX.
 

    “Go up, my Sister Maimuna,
        “Go up, and read the stars!”
 

Lo! on the terrace of the topmost tower
        She stands; her darkening eyes,
        Her fine face raised to heaven,
Her white hair flowing like the silver streams
        That streak the northern night.
 

       They hear her coming tread,
        They lift their asking eyes,
Her face is serious, her unwilling lips
        Slow to the tale of ill.
    “What hast thou read? what hast thou read?”
        Quoth Khawla in alarm.
“Danger... death... judgement!” Maimuna replied.
 

“Is that the language of the lights of Heaven?”
        Exclaimed the sterner Witch.
“Creatures of Allah, they perform his will.
“And with their lying menaces would daunt
    “Our credulous folly.... Maimuna,
“I never liked this uncongenial lore!
“Better befits to make the sacrifice
    “Of Divination; so shall I
        “Be mine own Oracle.
    “Command the victims thou, O King!
        “Male and female they must be,
        “Thou knowest the needful rites.
“Meanwhile I purify the place.”
 

The Sultan went; the Sorceress rose,
And North and South and East and West
    She faced the points of Heaven,
    And ever where she turned
She laid her hand upon the wall,
And up she looked and smote the air,
And down she stooped and smote the floor,
    “To Eblis and his servants
    “I consecrate the place,
    “Let none intrude but they!
“Whatever hath the breath of life,
“Whatever hath the sap of life,
    “Let it be blasted and die!”
 

       Now all is prepared;
        Mohareb returns,
        The Circle is drawn,
        The Victims have bled,
        The Youth and the Maid.
She in the circle holds in either hand
    Clenched by the hair, a head,
The heads of the Youth and the Maid.
    “Go out ye lights!” quoth Khawla,
And in darkness began the spell.
 

With spreading arms she whirls around
    Rapidly, rapidly
    Ever around and around;
And loudly she calls the while
        “Eblis! Eblis!”
    Loudly, incessantly,
Still she calls “Eblis! Eblis!”
Giddily, giddily, still she whirls,
Loudly, incessantly, still she calls;
The motion is ever the same,
    Ever around and around;
The calling is still the same
    Still it is “Eblis! Eblis!”
And her voice is a shapeless yell,
And dizzily rolls her brain,
    And now she is full of the Fiend.
        She stops, she rocks, she reels!
    Look! look! she appears in the darkness!
        Her flamy hairs curl up
All living, like the Meteor’s locks of light!
    Her eyes are like the sickly Moon!
 

       It is her lips that move,
        Her tongue that shapes the sound,
    But whose is the Voice that proceeds?
        “Ye may hope and ye may fear,
        “The danger of his stars is near.
        “Sultan! if he perish, woe!
        “Fate has written one death-blow
        “For Mohareb and the Foe?
        “Triumph! triumph! only she
        “That knit his bonds can set him free.”
 

       She spake the Oracle,
        And senselessly she fell.
    They knelt in care beside her,
        Her Sister and the King.
    They sprinkled her palms with water,
    They wetted her nostrils with blood.
        She wakes as from a dream,
        She asks the uttered Voice,
But when she heard, an anger and a grief
        Darkened her wrinkling brow.
“Then let him live in long captivity!”
She answered: but Mohareb’s quickened eye
    Perused her sullen countenance
        That lied not with the lips.
        A miserable man!
    What boots it, that, in central caves
The Powers of Evil at his Baptism pledged
        The Sacrament of Hell?
        His death secures them now.
        What boots it that they gave
        Abdaldar’s guardian ring,
        When thro’ another’s life
        The blow may reach his own?
 

       He sought the dungeon cell
        Where Thalaba was laid.
’Twas the grey morning twilight, and the voice
        Of Thalaba in prayer,
    With words of hallowed import, smote
        The King’s alarmed sense.
    The grating of the heavy hinge
        Roused not the Arabian youth;
    Nor lifted he his earthward face
        At sound of coming feet.
Nor did Mohareb with unholy voice
Disturb the duty: silent, spirit-awed,
    Envious, heart-humbled, he beheld
    The dungeon-peace of piety
Till Thalaba, the perfect rite performed,
Raised his calm eye; then spake the Island-Chief.
“Arab! my guidance thro’ the dangerous Cave,
        “Thy service overpaid,
“An unintended friend in enmity.
        “The hand that caught thy ring
“Received and bore me to the scene I sought.
    “Now know me grateful. I return
“That amulet, thy only safety here.”
 

Artful he spake, with show of gratitude
        Veiling the selfish deed.
        Locked in the magic chain
    The powerless hand of Thalaba
        Received again the Spell.
Remembering then with what an ominous faith
        First he drew on the gem,
The Youth repeats his words of augury;
“In God’s name and the Prophet’s! be its power
“Good, let it serve the holy! if for evil
    “God and my faith shall hallow it.
        “Blindly the wicked work
        “The righteous will of Heaven!”
 

   So Thalaba received again
        The written ring of gold.
 

   Thoughtful awhile Mohareb stood
        And eyed the captive youth.
Then, building skilfully the sophist speech,
Thus he began. “Brave art thou, Thalaba!
“And wherefore are we foes!... for I would buy
“Thy friendship at a princely price, and make thee
        “To thine own welfare wise.
“Hear me! in Nature are two hostile Gods,
“Makers and Masters of existing things,
“Equal in power:... nay hear me patiently!...
“Equal... for look around thee! the same Earth
“Bears fruit and poison; where the Camel finds
“His fragrant food, the horned Viper there
“Sucks in the juice of death; the Elements
“Now serve the use of man, and now assert
“Dominion o’er his weakness; dost thou hear
“The sound of merriment and nuptial song?
“From the next house proceeds the mourner’s cry
“Lamenting o’er the dead. Sayest thou that Sin
“Entered the world of Allah? that the Fiend
“Permitted for a season, prowls for prey?
“When to thy tent the venomous serpent creeps
“Dost thou not crush the reptile? even so,
“Besure, had Allah crushed his Enemy,
“But that the power was wanting. From the first,
“Eternal as themselves their warfare is,
“To the end it must endure. Evil and Good....
“What are they Thalaba but words? in the strife
“Of Angels, as of men, the weak are guilty;
“Power must decide. The Spirits of the Dead
“Quitting their mortal mansion, enter not,
“As falsely ye are preached, their final seat
“Of bliss, or bale; nor in the sepulchre
“Sleep they the long long sleep: each joins the host
“Of his great Leader, aiding in the war
        “Whose fate involves his own.
        “Woe to the vanquished then!
“Woe to the sons of man who followed him!
“They with their Leader, thro’ eternity,
        “Must howl in central fires.
“Thou Thalaba hast chosen ill thy part,
“If choice it may be called, where will was not,
“Nor searching doubt, nor judgement wise to weigh.
“Hard is the service of the Power beneath
“Whose banners thou wert born; his discipline
“Severe, yea cruel; and his wages, rich
“Only in promise; who has seen the pay?
“For us... the pleasures of the world are ours,
“Riches and rule, the kingdoms of the Earth.
“We met in Babylon adventurers both,
“Each zealous for the hostile Power he served:
“We meet again; thou feelest what thou art,
“Thou seest what I am, the Sultan here,
        “The Lord of Life and Death.
“Abandon him who has abandoned thee,
“And be as I am, great among mankind!”
 

The Captive did not, hasty to confute
        Break of that subtle speech,
But when the expectant silence of the King
Looked for his answer, then spake Thalaba.
“And this then is thy faith! this monstrous creed!
“This lie against the Sun and Moon and Stars
“And Earth and Heaven! blind man who canst not see
“How all things work the best! who wilt not know
“That in the Manhood of the World, whate’er
“Of folly marked its Infancy, of vice
“Sullied its Youth, ripe Wisdom shall cast off,
“Stablished in good, and knowing evil safe.
“Sultan Mohareb, yes, ye have me here
“In chains; but not forsaken, tho’ opprest:
“Cast down, but not destroyed. Shall danger daunt,
“Shall death dismay his soul, whose life is given
“For God and for his brethren of mankind?
“Alike rewarded, in that noble cause,
“The Conquerors and the Martyrs palm above
“Beam with one glory. Hope ye that my blood
“Can quench the dreaded flame? and know ye not
“That leagued against you are the Just and Wise,
“And all Good Actions of all ages past,
“Yea your own Crimes, and Truth, and God in Heaven!”
 

   “Slave!” quoth Mohareb, and his lips
        Quivered with eager wrath.
    “I have thee! thou shalt feel my power,
    “And in thy dungeon loathsomeness
        “Rot piece-meal, limb from limb!”
        And out the Tyrant rushes,
    And all impatient of the thoughts
        That cankered in his heart,
Seeks in the giddiness of boisterous sport
Short respite from the avenging power within.
 

       What Woman is she
        So wrinkled and old,
        That goes to the wood?
        She leans on her staff
        With a tottering step,
    She tells her bead-strings slow
    Thro’ fingers dulled by age.
    The wanton boys bemock her.
    The babe in arms that meets her
    Turns round with quick affright
    And clings to his nurse’s neck.
 

   Hark! hark! the hunter’s cry
    Mohareb gone to the chase!
        The dogs with eager yell
        Are struggling to be free;
        The hawks in frequent stoop
        Token their haste for flight;
    And couchant on the saddle-bow,
    With tranquil eyes and talons sheathed
    The ounce expects his liberty.
 

       Propt on the staff that shakes
        Beneath her trembling weight,
        The Old Woman sees them pass.
            Halloa! halloa!
            The game is up!
            The dogs are loosed
    The deer bounds over the plain,
        The lagging dogs behind
            Follow from afar!
    But lo! the Falcon o’er his head.
        Hovers with hostile wings,
    And buffets him with blinding strokes!
    Dizzy with the deafening strokes
    In blind and interrupted course,
        Poor beast be struggles on;
        And now the dogs are nigh!
        How his heart pants! you see
        The panting of his heart;
        And tears like human tears
Roll down, along the big veins, fever-swoln;
And now the death-sweat darkens his dun hide!
His fear, his groans, his agony, his death,
Are the sport and the joy and the triumph!
 

       Halloa! another prey,
        The nimble Antelope!
        The Ounce is freed; one spring
And his talons are sheathed in her shoulders,
    And his teeth are red in her gore.
    There came a sound from the wood,
Like the howl of the winter wind at night
        Around a lonely dwelling,
    The Ounce whose gums were warm in his prey
        He hears the summoning sound.
        In vain his master’s voice
        No longer dreaded now,
    Calls and recalls with threatful tone.
        Away to the forest he goes,
        For that Old Woman had laid
Her shrivelled finger on her shrivelled lips,
    And whistled with a long, long breath,
        And that long breath was the sound
Like the howl of the winter wind at night
        Around a lonely dwelling.
 

       Mohareb knew her not,
        As to the chase he went,
        The glance of his proud eye
Passing in scorn o’er age and wretchedness.
    She stands in the depth of the wood,
        And panting to her feet
Fawning and fearful creeps the charmed ounce.
Well mayst thou fear, and vainly dost thou fawn!
    Her form is changed, her visage new,
        Her power, her heart the same!
    It is Khawla that stands in the wood.
 

   She knew the place where the mandrake grew,
        And round the neck of the ounce,
        And round the mandrake’s head
    She tightens the ends of her cord.
        Her ears are closed with wax,
    And her prest finger fastens them,
Deaf as the Adder, when with grounded head
And circled form, her avenues of sound
        Barred safely, one slant eye
        Watches the charmer’s lips
Waste on the wind his baffled witchery.
    The spotted ounce so beautiful
        Springs forceful from the scourge:
    The dying plant all agony,
        Feeling its life-strings crack,
Uttered the unimaginable groan
        That none can hear and live.
 

Then from her victim servant Khawla loosed
The precious poison, next with naked hand
    She plucked the boughs of the manchineel.
    Then of the wormy wax she took,
That from the perforated tree forced out,
Bewrayed its insect-parent’s work within.
 

   In a cavern of the wood she sits
    And moulds the wax to human form,
    And as her fingers kneaded it,
By magic accents, to the mystic shape
Imparted with the life of Thalaba,
        In all its passive powers
        Mysterious sympathy.
    With the Mandrake and the Manchineel
        She builds her pile accurst.
    She lays her finger to the pile,
        And blue and green, the flesh
        Glows with emitted fire,
A fire to kindle that strange fuel meet.
Before the fire she placed the imaged wax,
    “There waste away!” the Enchantress cried,
    “And with thee waste Hodeirah’s Son!”
 

Fool! fool! go thaw the everlasting ice,
Whose polar mountains bound the human reign.
        Blindly the wicked work
        The righteous will of Heaven!
The doomed Destroyer wears Abdaldar’s ring!
Against the danger of his horoscope
        Yourselves have shielded him!
    And on the sympathizing wax
The unadmitted flames play powerlessly,
As the cold moon-beam on a plain of snow.
 

“Curse thee! curse thee!” cried the fiendly woman,
    “Hast thou yet a spell of safety?”
        And in the raging flames
        She cast the imaged wax.
        It lay amid the flames,
        Like Polycarp of old,
When by the glories of the burning stake
        O’er vaulted, his grey hairs
        Curled, life-like, to the fire
    That haloed round his saintly brow.
 

“Wherefore is this!” cried Khawla, and she stamped
        Thrice on the cavern floor,
        “Maimuna! Maimuna!”
        Thrice on the floor she stamped,
    Then to the rocky gateway glanced
Her eager eyes, and Maimuna was there.
“Nay Sister, nay!” quoth she, “Mohareb’s life
        “Is linked with Thalaba’s!
    “Nay Sister, nay! the plighted oath!
        “The common Sacrament!”
 

“Idiot!” said Khawla, “one must die, or all!
“Faith kept with him were treason to the rest.
“Why lies the wax, like marble, in the fire?
        “What powerful amulet
        “Protects Hodeirah’s son?”
 

       Cold, marble-cold, the wax
        Lay on the raging pile,
Cold in that white intensity of fire.
The Bat that with her hooked and leathery wings
    Clung to the cave-roof, loosed her hold,
        Death-sickening with the heat;
The Toad who to the darkest nook had crawled
        Panted fast with fever pain;
    The Viper from her nest came forth
        Leading her quickened brood,
Who sportive with the warm delight, rolled out
Their thin curls, tender as the tendril rings,
Ere the green beauty of their brittle youth
Grows brown, and toughens in the summer sun.
        Cold, marble-cold, the wax
        Lay on the raging pile,
The silver quivering of the element
O’er its pale surface shedding a dim gloss.
 

   Amid the red and fiery smoke,
        Watching the strange portent,
The blue-eyed Sorceress and her Sister stood,
Seeming a ruined Angel by the side
        Of Spirit born in Hell.
At length raised Maimuna her thoughtful eyes,
        “Whence Sister was the wax
    “The work of the worm, or the bee?
        “Nay then I marvel not!
“It were as wise to bring from Ararat
“The fore-world’s wood to build the magic pile,
“And feed it from the balm bower, thro’ whose veins
“The Martyr’s blood sends such a virtue out,
“That the fond Mother from beneath its shade
“Wreathes the Cerastes round her playful child.
“This the eternal, universal strife!
“There is a grave-wax,... I have seen the Gouls
“Fight for the dainty at their banquetting.”...
 

“Excellent witch!” quoth Khawla; and she went
To the cave arch of entrance, and scowled up,
        Mocking the blessed Sun,
“Shine thou in Heaven, but I will shadow Earth!
        “Thou wilt not shorten day,
“But I will hasten darkness!” Then the Witch
        Began a magic song,
    One long low tone thro’ teeth half-closed,
    Thro’ lips slow-moving muttered slow,
        One long-continued breath,
Till to her eyes a darker yellowness
Was driven, and fuller swoln the prominent veins
        On her loose throat grew black.
    Then looking upward thrice she breathed
        Into the face of Heaven,
    The baneful breath infected Heaven;
        A mildewing mist it spread
Darker and darker; so the evening sun
Poured his unentering glory on the mist,
        And it was night below.
 

“Bring now the wax,” quoth Khawla, “for thou knowest
“The mine that yields it!” forth went Maimuna,
In mist and darkness went the Sorceress forth.
    And she has reached the place of Tombs,
    And in their sepulchres the dead
Feel feet unholy trampling over them.
 

       Thou startest Maimuna,
Because the breeze is in thy lilted locks!
        Is Khawla’s spell so weak?
    Sudden came the breeze and strong;
The mist that in the labouring lungs was felt
So heavy late, flies now before the gale,
        Thin as an Infant’s breath
Seen in the sunshine of an autumn frost.
Sudden it came and soon its work was done,
        And suddenly it ceased;
Cloudless and calm it left the firmament,
    And beautiful in the blue sky
        Arose the summer Moon.
 

She heard the quickened action of her blood,
    She felt the fever in her cheeks.
    Daunted, yet desperate, in a tomb
    Entering, with impious hand she traced
        Circles, and squares, and trines,
        And magic characters,
    Till riven by her charms the grave
        Yawned and disclosed its dead,
Maimuna’s eyes were opened, and she saw
        The secrets of the grave.
 

   There sate a Spirit in the vault,
In shape, in hue, in lineaments like life,
    And by him couched, as if intranced,
The hundred-headed Worm that never dies.
 

“Nay Sorceress! not to-night!” the Spirit cried,
“The flesh in which I sinned may rest to-night
“From suffering; all things, even I to-night,
        “Even the Damned repose!”
 

       The flesh of Maimuna
Crept on her bones with terror, and her knees
    Trembled with their trembling weight.
“Only this sabbath! and at dawn the Worm
“Will wake, and this poor flesh must grow to meet
“The gnawing of his hundred poison-mouths!
“God! God! Is there no mercy after death?”
 

       Soul-struck she rushed away,
        She fled the place of Tombs,
    She cast herself upon the earth,
All agony and tumult and despair.
And in that wild and desperate agony
Sure Maimuna had died the utter death,
If aught of evil had been possible
        On this mysterious night;
    For this was that most holy night
When all created things know and adore
The Power that made them; insects, beasts, and birds,
The water-dwellers, herbs and trees and stones,
Yea Earth and Ocean and the infinite Heaven
With all its worlds. Man only does not know
The universal sabbath, does not join
With Nature in her homage. Yet the prayer
Flows from the righteous with intenser love,
A holier calm succeeds, and sweeter dreams
Visit the slumbers of the penitent.
 

Therefore on Maimuna the elements,
Shed healing; every breath she breathed was balm.
Was not a flower but sent in incense up
Its richest odours, and the song of birds
Now, like the music of the Seraphim,
        Entered her soul, and now
Made silence aweful by their sudden pause.
    It seemed as if the quiet moon
    Poured quietness, its lovely light
Was like the smile of reconciling Heaven.
 

       Is it the dew of night
        That down her glowing cheek
Shines in the moon-beam? oh! she weeps... she weeps
And the Good Angel that abandoned her
At her hell-baptism, by her tears drawn down
    Resumes his charge, then Maimuna
Recalled to mind the double oracle;
        Quick as the lightening flash
Its import glanced upon her, and the hope
    Of pardon and salvation rose,
        As now she understood
    The lying prophecy of truth.
    She pauses not, she ponders not,
The driven air before her fanned the face
Of Thalaba, and he awoke and saw
    The Sorceress of the silver locks.
 

       One more permitted spell!
        She takes the magic chain.
With the wide eye of wonder, Thalaba
Watches her snowy fingers round and round
        Wind the loosening chain.
    Again he hears the low sweet voice,
    The low sweet voice so musical,
        That sure it was not strange,
If in those unintelligible tones
    Was more than human potency,
That with such deep and undefined delight,
        Filled the surrendered soul.
    The work is done, the song is ceased;
He wakes as from a dream of Paradise
And feels his fetters gone, and with the burst
Of wondering adoration praises God.
 

   Her charm has loosed the chain it bound,
    But massy walls and iron gates
        Confine Hodeirah’s son.
Heard ye not, Genii of the Air, her spell,
        That o’er her face there flits
        The sudden flush of fear?
Again her louder lips repeat the charm,
    Her eye is anxious, her cheek pale,
        Her pulse plays fast and feeble.
    Nay Maimuna! thy power has ceased,
        And the wind scatters now
        The voice that ruled it late.
 

   “Pray for me, Thalaba,” she cried,
    “For death and judgement are at hand!”
        All night in agony,
She feared the instant blow of Hell’s revenge.
At dawn the sound of gathering multitudes
Led to the prison bars her dreading eye.
        What spectacle invites
        The growing multitude,
    That torrent-like they roll along?
Boys and grey-headed age; the Mother comes
    Leading her child, who at arm’s length
        Outstripping her, looks back
        And bids her hasten more.
 

Why does the City pour her thousands forth?
        What glorious pageantry
Makes her streets desolate, and silences
Her empty dwellings? comes the bridal pomp,
And have the purveyors of imperial lust
    Torn from their parents arms again
    The virgin beauties of the land?
Will elephants in gilded cages bear
The imprisoned victims? or may yet their eyes
With a last look of liberty, behold
Banners and guards and silk-arched palanquins.
The long procession, and the gorgeous pomp
        Of their own sacrifice?
On the house tops and in the windows ranged
        Face above face, they wait
        The coming spectacle;
The trees are clustered, and below the dust
        Thro’ the thronged populace
        Can find no way to rise.
 

He comes! the Sultan! hark the swelling horn,
        The trumpet’s spreading blair,
The timbrel tinkling as its silver bells
Twinkle aloft, and the shrill cymbal’s sound,
Whose broad brass flashes in the morning sun
Accordant light and music! closing all
        The heavy Gong is heard,
That falls like thunder on the dizzy ear.
 

   On either hand the thick-wedged crowd
        Fall from the royal path.
Recumbent in the palanquin he casts
On the wide tumult of the waving throng
        A proud and idle eye.
Now in his tent alighted, he receives
Homage and worship. The slave multitude
    With shouts of blasphemy adore
Him, father of his people! him their Lord!
Great King, all-wise, all-mighty, and all-good!
Whose smile was happiness, whose frown was death,
        Their present Deity!
 

       With silken cords his slaves
Wave the silk fan, that waving o’er his head
        Freshens the languid air.
    Others the while shower o’er his robes
        The rose’s treasured sweets,
Rich odours burn before him, ambergrese,
        Sandal and aloe wood,
And thus inhaling the voluptuous air
    He sits to watch the agony,
        To hear the groan of death.
 

       At once all sounds are hushed,
All eyes take one direction, for he comes,
The object he of this day’s festival,
Of all this expectation and this joy,
The Christian captive. Hark! so silently
They stand, the clanking of his chain is heard.
And he has reached the place of suffering now.
And as the death’s-men round his ancles bind
The cords and to the gibbet swing him up,
The Priests begin their song, the song of praise,
The hymn of glory to their Devil-God.
 

Then Maimuna grew pale, as thro the bars
She saw the Martyr pendant by the feet,
His gold locks hanging downwards, and she cried,
        “This is my Sister’s deed!
        “O Thalaba, for us,
“Not for his faith the red-haired Christian dies.
“She wants the foam that in his agony,
        “Last from his lips shall fall,
“The deadliest poison that the Devils know.
    “Son of Hodeirah, thou and I
        “Shall prove its deadly force!”
 

And lo! the Executioners begin
And beat his belly with alternate blows.
    And these are human that look on;...
    The very women that would shrink
    And shudder if they saw a worm
        Crushed by the careless tread,
        They clap their hands for joy
        And lift their children up
        To see the Christian die.
 

Convulsing Nature with her tortures drunk
        Ceases to suffer now.
    His eye-lids tremble, his lips quake,
But like the quivering of a severed limb
        Move no responsive pang.
Now catch the exquisite poison! for it froths
His dying lips,... and Khawla holds the bowl.
 

Enough the Island crimes had cried to Heaven,
    The measure of their guilt was full,
        The hour of wrath was come.
        The poison burst the bowl,
        It fell upon the earth.
The Sorceress shrieked and caught Mohareb’s robe
    And called the whirlwind and away!
For lo! from that accursed venom springs,
        The Upas Tree of Death.
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Alone, beside a rivulet it stands
        The Upas Tree of Death.
Thro’ barren banks the barren waters flow,
The fish that meets them in the unmingling sea
        Floats poisoned on the waves.
Tree grows not near, nor bush, nor flower, nor herb,
The Earth has lost its parent powers of life
And the fresh dew of Heaven that there descends,
        Steams in rank poison up.
 

Before the appointed Youth and Maimuna
Saw the first struggle of the dying throng,
        Crash sunk their prison wall!
        The whirlwind wrapt them round;
    Borne in the Chariot of the Winds
Ere there was time to fear, their way was past,
        And lo! again they stand
In the cave-dwelling of the blue-eyed Witch.
 

Then came the weakness of her natural age
        At once on Maimuna;
        The burthen of her years
        Fell on her, and she knew
That her repentance in the sight of God
Had now found favour, and her hour was come.
Her death was like the righteous; “Turn my face
    “To Mecca!” in her languid eyes.
        The joy of certain hope
    Lit a last lustre, and in death
        The smile was on her cheek.
 

   No faithful crowded round her bier,
    No tongue reported her good deeds,
    For her no mourners wailed and wept,
    No Iman o’er her perfumed corpse,
    For her soul’s health intoned the prayer;
    No column raised by the way side
    Implored the passing traveller
    To say a requiem for the dead.
    Thalaba laid her in the snow,
    And took his weapons from the hearth,
    And then once more the youth began
    His weary way of solitude.
 

   The breath of the East is in his face
    And it drives the sleet and the snow.
    The air is keen, the wind is keen,
    His limbs are aching with the cold,
    His eyes are aching with the snow,
        His very heart is cold,
His spirit chilled within him. He looks on
        If ought of life be near,
But all is sky and the white wilderness,
And here and there a solitary pine,
Its branches broken by the weight of snow.
    His pains abate, his senses dull
    With suffering, cease to suffer.
        Languidly, languidly,
        Thalaba drags along,
    A heavy weight is on his lids,
    His limbs move slow with heaviness,
        And he full fain would sleep.
    Not yet, not yet, O Thalaba!
        Thy hour of rest is come;
    Not yet may the Destroyer sleep
        The comfortable sleep,
    His journey is not over yet,
        His course not yet fulfilled;...
    Run thou thy race, O Thalaba!
        The prize is at the goal.
 

       It was a Cedar-tree
That woke him from the deadly drowsiness;
Its broad, round-spreading branches when they felt
The snow, rose upward in a point to heaven,
    And standing in their strength erect,
        Defied the baffled storm.
    He knew the lesson Nature gave,
    And he shook off his heaviness,
        And hope revived within him.
 

       Now sunk the evening sun,
        A broad, red, beamless orb,
        Adown the glowing sky;
Thro’ the red light the snow-flakes fell, like fire.
    Louder grows the biting wind,
    And it drifts the dust of the snow.
    The snow is clotted in his hair,
        The breath of Thalaba
        Is iced upon his lips.
    He looks around, the darkness,
    The dizzy floating of the snow,
        Close in his narrow view.
 

At length thro’ the thick atmosphere a light
        Not distant far appears.
He doubting other wiles of enmity,
    With mingled joy and quicker step,
        Bends his way thitherward.
 

It was a little, lowly dwelling place,
Amid a garden, whose delightful air
Felt mild and fragrant, as the evening wind
Passing in summer o’er the coffee-groves
Of Yemen and its blessed bowers of balm.
A Fount of Fire that in the centre played,
Rolled all around its wonderous rivulets
And fed the garden with the heat of life.
Every where magic! the Arabian’s heart
    Yearned after human intercourse.
        A light!... the door unclosed!...
        All silent... he goes in.
 

There lay a Damsel sleeping on a couch,
His step awoke her, and she gazed at him
        With pleased and wondering look,
    Fearlessly, like a yearling child
        Too ignorant to fear.
        With words of courtesy
        The young intruder spake.
    At the sound of his voice a joy
        Kindled her bright black eyes;
        She rose and took his hand,
But at the touch the smile forsook her cheek,
        “Oh! it is cold!” she cried,
“I thought I should have felt it warm like mine,
        “But thou art like the rest!”
 

       Thalaba stood mute awhile
        And wondering at her words:
“Cold? Lady!” then he said; “I have travelled long
        “In this cold wilderness,
        “Till life is almost spent!”
 

LAILA.
 

Art thou a Man then?
 

THALABA.
 

                   I did not think
Sorrow and toil could so have altered me,
That I seem otherwise.
 

LAILA.
 

                     And thou canst be warm
Sometimes? life-warm as I am?
 

THALABA.
 

                           Surely Lady
As others are, I am, to heat and cold
Subject like all, you see a Traveller,
Bound upon hard adventure, who requests
Only to rest him here to-night, to-morrow
He will pursue his way.
 

LAILA.
 

                       Oh... not to-morrow!
Not like a dream of joy, depart so soon!
And whither wouldst thou go? for all around
Is everlasting winter, ice and snow,
Deserts unpassable of endless frost.
 

THALABA.
 

He who has led me here will still sustain me
Thro’ cold and hunger.
 

       “Hunger?” Laila cried;
        She clapt her lilly hands,
And whether from above or from below
        It came, sight could not see,
So suddenly the floor was spread with food.
 

LAILA.
 

Why dost thou watch with hesitating eyes
The banquet? ’tis for thee! I bade it come.
 

THALABA.
 

Whence came it?
 

LAILA.
 

             Matters it from whence it came
My father sent it: when I call, he hears.
Nay... thou hast fabled with me! and art like
The forms that wait upon my solitude,
Human to eye alone;... thy hunger would not
Question so idly else.
 

THALABA.
 

                     I will not eat!
It came by magic! fool to think that aught
But fraud and danger could await me here!
Let loose my cloak!...
 

LAILA.
 

                     Begone then, insolent!
Why dost thou stand and gaze upon my face?
Aye! watch the features well that threaten thee
With fraud and danger! in the wilderness
They shall avenge me,... in the hour of want
    Rise on thy view, and make thee feel
        How innocent I am:
And this remembered cowardice and insult
With a more painful shame will burn thy cheek
Than now beats mine in anger!
 

THALABA.
 

                           Mark me Lady!
Many and restless are my enemies;
My daily paths have been beset with snares
Till I have learnt suspicion, bitter sufferings
Teaching the needful vice, if I have wronged you,
And yours should be the face of innocence,
I pray you pardon me! in the name of God,
And of his Prophet, I partake your food.
 

LAILA.
 

Lo now! thou wert afraid of sorcery,
And yet hast said a charm!
 

THALABA.
 

                         A charm?
 

LAILA.
 

                                 And wherefore?
Is it not not delicate food? what mean thy words?
I have heard many spells and many names
That rule the Genii and the Elements,
But never these.
 

THALABA.
 

               How! never heard the names
Of God and of the Prophet?
 

LAILA.
 

                         Never... nay now
Again that troubled eye? thou art a strange man
And wonderous fearful... but I must not twice
Be charged with fraud! if thou suspectest still,
Depart and leave me!
 

THALABA.
 

                   And you do not know
The God that made you?
 

LAILA.
 

                     Made me, man! my Father
Made me. He made this dwelling, and the grove,
And yonder fountain-fire, and every morn
He visits me, and takes the snow, and moulds
Women and men, like thee; and breathes into them
Motion, and life, and sense,... but to the touch
They are chilling cold, and ever when night closes
They melt away again, and leave me here
Alone and sad. Oh then how I rejoice
When it is day and my dear Father comes,
And chears me with kind words and kinder looks!
My dear, dear, Father! were it not for him,
I am so weary of this loneliness,
That I should wish I also were of snow
That I might melt away, and cease to be.
 

THALABA.
 

And have you always had your dwelling here
Amid this solitude of snow?
 

LAILA.
 

                         I think so.
I can remember with unsteady feet
Tottering from room to room, and finding pleasure
In flowers and toys and sweetmeats, things that long
Have lost their power to please; that when I see them
Raise only now a melancholy wish
I were the little trifler once again
That could be pleased so lightly!
 

THALABA.
 

                               Then you know not
Your Father’s art?
 

LAILA.
 

                 No. I besought him once
To give me power like his, that where he went
I might go with him: but he shook his head,
And said it was a power too dearly bought,
And kist me with the tenderness of tears.
 

THALABA.
 

And wherefore has he hidden you thus far
From all the ways of humankind?
 

LAILA.
 

                             ’Twas fear,
Fatherly fear and love. He read the stars
And saw a danger in my destiny,
And therefore placed me here amid the snows,
And laid a spell that never human eye,
If foot of man by chance should reach the depth
Of this wide waste, shall see one trace of grove,
Garden, or dwelling-place, or yonder fire,
That thaws and mitigates the frozen sky.
And more than this, even if the enemy
Should come, I have a guardian here.
 

THALABA.
 

                                   A guardian?
 

LAILA.
 

’Twas well that when my sight unclosed upon thee
There was no dark suspicion in thy face.
Else I had called his succour! wilt thou see him?
But if a Woman can have terrified thee,
How wilt thou bare his unrelaxing brow
And lifted lightnings?
 

THALABA.
 

                     Lead me to him, Lady!
 

       She took him by the hand
        And thro’ the porch they past.
    Over the garden and the grove
        The fountain streams of fire
        Poured a broad light like noon.
        A broad unnatural light
That made the Rose’s blush of beauty pale,
And dimmed the rich Geranium’s scarlet blaze.
    The various verdure of the grove
Now wore one undistinguishable grey,
        Checqured with blacker shade.
        Suddenly Laila stopt,
“I do not think thou art the enemy,”
        She said, “but He will know!
    “If thou hast meditated wrong
        “Stranger, depart in time....
    “I would not lead thee to thy death!”
 

       The glance of Laila’s eye
Turned anxiously toward the Arabian youth.
“So let him pierce my heart,” cried Thalaba,
“If it hide thought to harm you!”
 

LAILA.
 

                               ’Tis a figure,
Almost I fear to look at!... yet come on.
‘Twill ease me of a heaviness that seems
To sink my heart; and thou mayest dwell here then.
In safety;... for thou shalt not go to-morrow,
Nor on the after, nor the after day,
Nor ever! it was only solitude
        That made my misery here,...
And now that I can see a human face,
        And hear a human voice....
        Oh no! thou wilt not leave me!
 

THALABA.
 

       Alas I must not rest!
The star that ruled at my nativity
Shone with a strange and blasting influence.
O gentle Lady! I should draw upon you
A killing curse.
 

LAILA.
 

               But I will ask my Father
To save you from all danger, and you know not
The wonders he can work, and when I ask
It is not in his power to say me nay.
Perhaps thou knowest the happiness it is
To have a tender father?
 

THALABA.
 

                       He was one
Whom like a loathsome leper I have tainted
With my contagious destiny. At evening
He kist me as he wont, and laid his hands
Upon my head, and blest me ere I slept.
His dying groan awoke me, for the Murderer
Had stolen upon our sleep! for me was meant
The midnight blow of death; my father died,
The brother play-mates of my infancy,
The baby at the breast, they perished all,
All in that dreadful hour: but I was saved
        To remember and revenge.
 

       She answered not, for now
Emerging from the o’er-arched avenue
    The finger of her upraised hand
Marked where the Guardian of the garden stood.
It was a brazen Image, every limb
And swelling vein and muscle, true to life:
        The left knee bending on,
The other straight, firm planted, and his hand
        Lifted on high to hurl
        The Lightning that it grasped.
 

       When Thalaba approached,
The charmed Image knew Hodeirah’s son,
And hurled the lightning at the dreaded foe.
        The Ring! the saviour Ring!
Full in his face the lightning-bolt was driven,
        The scattered fire recoiled.
Like the flowing of a summer gale he felt
        Its ineffectual force,
    His countenance was not changed,
    Nor a hair of his head was singed.
 

       He started and his glance
    Turned angrily upon the Maid,
The sight disarmed suspicion... breathless, pale,
        Against a tree she stood.
    Her wan lips quivering, and her eye
Upraised, in silent supplicating fear.
 

   She started with a scream of joy
        Seeing her Father there,
And ran and threw her arms around his neck,
“Save me!” she cried, “the Enemy is come!
        “Save me! save me! Okba!”
 

       “Okba!” repeats the youth,
        For never since that hour
When in the Tent the Spirit told his name,
        Had Thalaba let slip
The memory of his Father’s murderer;
        “Okba!”... and in his hand
        He graspt an arrow-shaft.
    And he rushed on to strike him.
 

“Son of Hodeirah!” the Old Man replied,
        “My hour is not yet come.”
        And putting forth his hand
    Gently he repelled the Youth.
        “My hour is not yet come!
“But thou mayest shed this innocent Maiden’s blood,
    “That vengeance God allows thee.”
 

       Around her Father’s neck
        Still Laila’s hands were clasped.
    Her face was turned to Thalaba,
A broad light floated o’er its marble paleness,
    As the wind waved the fountain fire.
Her large, dilated eye in horror raised
        Watched his every movement.
        “Not upon her,” said he,
“Not upon her Hodeirah’s blood cries out
“For vengeance!” and again his lifted arm
        Threatened the Sorcerer,
        Again withheld it felt
The barrier that no human strength could burst.
 

“Thou dost not aim the blow more eagerly,”
Okba replied, “than I would rush to meet it!
        “But that were poor revenge.
        “O Thalaba, thy God
        “Wreaks on the innocent head
“His vengeance;... I must suffer in my child!
“Why dost thou pause to strike thy victim? Allah
        “Permits, commands the deed.”
 

       “Liar!” quoth Thalaba.
        And Laila’s wondering eye
Looked up, all anguish to her Father’s face,
“By Allah and the Prophet,” he replied,
        “I speak the words of truth.
        “Misery, misery,
“That I must beg mine enemy to speed
“The inevitable vengeance now so near!
    “I read it in her horoscope,
“Her birth-star warned me of Hodeirah’s race.
“I laid a spell, and called a Spirit up.
        “He answered one must die
        “Laila or Thalaba....
    “Accursed Spirit! even in truth
        “Giving a lying hope!
    “Last, I ascended the seventh Heaven
“And on the everlasting Table there
        “In characters of light,
        “I read her written doom.
“The years that it has gnawn me! and the load
“Of sin that it has laid upon my soul!
“Curse on this hand that in the only hour
        “The favouring stars allowed
    “Reeked with other blood than thine.
“Still dost thou stand and gaze incredulous?
“Young man, be merciful, and keep her not
        “Longer in agony!”
 

   Thalaba’s unbelieving frown
        Scowled on the Sorcerer,
When in the air the rush of wings was heard
        And Azrael stood among them.
    In equal terror at the sight
    The Enchanter, the Destroyer stood,
        And Laila, the victim maid.
 

“Son of Hodeirah!” said the Angel of Death,
        “The accursed fables not.
    “When from the Eternal Hand I took
        “The yearly scroll of fate,
        “Her name was written there.
    “This is the hour, and from thy hands
“Commissioned to receive the Maid I come.”
 

“Hear me O Angel!” Thalaba replied,
        “To avenge my Father’s death,
        “To work the will of Heaven,
“To root from earth the accursed sorcerer race,
    “I have dared danger undismayed,
    “I have lost all my soul held dear,
“I am cut off from all the ties of life,
“Unmurmuring; for whate’er awaits me still,
“Pursuing to the end the enterprize,
“Peril or pain, I bear a ready heart.
    “But strike this Maid! this innocent!
        “Angel, I dare not do it.”
 

“Remember,” answered Azrael, “all thou sayest
“Is written down for judgement! every word
“In the balance of thy trial must be weighed!”
 

       “So be it!” said the Youth.
“He who can read the secrets of the heart
    “Will judge with righteousness!
        “This is no doubtful path,
“The voice of God within me cannot lie....
    “I will not harm the innocent.”
 

       He said, and from above,
    As tho’ it were the Voice of Night,
        The startling answer came.
    “Son of Hodeirah, think again!
        “One must depart from hence,
        “Laila, or Thalaba;
    “She dies for thee, or thou for her,
        “It must be life for life!
    “Son of Hodeirah, weigh it well,
        “While yet the choice is thine!”
 

       He hesitated not,
But looking upward spread his hands to Heaven,
“Oneiza, in thy bower of Paradise
        “Receive me, still unstained!”
 

“What!” exclaimed Okba, “darest thou disobey,
        “Abandoning all claim
        “To Allah’s longer aid?”
 

The eager exultation of his speech
Earthward recalled the thoughts of Thalaba.
“And dost thou triumph, Murderer? dost thou deem
“Because I perish, that the unsleeping lids
“Of Justice shall be closed upon thy crime?
“Poor, miserable man! that thou canst live
“With such beast-blindness in the present joy
    “When o’er thy head the sword of God
        “Hangs for the certain stroke!”
 

“Servant of Allah, thou hast disobeyed,
        “God hath abandoned thee,
        “This hour is mine!” cried Okba,
        And shook his Daughter off,
    And drew the dagger from his vest.
        And aimed the deadly blow.
 

All was accomplished. Laila rushed between
        To save the saviour Youth.
She met the blow and sunk into his arms,
And Azrael from the hands of Thalaba
        Received her parting soul.
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   O fool to think thy human hand
Could check the chariot-wheels of Destiny
To dream of weakness in the all-knowing Mind
        That his decrees should change!
    To hope that the united Powers
        Of Earth, and Air, and Hell,
Might blot one letter from the Book of Fate,
Might break one link of the eternal chain!
Thou miserable, wicked, poor old man,
Fall now upon the body of thy child,
Beat now thy breast, and pluck the bleeding hairs
        From thy grey beard, and lay
Thine ineffectual hand to close her wound.
        And call on Hell to aid,
        And call on Heaven to send
        Its merciful thunderbolt!
 

   The young Arabian silently
        Beheld his frantic grief.
    The presence of the hated youth
        To raging anguish stung
        The wretched Sorcerer.
“Aye! look and triumph!” he exclaimed,
    “This is the justice of thy God!
    “A righteous God is he, to let
“His vengeance fall upon the innocent head!
        “Curse thee, curse thee, Thalaba!”
 

       All feelings of revenge
        Had left Hodeirah’s son.
    Pitying and silently he heard
The victim of his own iniquities,
        Not with the busy hand
Of Consolation, fretting the sore wound
        He could not hope to heal.
 

So as the Servant of the Prophet stood,
    With sudden motion the night air
    Gently fanned his cheek.
        ’Twas a Green Bird whose wings
        Had waved the quiet air.
        On the hand of Thalaba
        The Green Bird perched, and turned
    A mild eye up, as if to win
        The Adventurer’s confidence.
    Then springing on flew forward,
        And now again returns
        To court him to the way;
        And now his hand perceives
Her rosy feet press firmer, as she leaps
        Upon the wing again.
 

       Obedient to the call,
By the pale moonlight Thalaba pursued
        O’er trackless snows his way;
Unknowing he what blessed messenger
        Had come to guide his steps,
That Laila’s Spirit went before his path.
Brought up in darkness and the child of sin,
Yet as the meed of spotless innocence,
Just Heaven permitted her by one good deed
To work her own redemption, after death;
        So till the judgement day
        She might abide in bliss,
Green warbler of the Bowers of Paradise.
 

       The morning sun came forth,
        Wakening no eye to life
        In this wide solitude;
His radiance with a saffron hue, like heat,
        Suffused the desert snow.
    The Green Bird guided Thalaba,
Now oaring with slow wing her upward way,
    Descending now in slant descent
    On out-spread pinions motionless,
Floating now with rise and fall alternate,
    As if the billows of the air
    Heaved her with their sink and swell.
 

       And when, beneath the noon,
    The icey glitter of the snow
        Dazzled his aching sight,
Then on his arm alighted the Green Bird
        And spread before his eyes
    Her plumage of refreshing hue.
    Evening came on; the glowing clouds
Tinged with a purple ray the mountain ridge
    That lay before the Traveller.
        Ah! whither art thou gone,
Guide and companion of the youth, whose eye
    Has lost thee in the depth of Heaven?
        Why hast thou left alone
The weary wanderer in the wilderness?
    And now the western clouds grow pale
And Night descends upon his solitude.
 

       The Arabian youth knelt down,
    And bowed his forehead to the ground
        And made his evening prayer.
When he arose the stars were bright in heaven,
    The sky was blue, and the cold Moon
        Shone over the cold snow.
        A speck in the air!
    Is it his guide that approaches?
    For it moves with the motion of life!
Lo! she returns and scatters from her pinions
Odours diviner than the gales of morning
        Waft from Sabea.
 

   Hovering before the youth she hung,
Till from her rosy feet that at his touch
        Uncurled their grasp, he took
        The fruitful bough they bore.
    He took and tasted, a new life
    Flowed thro’ his renovated frame;
    His limbs that late were sore and stiff
    Felt all the freshness of repose,
        His dizzy brain was calmed.
    The heavy aching of his lids
        At once was taken off,
For Laila from the Bowers of Paradise
        Had borne the healing fruit.
 

       So up the mountain steep
        With untired foot he past,
        The Green Bird guiding him
        Mid crags, and ice, and rocks,
A difficult way, winding the long ascent.
How then the heart of Thalaba rejoiced
    When bosomed in the mountain depths,
A sheltered Valley opened on his view!
        It was the Simorg’s vale,
    The dwelling of the ancient Bird.
 

       On a green and mossy bank.
        Beside a rivulet
        The Bird of Ages stood.
No sound intruded on his solitude,
    Only the rivulet was heard
        Whose everlasting flow
    From the birth-day of the world had made
    The same unvaried murmuring.
        Here dwelt the all-knowing Bird
        In deep tranquillity,
        His eyelids ever closed
In full enjoyment of profound repose.
 

   Reverently the youth approached
        That old and only Bird,
    And crossed his arms upon his breast,
        And bowed his head and spake.
        “Earliest of existing things,
        “Earliest thou, and wisest thou,
        “Guide me, guide me, on my way!
        “I am bound to seek the caverns
        “Underneath the roots of Ocean
        “Where the Sorcerer brood are nurst.
        “Thou the eldest, thou the wisest,
        “Guide me, guide me, on my way!”
 

   The ancient Simorg on the youth
        Unclosed his thoughtful eyes,
        And answered to his prayer.
    “Northward by the stream proceed,
    “In the fountain of the rock
    “Wash away thy worldly stains,
    “Kneel thou there, and seek the Lord
    “And fortify thy soul with prayer.
    “Thus prepared ascend the Sledge,
    “Be bold, be wary, seek and find!
        “God hath appointed all.”
The ancient Simorg then let fall his lids
        Returning to repose.
 

   Northward along the rivulet
        The adventurer went his way,
Tracing its waters upward to their source.
        Green Bird of Paradise
        Thou hast not left the youth;...
        With slow associate flight
        She companies his way,
And now they reach the fountain of the rock.
 

       There in the cold clear well
Thalaba washed away his earthly stains,
    And bowed his face before the Lord,
    And fortified his soul with prayer.
        The while upon the rock
        Stood the celestial Bird,
And pondering all the perils he must pass,
    With a mild melancholy eye
        Beheld the youth beloved.
 

And lo! beneath yon lonely pine, the sledge....
    And there they stand the harnessed Dogs,
    Their wide eyes watching for the youth,
Their ears erected turned towards his way.
    They were lean as lean might be,
    Their furrowed ribs rose prominent,
    And they were black from head to foot,
    Save a white line on every breast
        Curved like the crescent moon.
    And he is seated in the sledge,
    His arms are folded on his breast,
        The bird is on his knees;
    There is fear in the eyes of the Dogs,
    There is fear in their pitiful moan,
        And now they turn their heads,
        And seeing him there, Away!
 

   The Youth with the start of their speed
    Falls back to the bar of the sledge,
His hair floats straight in the stream of the wind
    Like the weeds in the running brook.
    They wind with speed the upward way,
    An icey path thro’ rocks of ice,
    His eye is at the summit now,
    And thus far all is dangerless,
        And now upon the height
        The black Dogs pause and pant,
    They turn their eyes to Thalaba
        As if to plead for pity,
        They moan and moan with fear.
 

       Once more away! and now
        The long descent is seen,
        A long, long, narrow path.
    Ice-rocks aright and hills of snow,
    Aleft the giddy precipice.
    Be firm, be firm, O Thalaba!
        One motion now, one bend,
        And on the crags below
Thy shattered flesh will harden in the frost.
    Why howl the Dogs so mournfully?
    And wherefore does the blood flow fast
    All purple o’er their sable hair?
    His arms are folded on his breast,
        Nor scourge nor goad has he,
        No hand appears to strike,
        No sounding lash is heard:
    But piteously they moan and moan
        And track their way with blood.
 

       And lo! on yonder height
        A giant Fiend aloft
Waits to thrust down the tottering Avalanche!
    If Thalaba looks back he dies,
    The motion of fear is death.
    On... on... with swift and steady pace
        Adown that dreadful way!
    The youth is firm, the Dogs are fleet,
        The Sledge goes rapidly,
    The thunder of the avalanche
        Re-echoes far behind.
    On... on... with swift and steady pace
        Adown that dreadful way!
    The Dogs are fleet, the way is steep
        The Sledge goes rapidly,
        They reach the plain below.
 

   A wide, wide plain, all desolate,
        Nor tree, nor bush, nor herb!
    On go the Dogs with rapid step,
    The Sledge slides after rapidly,
        And now the Sun went down.
    They stopt and looked at Thalaba,
        The Youth performed his prayer;
    They knelt beside him as he prayed
        They turned their heads to Mecca
        And tears ran down their cheeks.
    Then down they laid them in the snow
        As close as they could lie,
        They laid them down and slept.
        And backward in the sledge
        The Adventurer laid him down,
    There peacefully slept Thalaba,
    And the Green Bird of Paradise
        Lay in his bosom warm.
 

   The Dogs awoke him at the dawn,
        They knelt and wept again;
    Then rapidly they journeyed on,
    And still the plain was desolate,
        Nor tree, nor bush, nor herb!
    And ever at the hour of prayer
        They stopt, and knelt, and wept;
    And still that green and graceful Bird
    Was as a friend to him by day,
    And ever when at night he slept
        Lay in his bosom warm.
    In that most utter solitude
        It cheered his heart to hear
        Her soft and soothing voice;
        Her voice was soft and sweet,
    It swelled not with the blackbird’s thrill,
Nor warbled rich like the dear bird, that holds
        The solitary man
A loiterer in his thoughtful walk at eve;
    But if no overflowing joy
    Spake in its tones of tenderness
        They soothed the softened soul.
    Her bill was not the beak of blood;
There was a human meaning in her eye,
Its mild affection fixed on Thalaba
        Woke wonder while he gazed
And made her dearer for the mystery.
 

   Oh joy! the signs of life appear,
        The first and single Fir
That on the limits of the living world
        Strikes in the ice its roots.
    Another, and another now;
    And now the Larch that flings its arms
    Down arching like the falling wave;
    And now the Aspin’s scattered leaves
    Grey glitter on the moveless twig;
    The Poplar’s varying verdure now,
    And now the Birch so beautiful,
        Light as a Lady’s plumes.
    Oh joy! the signs of life! the Deer
    Hath left his slot beside the way;
    The little Ermine now is seen
        White wanderer of the snow;
    And now from yonder pines they hear
    The clatter of the Grouse’s wings:
    And now the snowy Owl pursues
    The Traveller’s sledge in hope of food;
    And hark! the rosy-breasted bird
        The Throstle of sweet song!
    Joy! joy! the winter-wilds are left!
    Green bushes now and greener grass,
    Red thickets here all berry-bright,
        And here the lovely flowers!
 

When the last morning of their way arrived,
        After the early prayer,
    The Green Bird fixed on Thalaba
    A sad and supplicating eye,
    And with a human voice she spake,
    “Servant of God, I leave thee now.
    “If rightly I have guided thee,
        “Give me the boon I beg!”
 

   “O gentle Bird,” quoth Thalaba,
“Guide and companion of my dangerous way,
“Friend and sole solace of my solitude,
“How can I pay thee benefits like these!
    “Ask what thou wilt that I can give,
    “O gentle Bird, the poor return
        “Will leave me debtor still!”
 

   “Son of Hodeirah!” she replied,
“When thou shalt see an Old Man crushed beneath
“The burthen of his earthly punishment,
        “Forgive him, Thalaba!
“Yea, send a prayer to God on his behalf!”
 

A flush o’erspread the young Destroyer’s cheek,
    He turned his eye towards the Bird
As if in half repentance; for he thought
Of Okba; and his Father’s dying groan
Came on his memory. The celestial Bird
        Saw and renewed her speech.
“O Thalaba, if she who in thine arms
“Received the dagger-blow and died for thee,
“Deserve one kind remembrance... save, O save
“The Father that she loved from endless death!”
 

“Laila! and is it thou?” the youth replied:
“What is there that I durst refuse to thee?
“This is no time to harbour in my heart
“One evil thought... here I put off revenge,
“The last rebellious feeling... be it so!
“God grant to me the pardon that I need
        “As I do pardon him!
    “But who am I that I should save
        “The sinful soul alive?”
 

“Enough!” said Laila. “When the hour shall come
    “Remember me! my task is done.
    “We meet again in Paradise!”
She said and shook her wings, and up she soared
With arrow-swiftness thro’ the heights of Heaven.
 

   His aching eye pursued her path,
    When starting onward went the Dogs,
    More rapidly they hurried on
        In hope of near repose.
    It was the early morning yet
    When by the well-head of a brook
        They stopt, their journey done.
    The spring was clear, the water deep,
    A venturous man were he and rash
        That should have probed its depths,
    For all its loosened bed below
        Heaved strangely up and down,
    And to and fro, from side to side
        It heaved, and waved, and tossed,
        And yet the depths were clear,
    And yet no ripple wrinkled o’er
        The face of that fair Well.
 

   And on that Well so strange and fair
        A little boat there lay,
    Without on oar, without a sail,
    One only seat it had, one seat
    As if for only Thalaba.
    And at the helm a Damsel stood
    A Damsel bright and bold of eye,
    Yet did a maiden modesty
        Adorn her fearless brow.
    She seemed sorrowful, but sure
        More beautiful for sorrow.
    To her the Dogs looked wistful up,
        And then their tongues were loosed,
    “Have we done well, O Mistress dear!
        “And shall our sufferings end?”
 

   The gentle Damsel made reply,
    “Poor Servants of the God I serve,
    “When all this witchery is destroyed
        “Your woes will end with mine.
    “A hope, alas! how long unknown!
        “This new adventurer gives:
    “Now God forbid that he, like you,
        “Should perish for his fears!
    “Poor Servants of the God I serve
        “Wait ye the event in peace.”
A deep and total slumber as she spake
Seized them. Sleep on, poor sufferers! be at rest!
Ye wake no more to anguish. Ye have borne
The Chosen, the Destroyer! soon his hand
        Shall strike the efficient blow,
Soon shaking off your penal forms shall ye
With songs of joy amid the Eden groves
        Hymn the Deliverer’s praise!
 

Then did the Damsel say to Thalaba,
    “The morn is young, the Sun is fair
    “And pleasantly thro’ pleasant banks
        “The quiet brook flows on....
        “Wilt thou embark with me?
    “Thou knowest not the water’s way,
    “Think Stranger well! and night must come,...
        “Wilt thou embark with me?
    “Thro’ fearful perils thou must pass,...
    “Stranger, the oppressed ask thine aid!
        “Thou wilt embark with me!”
 

   She smiled in tears upon the youth,...
    What heart were his who could gainsay
        That melancholy smile?
    “Sail on, sail on,” quoth Thalaba,
        “Sail on, in Allah’s name!”
 

   He sate him on the single seat,
        The little boat moved on.
    Thro’ pleasant banks the quiet brook
        Went winding pleasantly;
    By fragrant fir groves now it past,
        And now thro’ alder-shores,
    Thro’ green and fertile meadows now
        It silently ran by.
    The flag-flower blossomed on its side,
        The willow tresses waved,
    The flowing current furrowed round
    The water-lilly’s floating leaf,
    The fly of green and gauzy wing
        Fell sporting down its course.
    And grateful to the voyager
    The freshness of the running stream,
        The murmur round the prow.
    The little boat falls rapidly
        Adown the rapid brook.
 

   But many a silent spring meantime,
        And many a rivulet
        Had swoln the growing brook,
    And when the southern Sun began
    To wind the downward way of heaven,
    It ran a river deep and wide
        Thro’ banks that widened still.
    Then once again the Damsel spake,
    “The stream is strong, the river broad,
        “Wilt thou go on with me?
    “The day is fair but night must come....
        “Wilt thou go on with me?
    “Far far away the mourner’s eye
    “Is watching; for our little boat....
        “Thou wilt go on with me!”
    “Sail on, sail on,” quoth Thalaba,
        “Sail on, in Allah’s name!”
    The little boat falls rapidly
        Adown the river-stream.
 

   A broader and a broader stream.
        That rocked the little boat!
    The Cormorant stands upon its shoals,
        His black and dripping wings
        Half opened to the wind.
    The Sun goes down, the crescent Moon
    Is brightening in the firmament;
        And what is yonder roar
    That sinking now and swelling now,
        But roaring, roaring still,
        Still louder, louder, grows?
    The little boat falls rapidly
        Adown the rapid tide,
        The Moon is bright above,
And the wide Ocean opens on their way!
 

   Then did the Damsel speak again
        “Wilt thou go on with me?
    “The Moon is bright, the sea is calm
    “And I know well the ocean-paths;...
        “Wilt thou go on with me?
    “Deliverer! yes! thou dost not fear!
        “Thou wilt go on with me!”
    “Sail on, sail on!” quoth Thalaba
        “Sail on, in Allah’s name!”
 

   The Moon is bright, the sea is calm,
    The little boat rides rapidly
        Across the ocean waves;
    The line of moonlight on the deep
    Still follows as they voyage on;
        The winds are motionless;
    The gentle waters gently part
        In murmurs round the prow.
    He looks above, he looks around,
    The boundless heaven, the boundless sea,
    The crescent moon, the little boat,
        Nought else above, below.
 

   The Moon is sunk, a dusky grey
        Spreads o’er the Eastern sky,
        The Stars grow pale and paler;
    Oh beautiful! the godlike Sun
        Is rising o’er the sea!
    Without an oar, without a sail
    The little boat rides rapidly;...
    Is that a cloud that skirts the sea?
        There is no cloud in heaven!
    And nearer now, and darker now....
        It is... it is... the Land!
    For yonder are the rocks that rise
        Dark in the reddening morn,
    For loud around their hollow base
        The surges rage and roar.
 

   The little boat rides rapidly,
    And now with shorter toss it heaves
        Upon the heavier swell;
        And now so near they see
    The shelves and shadows of the cliff,
        And the low-lurking rocks
    O’er whose black summits hidden-half
        The shivering billows burst.
And nearer now they feel the breaker’s spray.
Then spake the Damsel, “yonder is our path
        “Beneath the cavern arch.
“Now is the ebb, and till the ocean-flow
    “We cannot over-ride the rocks.
        “Go thou and on the shore
“Perform thy last ablutions, and with prayer
“Strengthen thy heart.... I too have need to pray.”
 

   She held the helm with steady hand
        Amid the stronger waves,
        Thro’ surge and surf she drove,
        The adventurer leapt to land.
 




THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK XII.
 

Then Thalaba drew off Abdaldar’s ring,
And cast it in the sea, and cried aloud,
“Thou art my shield, my trust, my hope, O God!
        “Behold and guard me now,
        “Thou who alone canst save.
“If from my childhood up, I have looked on
“With exultation to my destiny,
“If, in the hour of anguish, I have felt
“The justice of the hand that chastened me,
“If, of all selfish passions purified,
“I go to work thy will, and from the world
        “Root up the ill-doing race,
“Lord! let not thou the weakness of my arm
        “Make vain the enterprize!”
 

The Sun was rising all magnificent,
Ocean and Heaven rejoicing in his beams.
        And now had Thalaba
Performed his last ablutions, and he stood
    And gazed upon the little boat
        Riding the billows near,
Where, like a sea-bird breasting the broad waves,
    It rose and fell upon the surge;
Till from the glitterance of the sunny main
        He turned his aching eyes,
And then upon the beach he laid him down
        And watched the rising tide.
He did not pray, he was not calm for prayer;
His spirit troubled with tumultuous hope
        Toiled with futurity.
    His brain, with busier workings, felt
The roar and raving of the restless sea,
The boundless waves that rose and rolled and rocked;
        The everlasting sound
Opprest him, and the heaving infinite,
        He closed his lids for rest.
 

Meantime with fuller reach and stronger swell
        Wave after wave advanced;
Each following billow lifted the last foam
That trembled on the sand with rainbow hues;
The living flower, that, rooted to the rock,
    Late from the thinner element
Shrunk down within its purple stem to sleep,
    Now feels the water, and again
        Awakening blossoms out
        All its green anther-necks.
 

   Was there a Spirit in the gale
        That fluttered o’er his cheek?
For it came on him like the gentle sun
That plays and dallies o’er the night-closed flower,
And woos it to unfold anew to joy;
For it came on him as the dews of eve
    Descend with healing and with life
        Upon the summer mead;
Or liker the first sound of seraph song
        And Angel hail, to him
Whose latest sense had shuddered at the groan
Of anguish, kneeling by his death bed-side.
 

   He starts and gazes round to seek
The certain presence. “Thalaba!” exclaimed
        The Voice of the Unseen;...
“Father of my Oneiza!” he replied,
“And have thy years been numbered? art thou too
    “Among the Angels?” “Thalaba!”
A second and a dearer voice repeats,
    “Go in the favour of the Lord
        “My Thalaba go on!
“My husband. I have drest our bower of bliss.
        “Go and perform the work,
“Let me not longer suffer hope in heaven!”
 

He turned an eager glance towards the sea,
    “Come!” quoth the Damsel, and she drove
        Her little boat to land.
    Impatient thro’ the rising wave
        He rushed to meet its way,
His eye was bright, his cheek was flushed with joy.
“Hast thou had comfort in thy prayers?” she cried,
        “Yea,” answered Thalaba,
“A heavenly visitation.” “God be praised!”
She uttered, “then I do not hope in vain!”
    And her voice trembled, and her lips
        Quivered, and tears ran down.
    “Stranger,” quoth she, “in years long past
        “Was one who vowed himself
    “The Champion of the Lord like thee
        “Against the race of Hell.
        “Young was he, as thyself,
        “Gentle, and yet so brave!
        “A lion-hearted man.
“Shame on me, Stranger! in the arms of love
“I held him from his calling, till the hour
“Was past, and then the Angel who should else
    “Have crowned him with his glory-wreath,
“Smote him in anger... years and years are gone....
“And in his place of penance he awaits
“Thee the Deliverer, surely thou art he!
    “It was my righteous punishment
“In the same youth unchanged and changeless love,
“And fresh affliction and keen penitence
“To abide the written hour when I should waft
“The doomed Destroyer and Deliverer here.
“Remember thou that thy success involves
“No single fate, no common misery.”
 

As thus she spake, the entrance of the cave
        Darkened the boat below.
        Around them from their nests,
        The screaming sea-birds fled.
        Wondering at that strange shape
Yet unalarmed at sight of living man,
Unknowing of his sway and power misused;
        The clamours of their young
        Echoed in shriller yells
That rung in wild discordance round the rock.
        And farther as they now advanced
The dim reflection of the darkened day
        Grew fainter, and the dash
Of the out-breakers deadened; farther yet
        And yet more faint the gleam,
And there the waters at their utmost bound
Silently rippled on the rising rock.
They landed and advanced, and deeper in
        Two adamantine doors
        Closed up the cavern pass.
 

   Reclining on the rock beside
        Sate a grey-headed man
        Watching an hour-glass by.
        To him the Damsel spake,
“Is it the hour appointed?” the old man
        Nor answered her awhile,
    Nor lifted he his downward eye,
        For now the glass ran low,
        And like the days of age
        With speed perceivable,
        The latter sands descend:
        And now the last are gone.
Then he looked up, and raised his arm, and smote
        The adamantine gates.
 

       The gates of adamant
        Unfolding at the stroke
Opened and gave the entrance. Then She turned
        To Thalaba and said
        “Go in the name of God!
“I cannot enter,... I must wait the end
        “In hope and agony.
    “God and Mohammed prosper thee,
        “For thy sake and for ours!”
 

       He tarried not,... he past
The threshold, over which was no return.
    All earthly thoughts, all human hopes
        And passions now put off,
        He cast no backward glance
        Towards the gleam of day.
        There was a light within,
A yellow light, as when the autumnal Sun
        Through travelling rain and mist
        Shines on the evening hills.
    Whether from central fires effused,
    Or if the sunbeams day by day,
From earliest generations, there absorbed,
Were gathering for the wrath-flame. Shade was
        In those portentous vaults;
Crag overhanging, nor the column-rock
        Cast its dark outline there.
For with the hot and heavy atmosphere
The light incorporate, permeating all,
Spread over all its equal yellowness.
There was no motion in the lifeless air,
    He felt no stirring as he past
        Adown the long descent,
He heard not his own footsteps on the rock
That thro’ the thick stagnation sent no sound.
        How sweet it were, he thought,
        To feel the flowing wind!
        With what a thirst of joy
He should breathe in the open gales of heaven!
 

Downward and downward still, and still the way,
        The long, long, way is safe.
        Is there no secret wile
        No lurking enemy?
His watchful eye is on the wall of rock,...
    And warily he marks the roof
        And warily surveyed
        The path that lay before.
Downward and downward still, and still the way,
        The long, long, way is safe;
        Rock only, the same light,
        The same dead atmosphere,
And solitude, and silence like the grave.
 

       At length the long descent
        Ends on a precipice;
No feeble ray entered its dreadful gulphs,
        For in the pit profound
        Black Darkness, utter Night,
        Repelled the hostile gleam,
And o’er the surface the light atmosphere
        Floated and mingled not.
Above the depth four overawning wings,
        Unplumed and huge and strong,
        Bore up a little car;
Four living pinions, headless, bodyless,
    Sprung from one stem that branched below
        In four down-arching limbs,
And clenched the car-rings endlong and aside
        With claws of griffin grasp.
 

But not on these, the depths so terrible,
The wonderous wings, fixed Thalaba his eye,
        For there upon the brink,
With fiery fetters fastened to the rock,
A man, a living man, tormented lay,
The young Othatha; in the arms of love,
He who had lingered out the auspicious hour
        Forgetful of his call.
In shuddering pity Thalaba exclaimed
“Servant of God, can I not succour thee?”
    He groaned and answered, “Son of Man,
“I sinned and am tormented; I endure
        “In patience and in hope.
“The hour that shall destroy the Race of Hell,
        “That hour shall set me free.”
 

   “Is it not come?” quoth Thalaba,
“Yea! by this omen.” And with fearless hand
He grasped the burning fetters, “in the name
        “Of God!” and from the rock
Rooted the rivets, and adown the gulph
    Hurled them. The rush of flames roared up,
    For they had kindled in their fall
The deadly vapours of the pit profound,
And Thalaba bent on and looked below.
        But vainly he explored
        The deep abyss of flame
That sunk beyond the plunge of mortal eye,
Now all ablaze as if infernal fires
        Illumed the world beneath.
    Soon was the poison-fuel spent,
        The flame grew pale and dim,
And dimmer now it fades and now is quenched,
        And all again is dark,
        Save where the yellow air
Enters a little in and mingles slow.
 

Meantime the freed Othatha clasped his knees
    And cried, “Deliverer!” struggling then
With joyful hope, “and where is she,” he cried,
“Whose promised coming for so many a year....”
        “Go!” answered Thalaba,
        “She waits thee at the gates.”
    “And in thy triumph,” he replied,
“There thou wilt join us?” the Deliverer’s eye
    Glanced on the abyss, way else was none....
    The depth was unascendable.
        “Await not me,” he cried,
“My path hath been appointed, go... embark!
“Return to life,... live happy!”
 

OTHATHA.
 

                               But thy name,...
That thro’ the nations we may blazon it,
That we may bless thee.
 

THALABA.
 

                     Bless the Merciful!
 

Then Thalaba pronounced the name of God
        And leapt into the car.
        Down, down, it sunk,... down down....
        He neither breathes nor sees;
    His eyes are closed for giddiness
    His breath is sinking with the fall.
    The air that yields beneath the car
        Inflates the wings above.
        Down... down... a mighty depth!...
And was the Simorgh with the Powers of ill
        Associate to destroy?
    And was that lovely mariner
        A fiend as false as fair?
        For still he sinks down... down....
    But ever the uprushing wind
        Inflates the wings above,
        And still the struggling wings
        Repel the rushing wind.
        Down... down... and now it strikes.
 

   He stands and totters giddily,
        All objects round, awhile,
        Float dizzy on his sight.
Collected soon he gazes for the way.
There was a distant light that led his search;
        The torch a broader blaze,
The unpruned taper flames a longer flame,
But this was fierce as is the noon-tide sun,
So in the glory of its rays intense
        It quivered with green glow.
        Beyond was all unseen,
        No eye could penetrate
That unendurable excess of light.
It veiled no friendly form, thought Thalaba,
        And wisely did he deem,
For at the threshold of the rocky door,
Hugest and fiercest of his kind accurst,
    Fit warden of the sorcery gate
        A rebel Afreet lay.
He scented the approach of human food
And hungry hope kindled his eye of flame.
Raising his hand to save the dazzled sense
        Onward held Thalaba,
And lifted still at times a rapid glance.
        Till, the due distance gained,
        With head abased, he laid
        The arrow in its rest.
With steady effort and knit forehead then,
        Full on the painful light
He fixed his aching eye, and loosed the bow.
 

       An anguish yell ensued,
And sure no human voice had scope or power
        For that prodigious shriek
Whose pealing echoes thundered up the rock.
        Dim grew the dying light,
But Thalaba leapt onward to the doors
        Now visible beyond,
And while the Afreet warden of the way
Was writhing with his death-pangs, over him
        Sprung and smote the stony doors,
And bade them in the name of God give way.
 

The dying Fiend beneath him at that name
        Tossed in worse agony,
And the rocks shuddered, and the rocky doors
Rent at the voice asunder. Lo... within....
        The Teraph and the fire,
    And Khawla, and in mail complete
        Mohareb for the strife.
    But Thalaba with numbing force
    Smites his raised arm, and rushes by,
For now he sees the fire amid whose flames
On the white ashes of Hodeirah lies
        Hodeirah’s holy Sword.
 

       He rushes to the fire,
        Then Khawla met the youth
And leapt upon him, and with clinging arms
Clasps him, and calls Mohareb now to aim
The effectual vengeance. O fool! fool! he sees
His Father’s Sword, and who shall bar his way?
Who stand against the fury of that arm
        That spurns her to the earth?
She rises half, she twists around his knees,
    A moment... and he vainly strives
        To shake her from her hold,
Impatient then into her cursed breast
        He stamps his crushing heel,
And from her body, heaving now in death
        Springs forward to the Sword.
 

       The co-existent flame
Knew the Destroyer; it encircled him,
Rolled up his robe and gathered round his head,
Condensing to intenser splendour there,
His crown of glory and his light of life
        Hovered the irradiate wreath.
The moment Thalaba had laid his hand
        Upon his Father’s Sword,
The Living Image in the inner cave
Smote the Round Altar. The Domdaniel rocked
        Thro’ all its thundering vaults;
Over the surface of the reeling Earth
        The alarum shock was felt:
The Sorcerer brood, all, all, where’er dispersed,
Perforce obeyed the summons; all, they came
        Compelled by Hell and Heaven,
        By Hell compelled to keep
        Their baptism-covenant,
    And with the union of their strength
Oppose the common danger; forced by Heaven
        To share the common doom.
 

   Vain are all spells! the Destroyer
        Treads the Domdaniel floor.
They crowd with human arms and human force
        To crush the single foe;
        Vain is all human force!
        He wields his Father’s Sword,
The vengeance of awakened Deity!
But chief on Thalaba Mohareb prest,
    The language of the inspired Witch
    Announced one fatal blow for both,
And desperate of self-safety, yet he hoped
To serve the cause of Eblis, and uphold
        His empire true in death.
 

       Who shall withstand his way?
Scattered before the sword of Thalaba
        The sorcerer throng recede
And leave him space for combat. Wretched man
What shall the helmet or the shield avail
Against Almighty anger! wretched man,
Too late Mohareb finds that he has chosen
    The evil part! he rears his shield
        To meet the Arabian’s sword,...
Under the edge of that fire-hardened steel
    The shield falls severed; his cold arm
        Rings with the jarring blow,...
        He lifts his scymetar,
A second stroke, and lo! the broken hilt
        Hangs from his palsied hand!
    And now he bleeds! and now he flies!
And fain would hide himself amid the throng,
    But they feel the sword of Hodeirah,
    But they also fly from the ruin!
    And hasten to the inner cave,
        And fall all fearfully
    Around the Giant Idol’s feet,
Seeking salvation from the Power they served.
 

It was a Living Image, by the art
Of magic hands of flesh and bones composed,
And human blood thro’ veins and arteries
That flowed with vital action. In the shape
        Of Eblis it was made,
    Its stature such and such its strength
    As when among the Sons of God
Pre-eminent, he raised his radiant head,
    Prince of the Morning. On his brow
    A coronet of meteor flames,
        Flowing in points of light.
        Self-poised in air before him,
Hung the Round Altar, rolling like the World
On its diurnal axis, like the World
        Checquered with sea and shore,
        The work of Demon art.
For where the sceptre in the Idol’s hand
Touched the Round Altar, in its answering realm
Earth felt the stroke, and Ocean rose in storms,
And ruining Cities shaken from their seat
        Crushed all their habitants.
His other arm was raised, and its spread palm
        Up-bore the ocean-weight
Whose naked waters arched the sanctuary,
        Sole prop and pillar he.
 

   Fallen on the ground around his feet
The Sorcerers lay. Mohareb’s quivering arms
        Clung to the Idol’s knees;
        The Idol’s face was pale
    And calm in terror he beheld
    The approach of the Destroyer.
 

Sure of his stroke, and therefore in pursuit
Following, nor blind, nor hasty on his foe,
Moved the Destroyer. Okba met his way,
        Of all that brotherhood
He only fearless, miserable man,
        The one that had no hope.
“On me, on me,” the childless Sorcerer cried,
“Let fall the weapon! I am he who stole
“Upon the midnight of thy Father’s tent,
“This is the hand that pierced Hodeirah’s heart,
“That felt thy brethren’s and thy sister’s blood
“Gush round the dagger-hilt. Let fall on me
“The fated sword! the vengeance hour is come!
        “Destroyer, do thy work!”
 

Nor wile, nor weapon, had the desperate wretch,
    He spread his bosom to the stroke.
“Old man, I strike thee not!” said Thalaba,
“The evil thou hast done to me and mine
    “Brought its own bitter punishment.
“For thy dear Daughter’s sake I pardon thee,
“As I do hope Heaven’s pardon. For her sake
“Repent while time is yet! thou hast my prayers
“To aid thee; thou poor sinner, cast thyself
“Upon the goodness of offended God!
“I speak in Laila’s name, and what if now
“Thou canst not think to join in Paradise
“Her spotless Spirit,... hath not Allah made
“Al-Araf in his wisdom? where the sight
“Of Heaven shall kindle in the penitent
“The strong and purifying fire of hope,
“Till at the day of judgement he shall see
        “The Mercy-Gates unfold.”
 

The astonished man stood gazing as he spake,
At length his heart was softened, and the tears
        Gushed, and he sobbed aloud.
        Then suddenly was heard
The all-beholding Prophet’s aweful voice,
        “Thou hast done well, my Servant!
        “Ask and receive thy reward!”
 

       A deep and aweful joy
Seemed to distend the heart of Thalaba;
With arms in reverence crost upon his breast,
Upseeking eyes suffused with transport-tears
He answered to the Voice, “Prophet of God,
    “Holy, and good, and bountiful!
“One only earthly wish have I, to work
“Thy will, and thy protection grants me that.
“Look on this Sorcerer! heavy are his crimes,
“But infinite is mercy! if thy servant
“Have now found favour in the sight of God,
“Let him be touched with penitence, and save
        “His soul from utter death.”
 

“The groans of penitence,” replied the Voice
        “Never arise unheard!
    “But for thyself prefer the prayer,
        “The Treasure-house of Heaven
        “Is open to thy will.”
 

“Prophet of God!” then answered Thalaba,
        “I am alone on earth.
“Thou knowest the secret wishes of my heart!
“Do with me as thou wilt! thy will is best.”
 

There issued forth no Voice to answer him,
But lo! Hodeirah’s Spirit comes to see
His vengeance, and beside him, a pure form
Of roseate light, the Angel mother hangs.
“My Child, my dear, my glorious, blessed Child,
“My promise is performed... fufil thy work!”
 

Thalaba knew that his death-hour was come,
    And on he leapt, and springing up,
        Into the Idol’s heart
        Hilt-deep he drove the Sword.
The Ocean-Vault fell in, and all were crushed.
    In the same moment at the gate
Of Paradise, Oneiza’s Houri-form
Welcomed her Husband to eternal bliss.
 

THE END
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MARY, THE MAID OF THE INN.
 

The story of the following ballad was related to me, when a school boy, as a fact which had really happened in the North of England. I have adopted the metre of Mr. Lewis’s Alonzo and Imogene — a poem deservedly popular.
 

MARY.
 

I.
 

Who is she, the poor Maniac, whose wildly-fix’d eyes
  Seem a heart overcharged to express?
She weeps not, yet often and deeply she sighs,
She never complains, but her silence implies
  The composure of settled distress.
 

II.
 

No aid, no compassion the Maniac will seek,
  Cold and hunger awake not her care:
Thro’ her rags do the winds of the winter blow bleak
On her poor withered bosom half bare, and her cheek
  Has the deathy pale hue of despair.
 

III.
 

Yet chearful and happy, nor distant the day,
  Poor Mary the Maniac has been;
The Traveller remembers who journeyed this way
No damsel so lovely, no damsel so gay
  As Mary the Maid of the Inn.
 

IV.
 

Her chearful address fill’d the guests with delight
  As she welcomed them in with a smile:
Her heart was a stranger to childish affright,
And Mary would walk by the Abbey at night
  When the wind whistled down the dark aisle.
 

V.
 

She loved, and young Richard had settled the day,
  And she hoped to be happy for life;
But Richard was idle and worthless, and they
Who knew him would pity poor Mary and say
  That she was too good for his wife.
 

VI.
 

’Twas in autumn, and stormy and dark was the night,
  And fast were the windows and door;
Two guests sat enjoying the fire that burnt bright,
And smoking in silence with tranquil delight
  They listen’d to hear the wind roar.
 

VII.
 

“Tis pleasant,” cried one, “seated by the fire side
  “To hear the wind whistle without.”
“A fine night for the Abbey!” his comrade replied,
“Methinks a man’s courage would now be well tried
  “Who should wander the ruins about.
 

VIII.
 

“I myself, like a school-boy, should tremble to hear
  “The hoarse ivy shake over my head;
“And could fancy I saw, half persuaded by fear,
“Some ugly old Abbot’s white spirit appear,
  “For this wind might awaken the dead!”
 

IX.
 

“I’ll wager a dinner,” the other one cried,
  “That Mary would venture there now.”
“Then wager and lose!” with a sneer he replied,
“I’ll warrant she’d fancy a ghost by her side,
  “And faint if she saw a white cow.”
 

X.
 

“Will Mary this charge on her courage allow?”
  His companion exclaim’d with a smile;
“I shall win, for I know she will venture there now,
“And earn a new bonnet by bringing a bough
  “From the elder that grows in the aisle.”
 

XI.
 

With fearless good humour did Mary comply,
  And her way to the Abbey she bent;
The night it was dark, and the wind it was high
And as hollowly howling it swept thro’ the sky
  She shiver’d with cold as she went.
 

XII.
 

O’er the path so well known still proceeded the Maid
  Where the Abbey rose dim on the sight,
Thro’ the gate-way she entered, she felt not afraid
Yet the ruins were lonely and wild, and their shade
  Seem’d to deepen the gloom of the night.
 

XIII.
 

All around her was silent, save when the rude blast
  Howl’d dismally round the old pile;
Over weed-cover’d fragments still fearless she past,
And arrived in the innermost ruin at last
  Where the elder tree grew in the aisle.
 

XIV.
 

Well-pleas’d did she reach it, and quickly drew near
  And hastily gather’d the bough:
When the sound of a voice seem’d to rise on her ear,
She paus’d, and she listen’d, all eager to hear,
  Aud her heart panted fearfully now.
 

XV.
 

The wind blew, the hoarse ivy shook over her head,
  She listen’d, — nought else could she hear.
The wind ceas’d, her heart sunk in her bosom with dread
For she heard in the ruins distinctly the tread
  Of footsteps approaching her near.
 

XVI.
 

Behind a wide column half breathless with fear
  She crept to conceal herself there:
That instant the moon o’er a dark cloud shone clear,
And she saw in the moon-light two ruffians appear
  And between them a corpse did they bear.
 

XVII.
 

Then Mary could feel her heart-blood curdle cold!
  Again the rough wind hurried by, — 
It blew off the hat of the one, and behold
Even close to the feet of poor Mary it roll’d, — 
  She felt, and expected to die.
 

XVIII.
 

“Curse the hat!” he exclaims. “Nay come on and first hide
  “The dead body,” his comrade replies.
She beheld them in safety pass on by her side,
She seizes the hat, fear her courage supplied,
  And fast thro’ the Abbey she flies.
 

XIX.
 

She ran with wild speed, she rush’d in at the door,
  She gazed horribly eager around,
Then her limbs could support their faint burthen no more,
And exhausted and breathless she sunk on the floor
  Unable to utter a sound.
 

XX.
 

Ere yet her pale lips could the story impart,
  For a moment the hat met her view; — 
Her eyes from that object convulsively start,
For — oh God what cold horror then thrill’d thro’ her heart,
  When the name of her Richard she knew!
 

XXI.
 

Where the old Abbey stands, on the common hard by
  His gibbet is now to be seen.
Not far from the road it engages the eye,
The Traveller beholds it, and thinks with a sigh
  Of poor Mary the Maid of the Inn.
 




DONICA.
 

In Finland there is a Castle which is called the New Rock, moated about with a river of unfounded depth, the water black and the fish therein very distateful to the palate. In this are spectres often seen, which foreshew either the death of the Governor, or some prime officer belonging to the place; and most commonly it appeareth in the shape of an harper, sweetly singing and dallying and playing under the water.
 

It is reported of one Donica, that after she was dead, the Devil walked in her body for the space of two years, so that none suspected but that she was still alive; for she did both speak and eat, though very sparingly; only she had a deep paleness on her countenance, which was the only sign of death. At length a Magician coming by where she was then in the company of many other virgins, as soon as he beheld her he said, “fair Maids, why keep you company with the dead Virgin whom you suppose to be alive?” when taking away the magic charm which was tied under her arm, the body fell down lifeless and without motion.
 

The following Ballad is founded on these stories. They are to be found in the notes to The Hierarchies of the blessed Angels; a Poem by Thomas Heywood, printed in folio by Adam Islip, 1635.
 

DONICA.
 

High on a rock, whose castled shade
  Darken’d the lake below,
In ancient strength majestic stood
  The towers of Arlinkow.
 

The fisher in the lake below
  Durst never cast his net,
Nor ever swallow in its waves
  Her passing wings would wet.
 

The cattle from its ominous banks
  In wild alarm would run,
Tho’ parched with thirst and faint beneath
  The summer’s scorching sun.
 

For sometimes when no passing breeze
  The long lank sedges waved,
All white with foam and heaving high
  Its deafening billows raved;
 

And when the tempest from its base
  The rooted pine would shake,
The powerless storm unruffling swept
  Across the calm dead lake.
 

And ever then when Death drew near
  The house of Arlinkow,
Its dark unfathom’d depths did send
  Strange music from below.
 

The Lord of Arlinkow was old,
  One only child had he,
Donica was the Maiden’s name
  As fair as fair might be.
 

A bloom as bright as opening morn
  Flush’d o’er her clear white cheek,
The music of her voice was mild,
  Her full dark eyes were meek.
 

Far was her beauty known, for none
  So fair could Finland boast,
Her parents loved the Maiden much,
  Young EBERHARD loved her most.
 

Together did they hope to tread
  The pleasant path of life,
For now the day drew near to make
  Donica Eberhard’s wife.
 

The eve was fair and mild the air,
  Along the lake they stray;
The eastern hill reflected bright
  The fading tints of day.
 

And brightly o’er the water stream’d
  The liquid radiance wide;
Donica’s little dog ran on
  And gambol’d at her side.
 

Youth, Health, and Love bloom’d on her cheek,
  Her full dark eyes express
In many a glance to Eberhard
  Her soul’s meek tenderness.
 

Nor sound was heard, nor passing gale
  Sigh’d thro’ the long lank sedge,
The air was hushed, no little wave
  Dimpled the water’s edge.
 

Sudden the unfathom’d lake sent forth
  Strange music from beneath,
And slowly o’er the waters sail’d
  The solemn sounds of Death.
 

As the deep sounds of Death arose,
  Donica’s cheek grew pale,
And in the arms of Eberhard
  The senseless Maiden fell.
 

Loudly the youth in terror shriek’d,
  And loud he call’d for aid,
And with a wild and eager look
  Gaz’d on the death-pale Maid.
 

But soon again did better thoughts
  In Eberhard arise,
And he with trembling hope beheld
  The Maiden raise her eyes.
 

And on his arm reclin’d she moved
  With feeble pace and slow,
And soon with strength recover’d reach’d
 

Yet never to Donica’s cheek
  Return’d the lively hue,
Her cheeks were deathy, white, and wan,
  Her lips a livid blue.
 

Her eyes so bright and black of yore
  Were now more black and bright,
And beam’d strange lustre in her face
  So deadly wan and white.
 

The dog that gambol’d by her side,
  And lov’d with her to stray,
Now at his alter’d mistress howl’d
  And fled in fear away.
 

Yet did the faithful Eberhard
  Not love the Maid the less;
He gaz’d with sorrow, but he gaz’d
  With deeper tenderness.
 

And when he found her health unharm’d
  He would not brook delay,
But press’d the not unwilling Maid
  To fix the bridal day.
 

And when at length it came, with joy
  They hail’d the bridal day,
And onward to the house of God
  They went their willing way.
 

And as they at the altar stood
  And heard the sacred rite,
The hallowed tapers dimly stream’d
  A pale sulphureous light.
 

And as the Youth with holy warmth
  Her hand in his did hold,
Sudden he felt Donica’s hand
  Grow deadly damp and cold.
 

And loudly did he shriek, for lo!
  A Spirit met his view,
And Eberhard in the angel form
  His own Donica knew.
 

That instant from her earthly frame
  Howling the Daemon fled,
And at the side of Eberhard
  The livid form fell dead.
 




RUDIGER.
 

Divers Princes and Noblemen being assembled in a beautiful and fair Palace, which was situate upon the river Rhine, they beheld a boat or small barge make toward the shore, drawn by a Swan in a silver chain, the one end fastened about her neck, the other to the vessel; and in it an unknown soldier, a man of a comely personage and graceful presence, who stept upon the shore; which done, the boat guided by the Swan left him, and floated down the river. This man fell afterward in league with a fair gentlewoman, married her, and by her had many children. After some years, the same Swan came with the same barge into the same place; the soldier entering into it, was carried thence the way he came, left wife, children and family, and was never seen amongst them after.
 

Now who can judge this to be other than one of those spirits that are named Incubi? says Thomas Heywood. I have adopted his story, but not his solution, making the unknown soldier not an evil spirit, but one who had purchased happiness of a malevolent being, by the promised sacrifice of his first-born child.
 

RUDIGER.
 

Bright on the mountain’s heathy slope
  The day’s last splendors shine
And rich with many a radiant hue
  Gleam gayly on the Rhine.
 

And many a one from Waldhurst’s walls
  Along the river stroll’d,
As ruffling o’er the pleasant stream
  The evening gales came cold.
 

So as they stray’d a swan they saw
  Sail stately up and strong,
And by a silver chain she drew
  A little boat along,
 

Whose streamer to the gentle breeze
  Long floating fluttered light,
Beneath whose crimson canopy
  There lay reclin’d a knight.
 

With arching crest and swelling breast
  On sail’d the stately swan
And lightly up the parting tide
  The little boat came on.
 

And onward to the shore they drew
  And leapt to land the knight,
And down the stream the swan-drawn boat
  Fell soon beyond the sight.
 

Was never a Maid in Waldhurst’s walls
  Might match with Margaret,
Her cheek was fair, her eyes were dark,
  Her silken locks like jet.
 

And many a rich and noble youth
  Had strove to win the fair,
But never a rich or noble youth
  Could rival Rudiger.
 

At every tilt and turney he
  Still bore away the prize,
For knightly feats superior still
  And knightly courtesies.
 

His gallant feats, his looks, his love,
  Soon won the willing fair,
And soon did Margaret become
  The wife of Rudiger.
 

Like morning dreams of happiness
  Fast roll’d the months away,
For he was kind and she was kind
  And who so blest as they?
 

Yet Rudiger would sometimes sit
  Absorb’d in silent thought
And his dark downward eye would seem
  With anxious meaning fraught;
 

But soon he rais’d his looks again
  And smil’d his cares eway,
And mid the hall of gaiety
  Was none like him so gay.
 

And onward roll’d the waining months,
  The hour appointed came,
And Margaret her Rudiger
  Hail’d with a father’s name.
 

But silently did Rudiger
  The little infant see,
And darkly on the babe he gaz’d
  And very sad was he.
 

And when to bless the little babe
  The holy Father came,
To cleanse the stains of sin away
  In Christ’s redeeming name,
 

Then did the cheek of Rudiger
  Assume a death-pale hue,
And on his clammy forehead stood
  The cold convulsive dew;
 

And faltering in his speech he bade
  The Priest the rites delay,
Till he could, to right health restor’d,
  Enjoy the festive day.
 

When o’er the many-tinted sky
  He saw the day decline,
He called upon his Margaret
  To walk beside the Rhine.
 

“And we will take the little babe,
  “For soft the breeze that blows,
“And the wild murmurs of the stream
  “Will lull him to repose.”
 

So forth together did they go,
  The evening breeze was mild,
And Rudiger upon his arm
  Did pillow the sweet child.
 

And many a one from Waldhurst’s walls
  Along the banks did roam,
But soon the evening wind came cold,
  And all betook them home.
 

Yet Rudiger in silent mood
  Along the banks would roam,
Nor aught could Margaret prevail
  To turn his footsteps home.
 

“Oh turn thee — turn thee Rudiger,
  “The rising mists behold,
“The evening wind is damp and chill,
  “The little babe is cold!”
 

“Now hush thee — hush thee Margaret,
  “The mists will do no harm,
“And from the wind the little babe
  “Lies sheltered on my arm.”
 

“Oh turn thee — turn thee Rudiger,
  “Why onward wilt thou roam?
“The moon is up, the night is cold,
  “And we are far from home.”
 

He answered not, for now he saw
  A Swan come sailing strong,
And by a silver chain she drew
  A little boat along.
 

To shore they came, and to the boat
  Fast leapt he with the child,
And in leapt Margaret — breathless now
  And pale with fear and wild.
 

With arching crest and swelling breast
  On sail’d the stately swan,
And lightly down the rapid tide
  The little boat went on.
 

The full-orb’d moon that beam’d around
  Pale splendor thro’ the night,
Cast through the crimson canopy
  A dim-discoloured light.
 

And swiftly down the hurrying stream
  In silence still they sail,
And the long streamer fluttering fast
  Flapp’d to the heavy gale.
 

And he was mute in sullen thought
  And she was mute with fear,
Nor sound but of the parting tide
  Broke on the listening ear.
 

The little babe began to cry
  And waked his mother’s care,
“Now give to me the little babe
  “For God’s sake, Rudiger!”
 

“Now hush thee, hush thee Margaret!
  “Nor my poor heart distress — 
“I do but pay perforce the price
  “Of former happiness.
 

“And hush thee too my little babe,
  “Thy cries so feeble cease:
“Lie still, lie still; — a little while
  “And thou shalt be at peace.”
 

So as he spake to land they drew,
  And swift he stept on shore,
And him behind did Margaret
  Close follow evermore.
 

It was a place all desolate,
  Nor house nor tree was there,
And there a rocky mountain rose
  Barren, and bleak, and bare.
 

And at its base a cavern yawn’d,
  No eye its depth might view,
For in the moon-beam shining round
  That darkness darker grew.
 

Cold Horror crept thro’ Margaret’s blood,
  Her heart it paus’d with fear,
When Rudiger approach’d the cave
  And cried, “lo I am here!”
 

A deep sepulchral sound the cave
  Return’d “lo I am here!”
And black from out the cavern gloom
  Two giant arms appear.
 

And Rudiger approach’d and held
  The little infant nigh;
Then Margaret shriek’d, and gather’d then
  New powers from agony.
 

And round the baby fast and firm
  Her trembling arms she folds,
And with a strong convulsive grasp
  The little infant holds.
 

“Now help me, Jesus!” loud she cries.
  And loud on God she calls;
Then from the grasp of Rudiger
  The little infant falls.
 

And now he shriek’d, for now his frame
  The huge black arms clasp’d round,
And dragg’d the wretched Rudiger
  Adown the dark profound.
 




JASPAR.
 

The stories of the two following ballads are wholly imaginary. I may say of each as John Bunyan did of his ‘Pilgrim’s Progress’,
 

 “It came from mine own heart, so to my head,
  And thence into my fingers trickled;
  Then to my pen, from whence immediately
  On paper I did dribble it daintily.”
 

JASPAR
 

 Jaspar was poor, and want and vice
    Had made his heart like stone,
  And Jaspar look’d with envious eyes
    On riches not his own.
 

 On plunder bent abroad he went
    Towards the close of day,
  And loitered on the lonely road
    Impatient for his prey.
 

 No traveller came, he loiter’d long
    And often look’d around,
  And paus’d and listen’d eagerly
    To catch some coming sound.
 

 He sat him down beside the stream
    That crossed the lonely way,
  So fair a scene might well have charm’d
    All evil thoughts away;
 

 He sat beneath a willow tree
    That cast a trembling shade,
  The gentle river full in front
    A little island made,
 

 Where pleasantly the moon-beam shone
    Upon the poplar trees,
  Whose shadow on the stream below
    Play’d slowly to the breeze.
 

 He listen’d — and he heard the wind
    That waved the willow tree;
  He heard the waters flow along
    And murmur quietly.
 

 He listen’d for the traveller’s tread,
    The nightingale sung sweet, — 
  He started up, for now he heard
    The sound of coming feet;
 

 He started up and graspt a stake
    And waited for his prey;
  There came a lonely traveller
    And Jaspar crost his way.
 

 But Jaspar’s threats and curses fail’d
    The traveller to appal,
  He would not lightly yield the purse
    That held his little all.
 

 Awhile he struggled, but he strove
    With Jaspar’s strength in vain;
  Beneath his blows he fell and groan’d,
    And never spoke again.
 

 He lifted up the murdered man
    And plunged him in the flood,
  And in the running waters then
    He cleansed his hands from blood.
 

 The waters closed around the corpse
    And cleansed his hands from gore,
  The willow waved, the stream flowed on
    And murmured as before.
 

 There was no human eye had seen
    The blood the murderer spilt,
  And Jaspar’s conscience never knew
    The avenging goad of guilt.
 

 And soon the ruffian had consum’d
    The gold he gain’d so ill,
  And years of secret guilt pass’d on
    And he was needy still.
 

 One eve beside the alehouse fire
    He sat as it befell,
  When in there came a labouring man
    Whom Jaspar knew full well.
 

 He sat him down by Jaspar’s side
    A melancholy man,
  For spite of honest toil, the world
    Went hard with Jonathan.
 

 His toil a little earn’d, and he
    With little was content,
  But sickness on his wife had fallen
    And all he had was spent.
 

 Then with his wife and little ones
    He shared the scanty meal,
  And saw their looks of wretchedness,
    And felt what wretches feel.
 

 That very morn the Landlord’s power
    Had seized the little left,
  And now the sufferer found himself
    Of every thing bereft.
 

 He lent his head upon his hand,
    His elbow on his knee,
  And so by Jaspar’s side he sat
    And not a word said he.
 

 Nay — why so downcast? Jaspar cried,
    Come — cheer up Jonathan!
  Drink neighbour drink! ‘twill warm thy heart,
    Come! come! take courage man!
 

 He took the cup that Jaspar gave
    And down he drain’d it quick
  I have a wife, said Jonathan,
    And she is deadly sick.
 

 She has no bed to lie upon,
    I saw them take her bed.
  And I have children — would to God
    That they and I were dead!
 

 Our Landlord he goes home to night
    And he will sleep in peace.
  I would that I were in my grave
    For there all troubles cease.
 

 In vain I pray’d him to forbear
    Tho’ wealth enough has he — 
  God be to him as merciless
    As he has been to me!
 

 When Jaspar saw the poor man’s soul
    On all his ills intent,
  He plied him with the heartening cup
    And with him forth he went.
 

 This landlord on his homeward road
    ‘Twere easy now to meet.
  The road is lonesome — Jonathan,
    And vengeance, man! is sweet.
 

 He listen’d to the tempter’s voice
    The thought it made him start.
  His head was hot, and wretchedness
    Had hardened now his heart.
 

 Along the lonely road they went
    And waited for their prey,
  They sat them down beside the stream
    That crossed the lonely way.
 

 They sat them down beside the stream
    And never a word they said,
  They sat and listen’d silently
    To hear the traveller’s tread.
 

 The night was calm, the night was dark,
    No star was in the sky,
  The wind it waved the willow boughs,
    The stream flowed quietly.
 

 The night was calm, the air was still,
    Sweet sung the nightingale,
  The soul of Jonathan was sooth’d,
    His heart began to fail.
 

 ’Tis weary waiting here, he cried,
    And now the hour is late, — 
  Methinks he will not come to night,
    ’Tis useless more to wait.
 

 Have patience man! the ruffian said,
    A little we may wait,
  But longer shall his wife expect
    Her husband at the gate.
 

 Then Jonathan grew sick at heart,
    My conscience yet is clear,
  Jaspar — it is not yet too late — 
    I will not linger here.
 

 How now! cried Jaspar, why I thought
    Thy conscience was asleep.
  No more such qualms, the night is dark,
    The river here is deep,
 

 What matters that, said Jonathan,
    Whose blood began to freeze,
  When there is one above whose eye
    The deeds of darkness sees?
 

 We are safe enough, said Jaspar then
    If that be all thy fear;
  Nor eye below, nor eye above
    Can pierce the darkness here.
 

 That instant as the murderer spake
    There came a sudden light;
  Strong as the mid-day sun it shone,
    Though all around was night.
 

 It hung upon the willow tree,
    It hung upon the flood,
  It gave to view the poplar isle
    And all the scene of blood.
 

 The traveller who journies there
    He surely has espied
  A madman who has made his home
    Upon the river’s side.
 

 His cheek is pale, his eye is wild,
    His look bespeaks despair;
  For Jaspar since that hour has made
    His home unshelter’d there.
 

 And fearful are his dreams at night
    And dread to him the day;
  He thinks upon his untold crime
    And never dares to pray.
 

 The summer suns, the winter storms,
    O’er him unheeded roll,
  For heavy is the weight of blood
    Upon the maniac’s soul.
 




LORD WILLIAM.
 

 No eye beheld when William plunged
    Young Edmund in the stream,
  No human ear but William’s heard
    Young Edmund’s drowning scream.
 

 Submissive all the vassals own’d
    The murderer for their Lord,
  And he, the rightful heir, possessed
    The house of Erlingford.
 

 The ancient house of Erlingford
    Stood midst a fair domain,
  And Severn’s ample waters near
    Roll’d through the fertile plain.
 

 And often the way-faring man
    Would love to linger there,
  Forgetful of his onward road
    To gaze on scenes so fair.
 

 But never could Lord William dare
    To gaze on Severn’s stream;
  In every wind that swept its waves
    He heard young Edmund scream.
 

 In vain at midnight’s silent hour
    Sleep closed the murderer’s eyes,
  In every dream the murderer saw
    Young Edmund’s form arise.
 

 In vain by restless conscience driven
    Lord William left his home,
  Far from the scenes that saw his guilt,
    In pilgrimage to roam.
 

 To other climes the pilgrim fled,
    But could not fly despair,
  He sought his home again, but peace
    Was still a stranger there.
 

 Each hour was tedious long, yet swift
    The months appear’d to roll;
  And now the day return’d that shook
    With terror William’s soul.
 

 A day that William never felt
    Return without dismay,
  For well had conscience kalendered
    Young Edmund’s dying day.
 

 A fearful day was that! the rains
    Fell fast, with tempest roar,
  And the swoln tide of Severn spread
    Far on the level shore.
 

 In vain Lord William sought the feast
    In vain he quaff’d the bowl,
  And strove with noisy mirth to drown
    The anguish of his soul.
 

 The tempest as its sudden swell
    In gusty howlings came,
  With cold and death-like feelings seem’d
    To thrill his shuddering frame.
 

 Reluctant now, as night came on,
    His lonely couch he prest,
  And wearied out, he sunk to sleep,
    To sleep, but not to rest.
 

 Beside that couch his brother’s form
    Lord Edmund seem’d to stand,
  Such and so pale as when in death
    He grasp’d his brother’s hand;
 

 Such and so pale his face as when
    With faint and faltering tongue,
  To William’s care, a dying charge
    He left his orphan son.
 

 “I bade thee with a father’s love
    My orphan Edmund guard — 
  Well William hast thou kept thy charge!
    Now take thy due reward.”
 

 He started up, each limb convuls’d
    With agonizing fear,
  He only heard the storm of night — 
    ’Twas music to his ear.
 

 When lo! the voice of loud alarm
    His inmost soul appals,
  What ho! Lord William rise in haste!
    The water saps thy walls!
 

 He rose in haste, beneath the walls
    He saw the flood appear,
  It hemm’d him round, ’twas midnight now,
    No human aid was near.
 

 He heard the shout of joy, for now
    A boat approach’d the wall,
  And eager to the welcome aid
    They crowd for safety all.
 

 My boat is small, the boatman cried,
    This dangerous haste forbear!
  Wait other aid, this little bark
    But one from hence can bear.
 

 Lord William leap’d into the boat,
    Haste — haste to yonder shore!
  And ample wealth shall well reward,
    Ply swift and strong the oar.
 

 The boatman plied the oar, the boat
    Went light along the stream,
  Sudden Lord William heard a cry
    Like Edmund’s drowning scream.
 

 The boatman paus’d, methought I heard
    A child’s distressful cry!
  ’Twas but the howling wind of night
    Lord William made reply.
 

 Haste haste — ply swift and strong the oar!
    Haste haste across the stream!
  Again Lord William heard a cry
    Like Edmund’s drowning scream.
 

 I heard a child’s distressful scream
    The boatman cried again.
  Nay hasten on — the night is dark — 
    And we should search in vain.
 

 Oh God! Lord William dost thou know
    How dreadful ’tis to die?
  And can’st thou without pity hear
    A child’s expiring cry?
 

 How horrible it is to sink
    Beneath the chilly stream,
  To stretch the powerless arms in vain,
    In vain for help to scream?
 

 The shriek again was heard. It came
    More deep, more piercing loud,
  That instant o’er the flood the moon
    Shone through a broken cloud.
 

 And near them they beheld a child,
    Upon a crag he stood,
  A little crag, and all around
    Was spread the rising flood.
 

 The boatman plied the oar, the boat
    Approach’d his resting place,
  The moon-beam shone upon the child
    And show’d how pale his face.
 

 Now reach thine hand! the boatman cried
    Lord William reach and save!
  The child stretch’d forth his little hands
    To grasp the hand he gave.
 

 Then William shriek’d; the hand he touch’d
    Was cold and damp and dead!
  He felt young Edmund in his arms
    A heavier weight than lead.
 

 The boat sunk down, the murderer sunk
    Beneath the avenging stream;
  He rose, he scream’d, no human ear
    Heard William’s drowning scream.
 




ST. PATRICK’S PURGATORY.
 

This Ballad was published (1801) in the Tales of Wonder, by Mr. Lewis, who found it among the wefts and strays of the Press. He never knew that it was mine; but after his death I bestowed some pains in recomposing it, because he had thought it worth preserving. It is founded upon the abridged extract which M. le Grand has given in his Fabliaux of a Metrical legend, by Marie de France.
 

1.
 

“Enter, Sir Knight,” the Warden cried,
“And trust in Heaven whate’er betide,
Since you have reach’d this bourn;
But first receive refreshment due,
‘T will then be time to welcome you
If ever you return.”
 

2.
 

Three sops were brought of bread and wine;
Well might Sir Owen then divine
The mystic warning given,
That he against our ghostly Foe
Must soon to mortal combat go,
And put his trust in Heaven.
 

3.
 

Sir Owen pass’d the convent gate,
The Warden him conducted straight
To where a coffin lay;
The Monks around in silence stand,
Each with a funeral torch in hand
Whose light bedimm’d the day.
 

4.
 

“Few Pilgrims ever reach this bourn,”
They said, “but fewer still return;
Yet, let what will ensue,
Our duties are prescribed and clear;
Put off all mortal weakness here,
This coffin is for you.
 

5.
 

“Lie there, while we with pious breath
Raise over you the dirge of death,
This comfort we can give;
Belike no living hands may pay
This office to your lifeless clay,
Receive it while you live!”
 

6.
 

Sir Owen in a shroud was dress’d,
They placed a cross upon his breast,
And down he laid his head;
Around him stood the funeral train,
And sung with slow and solemn strain
The Service of the Dead.
 

7.
 

Then to the entrance of the Cave
They led the Christian warrior brave;
Some fear he well might feel,
For none of all the Monks could tell
The terrors of that mystic cell,
Its secrets none reveal.
 

8.
 

“Now enter here,” the Warden cried,
“And God, Sir Owen, be your guide!
Your name shall live in story:
For of the few who reach this shore,
Still fewer venture to explore
St. Patrick’s Purgatory.”
 

9.
 

Adown the Cavern’s long descent,
Feeling his way Sir Owen went,
With cautious feet and slow;
Unarm’d, for neither sword nor spear,
Nor shield of proof avail’d him here
Against our ghostly Foe.
 

10.
 

The ground was moist beneath his tread,
Large drops fell heavy on his head,
The air was damp and chill,
And sudden shudderings o’er him came,
And he could feel through all his frame
An icy sharpness thrill.
 

11.
 

Now steeper grew the dark descent;
In fervent prayer the Pilgrim went,
‘T was silence all around,
Save his own echo from the cell,
And the large drops that frequent fell
With dull and heavy sound.
 

12.
 

But colder now he felt the cell,
Those heavy drops no longer fell,
Thin grew the piercing air;
And now upon his aching sight,
There dawn’d far off a feeble light,
In hope he hasten’d there.
 

13.
 

Emerging now once more to day
A frozen waste before him lay,
A desert wild and wide,
Where ice-rocks in a sunless sky,
On ice-rocks piled, and mountains high,
Were heap’d on every side.
 

14.
 

Impending as about to fall
They seem’d, and had that sight been all,
Enough that sight had been
To make the stoutest courage quail;
For what could courage there avail
Against what then was seen?
 

15.
 

He saw, as on in faith he past,
Where many a frozen wretch was fast
Within the ice-clefts pent,
Yet living still, and doom’d to bear
In absolute and dumb despair
Their endless punishment.
 

16.
 

A Voice then spake within his ear,
And fill’d his inmost soul with fear, — 
“O mortal Man,” it said,
“Adventurers like thyself were these!”
He seem’d to feel his life-blood freeze,
And yet subdued his dread.
 

17.
 

“O mortal Man,” the Voice pursued,
“Be wise in time! for thine own good
Alone I counsel thee;
Take pity on thyself, retrace
Thy steps, and fly this dolorous place
While yet thy feet are free.
 

18.
 

“I warn thee once! I warn thee twice!
Behold! that mass of mountain-ice
Is trembling o’er thy head!
One warning is allow’d thee more;
O mortal Man, that warning o’er,
And thou art worse than dead!”
 

19.
 

Not without fear, Sir Owen still
Held on with strength of righteous will,
In faith and fervent prayer;
When at the word, “I warn thee thrice!”
Down came the mass of mountain ice,
And overwhelm’d him there.
 

20.
 

Crush’d though, it seem’d, in every bone,
And sense for suffering left alone,
A living hope remain’d;
In whom he had believed, he knew,
And thence the holy courage grew
That still his soul sustain’d.
 

21.
 

For he, as he beheld it fall,
Fail’d not in faith on Christ to call, — 
“Lord, Thou canst save!” he cried;
O heavenly help vouchsafed in need,
When perfect faith is found indeed;
The rocks of ice divide.
 

22.
 

Like dust before the storm-wind’s sway
The shiver’d fragments roll’d away,
And left the passage free;
New strength he feels, all pain is gone,
New life Sir Owen breathes, and on
He goes rejoicingly.
 

23.
 

Yet other trials he must meet.
For soon a close and piercing heat
Relax’d each loosen’d limb;
The sweat stream’d out from every part,
In short quick beatings toil’d his heart,
His throbbing eyes grew dim.
 

24.
 

Along the wide and wasted land
A stream of fire through banks of sand
Its molten billows spread;
Thin vapours tremulously light
Hung quivering o’er the glowing white,
The air he breathed was red.
 

25.
 

A Paradise beyond was seen,
Of shady groves and gardens green,
Fair flowers and fruitful trees,
And flowing fountains cool and clear,
Whose gurgling music reach’d his ear
Borne on the burning breeze.
 

26.
 

How should he pass that molten flood?
While gazing wistfully he stood,
A Fiend, as in a dream,
“Thus!” answer’d the unutter’d thought,
Stretch’d forth a mighty arm, and caught
And cast him in the stream.
Sir Owen groan’d, for then he felt
His eyeballs burn, his marrow melt,
His brain like liquid lead,
And from his heart the boiling blood
Its agonizing course pursued
Through limbs like iron red.
 

28.
 

Yet, giving way to no despair,
But mindful of the aid of prayer,
“Lord, Thou canst save!” he said;
And then a breath from Eden came,
With life and healing through his frame
The blissful influence spread.
 

29.
 

No Fiends may now his way oppose,
The gates of Paradise unclose,
Free entrance there is given;
And songs of triumph meet his ear,
Enrapt, Sir Owen seems to hear
The harmonies of Heaven.
 

30.
 

“Come, Pilgrim! take thy foretaste meet,
Thou who hist trod with fearless feet
St. Patrick’s Purgatory,
For after death these seats divine,
Reward eternal, shall be thine
And thine eternal glory.”
 

31.
 

Inebriate with the deep delight,
Dim grew the Pilgrim’s swimming sight,
His senses died away;
And when to life he woke, before
The Cavern-mouth he saw once more
The light of earthly day.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE CROSS ROADS.
 

The tragedy related in this Ballad happened about the year 1760, in the parish of Bedminster, near Bristol. One who was present at the funeral told me the story and the circumstances of the interment, as I have versified them.
 

1.
 

THERE was an old man breaking stones
To mend the turnpike way;
He sate him down beside a brook,
And out his bread and cheese he took,
For now it was mid-day.
 

2.
 

He leant his back against a post,
His feet the brook ran by;
And there were water-cresses growing,
And pleasant was the water’s flowing,
For he was hot and dry.
 

3.
 

A soldier with his knapsack on
Came travelling o’er the down;
The sun was strong and he was tired;
And he of the old man enquired
“How far to Bristol town?”
 

4.
 

“Half an hour’s walk for a young man,
By lanes and fields and stiles;
But you the foot-path do not know,
And if along the road you go
Why then’t is three good miles.”
 

5.
 

The soldier took his knapsack off,
For he was hot and dry;
And out his bread and cheese he took,
And he sat down beside the brook
To dine in company.
 

6.
 

“Old friend! in faith,” the soldier says,
“I envy you almost;
My shoulders have been sorely prest,
And I should like to sit, and rest
My back against that post.
 

7.
 

In such a sweltering day as this
A knapsack is the devil;
And if on t’ other side I sat,
It would not only spoil our chat,
But make me seem uncivil.”
 

8.
 

The old man laugh’d and moved... “I wish
It were a great-arm’d chair!
But this may help a man at need;..
And yet it was a cursed deed
That ever brought it there.
 

9.
 

“There’s a poor girl lies buried here,
Beneath this very place,
The earth upon her corpse is prest,
This post was driven into her breast,
And a stone is on her face.”
 

10.
 

The soldier had but just leant back,
And now he half rose up.
“There’s sure no harm in dining here,
My friend? and yet, to be sincere,
I should not like to sup.”
 

11.
 

“God rest her! she is still enough
Who sleeps beneath my feet!”
The old man cried. “No harm I trow,
She ever did herself, though now
She lies where four roads meet.
 

12.
 

“I have past by about that hour
When men are not most brave;
It did not make my courage fail.
And I have heard the nightingale
Sing sweetly on her grave.
 

13.
 

“I have past by about that hour
When ghosts their freedom have;
But here I saw no ghastly sight,
And quietly the glow-worm’s light
Was shining on her grave.
 

14.
 

“There’s one who like a Christian lies
Beneath the church-tree’s shade;
I ‘d rather go a long mile round
Than pass at evening through the ground
Wherein that man is laid.
 

15.
 

“A decent burial that man had,
The bell was heard to toll,
When he was laid in holy ground,
But for all the wealth in Bristol town
I would not be with his soul!
 

16.
 

“Did’st see a house below the hill
Which the winds and the rains destroy?
In that farm-house did that man dwell,
And I remember it full well
When I was a growing boy.
 

17.
 

“But she was a poor parish girl
Who came up from the west:
From service hard she ran away,
And at that house in evil day
Was taken in to rest.
 

18.
 

“A man of a bad name was he,
An evil life he led;
Passion made his dark face turn white,
And his grey eyes were large and light,
And in anger they grew red.
 

19.
 

“The man was bad, the mother worse,
Bad fruit of evil stem;
‘T would make your hair to stand on end
If I should tell to you, my friend,
The things that were told of them!
 

20.
 

“Did’st see an out-house standing by?
The walls alone remain;
It was a stable then, but now
Its mossy roof has fallen through
All rotted by the rain.
 

21.
 

“This poor girl she had served with them
Some half-a-year or more,
When she was found hung up one day,
Stiff as a corpse and cold as clay,
Behind that stable door.
 

22.
 

“It is a wild and lonesome place,
No hut or house is near;
Should one meet a murderer there alone,
‘T were vain to scream, and the dying groan
Would never reach mortal ear.
 

23.
 

“And there were strange reports about;
But still the coroner found
That she by her own hand had died,
And should buried be by the way-side,
And not in Christian ground.
 

24.
 

“This was the very place he chose,
Just where these four roads meet;
And I was one among the throng
That hither follow’d them along,
I shall never the sight forget I
 

25.
 

“They carried her upon a board
In the clothes in which she died;
I saw the cap blown off her head,
Her face was of a dark dark red,
Her eyes were starting wide:
 

26.
 

“I think they could not have been closed,
So widely did they strain.
O Lord, it was a ghastly sight,
And it often made me wake at night,
When I saw it in dreams again.
 

27.
 

“They laid her where these four roads meet,
Here in this very place.
The earth upon her corpse was prest,
This post was driven into her breast,
And a stone is on her face.”
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




GOD’S JUDGEMENT ON A WICKED BISHOP.
 

THE summer and autumn had been so wet,
That in winter the corn was growing yet,
‘T was a piteous sight to see all around
The grain lie rotting on the ground.
 

Every day the starving poor
Crowded around Bishop Hatto’s door,
For he had a plentiful last-year s store,
And all the neighbourhood could tell
His granaries were furnish’d well.
 

At last Bishop Hatto appointed a day
To quiet the poor without delay;
He bade them to his great Barn repair,
And they should have food for the winter then
 

Rejoiced such tidings good to hear,
The poor folk flock’d from far and near;
The great Barn was full as it could hold
Of women and children, and young and old.
 

Then when he saw it could hold no more,
Bishop Hatto he made fast the door;
And while for mercy on Christ they call,
He set fire to the Bara and burnt them all.
 

“I’ faith ‘t is an excellent bonfire!” quoth he,
“And the country is greatly obliged to me.
For ridding it in these times forlorn
Of Rats that only consume the corn.”
 

So then to his palace returned he,
And he sat down to supper merrily,
And he slept that night like an innocent man;
But Bishop Hatto never slept again.
 

In the morning as he enter’d the hall
Where his picture hung against the wall,
A sweat like death all over him came,
For the Rats had eaten it out of the frame.
 

As he look’d there came a man from his farm,
He had a countenance white with alarm;
“My Lord, I open’d your granaries this morn,
And the Rats had eaten all your corn.”
 

Another came running presently,
And he was pale as pale could be,
“Fly Î my Lord Bishop, fly,” quoth he,
“Ten thousand Rats are coming this way,...
The Lord forgive you for yesterday!”
 

“I’ll go to my tower on the Rhine,” replied he,
“‘T is the safest place in Germany;
The walls are high and the shores are steep,
And the stream is strong and the water deep.”
 

Bishop Hatto fearfully hasten’d away,
And he crost the Rhine without delay,
And reach’d his tower, and barr’d with care
All the windows, doors, and loop-holes there.
 

He laid him down and closed his eyes;..
But soon a scream made him arise,
He started and saw two eyes of flame
On his pillow from whence the screaming came.
 

He listen’d and look’d;... it was only the Cat;
But the Bishop he grew more fearful for that,
For she sat screaming, mad with fear
At the Army of Rats that were drawing near.
 

For they have swam over the river so deep.
And they have climb’d the shores so steep,
And up the Tower their way is bent,
To do the work for which they were sent.
 

They are not to be told by the dozen or score,
By thousands they come, and by myriads and more,
Such numbers had never been heard of before,
Such a judgement had never been witness’d of yore.
 

Down on his knees the Bishop fell,
And faster and faster his beads did he tell,
As louder and louder drawing near
The gnawing of their teeth he could hear.
 

And in at the windows and in at the door,
And through the walls helter-skelter they pour,
And down from the ceiling and up through the floor,
From the right and the left, from behind and before,
From within and without, from above and below,
And all at once to the Bishop they go.
 

They have whetted their teeth against the stones,
And now they pick the Bishop’s bones;
They gnaw’d the flesh from every limb,
For they were sent to do judgement on him!
 

Westbury, 1799
 




THE PIOUS PAINTER.
 

The legend of the Pious Painter is related in the Pia Hilaria of Gazæus; but the Pious Poet has omitted the second part of the story, though it rests upon quite as good authority as the first. It is to be found in the Fabliaux of Le Grand.
 

THE FIRST PART.
 

1.
 

THERE once was a painter in Catholic days,
Like JOB who eschewed all evil;
Still on his Madonnas the curious may gaze
With applause and with pleasure, but chiefly his praise
And delight was in painting the Devil.
 

2.
 

They were Angels, compared to the Devils he drew,
Who besieged poor St Anthony’s cell;
Such burning hot eyes, such a furnace-like hue!
And round them a sulphurous colouring he threw
That their breath seem’d of brimstone to smell.
 

3.
 

And now had the artist a picture begun,
‘T was over the Virgin’s church-door;
She stood on the Dragon embracing her Son;
Many Devils already the artist had done,
But this must out-do all before.
 

4.
 

The Old Dragon s imps as they fled through the air
At seeing it paused on the wing;
For he had the likeness so just to a hair,
That they came as Apollyon himself had been there,
To pay their respects to their King.
 

5.
 

Every child at beholding it trembled with dread,
And scream’d as he turn’d away quick.
Not an old woman saw it, but, raising her head,
Dropt a bead, made a cross on her wrinkles, and said,
Lord keep me from ugly Old Nick!
 

6.
 

What the Painter so earnestly thought on by day,
He sometimes would dream of by night;
But once he was startled as sleeping he lay;
‘T was no fancy, no dream, he could plainly survey
That the Devil himself was in sight
 

7.
 

“You rascally dauber!” old Beelzebub cries,
“Take heed how you wrong me again!
Though your caricatures for myself I despise,
Make me handsomer now in the multitude’s eyes,
Or see if I threaten in vain!”
 

8.
 

Now the Painter was bold, and religious beside,
And on faith he had certain reliance;
So carefully he the grim countenance eyed,
And thank’d him for sitting with Catholic pride,
And sturdily bade him defiance.
 

9.
 

Betimes in the morning the Painter arose,
He is ready as soon as ‘t is light.
Every look, every line, every feature he knows,
‘T is fresh in his eye, to his labour he goes,
And he has the old Wicked One quite.
 

10.
 

Happy man! he is sure the resemblance can’t fail;
The tip of the nose is like fire,
There’s his grin and his fangs, and his dragon-like mail,
And the very identical curl of his tail,..
So that nothing is left to desire.
 

11.
 

He looks and retouches again with delight;
‘T is a portrait complete to his mind;
And exulting again and again at the sight,
He looks round for applause, and he sees with affright
The Original standing behind.
 

12.
 

“Fool! Idiot!” old Beelzebub grinn’d as he spoke,
And stampt on the scaffold in ire;
The Painter grew pale, for he knew it no joke;
‘T was a terrible height, and the scaffolding broke,
The Devil could wish it no higher.
 

13.
 

“Help.. help! Blessed Mary!” he cried in alarm,
As the scaffold sunk under his feet.
From the canvass the Virgin extended her arm,
She caught the good Painter, she saved him from harm;
There were hundreds who saw in the street.
 

14.
 

The Old Dragon fled when the wonder he spied,
And cursed his own fruitless endeavour;
While the Painter call’d after his rage to deride,
Shook his pallet and brushes in triumph and cried,
“I’ll paint thee more ugly than ever!”
 

THE SECOND PART.
 

1.
 

THE Painter so pious all praise had acquired
For defying the malice of Hell;
The Monks the unerring resemblance admired;
Not a Lady lived near but her portrait desired
From a hand that succeeded so well.
 

2.
 

One there was to be painted the number among
Of features most fair to behold;
The country around of fair Marguerite rung,
Marguerite she was lovely and lively and young,
Her husband was ugly and old.
 

3.
 

O Painter, avoid her! O Painter, take care,
For Satan is watchful for you!
Take heed lest you fall in the Wicked One’s snare,
The net is made ready, O Painter, beware
Of Satan and Marguerite too.
 

4.
 

She seats herself now, now she lifts up her head,
On the artist she fixes her eyes;
The colours are ready, the canvass is spread.
He lays on the white, and he lays on the red,
And the features of beauty arise.
 

5.
 

He is come to her eyes, eyes so bright and so blue!
There’s a look which he cannot express;..
His colours are dull to their quick-sparkling hue;
More and more on the lady he fixes his view,
On the canvass he looks less and less.
 

6.
 

In vain he retouches, her eyes sparkle more,
And that look which fair Marguerite gave!
Many Devils the Artist had painted of yore,
But he never had tried a live Angel before,..
St Anthony, help him and save!
 

7.
 

He yielded, alas! for the truth must be told,
To the Woman, the Tempter, and Fate.
It was settled the Lady so fair to behold,
Should elope from her Husband so ugly and old,
With the Painter so pious of late.
 

8.
 

Now Satan exults in his vengeance complete,
To the Husband he makes the scheme known;
Night comes and the lovers impatiently meet;
Together they fly, they are seized in the street,
And in prison the Painter is thrown.
 

9.
 

With Repentance, his only companion, he lies,
And a dismal companion is she!
On a sudden he saw the Old Enemy rise,
“Now, you villanous dauber!” Sir Beelzebub cries,
“You are paid for your insults to me!
 

10.
 

“But my tender heart you may easily move
If to what I propose you agree;
That picture,.. be just! the resemblance improve;
Make a handsomer portrait, your chains I’ll remove,
And you shall this instant be free.”
 

11.
 

Overjoy’d, the conditions so easy he hears,
“I’ll make you quite handsome!” he said.
He said, and his chain on the Devil appears;
Released from his prison, released from his fears,
The Painter is snug in his bed.
 

12.
 

At morn he arises, composes his look,
And proceeds to his work as before;
The people beheld him, the culprit they took;
They thought that the Painter his prison had broke,
And to prison they led him once more.
 

13.
 

They open the dungeon;.. behold in his place
In the corner old Beelzebub lay;
He smirks and he smiles and he leers with a grace,
That the Painter might catchall the charms of his face,
Then vanish’d in lightning away.
 

14.
 

Quoth the Painter, “I trust you’ll suspect me no more.
Since you find my assertions were true.
But I’ll alter the picture above the Church-door,
For he never vouchsafed me a sitting before.
And I must give the Devil his due.”
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




ST. MICHAEL’S CHAIR.
 

MERRILY, merrily rung the bells,
The bells of St. Michael’s tower,
When Richard Penlake and Rebecca his wife
Arrived at St. Michael’s door.
 

Richard Penlake was a cheerful man,
Cheerful and frank and free,
But he led a sad life with Rebecca his wife,
For a terrible shrew was she.
 

Richard Penlake a scolding would take,
Till patience avail’d no longer,
Then Richard Penlake his crab-stick would take,
And show her that he was the stronger.
 

Rebecca his wife had often wish’d
To sit in St. Michael’s chair;
For she should be the mistress then
If she had once sat there.
 

It chanced that Richard Penlake fell sick,
They thought he would have died;
Rebecca his wife made a vow for his life,
As she knelt by his bed-side.
 

“Now hear my prayer, St. Michael! and spare
My husband’s life,” quoth she;
“And to thine altar we will go,
Six marks to give to thee.”
 

Richard Penlake repeated the vow,
For woundily sick was he;
“Save me, St. Michael, and we Will go
Six marks to give to thee.”
 

When Richard grew well, Rebecca his wife
Teazed him by night and by day:
“O mine own dear! for you I fear,
If we the vow delay.”
 

Merrily, merrily rung the bells,
The bells of St. Michael’s tower,
When Richard Penlake, and Rebecca his wife
Arrived at St. Michael’s door.
 

Six marks they on the altar laid,
And Richard knelt in prayer:
She left him to pray, and stole away
To sit in St Michael’s chair.
 

Up the tower Rebecca ran,
Round and round and round;
‘T was a giddy sight to stand a-top,
And look upon the ground.
 

“A ourse on the ringers for rocking
The tower!’’ Rebecca cried,
As over the church battlements
She strode with a long stride.
 

“A blessing on St. Michael’s chair!”
She said as she sat down:
Merrily, merrily rung the bells,
And out Rebecca was thrown.
 

Tidings to Richard Penlake were brought
That his good wife was dead:
“Now shall we toll for her poor soul
The great church bell?” they said.
 

“Toll at her burying,” quoth Richard Penlake,
“Toll at her burying,” quoth he;
“But don’t disturb the ringers now
In compliment to me.”
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




KING HENRY V. AND THE HERMIT OF DREUX.
 

While Henry V. lay at the siege of Dreux, an honest Hermit,
unknown to him, came and told him the great evils he
brought on Christendom by his unjust ambition, who
usurped the kingdom of France, against all manner of right,
and contrary to the will of God; wherefore in his holy
name he threatened him with a severe and sudden punishment if he desisted not from his enterprise. Henry took
this exhortation either as an idle whimsey, or a suggestion
of the dauphin’s, and was but the more confirmed in his
design. But the blow soon followed the threatening; for
within some few months after he was smitten with a strange
and incurable disease. — MEZERAY.
 

HE pass’d unquestion’d through the camp,
Their heads the soldiers bent
In silent reverence, or begg’d
A blessing as he went;
And so the Hermit pass’d along
And reached the royal tent
 

King Henry sate in his tent alone,
The map before him lay,
Fresh conquests he was planning there
To grace the future day.
 

King Henry lifted up his eyes
The intruder to behold;
With reverence he the hermit saw,
For the holy man was old,
His look was gentle as a Saint’s,
And yet his eye was bold.
 

“Repent thee, Henry, of the wrongs
Which thou hast done this land!
O King, repent in time, for know
The judgement is at hand.
 

“I have pass’d forty years of peace
Beside the river Blaise,
But what a weight of woe hast thou
Laid on my latter days!
 

“I used to see along the stream
The white sail gliding down,
That wafted food in better times
To yonder peaceful town.
 

“Henry! I never now behold
The white sail gliding down;
Famine, Disease, and Death, and Thou
Destroy that wretched town.
 

“I used to hear the traveller’s voice
As here he pass’d along,
Or maiden as she loiter’d home
Singing her even-song.
 

“No traveller’s voice may now be heard,
In fear he hastens by;
But I have heard the village maid
In vain for succour cry.
 

“I used to see the youths row down
And watch the dripping oar,
As pleasantly their viol’s tones
Came soften’d to the shore.
 

“King Henry, many a blacken’d corpse
I now see floating down!
Thou man of blood! repent in time,
And leave this leaguer’d town.”
 

“I shall go on,” King Henry cried,
“And conquer this good land;
Seest thou not, Hermit, that the Lord
Hath given it to my hand?”
 

The Hermit heard King Henry speak,
And angrily look’d down;..
His face was gentle, and for that
More solemn was his frown.
 

“What if no miracle from Heaven
The murderer’s arm controul,
Think you for that the weight of blood
Lies lighter on his soul?
 

“Thou conqueror King, repent in time
Or dread the coming woe!
For, Henry, thou hast heard the threat,
And soon shalt feel the blow!”
 

King Henry forced a careless smile,
As the hermit went his way;
But Henry soon remember’d him
Upon his dying day.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




OLD CHRISTOVAL’S ADVICE, AND THE REASON WHY HE GAVE IT.
 

“IF thy debtor be poor,” old Christoval said,
“Exact not too hardly thy due;
For he who preserves a poor man from want
May preserve him from wickedness too.
 

“If thy neighbour should sin,” old Christoval said,
“Oh never unmerciful be;
But remember it is through the mercy of God
That thou art not as sinful as he.
 

“At sixty-and-seven the hope of Heaven
Is my comfort through God’s good grace;
My summons, in truth, had I perish’d in youth,
Must have been to a different place*’’
 

“You shall have the farm, young Christoval,’’
My master Henrique said;
“But a surety provide, in whom I can confide,
That duly the rent shall be paid.”
 

I was poor, and I had not a friend upon earth,
And I knew not what to say;
We stood in the porch of St. Andrew’s Church
And it was St. Isidro’s day.
 

“Take St Isidro for my pledge,”
I ventured to make reply,
“The Saint in Heaven may be my friend,
But friendless on earth am I.”
 

We enter’d the Church, and went to his shrine,
And I fell on my bended knee,
“I am friendless, holy Isidro,
And therefore I call upon thee!
 

“I call upon thee my surety to be,
My purpose is honest and true;
And if ever I break my plighted word,
O Saint, mayst thou make me rue!”
 

I was idle, and quarter-day came on,
And I had not the rent in store,
I fear’d St. Isidro’s anger,
But I dreaded my landlord more.
 

So on a dark night I took my flight
And stole like a thief away;
It happen’d that by St. Andrew’s Church
The road I had chosen lay.
 

As I past the Church door, I thought how I swore
Upon St Isidro’s day;
That the Saint was so near increased my fear,
And faster I hasten’d away.
 

So all night long I hurried on,
Pacing full many a mile,
And knew not his avenging hand
Was on me all the while.
 

Weary I was, yet safe, I thought;
But when it was day-light
I had I found been running round
And round the Church all night
 

I shook like a palsy, and fell on my knees,
And for pardon devoutly I pray’d;
When my master came up, “What, Christoval,
You are here betimes!” he said.
 

“I have been idle, good Master,” said I,
“Good Master, and I have done wrong;
And I have been running round the Church
In penance all night long.”
 

“If thou hast been idle,” Henrique replied,
“Henceforth thy fault amend!
I will not oppress thee, Christoval,
And the Saint may thy labour befriend.’*
 

Homeward I went a penitent,
And from that day I idled no more;
St Isidro bless’d my industry,
As he punish’d my sloth before.
 

“When my debtor was poor,” old Christoval said,
“I have never exacted my due;
But remembering my master was good to me,
I copied his goodness too.
 

“When my neighbour hath sinn’d,” old Christoval said,
“I judged not too hardly his sin,
But thought of the night by St. Andrew’s Church,
And consider’d what I might have been.”
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




CORNELIUS AGRIPPA
 

A BALLAD, OF A YOUNG MAN THAT WOULD READ UNLAWFUL BOOKS,
HOW HE WAS PUNISHED.
 




VERY PITHY AND PROFITABLE.
 

CORNELIUS Agrippa went out one day,
His Study he lock’d ere he went away,
And he gave the key of the door to his wife,
And charged her to keep it lock’d on her life.
 

“And if any one ask my Study to see,
I charge you to trust them not with the key;
Whoever may beg, and entreat, and implore,
On your life let nobody enter that door.”
 

There lived a young man in the house, who in
Access to that Study had sought to obtain;
And he begg’d and pray’d the books to see,
Till the foolish woman gave him the key.
 

On the Study-table a book there lay,
Which Agrippa himself had been reading that day;
The letters were written with blood therein,
And the leaves were made of dead men’s skin;
 

And these horrible leaves of magic between’
Were the ugliest pictures that ever were seen,
The likeness of things so foul to behold,
That what they were is not fit to be told.
 

The young man, he began to read
He knew not what, but he would proceed,
When there was heard a sound at the door
Which as he read on grew more and more.
 

And more and more the knocking grew,
The young man knew not what to do;
But trembling in fear he sat within,
Till the door was broke, and the Devil came in.
 

Two hideous horns on his head he had got,
Like iron heated nine times red-hot;
The breath of his nostrils was brimstone blue,
And his tail like a fiery serpent grew.
 

“What wouldst thou with me?” the Wicked One cried,
But not a word the young man replied;
Every hair on his head was standing upright,
And his limbs like a palsy shook with affright.
 

“What wouldst thou with me?” cried the Author of ill,
But the wretched young man was silent still;
Not a word had his lips the power to say,
And his marrow seem’d to be melting away.
 

“What wouldst thou with me?” the third time he cries»
And a flash of lightning came from his eyes.
And he lifted his griffin claw in the air,
And the young man had not strength for a prayer.
 

His eyes red fire and fury dart
As out he tore the young man’s heart;
He grinn’d a horrible grin at his prey,
And in a clap of thunder vanish’d away.
 

THE MORAL.
 

Henceforth let all young men take heed
How in a Conjuror’s books they read.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




KING CHARLEMAIN.
 

1.
 

IT was strange that he loved her, for youth was gone by,
And the bloom of her beauty was fled:
’Twas the glance of the harlot that gleam’d in her eye,
And all but the Monarch could plainly descry
From whence came her white and her red.
 

2.
 

Yet he thought with Agatha none might compare,
And he gloried in wearing her chain;
The court was a desert if she were not there,
To him she alone among women seem’d fair,
Such dotage possess’d Charlemain.
 

3.
 

The soldier, the statesman, the courtier, the maid,
Alike the proud leman detest;
And the good old Archbishop, who ceased to upbraid,
Shook his grey head in sorrow, and silently pray’d
That he soon might consign her to rest.
 

4.
 

A joy ill-dissembled soon gladdens them all,
For Agatha sickens and dies.
And now they are ready with bier and with pall,
The tapers gleam gloomy amid the high hall,
And the strains of the requiem arise.
 

5.
 

But Charlemain sent them in anger away,
For she should not be buried, he said;
And despite of all counsel, for many a day,
Where array’d in her costly apparel she lay,
The Monarch would sit by the dead.
 

6.
 

The cares of the kingdom demand him in vain,
And the army cry out for their Lord;
The Lombards, the fierce misbelievers of Spain,
Now ravage the realms of the proud Charlemain,
And still he unsheathes not the sword.
 

7.
 

The Soldiers they clamour, the Monks bead In prayer
In the quiet retreats of the cell;
The Physicians to counsel together repair,
And with common consent, one and all they declare
That his senses are bound by a spell.
 

8.
 

Then with relics protected, and confident grows,
And telling devoutly his beads,
The good old Archbishop, when this was made known,
Steals in when he hears that the corpse is alone,
And to look for the spell he proceeds.
 

9.
 

He searches with care, though with tremulous haste,
For the spell that bewitches the King;
And under her tongue for security placed,
Its margin with mystical characters traced,
At length he discovers a ring.
 

10.
 

Rejoicing he seized it and hasten’d away,
The Monarch re-enter’d the room;
The enchantment was ended, and suddenly gay
He bade the attendants no longer delay,
But bear her with speed to the tomb.
 

11.
 

Now merriment, joyaunce, and feasting again
Enliven’d the palace of Aix;
And now by his heralds did King Charlemain
Invite to his palace the courtier train
To hold a high festival day.
 

12.
 

And anxiously now for the festival day
The highly-born Maidens prepare;
And now, all apparell’d in costly array,
Exulting they come to the palace of Aix,
Young and aged, the brave and the fair.
 

13.
 

Oh! happy the Damsel who ‘mid her compeers
For a moment engaged the King’s eye!
Now glowing with hopes and now fever’d with fears,
Each maid or triumphant, or jealous, appears,
As noticed by him, or past by.
 

14.
 

And now as the evening approach’d, to the ball
In anxious suspense they advance,
Hoping each on herself that the King’s choice might
fall,
When lo! to the utter confusion of all,
He ask’d the Archbishop to dance.
 

15.
 

The damsels they laugh, and the barons they stare,
‘T was mirth and astonishment all;
And the Archbishop started, and mutter’d a prayer,
And, wroth at receiving such mockery there,
In haste he withdrew from the hall.
 

16.
 

The moon dimpled over the water with light
As he wander’d along the lake side;
But the King had pursued, and o’erjoyed at his sight,
“Oh turn thee. Archbishop, my joy and delight,
Oh turn thee, my charmer,” he cried;
 

17.
 

“Oh come where the feast and the dance and the song
Invite thee to mirth and to love;
Or at this happy moment away from the throng
To the shade of yon wood let us hasten along,..
The moon never pierces that grove.”
 

18.
 

As thus by new madness the King seem’d possest,
In new wonder the Archbishop heard;
Then Charlemain warmly and eagerly prest
The good old man’s poor wither’d hand to his breast,
And kiss’d his long grey grizzle beard.
 

19.
 

“Let us well then these fortunate moments employ I”
Cried the Monarch with passionate tone:
“Come away then, dear charmer,.. my angel,..my joy,
Nay struggle not now,..’t is in vain to be coy,..
And remember that we are alone.”
 

20.
 

“Blessed Mary, protect me I “the Archbishop cried;
“What madness has come to the King!”
In vain to escape from the Monarch he tried,
When luckily he on his finger espied
The glitter of Agatha’s ring.
 

21.
 

Overjoy’d, the good prelate remember’d the spell,
And far in the lake flung the ring;
The waters closed round it, and wondrous to tell,
Released from the cursed enchantment of hell,
His reason return’d to the King.
 

22.
 

But he built him a palace there close by the bay,
And there did he love to remain;
And the traveller who will, may behold at this day
A monument still in the ruins at Aix
Of the spell that possess’d Charlemain.
 

Bath, 1797.
 




ST. ROMUALD.
 

ONE day, it matters not to know
How many hundred years ago,
A Frenchman stopt at an inn door:
The Landlord came to welcome him, and chat
Of this and that,
For he had seen the Traveller there before.
 

“Doth holy Romuald dwell
Still in his cell?”
The Traveller ask’d, “or is the old man dead?”
“No; he has left his loving flock, and we
So great a Christian never more shall see,”
The Landlord answer’d, and he shook his head.
 

“Ah, Sir! we knew his worth I
If ever there did live a Saint on earth!..
Why, Sir, he always used to wear a shirt
For thirty days, all seasons, day and night:
Good man, he knew it was not right
For Dust and Ashes to fall out with Dirt;
And then he only hung it out in the rain,
And put it on again.
 

There has been perilous work
With him and the Devil there in yonder cell;
For Satan used to maul him like a Turk.
There they would sometimes fight
All through a winter’s night,
From sun-set until morn,
He with a cross, the Devil with his horn;
The Devil spitting fire with might and main
Enough to make St Michael half afraid;
He splashing holy water till he made
His red hide hiss again,
And the hot vapour fill’d the smoking cell.
This was so common that his face became
All black and yellow with the brimstone flame,
And then he smelt,.. O Lord! how he did smell
 

“Then, Sir I to see how he would mortify
The flesh! If any one had dainty fare,
Good man, he would come there,
And look at all the delicate things, and cry,.
“O Belly, Belly,
 

You would be gormandizing now I know;
But it shall not be so!..
Home to your bread and water.. home, I tell ye!”
 

“But,” quoth the Traveller, “whereforedid he leave
A flock that knew his saintly worth so well?”
“Why,” said the Landlord, “Sir, it so befell
He heard unluckily of our intent
To do him a great honour: and you know,
He was not covetous of fame below,
And so by stealth one night away he went.”’
 

“What might this honour be?” the Traveller cried;
“Why, Sir,” the Host replied,
“We thought perhaps that he might one day leave us;
And then should strangers have
The good man’s grave,
A loss like that would naturally grieve us,
For he’ll be made a Saint of to be sure.
Therefore we thought it prudent to secure
His relics while we might;
And so we meant to strangle him one night.”
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE KING OF THE CROCODILES.
 

PART I.
 

“Now, Woman, why without your veil?
And wherefore do you look so pale?
And, Woman, why do you groan so sadly,
And wherefore beat your bosom madly?”
 

“Oh! I have lost my darling boy,
In whom my soul had all its joy;
And I for sorrow have tom my veil,
And sorrow hath made my very heart pale.
 

“Oh, I have lost my darling child,
And that’s the loss that makes me wild;
He stoop’d to the river down to drink,
And there was a Crocodile by the brink.
 

“He did not venture in to swim,
He only stoopt to drink at the brim;
But under the reeds the Crocodile lay,
And struck with his tail and swept him away.
 

“Now take me in your boat, I pray,
For down the river lies my way,
And me to the Reed-Island bring,
For I will go to the Crocodile King.
 

“He reigns not now in Crocodilople,
Proud as the Turk at Constantinople;
No ruins of his great City remain,
The Island of Reeds is his whole domain.
 

“Like a Dervise there he passes his days,
Turns up his eyes, and fasts and prays;
And being grown pious and meek and mild,
He now never eats man, woman, or child.
 

“The King of the Crocodiles never does wrong,
He has no tail so stiff and strong,
He has no tail to strike and slay,
But he has ears to hear what I say.
 

“And to the King I will complain,
How my poor child was wickedly slain;
The King of the Crocodiles he is good,
And I shall have the murderer’s blood.”
 

The man replied, “No, Woman, no,
To the Island of Reeds I will not go;
I would not for any worldly thing
See the face of the Crocodile King.”
 

“ — Then lend me now your little boat,
And I will down the river float.
I tell thee that no worldly thing
Shall keep me from the Crocodile King.
 

“The King of the Crocodiles he is good,
And therefore will give me blood for blood;
Being so mighty and so just,
He can revenge me, he will, and he must.”
 

The Woman she leapt into the boat,
And down the river alone did she float,
And fast with the stream the boat proceeds,
And now she is come to the Island of Reeds.
 

The King of the Crocodiles there was seen,
He sat upon the eggs of the Queen,
And all around, a numerous rout,
The young Prince Crocodiles crawl’d about.
 

The Woman shook every limb with fear,
As she to the Crocodile King came near,
For never man without fear and awe
The face of his Crocodile Majesty saw.
 

She fell upon her bended knee,
And said, “O King, have pity on me,
For I have lost my darling child,
And that’s the loss that makes me wild.
 

‘A Crocodile ate him for his food;
flow let me have the murderer’s blood;
Let me have vengeance for my boy,
The only thing that can give me joy.
 

“I know that you, Sire! never do wrong,
You have no tail so stiff and strong,
You have no tail to strike and slay,
But you have ears to hear what I say.’
 

“You have done well,” the King replies,
And fix’d on her his little eyes;
“Good Woman, yes, you have done right,
But you have not described me quite.
 

“I have no tail to strike and slay,
And I have ears to hear what you say;
I have teeth, moreover, as you may see,
And I will make a meal of thee.”
 

Bristol, 1799.
 

PART II.
 

WICKED the word and bootless the boast,
As cruel King Crocodile found to his cost,
And proper reward of tyrannical might,
He show’d his teeth, but he miss’d his bite.
 

“A meal of me!” the Woman cried,
Taking wit in her anger, and courage beside;
She took him his forelegs and hind between,
And trundled him off the eggs of the Queen.
 

To revenge herself then she did not fail,
He was slow in his motions for want of a tail;
But well for the Woman was it, the while,
That the Queen was gadding abroad in the Nile.
 

Two Crocodile Princes, as they play’d on the sand,
She caught, and grasping them one in each hand,
Thrust the head of one into the throat of the other,
And made each Prince Crocodile choke his brother
 

And when she had truss’d three couple this way,
She carried them off, and hasten’d away,
And plying her oars with might and main,
Cross’d the river and got to the shore again.
 

When the Crocodile Queen came home, she found
That her eggs were broken and scatter’d around,
And that six young Princes, darlings all,
Were missing, for none of them answer’d her call.
 

Then many a not very pleasant thing
Pass’d between her and the Crocodile King:
“Is this your care of the nest?” cried she;
“It comes of your gadding abroad,” said he.
 

The Queen had the better in this dispute,
And the Crocodile King found it best to be mute,
While a terrible peal in his ears she rung,
For the Queen had a tail as well as a tongue.
 

In woeful patience he let her rail,
Standing less in fear of her tongue than her tail,
And knowing that all the words which were spoken
Could not mend one of the eggs that were broken.
 

The Woman, meantime, was very well pleased
She had saved her life, and her heart was eased;
The justice she ask’d in vain for her son,
She had taken herself, and six for one.
 

“Mash-Allah!” her neighbours exclaim’d in delight:
She gave them a funeral supper that night,
Where they all agreed that revenge was sweet,
And young Prince Crocodiles delicate meat.
 




THE ROSE.
 

BETWENE the Cytee and the Chirche of Bethlehem, is the felde
Floridus, that is to seyne, the felde florsched. For als moche
as a fayre Mâyden was blamed with wrong and sclaundred,
that sche hadd don fomicacioun, for whiche cause sche was
demed to the dethe, and to be brent in that place, to the
whiche she was ladd. And as the fyre began to brenne about
hire, she made her preyeres to oure Lord, that als wissely as
sche was not gylty of that synne, that he wold help hire, and
make it to be knowen to alle men of his mercyfulle grace:
and whanne sche had thus seyd, sche entered into the fuyer,
and anon was the fuyer quenched and oute, and the brondes
that weren brennynge becomen white Roseres, fulle of roses,
and theise werein the first Roseres and roses, both white and
rede, that every ony man saughe. And thus was this Maiden
saved by the grace of God. — The Voiage and Traivaüe of
Sir John Maundeville.
 

NAY, EDITH! spare the Rose;.. perhaps it lives,
And feels the noontide sun, and drinks refresh’d
The dews of night; let not thy gentle hand
Tear its life-strings asunder, and destroy
The sense of being!... Why that infidel smile?
Come, I will bribe thee to be merciful;
And thou shalt have a tale of other days,
For I am skill’d in legendary lore,
So thou wilt let it live. There was a time
Ere this, the freshest, sweetest flower that blooms,
Bedeck’d the bowers of earth. Thou hast not heard
How first by miracle its fragrant leaves
Spread to the sun their blushing loveliness.
 

  There dwelt in Bethlehem a Jewish maid,
And Zillah was her name, so passing fair
That all Judea spake the virgin’s praise.
He who had seen her eyes’ dark radiance
How it reveal’d her soul, and what a soul
Beam’d in the mild effulgence, woe to him!
For not in solitude, for not in crowds,
Might he escape remembrance, nor avoid
Her imaged form which followed every where,
And fill’d the heart, and fix’d the absent eye.
Alas for him! her bosom own’d no love
Save the strong ardour of religious zeal,
For Zillah on her God had center’d all
Her spirit’s deep affections. So for her
Her tribes-men sigh’d in vain, yet reverenced
The obdurate virtue that destroy’d their hopes.
 

  One man there was, a vain and wretched man,
Who saw, desired, despaired, and hated her.
His sensual eye had gloated on her cheek
Even till the flush of angry modesty
Gave it new charms, and made him gloat the more.
She loathed the man, for Hamuel’s eye was bold,
And the strong workings of brute selfishness
Had moulded his broad features; and she fear’d
The bitterness of wounded vanity
That with a fiendish hue would overcast
His faint and lying smile. Nor vain her fear,
For Hamuel vow’d revenge, and laid a plot
Against her virgin fame. He spread abroad
Whispers that travel fast, and ill reports
That soon obtain belief; how Zillah’s eye,
When in the temple heaven-ward it was raised,
Did swim with rapturous zeal, but there were those
Who had beheld the enthusiast’s melting glance
With other feelings fill’d;.. that ‘t was a task
Of easy sort to play the saint by day
Before the public eye, but that all eyes
Were closed at night;.. that Zillah’s life was foul,
Yea, forfeit to the law.
 

                Shame.. shame to man,
That he should trust so easily the tongue
Which stabs another’s fame! The ill report
Was heard, repeated, and believed,.. and soon,
For Hamuel by his well-schemed villainy
Produced such semblances of guilt,.. the Maid
Was to the fire condemn’d.
 

                Without the walls,
There was a barren field; a place abhorr’d,
For it was there where wretched criminals
Receiv’d their death; and there they fix’d the stake,
And piled the fuel round, which should consume
The injured Maid, abandon’d, as it seem’d,
By God and Man. The assembled Bethlemites
Beheld the scene, and when they saw the Maid
Bound to the stake, with what calm holiness
She lifted up her patient looks to Heaven,
They doubted of her guilt. With other thoughts
Stood Hamuel near the pile; him savage joy
Led thitherward, but now within his heart
Unwonted feelings stirr’d, and the first pangs
Of wakening guilt, anticipant of Hell.
The eye of Zillah as it glanced around
Fell on the slanderer once, and rested there
A moment; like a dagger did it pierce,
And struck into his soul a cureless wound.
Conscience! thou God within us! not in the hour
Of triumph dost thou spare the guilty wretch,
Not in the hour of infamy and death
Forsake the virtuous! They draw near the stake,..
They bring the torch!... hold, hold your erring hands!
Yet quench the rising flames!.. they rise! They spread!
They reach the suffering Maid! oh God protect
The innocent one!
 

        They rose, they spread, they raged;...
The breath of God went forth; the ascending fire
Beneath its influence bent, and all its flames
In one long lightning-flash concentrating,
Darted and blasted Hamuel,.. him alone.
Hark!.. what a fearful scream the multitude
Pour forth!.. and yet more miracles! the stake
Branches and buds, and, spreading its green leaves,
Embowers and canopies the innocent Maid
Who there stands glorified; and Roses, then
First seen on earth since Paradise was lost,
Profusely blossom round her, white and red
In all their rich variety of hues;
And fragrance such as our first parents breath.
In Eden she inhales, vouchsafed to her
A presage sure of Paradise regain’d.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE LOVER’S ROCK.
 

THE Maiden through the favouring night
From Granada took her flight,
She bade her father’s house farewell,
And fled away with Manuel.
 

No Moorish maid might hope to vie
With Laila’s cheek or Laila’s eye,
No maiden loved with purer truth,
Or ever loved a lovelier youth.
 

In fear they fled across the plain,
The father’s wrath, the captive’s chain;
In hope to Seville on they flee,
To peace, and love, and liberty.
 

Chiuna they have left, and now,
Beneath a precipice s brow,
Where Guadalhorce winds its way,
There in the shade awhile they lay;
 

For now the sun was near its height.
And she was weary with her flight;
She laid her head on Manuel’s breast,
And pleasant was the maiden’s rest.
 

While thus the lovely Laila slept,
A fearful watch young Manuel kept,
Alas! her Father and his train
He sees come speeding o’er the plain.
 

The Maiden started from her sleep,
They sought for refuge up the steep,
To scale the precipice’s brow
Their only hope of safety now.
 

But them the angry Father sees,
With voice and arm he menaces,
And now the Moors approach the steep,
Loud are his curses, loud and deep.
 

Then Manuel’s heart grew wild with woe,
He loosen’d stones and roll’d below,
He loosen’d crags, for Manuel strove
For life, and liberty, and love.
 

The ascent was perilous and high,
The Moors they durst not venture nigh,
The fugitives stood safely there,
They stood in safety and despair.
 

The Moorish chief unmoved could see
His daughter bend her suppliant knee;
He heard his child for pardon plead,
And swore the offenders both should bleed.
 

He bade the archers bend the bow,
And make the Christian fall below;
He bade the archers aim the dart,
And pierce the Maid’s apostate heart.
 

The archers aim’d their arrows there,
She clasp’d young Manuel in despair,
“Death, Manuel, shall set us free I
Then leap below and die with me.”
 

He clasp’d her close and cried farewell,
In one another’s arms they fell;
And falling o’er the rock’s steep side,
In one another’s arms they died.
 

And side by side they there are laid,
The Christian youth and Moorish maid;
But never Cross was planted there,
Because they perish’d for despair.
 

Yet every Moorish maid can tell
Where Laila lies who loved so well,
And every youth who passes there,
Says for Manuel’s soul a prayer.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




GARCI FERRANDEZ.
 

This story, which later historians have taken some pains disprove, may be found in the Coronica General de Espana
 

PART I.
 

1.
 

IN an evil day and an hour of woe
Did Garci Ferrandez wed!
He wedded the Lady Argentine,
As ancient stories tell,
He loved the Lady Argentine,
Alas! for what befell!
The Lady Argentine hath fled;
In an evil day and an hour of woe
She hath left the husband who loved her well,
To go to Count Aymerique’s bed.
 

2.
 

Garci Ferrandez was brave and young,
The comeliest of the land;
There was never a knight of Leon in fight
Who could meet the force of his matchless might
There was never a foe in the infidel band
Who against his dreadful sword could stand;
And yet Count Garci’s strong right hand
Was shapely, and soft, and white;
As white and as soft as a lady’s hand
Was the hand of the beautiful knight.
 

3.
 

In an evil day and an hour of woe
To Garci’s Hall did Count Aymerique go;
In an evil hour and a luckless night
From Garci’s Hall did he take his flight,
And bear with him that lady bright,
That lady false, his bale and bane.
There was feasting and joy in Count Aymerique’s bower,
When he with triumph, and pomp, and pride,
Brought home the adultress like a bride:
His daughter only sate in her tower,
She sate in her lonely tower alone,
And for her dead mother she made her moan;
“Methinks,” said she, “my father for me
Might have brought a bridegroom home.
A stepmother he brings hither instead,
Count Aymerique will not his daughter should wed,
But he brings home a leman for his own bed.”
So thoughts of good and thoughts of ill
Were working thus in Abba’s will;
And Argentine with evil intent
Ever to work her woe was bent;
That with a fiendish hue would overcast
His faint and lying smile. Nor vain her fear,
For Hamuel vow’d revenge, and laid a plot
Against her virgin fame. He spread abroad
Whispers that travel fast, and ill reports
That soon obtain belief; how Zillah’s eye,
When in the temple heaven-ward it was raised,
Did swim with rapturous zeal, but there were those
Who had beheld the enthusiast’s melting glance
With other feelings fill’d;.. that ‘t was a task
Of easy sort to play the saint by day
Before the public eye, but that all eyes
Were closed at night;...that Zillah’s life was foul,
Yea, forfeit to the law.
 

           Shame.. shame to man,
That he should trust so easily the tongue
Which stabs another’s fame! The ill report
Was heard, repeated, and believed,.. and soon,
For Hamuel by his well-schemed villainy
Produced such semblances of guilt,.. the Maid
Was to the fire condemn’d.
 

          Without the walls,
There was a barren field; a place abhorr’d,
For it was there where wretched criminals
Receiv’d their death; and there they fix’d the stake,
And piled the fuel round, which should consume
The injured Maid, abandon’d, as it seem’d,
By God and Man. The assembled Bethlemites
Beheld the scene, and when they saw the Maid
Bound to the stake, with what calm holiness
She lifted up her patient looks to Heaven,
They doubted of her guilt. With other thoughts
Stood Hamuel near the pile; him savage joy
Led thitherward, but now within his heart
Unwonted feelings stirr’d, and the first pangs
Of wakening guilt, anticipant of Hell.
The eye of Zillah as it glanced around
Fell on the slanderer once, and rested there
A moment; like a dagger did it pierce,
And struck into his soul a cureless wound.
Conscience! thou God within us! not in the hour
Of triumph dost thou spare the guilty wretch,
Not in the hour of infamy and death
Forsake the virtuous! They draw near the stake,..
They bring the torch!... hold, hold your erring hands!
 

Yet quench the rising flames!.. they rise! They spread!
They reach the suffering Maid! oh God protect
The innocent one!
 

They rose, they spread, they raged;...
The breath of God went forth; the ascending fire
Beneath its influence bent, and all its flames
In one long lightning-flash concentrating,
Darted and blasted Hamuel,.. him alone.
Hark!.. what a fearful scream the multitude
Pour forth!.. and yet more miracles! the stake
Branches and buds, and, spreading its green leaves,
Embowers and canopies the innocent Maid
Who there stands glorified; and Roses, then
First seen on earth since Paradise was lost,
Profusely blossom round her, white and red
 

PART II.
 

1.
 

‘T is the hour of noon,
The bell of the convent hath done,
And the Sexts are begun;
The Count and his leman are gone to their meat.
They look to their pages, and lo they see
Where Abba, a stranger so long before,
The ewer, and bason, and napkin bore;
She came and knelt on her bended knee,
And first to her father minister’d she;
Count Aymerique look’d on his daughter down,
He look’d on her then without a frown.
 

2.
 

And next to the Lady Argentine
Humbly she went and knelt;
The Lady Argentine the while
A haughty wonder felt;
Her face put on an evil smile;
“I little thought that I should see
The Lady Abba kneel to me
In service of love and courtesy!
Count Aymerique,” the leman cried,
“Is she weary of her solitude,
Or hath she quell’d her pride?”
Abba no angry word replied,
She only raised her eyes and cried,
€t Let not the Lady Argentine
Be wroth at ministry of mine!”
She look’d at Aymerique and sigh’d;
“My father will not frown, I ween,
That Abba again at his board should be seen!
Then Aymerique raised her from her knee,
And kiss’d her eyes, and bade her be
The daughter she was wont to be.
 

3.
 

The wine hath warm’d Count Aymerique,
That mood his crafty daughter knew;
She came and kiss’d her father’s cheek,
And stroked his beard with gentle hand,
And winning eye and action bland,
As she in childhood used to do.
“A boon! Count Aymerique,” quoth she;
“If I have found favour in thy sight,
Let me sleep at my father’s feet to-night.
Grant this,” quoth she, “so I shall see
That you will let your Abba be
The daughter she was wont to be.”
With asking eye did Abba speak,
Her voice was soft and sweet;
The wine had warm’d Count Aymerique,
And when the hour of rest was come,
She lay at her father’s feet.
 

4.
 

In Aymerique’s arms the adult’ress lay,
Their talk was of the distant day,
How they from Garci fled away
In the silent hour of night;
And then amid their wanton play
They mock’d the beautiful Knight
Far, far away his castle lay,
The weary road of many a day;
, “And travel long,” they said, “to him,
It seem’d, was small delight;
And he belike was loth with blood
To stain his hands so white.”
They little thought that Garci then
Heard every scornful word!
They little thought the avenging hand
Was on the avenging sword!
Fearless, unpenitent, unblest,
Without a prayer they sunk to rest,
The adulterer on the leman’s breast.
 

5.
 

Then Abba, listening still in fear,
To hear the breathing long and slow,
At length the appointed signal gave,
And Garci rose and struck the blow.
One blow sufficed for Aymerique,..
He made no moan, he utter’d no groan;
But his death-start waken’d Argentine,
And by the chamber-lamp she saw
The bloody falchion shine!
She raised for help her in-drawn breath,
But her shriek of fear was her shriek of death.
 

6.
 

In an evil day and an hour of woe
Did Garci Ferrandez wed!
One wicked wife he has sent to her grave,
He hath taken a worse to his bed.
 

Bristol, 1801.
 




KING RAMIRO.
 

1.
 

GREEN grow the alder-trees, and close
To the water-side by St. Joam da Foz.
From the castle of Gaya the Warden sees
The water and the alder-trees;
And only these the Warden sees,
No danger near doth Gaya fear,
No danger nigh doth the Warden spy;
He sees not where the gallies lie
Under the alders silently;
For the gallies with green are cover’d o’er,
They have crept by night along the shore,
And they lie at anchor, now it is morn,
Awaiting the sound of Ramiro’s horn.
 

2.
 

In traveller’s weeds Ramiro sate
By the fountain at the castle-gate;
But under the weeds was his breast-plate,
And the sword he had tried in so many fights
And the horn whose sound would ring around
And be known so well by his knights.
 

3.
 

From the gate Aldonza’s damsel came
To fill her pitcher at the spring,
And she saw, but she knew not, her master the K
In the Moorish tongue Ramiro spake,
And begg’d a draught for mercy’s sake,
That he his burning thirst might slake;
For worn by a long malady,
Not strength enow, he said, had he
To lift it from the spring.
 

4.
 

She gave her pitcher to the King,
And from his mouth he dropt a ring
Which he had with Aldonza broken;
So in the water from the spring
Queen Aldonza found the token.
With that she bade her damsel bring
Secretly the stranger in.
 

5.
 

“What brings thee hither, Ramiro? “ she cried:
“The love of you,” the King replied.
“Nay! nay I it is not so!” quoth she,
“Ramiro, say not this to me!
I know your Moorish concubine
Hath now the love which once was mine.
If you had loved me as you say,
You would never have stolen Ortiga away;
If you had never loved another,
I had not been here in Gaya to-day
The wife of Ortiga’s brother I
But hide thee here,.. a step I hear,.,
King Alboazar draweth near.”
 

6.
 

In her alcove she bade him hide:
“King Alboazar, my lord,” she cried,
“What wouldst thou do, if at this hour
King Ramiro were in thy power?”
“This I would do,” the Moor replied,
“I would hew him limb from limb,
As he, I know, would deal by me,
So I would deal by him.”
“Alboazar!” Queen Aldonza said,
“Lo! here I give him to thy will;
In yon alcove thou hast thy foe,
Now thy vengeance then fulfil!”
 

7.
 

With that up spake the Christian king:
“O Alboazar, deal by me
As I would surely deal with thee,
If I were you, and you were me!
Like a friend you guested me many a day,
Like a foe I stole your sister away;
The sin was great, and I felt its weight,
All joy by day the thought opprest,
And all night long it troubled my rest;
Till I could not bear the burthen of care,
But told my Confessor in despair.
And he, my sinful soul to save,
This penance for atonement gave;
. That I before you should appear
And yield myself your prisoner here,’
If my repentance was sincere,
That I might by a public death
Breathe shamefully out my latest breath.
 

8.
 

“King Alboazar, this I would do,
If you were I, and I were you;
That no one should say you were meanly fed,
I would give you a roasted capon first,
And a good ring loaf of wheaten bread,
And a skinful of wine to quench your thirst;
And after that I would grant you the thing
Which you came to me petitioning.
Now this, O King, is what I crave,
That I my sinful soul may save:
Let me be led to your bull-ring,
And call your sons and daughters all,
And assemble the people both great and small,
And let me be set upon a stone,
That by all the multitude I may be known,
And bid me then this horn to blow,
And I will blow a blast so strong,
And wind the horn so loud and long
That the breath in my body at last shall be gone,
And I shall drop dead in sight of the throng.
Thus your revenge, O King, will be brave,
Granting the boon which I come to crave,
And the people a holyday sight will have,
And I my precious soul shall save;
For this is the penance my Confessor gave.
King Alboazar, this I would do,
If you were I, and I were you.”
 

9.
 

“This man repents his sin, be sure!”
To Queen Aldonza said the Moor;
“He hath stolen my sister away from me,
I have taken from him his wife;
Shame then would it be when he comes to me,
And I his true repentance see,
If I for vengeance should take his life.”
 

10.
 

“O Alboazar!” then quoth she,
“Weak of heart as weak can be!
Full of revenge and wiles is he.
Look at those eyes beneath that brow,
I know Ramiro better than thou!
Kill him, for thou hast him now,
He must die, be sure, or thou.
Hast thou not heard the history
How, to the throne that he might rise,
He pluck’d out his brother Ordofio’s eyes?
And dost not remember his prowess in fight,
How often he met thee and put thee to flight,
And plunder’d thy country for many a day;
And how many Moors he has slain in the strife,
And how many more carried captives away?
How he came to show friendship.. and thou didst believe him?
How he ravish’d thy sister,.. and wouldst thou forgive him?
And hast thou forgotten that I am his wife,
And that now by thy side I lie like a bride,
The worst shame that can ever a Christian betide?
And cruel it were when you see his despair,
If vainly you thought in compassion to spare,
And refused him the boon he comes hither to crave;
For no other way his poor soul can he save,
Than by doing the penance his Confessor gave.”
 

11.
 

As Queen Aldonza thus replies,
The Moor upon her fixed his eyes,
And he said in his heart, unhappy is he
Who putteth his trust in a woman!
Thou art King Ramiro’s wedded wife,
And thus wouldst thou take away his life!
What cause have I to confide in thee?
I will put this woman away from me.
These were the thoughts that pass’d in his breast,
But he call’d to mind Ramiro’s might;
And he fear’d to meet him hereafter in fight,
And he granted the King’s request.
 

12.
 

So he gave him a roasted capon first,
And a skinful of wine to quench his thirst;
And he call’d for his sons and daughters all,
And assembled the people both great and small;
And to the bull-ring he led the king;
And he set him there upon a stone,
That by all the multitude he might be known,
And he bade him blow through his horn a blast,
As long as his breath and his life should last.
 

13.
 

Oh then his horn Ramiro wound:
The walls rebound the pealing sound,
That far and wide rings echoing round;
Louder and louder Ramiro blows,
And farther the blast and farther goes;
Till it reaches the gallies where they lie close
Under the alders, by St. Joam da Foz.
It roused his knights from their repose,
And they and their merry men arose..
Away to Gaya they speed them straight;
Like a torrent they burst through the city gate
And they rush among the Moorish throng,
And slaughter their infidel foes.
 

14.
 

Then his good sword Ramiro drew,
Upon the Moorish King he flew,
And he gave him one blow, for there needed not to
They killed his sons and his daughters too;
Every Moorish soul they slew;
Not one escaped of the infidel crew;
Neither old nor young, nor babe nor mother
And they left not one stone upon another.
 

15.
 

They carried the wicked Queen aboard,
And they took counsel what to do to her;
They tied a millstone round her neck,
And overboard in the sea they threw her.
But a heavier weight than that millstone lay
On Ramiro’s soul at his dying day.
 

Bristol, 1802.
 




THE INCHCAPE ROCK.
 

An old writer mentions a curious tradition which may be worth
quoting. “By east the Isle of May,” says he, “twelve
miles from all land in the German seas, lyes a great hidden
rock, called Inchcape, very dangerous for navigators, because
it is overflowed everie tide. It is reported in old times, upon
the saide rock there was a bell, fixed upon a tree or timber,
which rang continually, being moved by the sea, giving notice to the saylers of the danger. This bell or clocke was put
there and maintained by the Abbot of Aberbrothok, and being taken down by a sea pirate, a yeare therafter he perished
upon the same rocke, with ship and goodes, in the righteous
judgement of God.” — STODDART’S Remarks on Scotland.
 

No stir in the air, no stir in the sea,
The ship was still as she could be,
Her sails from heaven received no motion,
Her keel was steady in the ocean.
 

Without either sign or sound of their shock
The waves flow’d over the Inchcape Rock;
So little they rose, so little they fell,
They did not move the Inchcape Bell.
 

The Abbot of Aberbrothok
Had placed that bell on the Inchcape Rock;
On a buoy in the storm it floated and swung,
And over the waves its warning rung.
 

When the Rock was hid by the surge’s swell,
The mariners heard the warning bell;
And then they knew the perilous Rock,
And blest the Abbot of Aberbrothok.
 

The Sun in heaven was shining gay,
All things were joyful on that day;
The sea-birds scream’d as they wheel’d round,
And there was joyaunce in their sound.
 

The buoy of the Inchcape Bell was seen
A darker speck on the ocean green;
Sir Ralph the Rover walk’d his deck,
And he fix’d his eye on the darker speck.
 

He felt the cheering power of spring,
It made him whistle, it made him sing;
His heart was mirthful to excess,
But the Rover’s mirth was wickedness.
 

His eye was on the Inchcape float;
Quoth he, “My men, put out the boat,
And row me to the Inchcape Rock,
And I ‘ll plague the Abbot of Aberbrothok.”
 

The boat is lower’d, the boatmen row,
And to the Inchcape Rock they go;
Sir Ralph bent over from the boat,
And he cut the Bell from the Inchcape float
 

Down sunk the Bell with a gurgling sound,
The bubbles rose and burst around;
Quoth Sir Ralph, “ The next who comes to the Rock
Won’t bless the Abbot of Aberbrothok.”
 

Sir Ralph the Rover sail’d away,
He scour’d the seas for many a day;
And now grown rich with plunder’d store,
He steers his course for Scotland’s shore.
 

So thick a haze o’erspreads the sky
They cannot see the Sun on high;
The wind hath blown a gale all day,
At evening it hath died away.
 

On the deck the Rover takes his stand,
So dark it is they see no land.
Quoth Sir Ralph, “It will be lighter soon,
For there is the dawn of the rising Moon.”
 

“Canst hear,” said one, “the breakers roar?
For methinks we should be near the shore.”
“Now where we are I cannot tell,
But I wish I could hear the Inchcape Bell.”
 

They hear no sound, the swell is strong;
Though the wind hath fallen they drift along
Till the vessel strikes with a shivering shock
“Oh Christ! it is the Inchcape Rock!”
 

Sir Ralph the Rover tore his hair;
He curst himself in his despair;
The waves rush in on every side,
The ship is sinking beneath the tide.
 

But even in his dying fear
One dreadful sound could the Rover hear,
A sound as if with the Inchcape Bell,
The Devil below was ringing his knell.
 

Bristol, 1802.
 




THE WELL OF ST. KEYNE.
 

“I know not whether it be worth the reporting, that there is
à Cornwall, near the parish of St. Neots, a Well, arched over
with the robes of four kinds of trees, withy, oak, elm, and
ash dedicated to St. Keyne. The reported virtue of the water
is this, that whether husband or wife come first to drink thereof they get the mastery thereby.” — FULLER.
‘This passage in one of the folios of the Worthy old Fuller, who,
as he says, knew not whether it were worth the reporting,
suggested the following Ballad: and the Ballad has produced so many imitations that it may be prudent here thus to
assert its originality, lest I should be accused hereafter of
having committed the plagiarism which has been practised
upon it.
“Next,” says Carew, in his Survey of Cornwall, p. 150., “I
will relate you another of the Cornish natural wonders, viz.
S. Kayne’s Well; but lest you make a wonder first at the
Saint, before you take notice of the Well, you must understand, that this was not Kayne the manqueller, but one of a
gentler spirit and milder sex, to wit, a woman. He who
caused the spring to be pictured added this rhyme for an
exposition: — 
 

In name, in shape, in quality,
This Well is very quaint;
The name to lot of Kayne befell,
No over-holy saint.
The shape, four trees of divers kinde,
 

Withy, Oak, Elm, and Ash,
 

A Well there is in the west country,
And a clearer one never was seen;
There is not a wife in the west country
But has heard of the Well of St Keyne.
 

An oak and an elm tree stand beside,
And behind doth an ash-tree grow,
And a willow from the bank above
Droops to the water below.
 

A traveller came to the Well of St Keyne;
Joyfully he drew nigh,
For from cock-crow he had been travelling,
And there was not a cloud in the sky.
 

He drank of the water so cool and clear,
For thirsty and hot was he,
And he sat down upon the bank
Under the willow-tree.
 

There came a man from the house hard by
At the Well to fill his pail;
On the Well-side he rested it,
And he bade the Stranger hail.
 

“Now art thou a bachelor, Stranger?” quoth he,
“For an if thou hast a wife,
The happiest draught thou hast drank this day
That ever thou didst in thy life.
 

“Or has thy good woman, if one thou hast,
Ever here in Cornwall been?
For an if she have, I’ll venture my life
She has drank of the Well of St. Keyne.”
 

I have left a good woman who never was here,”
The Stranger he made reply,
“But that my draught should be the better for that,
I pray you answer me why?”
 

“St Keyne,” quoth the Cornish-man, “many a time
Drank of this crystal Well,
And before the Angel summon’d her,
She laid on the water a spell.
 

“If the Husband of this gifted Well
Shall drink before his Wife,
A happy man thenceforth is he,
For he shall be Master for life.
 

“But if the Wife should drink of it first,..
God help the Husband then!”
The Stranger stoopt to the Well of St. Keyne,
And drank of the water again.
 

“You drank of the Well I warrant betimes?”
He to the Cornish-man said:
But the Cornish-man smiled as the Stranger spake,
And sheepishly shook his head.
 

“I hasten’d as soon as the wedding was done,
And left my Wife in the porch;
But i’ faith she had been wiser than me,
For she took a bottle to Church.”
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




BISHOP BRUNO.
 

“Bruno, the Bishop of Herbipolitanum, sailing in the river
of Danubius, with Henry the Third, then Emperor, being
not far from a place which the German es call Ben Strudel,
or the devouring gulfe, which is neere unto Grinon, a castle
in Austria, a spirit was heard clamouring aloud, ‘Ho, ho,
Bishop Bruno, whither art thou travelling? but dispose of
thyselfe how thou pleasest, thou shalt be my prey and spoil.’
At the hearing of these words they were all stupefied, and the
Bishop with the rest crost and blest themselves. The issue
was, that within a short time after, the Bishop, feasting with
the Emperor in a castle belonging to the Countesse of Esburch,
a rafter fell from the roof of the chamber wherein they sate,
and strooke him dead at the table.”
HEY wood’s Hierarchie of the Blessed Angels.
 

BISHOP BRUNO awoke in the dead midnight,
And he heard his heart beat loud with affright:
He dreamt he had rung the Palace bell,
And the sound it gave was his passing knell.
 

Bishop Bruno smiled at his fears so vain,
He turned to sleep and he dreamt again;
He rang at the palace gate once more,
And Death was the Porter that open’d the door.
 

He started up at the fearful dream,
And he heard at his window the screech-owl scream
Bishop Bruno slept no more that night,..
Oh! glad was he when he saw the day-light!
 

Now he goes forth in proud array,
For he with the Emperor dines to-day;
There was not a Baron in Germany
That went with a nobler train than he.
 

Before and behind his soldiers ride,
The people throng’d to see their pride;
They bow’d the head, and the knee they bent,
But nobody blest him as he went.
 

So he went on stately and proud,
When he heard a voice that cried aloud,
“Ho! ho! Bishop Bruno! you travel with glee,
But I would have you know, you travel to me!”
 

Behind and before and on either side,
He look’d, but nobody he espied;
And the Bishop at that grew cold with fear,
For he heard the words distinct and clear.
 

And when he rang at the Palace bell,
He almost expected to hear his knell;
And when the Porter turn’d the key,
He almost expected Death to see.
 

But soon the Bishop recover’d his glee,
For the Emperor welcomed him royally;
And now the tables were spread, and there
Were choicest wines and dainty fare.
 

And now the Bishop had blest the meat,
When a voice was heard as he sat in his seat,..
“With the Emperor now you are dining with glee,
But know, Bishop Bruno! you sup with me!”
 

The Bishop then grew pale with affright,
And suddenly lost his appetite;
All the wine and dainty cheer
Could not comfort his heart that was sick with fear.
 

But by little and little recovered he,
For the wine went flowing merrily,
Till at length he forgot his former dread,
And his cheeks again grew rosy red.
 

When he sat down to the royal fare
Bishop Bruno was the saddest man there;
But when the masquers enter’d the hall,
He was the merriest man of all.
 

Then from amid the masquers’ crowd
There went a voice hollow and loud,..
“You have past the day, Bishop Bruno, in glee;
But you must pass the night with me!”
 

His cheek grows pale, and his eye-balls glare,
And stiff round his tonsure bristled his hair;
With that there came one from the masquers’ ball
And took the Bishop by the hand.
 

The bony hand suspended his breath,
His marrow grew cold at the touch of Death;
On saints in vain he attempted to call,
Bishop Bruno fell dead in the palace hall.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




THE BATTLE OF BLENHEIM.
 

1.
 

IT was a summer evening,
Old Kaspar’s work was done,
And he before his cottage door
Was sitting in the sun,
And by him sported on the green
His little grandchild Wilhelmine.
 

2.
 

She saw her brother Peterkin
Roll something large and round,
Which he beside the rivulet
In playing there had found;
He came to ask what he had found,
That was so large, and smooth, and round.
 

3.
 

Old Kaspar took it from the boy,
Who stood expectant by;
And then the old man shook his head,
And with a natural sigh,
“‘T is some poor fellow’s skull,” said he,
“Who fell in the great victory.
 

4.
 

“I find them in the garden,
For there’s many here about;
And often when I go to plough,
The ploughshare turns them out!
For many thousand men,” said he,
“Were slain in that great victory.”
 

5.
 

“Now tell us what’t was all about,”
Young Peterkin, he cries;
And little Wilhelmine looks up
With wonder-waiting eyes;
“Now tell us all about the war,
And what they fought each other for.”
 

6.
 

“It was the English,” Kaspar cried,
“Who put the French to rout;
But what they fought each other for,
I could not well make out;
But every body said,” quoth he,
“That ‘t was a famous victory.
 

7.
 

“My father lived at Blenheim then,
Yon little stream hard by;
They burnt his dwelling to the ground,
And he was forced to fly;
So with his wife and child he fled,
Nor had he where to rest his head.
 

8.
 

“With fire and sword the country round
Was wasted far and wide,
And many a childing mother then,
And new-born baby died;
But things like that, you know, must be
At every famous victory.
 

9.
 

“They say it was a shocking sight
After the field was won;
For many thousand bodies here
Lay rotting in the sun;
But things like that, you know, must be
After a famous victory.
 

10.
 

“Great praise the Duke of Marlbro’ won,
And our good Prince Eugene.”
“Why’t was a very wicked thing!”
Said little Wilhelmine.
“Nay.. nay.. my little girl,” quoth he,
“It was a famous victory.
 

11.
 

“And every body praised the Duke
Who this great fight did win.”
“But what good came of it at last?”
Quoth little Peterkin.
“ — Why that I cannot tell,” said he,
“But’t was a famous victory.”
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




A TRUE BALLAD OF ST. ANTIDIUS, THE POPE, AND THE DEVIL.
 

IT is Antidius the Bishop
Who now at even tide,
Taking the air and saying a prayer,
Walks by the river side.
 

The Devil had business that evening,
And he upon earth would go;
For it was in the month of August,
And the weather was close below.
 

He had his books to settle,
And up to earth he hied,
To do it there in the evening air,
All by the river side.
 

His imps came flying around him,
Of his affairs to tell;
From the north, and the south, and the east, and the west;
They brought him the news that he liked best,
Of the things they had done,
And the souls they had won,
And how they sped well
In the service of Hell.
 

There came a devil posting in
Return’d from his employ,
Seven years had he been gone from Hell,
And now he came grinning for joy.
 

“Seven years,” quoth he, “of trouble and toil
Have I labour’d the Pope to win;
And I to-day have caught him,
He hath done a deadly sin!”
And then he took the Devil’s book,
And wrote the deed therein.
 

Oh, then King Beelzebub for joy,
He drew his mouth so wide,
You might have seen his iron teeth,
Four and forty from side to side.
 

He wagg’d his ears, he twisted his tail,
He knew not for joy what to do,
In his hoofs and his horns, in his heels and his corns,
It tickled him all through.
 

The Bishop who beheld all this,
Straight how to act bethought him;
He leapt upon the Devil’s back,
And by the horns he caught him.
 

And he said a Pater-noster
As fast as he could say,
And made a cross on the Devil’s head,
And bade him to Rome away.
 

Away, away, the Devil flew,
All through the clear moonlight;
I warrant who saw them on their way
He did not sleep that night.
 

Without bridle, or saddle, or whip, or spur,
Away they go like the wind;
The beads of the Bishop are hanging before,
And the tail of the Devil behind.
 

They met a Witch and she hail’d them
As soon as she came within call;
“Ave Maria!” the Bishop exclaim’d,
It frightened her broomstick and she got a fall.
 

He ran against a shooting star,
So fast for fear did he sail,
And he singed the beard of the Bishop
Against a Comet’s tail;
 

And be pass’d between the horns of the Moon,
With Antidius on his back;
And there was an eclipse that night,
Which was not in the Almanack.
 

The Bishop just as they set out,
To tell his beads begun;
And he was by the bed of the Pope
Before the string was done.
 

The Pope fell down upon his knees,
In terror and confusion,
And he confess’d the deadly sin,
And he had absolution.
 

And all the Popes in bliss that be,
Sung, O be joyful I then;
And all the Popes in bale that be,
They howl’d for envy then;
For they before kept jubilee,
Expecting his good company,
Down in the Devils den.
 

But what was this the Pope had done
To bind his soul to Hell?
Ah! that is the mystery of this wonderful history,
And I wish that I could tell!
 

But would you know, there you must go,
You can easily find the way;
It is a broad and a well-known road
That is travell’d by night and by day.
 

And you must look in the Devil’s book;
You will find one debt that was never paid yet
If you search the leaves throughout;
And that is the mystery of this wonderful history,
And the way to find it out.
 

Bristol, 1802.
 




GONZALO HERMIGUEZ.
 

This story is related at length by Bernardo de Brito in his
Cronica de Cister., L. vi. C. 1., where he has preserved also
part of a poem by Gonzalo Hermiguez. The verses are said
to be the oldest in the Portugueze language, and Brito says
there were more of them, but he thought it sufficient to cite
these for his purpose. If they had been correctly printed,
it might have been difficult to make out their meaning, but
from a text so corrupted it is impossible.
 

1.
 

IN arms and in anger, in struggle and strife,
Gonzalo Hermiguez won his wife;
He slew the Moor who from the fray
Was rescuing Fatima that day;
In vain she shriek’d: Gonzalo prest
The Moorish prisoner to his breast;
That breast in iron was array’d,
The gauntlet was bloody that graspt the Maid;
Through the bever-sight his eye
Glared fierce and red and wrathfully,
And while he bore the captive away
His heart rejoiced, and he blest the day.
 

2.
 

Under the lemon walk’s odorous shade
Gonzalo Hermiguez wooed the Maid;
The ringlets of his raven hair
Waved upon the evening air,
And gentle thoughts that raise a sigh
Soften’d the warriors dark-brown eye,
When he with passion and sweet song
Wooed her to forgive the wrong;
Till she no more could say him nay,
And the Moorish Maiden blest the day
When Gonzalo bore her a captive away.
 

3.
 

To the holy Church with pomp and pride
Gonzalo Hermiguez led his bride.
In the sacred font that happy day
Her stain of sin was wash’d away;
There did the Moorish Maiden claim
Another faith, another name;
There as a Christian convert plight
Her faith unto the Christian Knight,
And Oriana blest the day
When Gonzalo bore her a captive away.
 

4.
 

Of Affonso Henriques’ court the pride
Were Gonzalo Hermiguez and his bride;
In battle strongest of the strong,
In peace the master of the song,
Gonzalo of all was first in fame,
The loveliest she and the happiest dame.
But ready for her heavenly birth
She was not left to fade on earth;
In that dread hour with Heaven in view,
The comfort of her faith she knew,
And blest on her death-bed the day
When Gonzalo bore her a captive away.
 

5.
 

Through a long and holy life
Gonzalo Hermiguez mourn’d his wife.
The arms wherewith he won his bride,
Sword shield and lance, were laid aside.
That head which the high-plumed helm had worn
Was now of its tresses shaven and shorn,
A Monk of Alcobaça he
Eminent for sanctity.
Contented in his humble cell
The meekest of the meek to dwell,
His business was by night and day
For Oriana’s soul to pray.
Never day did he let pass
But scored to her account a mass;
Devoutly for the dear one dead
With self-inflicted stripes he bled;
This was Gonzalo’s sole employ,
This was Gonzalo’s only joy;
Till love thus purified became
A holy, yea, a heavenly flame;
And now in Heaven both bless the day
When he bore the Moorish captive away.
 

Bristol, 1801.
 




QUEEN ORRACA, AND THE FIVE MARTYRS OF MOROCCO.
 

This Legend is related in the Chronicle of Affonso II., and in the Historia Serafica of Fr. Manoel da Esperança.
 

1.
 

THE Friars five have girt their loins,
And taken staff in hand;
And never shall those Friars again
Hear mass in Christian land.
 

They went to Queen Orraca,
To thank her and bless her then;
And Queen Orraca in tears
Knelt to the holy men.
 

“Three things, Queen Orraca,
We prophesy to you:
Hear us, in the name of God!
For time will prove them true.
“In Morocco we must martyr’d be;
Christ hath vouchsafed it thus:
We shall shed our blood for Him
Who shed his blood for us.
 

To Coimbra shall our bodies be brought,
Such being the will divine;
That Christians may behold and feel
Blessings at our shrine.
 

And when unto that place of rest
Our bodies shall draw nigh,
Tho sees us first, the King or you,
That one that night must die.
 

Fare thee well, Queen Orraca!
For thy soul a mass we will say every day as long as we live,
And on thy dying day.”
 

The Friars they blest her, one by one,
Where she knelt on her knee,
And they departed to the land
Of the Moors beyond the sea.
 

2.
 

“What news, O King Affonso,
What news of the Friars five?
Have they preach’d to the Miramamolin;
And are they still alive?”
 

“They have fought the fight, O Queen!
They have run the race;
In robes of white they hold the palm
Before the throne of Grace.
 

“All naked in the sun and air
Their mangled bodies He;
What Christian dared to bury them,
By the bloody Moors we old die.”
 

3.
 

“What news, O King Affonso,
Of the Martyrs five what news?
Doth the bloody Miramamolin
Their burial still refuse?”
 

“That on a dunghill they should rot,
The bloody Moot decreed;
That their dishonour’d bodies should
The dogs and vultures feed:
 

“But the thunder of God roll’d over them,
And the lightning of God flash’d round;
Nor thing impure, nor man impure,
Could approach the holy ground.
 

“A thousand miracles appall’d
The cruel Pagan’s mind;
Our brother Pedro brings them here,
In Coimbra to be shrined.”
 

4.
 

Every altar in Coimbra
Is drest for the festival day;
All the people in Coimbra
Are dight in their richest array;
 

Every bell in Coimbra
Doth merrily, merrily, ring;
The Clergy and the Knights await,
To go forth with the Queen and the King.
 

“Come forth, come forth, Queen Orraca!
We make the procession stay.”
“I beseech thee, King Affonso,
Go you alone to-day.
 

“I have pain in my head this morning,
I am ill at heart also:
Go without me, King Affonso,
For I am too faint to go.”
 

“The relics of the Martyrs five
All maladies can cure;
They will requite the charity
You shew’d them once, be sure:
 

“Come forth then, Queen Orraca
You make the procession stay:
It were a scandal and a sin
To abide at home to-day.”
 

Upon her palfrey she is set,
And forward then they go;
And over the long bridge they pass,
And up the long hill wind slow.
 

“Prick forward, King Affonso,
And do not wait for me;
To meet them close by Coimbra,
It were discourtesy;
 

“A little while I needs must wait,
Till this sore pain be gone;...
I will proceed the best I can,
But do you and your Knights prick on.”
 

The King and his Knights prick’d up the hill
Faster than before;
The King and his Knights have topt the hill,
And now they are seen no more.
 

As the King and his Knights went down the hill,
A wild boar crost the way;
“Follow him I follow him!” cried the King;
“We have time by the Queen’s delay!”
 

A-hunting of the boar astray
Is King Affonso gone:
Slowly, slowly, but straight the while,
Queen Orraca is coming on.
 

And winding now the train appears
Between the olive-trees:
Queen Orraca alighted then,
And fell upon her knees.
 

The Friars of Alanquer came first,
And next the relics past;...
Queen Orraca look’d to see
The King and his Knights come last.
 

She heard the horses tramp behind;
At that she turn’d her face:
King Affonso and his Knights came up
All panting from the chase.
 

“Have pity upon my poor soul,
Holy Martyrs five!” cried she:
“Holy Mary, Mother of God,
Virgin, pray for me!”
 

5.
 

That day in Coimbra
Many a heart was gay;
But the heaviest heart in Coimbra,
Was that poor Queen’s that day.
 

The festival is over,
The sun hath sunk in the west;
All the people in Coimbra
Have betaken themselves to rest.
 

Queen Orraca’s Father Confessor
At midnight is awake;
Kneeling at the Martyrs’ shrine,
And praying for her sake.
 

Just at the midnight hour, when all
Was still as still could be,
Into the Church of Santa Cruz,
Came a saintly company:
 

All in robes of russet grey,
Poorly were they dight;
Each one girdled with a cord,
Like a Friar Minorite.
 

But from those robes of russet grey,
There flow’d a heavenly light;
For each one was the blessed soul
Of a Friar Minorite.
 

Brighter than their brethren,
Among the beautiful band;
Five were there who each did bear
A palm branch in his hand.
 

He who led the brethren,
A living man was he;
And yet he shone the brightest
Of all the company.
 

Before the steps of the altar,
Each one bow’d his head;
And then with solemn voice they sung
The Service of the Dead.
 

“ — And who are ye, ye blessed Saints?”
The Father Confessor said;
“And for what happy soul sing ye
The Service of the Dead?”
 

“These are the souls of our brethren in bliss,
The Martyrs five are we:
And this is our father Francisco,
Among us bodily.
 

“We are come hither to perform
Our promise to the Queen;
Go thou to King Affonso,
And say what thou hast seen.”
 

There was loud knocking at the door,
As the heavenly vision fled;
And the porter called to the Confessor,
To tell him the Queen was dead.
 

Bristol, 1803.
 




THE OLD WOMAN OF BERKELEY, A BALLAD, SHEWING HOW AN OLD WOMAN RODE DOUBLE, AND WHO RODE BEFORE HER.
 

THE Raven croak’d as she sate at her meal,
And the Old Woman knew what he said,
And she grew pale at the Raven’s tale,
And sicken’d and went to her bed.
 

“Now fetch me my children, and fetch them with speed,”
The Old Womanvof Berkeley said,
“The Monk my son, and my daughter the Nun,
Bid them hasten or I shall be dead.”
 

The Monk her son, and her daughter the Nun,
Their way to Berkeley went,
And they have brought with pious thought
The holy sacrament.
 

The Old Woman shriek’d as they enter’d her door
And she cried with a voice of despair,
“Now take away the sacrament,
For its presence I cannot bear!”
 

Her lip it trembled with agony,
The sweat ran down her brow,
“I have tortures in store for evermore,
But spare me, my children, now!”
 

Away they sent the sacrament,
The fit it left her weak,
She look’d at her children with ghastly eyes,
- And faintly struggled to speak.
 

“All kind of sin I have rioted in,
And the judgement now must be,
But I secured my children’s souls,
Oh! pray, my children, for me!
 

“I have ‘nointed myself with infant’s fat,
The fiends have been my slaves,
From sleeping babes I have suck’d the breath,
And breaking by charms the sleep of death,
I have call’d the dead from their graves.
 

“ — And the Devil will fetch me now in fire,
My witchcrafts to atone;
And I who have troubled the dead man’s grave
Shall never have rest in my own.
 

“Bless, I entreat, my winding sheet,
My children, I beg of you;
And with holy water sprinkle my shroud,
And sprinkle my coffin too.
 

“And let me be chain’d in my coffin of stone,
And fasten it strong, I implore,
With iron bars, and with three chains,
Chain it to the church floor.
 

“And bless the chains and sprinkle them,
And let fifty Priests stand round,
Who night and day the mass may say,
Where I lie on the ground.
 

“And see that fifty Choristers
Beside the bier attend me,
And day and night by the tapers’ light,
With holy hymns defend me.
 

“Let the church bells all both great and small,
Be toll’d by night and day,
To drive from thence the fiends who come
To bear my body away.
 

“And ever have the church door barr’d
After the even-song;
And I beseech you, children dear,
Let the bars and bolts be strong.
 

“And let this be three days and nights
My wretched corpse to save;
Till the fourth morning keep me safe,
And then I may rest in my grave.”
 

The Old Woman of Berkeley laid her down,
And her eyes grew deadly dim,
Short came her breath, and the struggle of death
Did loosen every limb.
 

They blest the old woman’s winding sheet
With rites and prayers due,
With holy water they sprinkled her shroud,
And they sprinkled her coffin too.
 

And they chain’d her in her coffin of stone,
And with iron barr’d it down,
And in the church with three strong chains
They chain’d it to the ground.
 

And they blest the chains and sprinkled them,
And fifty Priests stood round,
By night and day the mass to say
Where she lay on the ground.
 

And fifty sacred Choristers
Beside the bier attend her,
Who day and night by the tapers’ light
Should with holy hymns defend her.
 

To see the Priests and Choristers
It was a goodly sight,
Each holding, as it were a staff,
A taper burning bright.
 

And the church bells all both great and small,
Did toll so loud and long;
And they have barr’d the church door hard,
After the even-song.
 

And the first night the tapers’ light
Burnt steadily and clear,
But they without a hideous rout
Of angry fiends could hear;
 

A hideous roar at the church door
Like a long thunder peal;
And the priests they pray’d, and the choristers sung
Louder in fearful zeal.
 

Loud toll’d the bell, the priests pray’d well,
The tapers they burnt bright,
The Monk her son, and her daughter the Nun.
They told their beads all night.
 

The cock he crew, the Fiends they flew
From the voice of the morning away;
Then un disturb’d the Choristers sing,
And the fifty Priests they pray;
As they had sung and pray’d all night
They pray’d and sung all day.
 

The second night the tapers’ light
Burnt dismally and blue,
And every one saw his neighbour’s face
Like a dead man’s face to view.
 

And yells and cries without arise
That the stoutest heart might shock,
And a deafening roaring like a cataract pouring
Over a mountain rock.
 

The Monk and Nun they told their beads
As fast as they could tell,
And aye as louder grew the noise
The faster went the bell.
 

Louder and louder the Choristers sung
As they trembled more and more,
And the Priests as they pray’d to heaven for aid,
They smote their breasts full sore.
 

The cock he crew, the Fiends they flew
From the voice of the morning away;
Then undisturb’d the Choristers sing,
And the fifty Priests they pray;
As they had sung and pray’d all night
They pray’d and sung all day.
 

The third night came, and the tapers’ flame
A frightful stench did make;
And they burnt as though they had been dipt
In the burning brimstone lake.
 

And the loud commotion, like the rushing of ocean,
Grew momently more and more;
And strokes as of a battering ram,
Did shake the strong church door.
 

The bellmen, they for very fear
Could toll the bell no longer;
And still as louder grew the strokes,
Their fear it grew the stronger.
 

The Monk and Nun forgot their beads,
They fell on the ground in dismay;
There was not a single Saint in heaven
To whom they did not pray.
 

And the Choristers’ song, which late was so strong
Falter’d with consternation,
For the church did rock as an earthquake shock
Uplifted its foundation.
 

And a sound was heard like the trumpet’s blast,
That shall one day wake the dead;
The strong church door could bear no more,
And the bolts and the bars they fled;
 

And the tapers’ light was extinguish’d quite,
And the choristers faintly sung,
And the Priests dismay’d, panted and pray’d,
And on all Saints in heaven for aid
They call’d with trembling tongue.
 

And in He came with eyes of flame,
The Devil to fetch the dead,
And all the church with his presence glow’d
Like a fiery furnace red.
 

He laid his hand on the iron chains,
And like flax they moulder’d asunder,
And the coffin lid, which was barr’d so firm,
He burst with his voice of thunder.
 

And he bade the Old Woman of Berkeley rise,
And come with her master away;
A cold sweat started on that cold corpse,
At the voice she was forced to obey.
 

She rose on her feet in her winding sheet,
Her dead flesh quiver’d with fear,
And a groan like that which the Old Woman gave
Never did mortal hear.
 

She follow’d her Master to the church door,
There stood a black horse there;
His breath was red like furnace smoke,
His eyes like a meteor’s glare.
 

The Devil he flung her on the horse,
And he leapt up before,
And away like the lightning’s speed they went,
And she was seen no more.
 

They saw her no more, but her cries
For four miles round they could hear,
And children at rest at their mothers’ breast
Started, and scream’d with fear.
 

Hereford, 1798.
 




THE SURGEON’S WARNING.
 

THE Doctor whisper’d to the Nurse,
And the Surgeon knew what he said;
And he grew pale at the Doctor’s tale,
And trembled in his sick-bed.
 

“Now fetch me my brethren, and fetch them with speed,”
The Surgeon affrighted said;
“The Parson and the Undertaker,
Let them hasten or I shall be dead.”
 

The Parson and the Undertaker
They hastily came complying,
And the Surgeon’s Prentices ran up stairs
When they heard that their Master was dying.
 

The Prentices all they enter’d the room,
By one, by two, by three;
With a sly grin came Joseph in,
First of the company.
 

The Surgeon swore as they enter’d his door,
‘T was fearful his oaths to hear,..
“Now send these scoundrels out of my sight,
I beseech ye, my brethren dear!”
 

He foam’d at the mouth with the rage he felt,
And he wrinkled his black eye-brow,
“That rascal Joe would be at me, I know,
But zounds, let him spare me now!”
 

Then out they sent the Prentices,
The fit it left him weak,
He look’d at his brothers with ghastly eyes.
And faintly struggled to speak.
 

“All kinds of carcases I have cat up,
And now my turn will be;
But, brothers, I took care of you,
So pray take care of me.
 

“I have made candles of dead men’s fat,
The Sextons have been my slaves,
I have bottled babes unborn, and dried
Hearts and livers from rifled graves.
 

“And my Prentices now will surely come
And carve me bone from bone,
And I who have rifled the dead man’s grave
Shall never have rest in my own.
 

“Bury me in lead when I am dead,
My brethren, I entreat,
And see the coffin weigh’d, I beg,
Lest the plumber should be a cheat.
 

“And let it be solder’d closely down,
Strong as strong can be, I implore;
And put it in a patent coffin,
That I may rise no more.
 

“If they carry me off in the patent coffin,
Their labour will be in vain;
Let the Undertaker see it bought of the mak
Who lives by St. Martin’s Lane.
 

“And bury me in my brother’s church,
For that will safer be;
And I implore, lock the church door,
And pray take care of the key.
 

“And all night long let three stout men
The vestry watch within;
To each man give a gallon of beer,
And a keg of Holland’s gin;
 

“Powder and ball and blunderbuss,
To save me if he can,
And eke five guineas if he shoot
A Resurrection Man.
 

“And let them watch me for three weeks,
My wretched corpse to save;
For then I think that I may stink
Enough to rest in my grave.”
 

The Surgeon laid him down in his bed,
His eyes grew deadly dim,
Short came his breath, and the struggle of death
Did loosen every limb.
 

They put him in lead when he was dead,
And with precaution meet,
First they the leaden coffin weigh,
Lest the plumber should be a cheat.
 

They had it solder’d closely down,
And examin’d it o’er and o’er,
And they put it in a patent coffin
That he might rise no more.
 

For to carry him off in a patent coffin,
Would, they thought, be but labour in vain,
So the Undertaker saw it bought of the maker,
Who lives by St. Martin’s Lane.
 

In his brother’s church they buried him,
That safer he might be;
They lock’d the door, and would not trust
The Sexton with the key.
 

And three men in the vestry watch
To save him if they can,
And should he come there to shoot they swear
A Resurrection Man.
 

And the first night by lanthorn light
Through the church-yard as they went,
A guinea of gold the Sexton shew’d
That Mister Joseph sent.
 

But conscience was tough, it was not enough,
And their honesty never swerved,
And they bade him go with Mister Joe
To the Devil as he deserved.
 

So all night long by the vestry fire
They quaff’d their gin and ale,
And they did drink, as you may think,
And told full many a tale.
 

The Cock he crew cock-a-doodle-doo,
Past five! the watchmen said;
And they went away, for while it was day
They might safely leave the dead.
 

The second night by lanthorn light
Through the church-yard as they went,
He whisper’d anew, and shew’d them two
That Mister Joseph sent
 

The guineas were bright and attracted their sight,
They look’d so heavy and new,
And their fingers itch’d as they were bewitch’d,
And they knew not what to do.
 

But they waver’d not long, for conscience was strong
And they thought they might get more,
And they refused the gold, but not
So rudely as before.
 

So all night long by the vestry fire
They quaff’d their gin and ale,
And they did drink, as you may think,
And told full many a take
 

The third night as by Ianthom light
Through the church-yard they went,
He bade them see, and shew’d them three
That Mister Joseph sent.
 

They look’d askaunce with greedy glance,
The guineas they shone bright,
For the Sexton on the yellow gold
Let fall his lanthorn light.
 

And he look’d sly with his roguish eye,
And gave a well-timed wink,
And they could not stand the sound in his hand.
For he made the guineas chink.
 

And conscience, late that had such weight,
All in a moment fails,
For well they knew that it was true’
A dead man tells no tales.
 

And they gave all their powder and ball,
And took the gold so bright,
And they drank their beer and made good cheer
Till now it was midnight.
 

Then, though the key of the church-door
Was left with the Parson, his brother,
It open’d at the Sexton’s touch,...
Because he had another.
 

And in they go with that villain Joe,
To fetch the body by night,
And all the church look’d dismally
By his dark-lanthorn light.
 

They laid the pick-axe to the stones,
And they moved them soon asunder;
They shovell’d away the hard-prest clay,
And came to the coffin under.
 

They burst the patent coffin first,
And they cut through the lead;
And they laugh’d aloud when they saw the shroud,
Because they had got at the dead.
 

And they allow’d the Sexton the shroud,
And they put the coffin back;
And nose and knees they then did squeeze
The Surgeon in a sack.
 

The watchmen as they past along
Full four yards off could smell,
And a curse bestow’d upon the load
So disagreeable.
 

So they carried the sack a-pick-a-back,
And they carved him bone from bone,
But what became of the Surgeon’s soul
Was never to mortal known.
 

Westbury, 1798.
 




HENRY THE HERMIT.
 

IT was a little island where he dwelt,
A solitary islet, bleak and bare,
Short scanty herbage spotting with dark spots
Its grey stone surface. Never mariner
Approach’d that rude and uninviting coast,
Nor ever fisherman his lonely bark
Anchor’d beside its shore. It was a place
Befitting well a rigid anchoret,
Dead to the hopes and vanities and joys,
And purposes of life: and he had dwelt
Many long years upon that lonely isle;
For in ripe manhood he abandon’d arms,
Honours and friends and country and the world,
And had grown old in solitude. That isle
Some solitary man in other times
Had made his dwelling-place; and Henry found
The little chapel which his toil had built
Now by the storms unroof’d, his bed of leaves
Wind-scatter’d; and his grave o’ergrown with grass,
And thistles, whose white seeds there wing’d in vain,
Wither’d on rocks, or in the waves were lost.
So he repair’d the chapel’s ruin’d roof,
Clear’d the grey lichens from the altar-stone,
And underneath a rock that shelter’d him
From the sea-blast, he built his hermitage.
The peasants from the shore would bring him food,
And beg his prayers; but human converse else
He knew not in that utter solitude;
Nor ever visited the haunts of men,
Save when some sinful wretch on a sick bed
Implored his blessing and his aid in death.
That summons he delay’d not to obey,
Though the night-tempest or autumnal wind
Madden’d the waves; and though the mariner,
Albeit relying on his saintly load,
Grew pale to see the peril. Thus he lived
A most austere and self-denying man,
Till abstinence and age and watchfulness
Had worn him down, and it was pain at last
To rise at midnight from his bed of leaves
And bend his knees in prayer. Yet not the less,
Though with reluctance of infirmity,
Rose he at midnight from his bed of leaves
And bent his knees in prayer; but with more zeal,
More self-condemning fervour, raised his voice
Imploring pardon for the natural sin
Of that reluctance, till the atoning prayer
Had satisfied his heart, and given it peace,
And the repented fault became a joy.
 

One night upon the shore his chapel-bell
Was heard; the air was calm, and its far sounds
Over the water came, distinct and loud.
Alarm’d at that unusual hour to hear
Its toll irregular, a monk arose,
And crost to the island-chapel. On a stone
Henry was sitting there, dead, cold, and stiff,
The bell-rope in his hand, and at his feet
The lamp that stream’d a long unsteady light
 

Westbury, 1799.
 




ST. GUALBERTO. ADDRESSED TO GEORGE BURNETT.
 

1.
 

THE work is done, the fabric is complete;
Distinct the Traveller sees its distant tower,
Yet ere his steps attain the sacred seat,
Must toil for many a league and many an hour.
Elate the Abbot sees the pile and knows,
Stateliest of convents now, his new Moscera rose.
 

2.
 

Long were the tale that told Moscera’s pride,
Its columns cluster’d strength and lofty state,
How many a saint bedeck’d its sculptured side,
What intersecting arches graced its gate;
Its towers how high, its massy walls how strong,
These fairly to describe were sure a tedious song.
 

3.
 

Yet while the fane rose slowly from the ground,
But little store of charity, I ween,
The passing pilgrim at Moscera found;
And often there the mendicant was seen
Hopeless to turn him from the convent-door,
Because this costly work still kept the brethren poor.
 

4.
 

Now all is finish’d, and from every side
They flock to view the fabric, young and old.
Who now can tell Rodulfo’s secret pride,
When on the Sabbath-day his eyes behold
The multitudes that crowd his church’s floor,
Some sure to serve their God, to see Moscera more.
 

5.
 

So chanced it that Gualberto pass’d that way,
Since sainted for a life of saintly deeds.
He paused the new-rear’d convent to survey,
And o’er the structure whilst his eye proceeds,
Sorrowed, as one whose holier feelings deem
That ill so proud a pile did humble monks beseem.
 

6.
 

Him, musing as he stood, Rodulfo saw,
And forth he came to greet the holy guest;
For him he knew as one who held the law
Of Benedict, and each severe behest
So duly kept with such religious care,
That Heaven had oft vouchsafed its wonders to his prayer.
 

7.
 

“Good brother, welcome!” thus Rodulfo cries,
“In sooth it glads me to behold you here;
It is Gualberto! and mine aged eyes
Did not deceive me: yet full many a year
Hath slipt away, since last you bade farewell
To me your host and my uncomfortable cell.
 

8.
 

“’Twas but a sorry welcome then you found,
And such as suited ill a guest so dear.
The pile was ruinous, the base unsound;
It glads me more to bid you welcome here,
For you can call to mind our former state;
Come, brother, pass with me the new Moscera’s gate.”
 

9.
 

So spake the cheerful Abbot, but no smile
Of answering joy relax’d Gualberto’s brow;
He raised his hand and pointed to the pile,
“Moscera better pleased me then, than now;
A palace this, befitting kingly pride!
Will holiness, my friend, in palace pomp abide?”
 

10.
 

“Aye,” cries Rudolfo. “‘t is a stately place!
And pomp becomes the House of Worship well.
Nay, scowl not round with so severe a face!
When earthly kings in seats of grandeur dwell
Where art exhausted decks the sumptuous hall.
Can poor and sordid huts beseem the Lord of all?
 

11.
 

“And ye have rear’d these stately towers on high
To serve your God?” the Monk severe replied;
“It rose from zeal and earnest piety,
And prompted by no worldly thoughts beside?
Abbot, to him who prays with soul sincere
However poor the cell, God will incline his ear.
 

12.
 

“Rodulfo I while this haughty building rose,
Still was the pilgrim welcome at your door?
Did charity relieve the orphan’s woes?
Clothed ye the naked? did ye feed the poor?
He who with alms most succours the distrest,
Proud Abbot! know he serves his heavenly Father best.
 

13.
 

“Did they in sumptuous palaces go dwell
Who first abandon’d all to serve the Lord?
Their place of worship was the desart cell,
Wild fruits and berries spread their frugal board,
And if a brook, like this, ran murmuring by,
They blest their gracious God, and ‘ thought it
luxury.’”
 

14.
 

Then anger darken’d in Rodulfo’s face;
“Enough of preaching,” sharply he replied,
“Thou art grown envious;..’ tis a common case,
Humility is made the cloak of pride.
Proud of our home’s magnificence are we,
But thou art far more proud in rags and beggary.”
 

15.
 

With that Gualberto cried in fervent tone,
“O, Father, hear me! If this costly pile
Was for thine honour rear’d, and thine alone,
Bless it, O Father, with thy fostering smile!
Still may it stand, and never evil know,
Long as beside its walls the endless stream shall flow.
 

16.
 

“But, Lord, if vain and worldly-minded men
Have wasted here the wealth which thou hast lent,
To pamper worldly pride; frown on it then!
Soon be thy vengeance manifestly sent!
Let yonder brook, that gently flows beside,
Now from its base sweep down the unholy house of pride!”
 

17.
 

He said,.. and lo, the brook no longer flows!
The waters pause, and now they swell on high;
Erect in one collected heap they rose;
The affrighted brethren from Moscera fly,
And upon all the Saints in Heaven they call,
To save them in their flight from that impending fall,
 

18.
 

Down the heapt waters came, and with a sound
Like thunder, overthrown the fabric falls;
Swept far and wide its fragments strew the ground,
Prone lie its columns now, its high-arch’d walls,
‘ Earth shakes beneath the onward-rolling tide,
That from its base swept down the unholy house of pride.
 

19.
 

Were old Gualberto’s reasons built on truth,
Dear George, or like Moscera’s base unsound?
This sure I know, that glad am I, in sooth,
He only play’d his pranks on foreign ground;
For had he turn’d the stream on England too,
The Vandal monk had spoilt full many a goodly view.
 

20.
 

Then Malmesbury’s arch had never met my sight.
Nor Battle’s vast and venerable pile;
I had not traversed then with such delight
The hallowed ruins of our Alfred’s isle,
Where many a pilgrim’s curse is well bestow’d
On those who rob its walls to mend the turnpike road
 

21.
 

Wells would have fallen, dear George, our country’s pride; — 
And Canning’s stately church been rear’d in vain
Nor had the traveller Ely’s tower descried,
Which when thou seest far o’er the fenny plain,
Dear George, I counsel thee to turn that way,
Its ancient beauties sure will well reward delay.
 

22.
 

And we should never then have heard, 1 think,
At evening hour, great Tom’s tremendous knell.
The fountain streams that now in Christ-church stink,
Had niagara’d o’er the quadrangle;
But as’t was beauty that deserved the flood,
I ween, dear George, thy own old Pompey might have stood.
 

23.
 

Then had not Westminster, the house of God,
Served for a concert-room, or signal-post;
Old Thames, obedient to the father’s nod,
Had swept down Greenwich,. England’s noblest boast;
And, eager to destroy the unholy walls,
Fleet-ditch had roll’d up hill to overwhelm St. Paul’s.
 

24.
 

George, dost thou deem the legendary deeds
Of saints like this but rubbish, a mere store
Of trash, that he flings time away who reads?
And would’st thou rather bid me puzzle o’er
Matter and Mind and all the eternal round,
Plunged headlong down the dark and fathomless profound?
 

25.
 

Now do I bless the man who undertook
These Monks and Martyrs to biographize;
And love to ponder o’er his ponderous book,
The mingle-mangle mass of truth and lies,
Where waking fancies mixt with dreams appear,
And blind and honest zeal, and holy faith sincere.
 

26.
 

All is not truth; and yet, methinks, ‘t were hard
Of wilful fraud such fablers to accuse;
What if a Monk, from better themes debarred,
Should for an edifying story chuse,
How some great Saint the Flesh and Fiend overcame,
His taste I trow, and not his conscience, were to blame.
 

27.
 

No fault of his, if what he thus design’d,
Like pious novels for the use of youth,
Obtain’d such hold upon the simple mind,
That was received at length for gospel-truth.
A fair account! and should’st thou like the plea,
Thank thou our valued friend, dear George, who taught it me.
 

28.
 

All is not false which seems at first a lie.
Fernan Antolinez a Spanish knight,
Knelt at the mass, when lo! the troops hard by
Before the expected hour began the fight.
Though courage, duty, honour, summon’d there,
He chose to forfeit all, not leave the unfinish’d prayer.
 

29.
 

But while devoutly thus the unarm’d knight
Waits till the holy service should be o’er,
Even then the foremost in the furious fight
Was he beheld to bathe his sword in gore;
First in the van his plumes were seen to play,
And all to him decreed the glory of the day.
 

30.
 

The truth is told, and men at once exclaim,
Heaven had his Guardian Angel deign’d to send;
And thus the tale is handed down to fame.
Now if our good Sir Fernan had a friend
Who in this critical season served him well,
Bear George, the tale is true, and yet no miracle.
 

31.
 

I am not one who scan with scornful eyes
The dreams which make the enthusiast’s best delight;
Nor thou the legendary lore despise
If of Gualberto yet again I write,
How first impell’d he sought the convent-cell;
A simple tale it is, but one that pleased me well.
 

* * *
 

32.
 

Fortune had smiled upon Gualberto’s birth,
The heir of Valdespesa’s rich domains;
An only child, he grew in years and worth,
And well repaid a father’s anxious pains.
In many a field that father had been tried,
Well for his valour known, and not less known for pride.
 

33.
 

It chanced that one in kindred near allied
Was slain by his hereditary foe;
Much by his sorrow moved and more by pride,
The father vow’d that blood for blood should flow,
And from his youth Gualberto had been taught
That with unceasing hate should just revenge be sought.
 

34.
 

Long did they wait; at length the tidings came
That through a lone and unfrequented way,
Soon would Anselmo, snch the murderer’s name,
Pass on his journey home, an easy prey.
“Go,” said the father, “meet him in the wood!”
And young Gualberto went, and laid in wait for blood.
 

35.
 

When BOW the youth was at the forest shade
Arrived, it drew toward the close of day;
Anselmo haply might be long delay’d,
And he, already wearied with his way,
Beneath an ancient oak his limbs reclined,
And thoughts of near revenge alone possess’d his mind.
 

36.
 

Slow sunk the glorious sun; a roseate light
Spread o’er the forest from his lingering rays;
The glowing clouds upon Gualberto’s sight
Soften’d in shade,..he could not chuse but gaze;
And now a placid greyness clad the heaven,
Save where the west retain’d the last green light of even.
 

37.
 

Cool breathed the grateful air, and fresher now
The fragrance of the autumnal leaves arose;
The pissing gale scarce moved the o’erhanging bough,
And not a sound disturb’d the deep repose. 
Save when a falling leaf came fluttering by,
(let’s stream that murmur’d quietly.
 

38.
 

Is there who has not felt the deep delight,
The hush of soul, that scenes like these impart?
The heart they will not soften is not right,
And young Gualberto was not hard of heart.
Yet sure he thinks revenge becomes him well,
When from a neighbouring church he heard the vesper-bell.
 

39.
 

The Romanist who hears that vesper-bell,
Howe’er employ’d, must send a prayer to Heaven.
In foreign lands I liked the custom well,
For with the calm and sober thoughts of even
It well accords; and wert thou journeying there,
It would not hurt thee, George, to join that vesper prayer.
 

40.
 

Gualberto had been duly taught to hold
All pious customs with religious care;
And,..for the young man’s feelings were not cold,
He never yet had miss’d his vesper-prayer.
But strange misgivings now his heart invade,
And when the vesper-bell had ceased he had not pray’d.
 

41.
 

And wherefore was it that he had not pray’d?
The sudden doubt arose within his mind,
And many a former precept then he weigh’d,
The words of Him who died to save mankind;
How ‘t was the meek who should inherit Heaven,
And man must man forgive, if he would be forgiven.
 

42.
 

Troubled at heart, almost he felt a hope,
That yet some chance his victim might delay.
So as he mused adown the neighbouring slope
He saw a lonely traveller on his way;
And now he knows the man so much abhorr’d,..
His holier thoughts are gone, he bares the murderous sword.
 

43.
 

“The house of Valdespesa gives the blow I
Go, and our vengeance to our kinsman tell!”..
Despair and terror seized the unarm’d foe,
And prostrate at the young man’s knees he fell,
And stopt his hand and cried, “Oh, do not take
A wretched sinner’s life! mercy, for Jesus’ sake!”
At that most blessed name, as at a spell,
Conscience, the power within him, smote his heart.
His hand, for murder raised, unharming fell;
He felt cold sweat-drops on his forehead start;
A moment mute in holy horror stood,
Then cried, “ Joy, joy, my God! I have not shed his blood!”
 

45.
 

He raised Anselmo up, and bade him live,
And bless, for both preserved, that holy name:
And pray’d the astonish’d foeman to forgive
The bloody purpose led by which he came.
Then to the neighbouring church he sped away,
His over-burden’d soul before his God to lay.
 

46.
 

He ran with breathless speed,.. he reach’d the door,
With rapid throbs his feverish pulses swell;..
He came to crave for pardon, to adore
For grace vouchsafed? before the cross he fell,
And raised his swimming eyes, and thought that there
He saw the imaged Christ smile favouring on his prayer.
 

47.
 

A blest illusion! from that very night
The Monk’s austerest life devout he led;
And still he felt the enthusiast’s deep delight,
Seraphic visions floated round his head,
The joys of heaven foretasted fill’d his soul,
And still the good man’s name adorns the sainted roll.
 

Westbury, 1799.
 




THE MARCH TO MOSCOW.
 

1.
 

THE Emperor Nap he would set off
On a summer excursion to Moscow;
The fields were green, and the sky was blue, Morbleu! Parbleu!
What a pleasant excursion to Moscow!
 

2.
 

Four hundred thousand men and more
Must go with him to Moscow:
There were Marshals by the dozen,
And Dukes by the score;
Princes a few, and Kings one or two;
While the fields are so green, and the sky so blue, Morbleu! Parbleu!
What a pleasant excursion to Moscow!
 

3.
 

There was Junot and Augereau,
Heigh-ho for Moscow!
Dombrowsky and Poniatowsky,
Marshal Ney, lack-a-day!
General Rapp and the Emperor Nap;
Nothing would do
While the fields were so green, and the sky so blue,
Morbleu! Parbleu!
Nothing would do
For the whole of this crew,
But they must be marching to Moscow.
 

4.
 

The Emperor Nap he talk’d so big
That he frighten’d Mr. Roscoe.
John Bull, he cries, if you’ll be wise,
Ask the Emperor Nap if he will please
To grant you peace upon your knees,
Because he is going to Moscow!
He’ll make all the Poles come out of their holes,
And beat the Russians and eat the Prussians,
For the fields are green, and the sky is blue,
Morbleu! Parbleu!
And he’ll certainly march to Moscow!
 

5.
 

And Counsellor Brougham was all in a fume
At the thought of the march to Moscow:
The Russians, he said, they were undone,
And the great Fee-Faw-Fum
Would presently come
With a hop, step, and jump unto London.
For as for his conquering Russia,
However some persons might scoff it,
Do it he could, and do it he would,
And from doing it nothing would come but good,
And nothing could call him off it.
Mr. Jeffrey said so, who must certainly know,
For he was the Edinburgh Prophet.
They all of them knew Mr. Jeffrey’s Review,
Which with Holy Writ ought to be reckon’d:
It was through thick and thin to its party true;
Its back was buff, and its sides were blue;
Morbleu! Parbleu!
It served them for Law and for Gospel too.
 

6.
 

But the Russians stoutly they turned-to
Upon the road to Moscow.
Nap had to fight his way all through;
They could fight, though they could not parlez-vous,
But the fields were green, and the sky was blue,
Morbleu! Parbleu!
And so he got to Moscow.
 

7.
 

He found the place too warm for him,
For they set fire to Moscow.
To get there had cost him much ado,
And then no better course he knew,
While the fields were green, and the sky was blue
Morbleu! Parbleu!
But to march back again from Moscow.
 

8.
 

The Russians they stuck close to him
All on the road from Moscow.
There was Tormazow and Jemalow
And all the others that end in ow;
Milarodovifceh and Jaladovitch
And Karatschkowitch,
And all the others that end in itch;
Schamscheff, Souchosaneff,
And Schepaleff,
And all the others that end in eff;
Wasiltschikoff, Kostomaroff,
And Tchoglokofii
And all the others that end in off;
Rajeffsky and Novereffsky
And Rieffsky,
And all the others that end in effsky;
Oscharoffsky and Rostoffsky,
And all the others that end in offsky;
And Platoff he play’d them off,
And Shouvaloff he shovell’d them off,
And Markoff he mark’d them off,
And Krosnoff he cross’d them off,
And Tuchkoff he touch’d them off,
And Boroskoff he bored them off,
And Kutousoff he cut them off,
And Parenzoff he pared them off,
And Worronzoff he worried them off,
And Doctoroff he doctor’d them off,
And Rodionoff he flogg’d them off.
And last of all an Admiral came,
A terrible man with a terrible name,
A name which you all know by sight very well;
But which no one can speak, and no one can spell.
They stuck close to Nap with all their might,
They were on the left and on the right,
Behind and before, and by day and by night,
He would rather parlez-vous than fight;
But he look’d white and he look’d blue,
Morbleu! Parbleu!
When parlez-vous no more would do,
For they remember’d Moscow.
 

9.
 

And then came on the frost and snow
All on the road from Moscow.
The wind and the weather he found in that hour
Cared nothing for him nor for all his power;
For him who, while Europe crouch’d under his rod,
Put his trust in his Fortune, and not in his God.
Worse and worse every day the elements grew,
The fields were so white and the sky so blue,
Sacrebleu! Ventrebleu!
What a horrible journey from Moscow.
 

10.
 

What then thought the Emperor Nap
Upon the road from Moscow?
Why, I ween he thought it small delight
To fight all day, and to freeze all night:
And he was besides in a very great fright,
For a whole skin he liked to be in;
And so, not knowing what else to do,
When the fields were so white and the sky so blue,
Morbleu! Parbleu!
He stole away, I tell you true,
Upon the road from Moscow.
‘T is myself, quoth he, I must mind most;
So the Devil may take the hindmost.
 

11.
 

Too cold upon the road was he,
Too hot had he been at Moscow;
But colder and hotter he may be,
For the grave is colder than Moscovy:
And a place there is to be kept in view,
Where the fire is red and the brimstone blue,
Morbleu! Parbleu!
Which he must go to,
If the Pope say true.
If he does not in time look about him;
Where his namesake almost
He may have for his Host,
He has reckon’d too long without him,
If that host get him in Purgatory,
He won’t leave him there alone with his glory;
But there he must stay for a very long day,
For from thence there is no stealing away
As there was on the road from Moscow.
 

Keswick, 1813.
 




BROUGH BELLS.
 

ONE day to Helbeek I had stroll’d
Among the Crossfell hills,
And resting in its rocky grove
Sat listening to the rills;
 

The while to their sweet undersong
The birds sang blithe around,
And the soft west wind awoke the wood
To an intermitting sound.
 

Louder or fainter as it rose,
Or died away, was borne
The harmony of merry bells,
From Brough that pleasant morn.
 

“Why are the merry bells of Brough,
My friend, so few?” said I,
“They disappoint the expectant ear,
Which they should gratify.
 

“One, two, three, four; one, two, three, four-
‘T is still one, two, three, four,
Mellow and silvery are the tones;
But I wish the bells were more!”
 

“What! art thou critical? “ quoth he;
“Eschew that heart’s disease
That seeketh for displeasure where
The intent hath been to please.
 

“By those four bells there hangs a tale,
Which being told, Ï guess,
Will make thee hear their scarty ‘peal
With proper thankfulness.
 

“Not by the Cliffords were they given,
Nor by the Tuftons’ line;
Thou hearest in that peal the erune
Of old John Brunskill’s kine.
 

On Stanemore’s side one summer eve,
John Brunskill sate to see
His herds in yonder Borrodale
Come winding up the lea
 

“Behind them on the lowland’s verge,
In the evening light serene;
Brough’s silent tower, then newly built
By Blenkinsop, was seen.
 

“Slowly they came in long array,
With loitering pace at will;
At times a low from them was heard,
Far off, for all still.
 

“The hills return’d that lonely sound
Upon the tranquil air;
The only sound it was, which then
Awoke the echoes there.
 

“‘Thou hear’st that lordly Bull of mine,
Neighbour,’ quoth Brunskill then;
‘How loudly to the hills be crunes,
That crune to him again
 

“‘Thinkest thou if yon whole herd at once
Their voices should combine,
Were they at Brough, that we might not
Hear plainly from this upland spot
That craning of the kine?’
 

“‘That were a crune, indeed,’ replied
His comrade, ‘ which, I ween,
Might at the Spital well be heard,
And in all dales between.
 

“‘Up Mallerstang to Eden’s springs,
The eastern wind upon its wings
The mighty voice would bear;
And Appleby would hear the sound,
Methinks, when skies are fair.’
 

“‘Then shall the herd,’ John Brunskill cried,
‘From yon dumb steeple crune,
And thou and I, on this hill-side,
Will listen to their tune.
 

“‘So while the merry Bells of Brough,
For many an age ring on,
John Brunskill will remember’d be,
When he is dead and gone;
 

“‘As one who in his latter years,
Contented with enough,
Gave freely what he well could spare
To buy the Bells of Brough.’
 

“Thus it hath proved: three hundred years
Since then have past away,
And Brunskill’s is a living name
Among us to this day.”
 

“More pleasure,” I replied, “shall I
From this time forth partake,
When I remember Helbeck woods,
For old John Brunskills sake.
 

“He knew how wholesome it would be,
Among these wild wide fells,
And upland vales, to catch, at times,
The sound of Christian bells;
 

“What feelings and what impulses
Their cadence might convey,
To herdsman or to shepherd boy,
Whiling in indolent employ
The solitary day;
 

“That when his brethren were convened
To meet for social prayer,
He too, admonish’d by the call
In spirit might be there.
 

“Or when a glad thanksgiving sound,
Upon the winds of Heaven,
Was sent to speak a Nation’s joy,
For some great blessing given — 
 

“For victory by sea or land,
And happy peace at length;
Peace by his country’s valour won,
And ‘stablish’d by her strength;
 

“When such exultant peals were borne
Upon the mountain air,
The sound should stir his bloody and give
An English impulse there,”’
 

Such thoughts were in the old man’s mind,
When he that eve look’d down
From Stanemore’s side on Borrodale
And on the distant town.
 

And had I store of wealth, methinks,
Another herd of kine,
John Brunskill,! Would freely give,
That they might crane with thine
 

Keswick, 1828.
 




QUEEN MARY’S CHRISTENING.
 

THE first wish of Queen Mary’s heart
Is, that she may bear a son,
Who shall inherit in his time
The kingdom of Aragon.
 

She hath put up prayers to all the Saints
This blessing to accord,
But chiefly she hath call’d upon
The Apostles of our Lord.
 

The second wish of Queen Mary’s heart
Is to have that son call’d James,
Because she thought for a Spanish King
‘T was the best of all good names.
 

To give him this name of her own will
Is what may not be done,
For having applied to all the Twelve
She may not prefer the one.
 

By one of their names she hath vow’d to call
Her son, if son it should be;
But which, is a point whereon she must let
The Apostles themselves agree.
 

Already Queen Mary hath to them
Contracted a grateful debt,
And from their patronage she hoped
For these farther blessings yet.
 

Alas! it was not her hap to be
As handsome as she was good;
And that her husband King Pedro thought so
She very well understood.
 

She had lost him from her lawful bed
For lack of personal graces,
And by prayers, to them, and & pious deceit,
She had compasss’d his embraces.
 

But if this hope of a son should fail,
All hope must fail with it then,
For she could not expect by a second device
To compass the King again.
 

Queen Mary hath had her first heart’s wish — 
She hath brought forth a beautiful boy;
And the bells have rung, and masses been sung,
And bonfires have blazed for joy.
 

And many ‘s the cask of the good red wine,
And many the cask of the white,
Which was broach’d for joy that morning,
And emptied before it was night.
 

But now for Queen Mary’s second heart’s wish,
It must be determined now,
And Bishop Boyl, her Confessor,
Is the person who taught her how.
 

Twelve waxen tapers he hath had made,
In size and weight the same;
And to each of these twelve tapers,
He hath given an Apostle’s name.
 

One holy Nun had bleach’d the wax,
Another the wicks had spun;
And the golden candlesticks were blest,
Which they were set upon.
 

From that which should burn the longest,
The infant his name must take;
And the Saint who own’d it was to be
His Patron for his name’s sake.
 

A godlier or a goodlier sight
Was nowhere to be seen,
Methinks, that day, in Christendom,
Than in the chamber of that good Queen.
 

Twelve little altars have been there
Erected, for the nonce;
And the twelve tapers are set thereon,
Which are all to be lit at once.
 

Altars more gorgeously drest
You nowhere could desire;
At each there stood a minist’ring Priest
In his most rich attire.
 

A high altar hath there been raised,
Where the crucifix you see;
And the sacred Pix that shines with gold
And sparkles with jewelry.
 

Bishop Boyl, with his precious mitre on,
Hath taken there his stand,
In robes which were embroidered
By the Queen’s own royal hand.
 

In one part of the ante-room
The Ladies of the Queen,
All with their rosaries in hand,
Upon their knees are seen.
 

In the other part of the ante-room
The Chiefs of the realm you behold,
Ricos Omes, and Bishops and Abbots,
And Knights and Barons bold.
 

Queen Mary could behold all this
As she lay in her state bed;
And from the pillow needed not
To lift her languid head.
 

One fear she had, though still her heart
The unwelcome thought eschew’d,
That haply the unlucky lot
Might fall upon St. Jude.
 

But the Saints, she trusted, that ill chance
Would certainly forefend;
And moreover there was a double hope
Of seeing the wish’d-for end:
 

Because there was a double chance
For the best of all good names;
If it should not be Santiago himself,
It might be the lesser St. James.
 

And now Bishop Boyl hath said the mass;
And as soon as the mass was done,
The priests who by the twelve tapers stood
Each instantly lighted one.
 

The tapers were short and slender too,
Yet to the expectant throng,
Before they to the socket burnt,
The time, I trow, seem’d long.
 

The first that went out was St. Peter,
The second was St. John;
And now St Matthias is going,
And now St. Matthew is gone.
 

Next there went St. Andrew,
There goes St. Philip too;
And see I there is an end
Of St. Bartholomew.
 

St Simon is in the snuff;
But it was a matter of doubt
Whether he or St. Thomas could be said
Soonest to have gone out.
 

There are only three remaining,
St Jude, and the two St. James;
And great was then Queen Mary’s hope
For the best of all good names.
 

Great was then Queen Mary’s hope,
But greater her fear, I guess,
When one of the three went out,
And that one was St James the Less.
 

They are now within less than quarter-inch,
The only remaining two!
When there came a thief in St. James,
And it made a gutter too!
 

Up started Queen Mary,
Up she sate in her bed:
“I never can call him Judas!”
She claspt her hands and said.
 

“I never can call him Judas!”
Again did she exclaim;
“Holy Mother preserve us!
It is not a Christian name!”
 

She spread her hands and claspt them
And the Infant in the cradle
Set up a cry, an angry cry,
As loud as he was able.
 

“Holy Mother preserve us I”
The Queen her prayer renew’d;
When in came a moth at the window
And flutter’d about St Jude.
 

St. James hath fallen in the socket
But as yet the flame is not out,
And St Jude hath singed the silly moth
That flutters so blindly about
 

And before the flame and the molten wax
That silly moth could kill,
It hath beat out St. Jude with its wings.
And St. James is burning still!
 

Oh, that was a joy for Queen Mary’s heart
The babe is christened James;
The Prince of Aragon hath got
The best of all good names!
 

Glory to Santiago,
The mighty one in war I
James he is call’d, and he shall be
King James the Conqueror!
 

Now shall the Crescent wane,
The Cross be set on high
In triumph upon many a Mosque;
Woe, woe to Mawmetry!
 

Valencia shall be subdued;
Majorca shall be won;
The Moors be routed every where;
Joy, joy, for Aragon!
 

Shine brighter now, ye stars, that crown
Our Lady del Pilar.
And rejoice in thy grave, Cid Campeador,
Ruydiez de Bivar!
 

Keswick, 1829.
 




ROPRECHT THE ROBBER.
 

The story here versified is told by Taylor the Water Poet, in
his ‘Three Weeks, Three Days, and Three Hours’ Observations from London to Hamburgh in Germany; amongst
Jews and Gentiles, with Descriptions of Towns and Towers,
Castles and Citadels, artificial Gallowses and natural Hangmen; and dedicated for the present to the absent Odcombian Knight Errant, Sir Thomas Cory at.” It is in the
volume of his collected works, p. 82. of the third paging.
Collein, which is the scene of this story, is more probably
Kollen on the Elbe, in Bohemia, or a town of the same
name in Prussia, than Cologne’ to which great city the
reader will perceive I had good reasons for transferring it.
 

PART I.
 

ROPRECHT the Robber is taken at last,
In Cologne they have him fast;
Trial is over, and sentence past;
And hopes of escape were vain he knew,
For the gallows now must have its due.
But though pardon cannot here be bought,
It may for the other world, he thought;
And so to his comfort, with one consent
The Friars assured their penitent
 

Money, they teach him, when rightly given,
Is put out to account with Heaven;
For suffrages therefore his plunder went,
Sinfully gotten, but piously spent.
 

All Saints, whose shrines are in that city,
They tell him, will on him have pity,
Seeing he hath liberally paid,
In this time of need, for their good aid.
 

In the Three Kings they bid him confide,
Who there in Cologne lie side by side;
And from the Eleven Thousand Virgins eke,
Intercession for him will they bespeak.
 

And also a sharer he shall be
In the merits of their community;
All which they promise, he need not fear,
Through Purgatory will carry him clear.
 

Though the furnace of Babylon could not compare
With the terrible fire that rages there,
Yet they their part will so zealously do
He shall only but frizzle as he flies through.
 

And they will help him to die well,
And he shall be hang’d with book and bell;
And moreover with holy water they
Will sprinkle him, ere they turn away.
 

For buried Roprecht must not be,
He is to be left on the triple tree;
That they who pass along may spy
Where the famous Robber is hanging on high.
 

Seen is that gibbet far and wide
From the Rhine and from the Dusseldorff side;
And from all roads which cross the sand,
North, south, and west, in that level land.
 

It will be a comfortable sight
To see him there by day and by night;
For Roprecht the Robber many a year
Had kept the country round in fear.
 

So the Friars assisted, by special grace,
With book and bell to the fatal place;
And he was hang’d on the triple tree,
With as much honour as man could be.
 

In his suit of irons he was hung,
They sprinkled him then, and their psalm they sung;
And turning away when this duty was paid,
They said what a goodly end he had made.
 

The crowd broke up and went their way;
All were gone by the close of day;
And Roprecht the Robber was left there
Hanging alone in the moonlight air.
 

The last who look’d back for a parting sight,
Beheld him there in the clear moonlight;
But the first who look’d when the morning shone,
Saw in dismay that Roprecht was gone.
 

PART II.
 

THE stir in Cologne is greater to-day
Than all the bustle of yesterday;
Hundreds and thousands went out to see;
The irons and chains, as well as he,
Were gone, but the rope was left on the tree.
 

A wonderful thing I for every one said
He had hung till he was dead, dead, dead;
And on the gallows was seen, from noon
Till ten o’clock, in the light of the moon.
 

Moreover the Hangman was ready to swear
He had done his part with all due care;
And that certainly better hang’d than he
No one ever was, or ever could be.
 

Neither kith nor kin, to bear him away
And funeral rites in secret pay,
Had he; and none that pains would take,
With risk of the law, for a stranger’s sake.
 

So’t was thought, because he had died so well
He was taken away by miracle.
But would he again alive be found?
Or had he been laid in holy ground?
 

If in holy ground his relics were laid,
Some marvellous sign would show, they said;
If restored to life, a Friar he would be,
Or a holy Hermit certainly,
And die in the odour of sanctity.
 

That thus it would prove they could not doubt,
Of a man whose end had been so devout;
And to disputing then they fell
About who had wrought this miracle.
 

Had the Three Kings this mercy shown,
Who were the pride and honour of Cologne?
Or was it an act of proper grace,
From the Army of Virgins of British race,
Who were also the glory of that place?
 

Pardon, some said, they might presume,
Being a kingly act, from the Kings must come;
But others maintained that St. Ursula’s heart
Would sooner be moved to the merciful part.
 

There was one who thought this aid divine
Came from the other bank of the Rhine;
For Roprecht there too had for favour applied,
Because his birth-place was on that side.
 

To Dusseldorff then the praise might belong,
And its Army of Martyrs, ten thousand strong;
But he for a Dusseldorff man was known,
And no one would listen to him in Cologne,
Where the people would have the whole wonder their own.
 

The Friars, who help’d him to die so well,
Put in their claim to the miracle;
Greater things than this, as their Annals could tell,
The stock of their merits for sinful men
Had done before, and would do again.
 

‘T was a whole week’s wonder in that great town,
And in all places, up the river and down:
But a greater wonder took place of it then,
For Roprecht was found on the gallows again!
 

PART III.
 

WITH that the whole city flocked out to see;
There Roprecht was on the triple tree,
Dead, past all doubt, as dead could be;
But fresh he was as if spells had charm’d him,
And neither wind nor weather had harm’d him.
 

While the multitude stood in a muse,
One said, I am sure he was hang’d in shoes!
In this the Hangman and all concurr’d;
But now, behold, he was booted and spurr’d!
 

Plainly therefore it was to be seen,
That somewhere on horseback he had been;
And at this the people marvelled more,
Than at any thing which had happened before.
 

For not in riding trim was he
When he disappeared from the triple tree;
And his suit of irons he still was in,
With the collar that clipp’d him under the chin.
 

With that this second thought befell,
That perhaps he had not died so well,
Nor had Saints perform’d the miracle;
But rather there was cause to fear,
That the foul Fiend had been busy here!
 

Roprecht the Robber had long been their curse,
And hanging had only made him worse;
For bad as he was when living, they said
They had rather meet him alive than dead.
 

What a horse must it be which he had ridden,
No earthly beast could be so bestridden;
And when by a hell-horse a dead rider was carried,
The whole land would be fearfully harried I
 

So some were for digging a pit in the place,
And burying him there with a stone on his face;
And that hard on his body the earth should be press’d,
And exorcists be sent for to lay him at rest.
 

But others, whose knowledge was greater, opined
That this corpse was too strong to be confined;
No weight of earth which they could lay
Would hold him down a single day,
If he chose to get up and ride away.
 

There was no keeping Vampires under ground;
And bad as a Vampire he might be found,
Pests against whom it was understood
Exorcism never had done any good.
 

But fire, they said, had been proved to be
The only infallible remedy;
So they were for burning the body outright,
Which would put a stop to his riding by night.
 

Others were for searching the mystery out,
And setting a guard the gallows about,
Who should keep a careful watch, and see
Whether Witch or Devil it might be
That helped him down from the triple tree.
 

For that there were Witches in the land,
Was what all by this might understand;
And they must not let the occasion slip
For detecting that cursed fellowship.
 

Some were for this, and some for that,
And some they could not tell for what:
And never was such commotion known
In that great city of Cologne.
 

PART IV.
 

PIETER SNOYE was a boor of good renown,
Who dwelt about an hour and a half from the town:
And he, while the people were all in debate,
Went quietly in at the city gate.
 

For Father Kijf he sought about,
His confessor, till he found him out;
But the Father Confessor wondered to see
The old man, and what his errand might be.
 

The good Priest did not wonder less
When Pieter said he was come to confess;
“Why, Pieter, how can this be so?
I confessed thee some ten days ago!
 

Thy conscience, methinks, may be well at rest,
An honest man among the best;
I would that all my flock, like thee,
Kept clear accounts with Heaven and me!”
 

Always before, without confusion,
Being sure of easy absolution,
Pieter his little slips had summ’d;
But he hesitated now, and he haw’d, and humm’d.
 

And something so strange the Father saw
In Pieter’s looks, and his hum and his haw,
That he began to doubt it was something more
Than a trifle omitted in last week’s score.
 

At length it came out, that in the affair
Of Roprecht the Robber he had some share;
The Confessor then gave a start in fear — 
“God grant there have been no witchcraft here!”
 

Pieter Snoye, who was looking down,
With something between a smile and a frown,
Felt that suspicion move his bile,
And look’d up with more of a frown than a smile.
 

“Fifty years I, Pieter Snoye,
Have lived in this country, man and boy,
And have always paid the Church her due,
And kept short scores with Heaven and you.
 

The Devil himself, though Devil he be,
Would not dare impute that sin to me;
He might charge me as well with heresy:
And if he did, here, in this place,
I’d call him liar, and spit in his face!”
 

The Father, he saw, cast a gracious eye
When he heard him thus the Devil defy;
The wrath, of which he had eased his mind,
Left a comfortable sort of warmth behind,
 

Like what a cheerful cup will impart,
In a social hour, to an honest man’s heart:
And he added, “For all the witchcraft here,
I shall presently make that matter clear.
 

Though I am, as you very well know, Father Kijf,
A peaceable man, and keep clear of strife,
It’s a queerish business that now I’ve been in;
But I can’t say that it ‘s much of a sin.
 

However, it needs must be confess’d,
And as it will set this people at rest,
To come with it at once was best:
Moreover, if I delayed, I thought
That some might perhaps into trouble be brought.
 

Under the seal I tell it you,
And you will judge what is best to do,
That no hurt to me and my son may ensue.
No earthly harm have we intended,
And what was ill done, has been well mended.
 

I and my son Piet Pieterszoon,
Were returning home by the light of the moon,
From this good city of Cologne,
On the night of the execution day;
And hard by the gibbet was our way.
 

About midnight it was we were passing by,
My son Piet Pieterszoon, and I,
When we heard a moaning as we came near,
Which made us quake at first for fear.
 

But the moaning was presently heard again,
And we knew it was nothing ghostly then;
‘Lord help us, Father! ‘ Piet Pieterszoon said,
‘Roprecht, for certain, is not dead!’
 

So under the gallows our cart we drive,
And, sure enough, the man was alive;
Because of the irons that he was in,
He was hanging, not by the neck, but the chin.
 

The reason why things had got thus wrong,
Was, that the rope had been left too long;
The Hangman’s fault — a clumsy rogue,
He is not fit to hang a dog.
 

Now Roprecht, as long as the people were there,
Never stirr’d hand or foot in the air;
But when at last he was left alone,
By that time so much of his strength was gone,
That he could do little more than groan.
 

Piet and I had been sitting it out,
Till a latish hour, at a christening bout;
And perhaps we were rash, as you may think,
And a little soft or so, for drink.
 

Father Kijf, we could not bear
To leave him hanging in misery there;
And’t was an act of mercy, I cannot but say,
To get him down, and take him away.
 

And, as you know, all people said
What a goodly end that day he had made;
So we thought for certain, Father Kijf,
That if he were saved he would mend his life.
 

My son, Piet Pieterszoon, and I,
We took him down, seeing none was nigh;
And we took off his suit of irons with care,
When we got him home, and we hid him there.
 

The secret, as you may guess, was known
To Alit, my wife, but to her alone;
And never sick man, I dare aver,
Was better tended than he was by her.
 

Good advice, moreover, as good could be,
He had from Alit my wife, and me;
And no one could promise fairer than he:
So that we and Piet Pieterszoon our son,
Thought that we a very good deed had done.
 

You may well think we laughed in our sleeve,’
At what the people then seem’d to believe;
Queer enough it was to hear them say,
That the Three Kings took Roprecht away.
 

Or that St. Ursula, who is in bliss,
With her Army of Virgins had done this:
The Three Kings and St. Ursula, too,
I warrant, had something better to do.
 

Piet Pieterszoon my son, and I,
We heard them talk as we stood by,
And Piet look’d at me with a comical eye.
We thought them fools, but, as you shall see,
Not over-wise ourselves were we.
 

For I must tell you, Father Kijf,
That when we told this to Alit my wife,
She at the notion perk’d up with delight,
And said she believed the people were right.
 

Had not Roprecht put in the Saints his hope,
And who but they should have loosen’d the rope,
When they saw that no one could intend
To make at the gallows a better end?
 

Yes, she said, it was perfectly clear
That there must have been a miracle here;
And we had the happiness to be in it,
Having been brought there just at the minute.
 

And therefore it would become us to make
An offering for this favour’s sake
To the Three Kings and the Virgins too,
Since we could not tell to which it was due.
 

For greater honour there could be none
Than what in this business the Saints had done
To us and Piet Pieterszoon our son;
She talk’d me over, Father Kijf,
With that tongue of hers, did Alit my wife.
 

Lord, forgive us! as if the Saints would deign
To come and help such a rogue in grain;
When the only mercy the case could admit
Would have been to make his halter fit!
 

That would have made one hanging do,
In happy season for him too,
When he was in a proper cue;
And have saved some work, as you will see,
To my son Piet Pieterszoon, and me.
 

Well, father, we kept him at bed and board,
Till his neck was cured and his strength restored;
And we should have sent him off this day
With something to help him on his way.
 

But this wicked Roprecht, what did he?
Though he had been saved thus mercifully;
Hanging had done him so little good,
That he took to his old ways as soon as he could.
 

Last night, when we were all asleep,
Out of his bed did this gallows-bird creep,
Piet Pieterszoon’s boots and spurs he put on,
And stole my best horse, and away he was gone!
 

Now Alit, my wife, did not sleep so hard,
But she heard the horse’s feet in the yard;
And when she jogg’d me, and bade me awake,
My mind misgave me as soon as she spake.
 

To the window my good woman went,
And watch’d which way his course he bent;
And in such time as a pipe can be lit,
Our horses were ready with bridle and bit
 

Away, as fast as we could hie,
We went, Piet Pieterszoon and I;
And still on the plain we had him in sight;
The moon did not shine for nothing that night
 

Knowing the ground, and riding fast,
We came up with him at last,
And — would you believe it? Father Kijf,
The ungrateful wretch would have taken my life,
If he had not miss’d his stroke with a knife!
 

The struggle in no long time was done,
Because, you know, we were two to one;
But yet all our strength we were fain to try,
Piet Pieterszoon my son, and I.
 

When we had got him on the ground,
We fastened his hands, and his legs we bound;
And across the horse we laid him then,
And brought him back to the house again.
 

“We have robb’d the gallows, and that was ill done!”
Said I, to Piet Pieterszoon my son;
“And restitution we must make
To that same gallows, for justice’ sake.”
 

In his suit of irons the rogue we array’d,
And once again in the cart he was laid!
Night not yet so far was spent,
But there was time enough for our intent;
And back to the triple tree we went.
 

His own rope was ready there;
To measure the length we took good care;
And the job which the bungling Hangman begun,
This time, I think, was properly done,
By me and Piet Pieterszoon my son.”
 




THE YOUNG DRAGON.
 

PART I.
 

PITHYRIAN was a Pagan,
An easy-hearted man,
And Pagan sure he thought to end
As Pagan he began;
Thought he, the one must needs be true,
The old Religion, or the new,
And therefore nothing care I;
I call Diana the Divine;
My daughter worships at the shrine
Of the Christian Goddess, Mary,
 

In this uncertain matter
If I the wrong course take,
Mary to me will mercy show
For my Marana’s sake.
If I am right, and Dian bend
Her dreadful bow, or Phoebus send
His shafts abroad for slaughter,
Safe from their arrows shall I be
And the twin Deities for me
Will spare my dear-loved daughter.
 

If every one in Antioch
Had reasoned in this strain,
It never would have raised alarm
In Satan’s dark domain.
But Mary’s Image every day
Looks down on crowds who come to pray;
Her votaries never falter:
While Dian’s temple is so bare,
That unless her Priestess take good care,
She will have a grass-green altar.
 

Perceiving this, the old Dragon
Inflamed with anger grew;
Earthquakes and Plagues were common ills,
There needed something new;
Some vengeance so severe and strange
That forepast times in all their range
With no portent could match it:
So for himself a nest he made,
And in that nest an egg he laid,
And down he sate to hatch it.
 

He built it by the fountain
Of Phlegethon’s red flood,
In the innermost abyss, the place
Of central solitude;
Of adamantine blocks unhewn,
With lava scoria interstrewn,
The sole material fitting;
With amianth he lined the nest,
And incombustible asbest,
To bear the fiery sitting.
 

There with malignant patience
He sate in fell despite,
Till this dracontine cockatrice
Should break its way to light.
Meantime his angry heart to cheer,
He thought that all this while no fear
The Antiocheans stood in,
Of what on deadliest vengeance bent
With imperturbable intent
He there for them was brooding.
 

The months of incubation
At length were duly past,
And now the infernal Dragon-chick
Hath burst its shell at last;
At which long-look’d-for sight enrapt,
For joy the father Dragon clapt
His brazen wings like thunder,
So loudly that the mighty sound
Was like an earthquake felt around
And all above and under.
 

The diabolic youngling
Came out no callow birth,
Puling, defenceless, blind and weak,
Like bird or beast of earth;
Or man, most helpless thing of all
That fly, or swim, or creep, or crawl;
But in his perfect figure;
His horns, his dreadful tail, his sting,
Scales, teeth, and claws and every thing
Complete and in their vigour.
 

The Old Dragon was delighted,
And proud withal to see
In what perfection he had hatch’d
His hellish progeny;
And round and round, with fold on fold,
His tail about the imp he roll’d
In fond and close enlacement;
And neck round neck with many a turn
He coil’d, which was, you may discern,
Their manner of embracement.
 

PART II.
 

A VOICE was heard in Antioch,
Whence uttered none could know,
But from their sleep it wakened all,
Proclaiming woe, woe, woe!
It sounded here, it sounded there,
Within, without, and every where,
A terror, and a warning;
Repeated thrice the dreadful word
By every living soul was heard
Before the hour of morning.
 

And in the air a rushing
Past over, in the night;
And as it past, there past with it
A meteoric light;
The blind that piercing light intense
Felt in their long seal’d visual sense,
With sudden short sensation:
The deaf that rushing in the sky
Could hear, and that portentous cry
Reach’d them with consternation.
 

The astonished Antiocheans
Impatiently await
The break of day, not knowing when
Or what might be their fate.
Alas! what then the people hear,
Only with certitude of fear
Their sinking hearts affrighted;
For in the fertile vale below,
Came news that, in that* night of woe,
A Dragon had alighted.
 

It was no earthly monster
In Libyan deserts nurst;
Nor had the Lerna lake sent forth
This winged worm accurst;
The Old Dragon’s own laid egg was this,
The fierce Young Dragon of the abyss,
Who from the fiery fountain,
Through earth’s concavities that night
Had made his way, and taken flight
Out of a burning mountain.
 

A voice that went before him
The cry of woe preferred;
The motion of his brazen wings
Was what the deaf had heard;
The flashing of his eyes, that light
The which upon their inward sight
The blind had felt astounded;
What wonder then, when from the wall
They saw him in the vale, if all
With terror were confounded..
 

Compared to that strong armour
Of scales which he was in,
The hide of a rhinoceros
Was like a lady’s skin.
A battering ram might play in vain
Upon his head, with might and main,
Though fifty men had work’d it;
And from his tail they saw him fling
Out, like a rocket, a long sting,
When he for pastime jerk’d it.
 

To whom of Gods or Heroes
Should they for aid apply?
Where should they look for succour now,
Or whither should they fly?
For now no Demigods were found
Like those whose deathless deeds abound
In ancient song and story;
No Hercules was then on earth,
Nor yet of her St. George’s birth
Could Cappadocia glory.
 

And even these against him
Had found their strength but small;
He could have swallowed Hercules,
Club, lion-skin, and all.
Yea had St. George himself been there
Upon the fiercest steed that e’er
To battle bore bestrider,
This dreadful Dragon in his might,
One mouthful only, and one bite,
Had made of horse and rider.
 

They see how unavailing
All human force must prove;
Oh might their earnest prayers obtain
Protection from above I
The Christians sought our Lady’s shrine
To invocate her aid divine;
And, with a like emotion,
The Pagans on that fearful day
Took to Diana’s fane their way,
And offered their devotion.
 

But there the offended Goddess
Beheld them with a frown;
The indignant altar heaved itself
And shook their offerings down;
The Priestess with a deathlike hue
Pale as the marble Image grew,
The marble Image redden’d;
And these poor suppliants at the sight
Felt in fresh access of affright
Their hearts within them deaden’d.
 

Behold the marble eyeballs
With life and motion shine!
And from the moving marble lips
There comes a voice divine.
A demon voice, by all the crowd
Distinctly heard, nor low, nor loud,
But deep and clear and thrilling;
And carrying to the soul such dread
That they perforce must what it said
Obey, however unwilling.
 

Hear! hear! it said, ye people!
The ancient Gods have sent
In anger for your long neglect
This signal punishment.
To mortal Mary vows were paid,
And prayers preferr’d, and offerings made
Our temples were deserted;
Now when our vengeance makes ye wise
Unto your proper Deities
In fear ye have reverted!
 

Hear now the dreadful judgement
For this which ye have done,
The infernal Dragon will devour
Your daughters, one by one;
A Christian Virgin every day
Ye must present him for his prey,
With garlands deck’d, as meet is:
That with the Christians he begins
Is what, in mercy to your sins,
Ye owe to my entreaties.
 

Whether, if to my worship
Ye now continue true,
I may, when these are all consumed,
Avert the ill from you:
That on the Ancient Gods depends,
If they be made once more your friends
By your sincere repentance:
But for the present, no delay;
Cast lots among ye, and obey
The inexorable sentence.
 

PART III.
 

Though to the Pagan priesthood
Few families there were who thus
Could in their grief misdeem;
For oft is those distracted days,
Parent and child went different ways,
The sister and the brother;
And when in spirit moved, the wife
Chose one religious course of life,
The husband took the other.
 

Therefore in every household
Was seen the face of fear;
They who were safe themselves, exposed
In those whom they held dear.
The lists are made, and in the urn
The names are placed to wait their turn
For this far worse than slaughter;
And from that fatal urn, the first
Drawn for this dreadful death accurst
Was of Pithyrian’s daughter.
 

With Christian-like composure
Marana heard her lot,
And though her countenance at first
Grew pale, she trembled not.
Not for herself the Virgin grieved;
She knew in whom she had believed,
Knew that a crown of glory
In Heaven would recompense her worth,
And her good name remain on earth
The theme of sacred story.
 

Her fears were for her father,
How he should bear this grief,
Poor wretched heathen, if he still
Remain’d in misbelief;
Her looks amid the multitude,
Who struck with deep compassion stood,
Are seeking for Pithyrian:
He cannot bear to meet her eye.
Where goest thou? whither wouldst thou fly,
Thou miserable Syrian?
 

Hath sudden hope inspired him,
Or is it in despair
That through the throng he made his way
And sped he knew not where?
For how could he the sight sustain
When now the sacrificial train
Inhumanly surround her!
How bear to see her when with flowers
From rosiers and from jasmine bowers
They like a victim crown’d her!
 

He knew not why nor whither
So fast he harried thence,
Bat felt like one possess’d by some
Controlling influence,
Nor turn’d he to Diana’s fane,
Inly assured that prayers were vain
If made for such protection;
His pagan faith he now forgot,
And the wild way he took was not
His own, bat Heavens direction.
 

He who had never enter’d
A Christian church till then,
Except in idle mood profane
To view the ways of men,
Now to a Christian church made straight,
And hastened through its open gate.
By his good Angel guided,
And thinking, though he knew not why,
That there some blessed Power on high
Had help for him provided.
 

Wildly he look’d about him
On many a form divine,
Whose Image o’er its altar stood,
And many a sculptured shrine,
In which believers might behold
Relics more precious than the gold
And jewels which encased them.
With painful search from far and near
Brought to be venerated here
Where piety had placed them.
 

There stood the Virgin Mother
Crown’d with a starry wreath,
And there the aweful Crucifix,
Appeared to bleed and breathe;
Martyrs to whom their palm is given,
And sainted Maids who now in Heaven
With glory are invested;
Glancing o’er these his rapid eye
Toward one image that stood nigh
Was drawn, and there it rested.
 

The countenance that fix’d him
Was of a sun-burnt mien,
The face was like a Prophet’s face
Inspired, but yet serene;
His arms and legs and feet were bare;
The raiment was of camel’s hair,
That, loosely hanging round him,
Fell from the shoulders to the knee;
And round the loins, though elsewhere free,
A leathern girdle bound him.
 

With his right arm uplifted
The great Precursor stood,
Thus represented to the life
In carved and painted wood.
Below the real arm was laid
Within a crystal shrine display’d
For public veneration;
Not now of flesh and blood,.. but bone,
Sinews, and shrivell’d skin alone,
In ghastly preservation.
 

Moved by a secret impulse
Which he could not withstand,
Let me, Pithyrian cried, adore
That blessed arm and hand!
This day, this miserable day,
My pagan faith I put away, — 
Abjure it and abhor it;
And in the Saints I put my trust,
And in the Cross; and, if I must,
Will die a Martyr for it.
 

This is the arm whose succour
Heaven brings me here to seek!
Oh let me press it to my lips,
And so its aid bespeak!
A strong faith makes me now presume
That when to this unhappy doom
A hellish power hath brought her,
The heavenly hand whose mortal mold
I humbly worship, will unfold
Its strength, and save my daughter.
 

The Sacristan with wonder
And pity heard his prayer,
And placed the relic in his hand
As he knelt humbly there.
Right thankfully the kneeling man
To that confiding Sacristan
Return’d it, after kissing;
And he within its crystal shrine
Replaced the precious arm divine,
Nor saw that aught was missing
 

PART IV.
 

OH piety audacious!
Oh boldness of belief!
Oh sacrilegious force of faith,
That then inspired the thief!
Oh wonderful extent of love,
That Saints enthroned in bliss above
Should bear such profanation,
And not by some immediate act,
Striking the offender in the fact,
Prevent the perpetration!
 

But sure the Saint that impulse
Himself from Heaven had sent,
In mercy predetermining
The marvellous event;
So inconceivable a thought,
Seeming with such irreverence fraught
Could else have no beginning;
Nor else might such a deed be done,
As then Pithyrian ventured on,
Yet had no fear of sinning.
 

Not as that Church he enter’d
Did he from it depart,
Like one bewildered by his grief,
But confident at heart;
Triumphantly he went his way
And bore the Holy Thumb away,
Elated with his plunder;
That Holy Thumb which well he knew
Could pierce the Dragon through and through,
Like Jupiter’s own thunder.
 

Meantime was meek Marana
For sacrifice array’d,
And now in sad procession forth
They led the flower-crown’d Maid.
Of this infernal triumph vain,
The Pagan Priests precede the train,
Oh hearts devoid of pity!
And to behold the abhorr’d event,
At far or nearer distance went
The whole of that great city.
 

The Christians go to succour
The sufferer with their prayers,
The Pagans to a spectacle
Which dreadfully declares,
In this their over-ruling hour,
Their Gods’ abominable power;
Yet not without emotion
Of grief, and horror, and remorse,
And natural piety, whose force
Prevail’d o’er false devotion.
 

The walls and towers are cluster’d,
And every hill and height
That overlooks the vale, is throng’d
For this accursed sight.
Why art thou joyful, thou green Earth?
Wherefore, ye happy Birds, your mirth
Are ye in carols voicing?
And thou, O Sun, in yon blue sky
How canst thou hold thy course on high
This day, as if rejoicing?
 

Already the procession
Hath past the city gate,
And now along the vale it moves
With solemn pace sedate.
And now the spot before them lies
Where wailing for his promised prize
The Dragon’s chosen haunt is;
Blacken’d beneath his blasting feet,
Though yesterday a green retreat
Beside the clear Orontes.
 

There the procession halted;
The Priests on either hand
Dividing then, a long array,
In order took their stand.
Midway between, the Maid is left,
Alone, of human aid bereft:
The Dragon now hath spied her,
But in that moment of most need,
Arriving breathless with his speed,
Her Father stood beside her.
 

On came the Dragon rampant,
Half running, half on wing,
His tail uplifted o’er his back
In many a spiral ring;
His scales he ruffled in his pride,
His brazen pennons waving wide
Were gloriously distended;
His nostrils smoked, his eyes flash’d fire,
His lips were drawn, and in his ire
His mighty jaws extended.
 

On came the Dragon rampant,
Expecting there no check,
And open-mouth’d to swallow both
He stretch’d his burnish’d neck.
Pithyrian put his daughter by,
Waiting for this with watchful eye
And ready to prevent it;
Within arm’s length he let him come,
Then in he threw the Holy Thumb,
And down his throat he sent it.
 

The hugest brazen mortar
That ever yet fired bomb,
Could not have check’d this fiendish beast
As did that Holy Thumb.
He stagger’d as he wheel’d short round,
His loose feet scraped along the ground,
To lift themselves unable:
His pennons in their weakness flagg’d,
His tail erected late, now dragg’d,
Just like a long wet cable.
 

A rumbling and a tumbling
Was heard in his inside,
He gasp’d, he panted, he lay down,
He rolled from side to side:
He moan’d, he groan’d, he snuff’d, he snored,
He growl’d, he howl’d, he raved, he roar’d;
But loud as were his clamours,
Far louder was the inward din,
Like a hundred braziers working in
A caldron with their hammers.
 

The hammering came faster,
More faint the moaning sound,
And now his body swells, and now
It rises from the ground.
Not upward with his own consent,
Nor borne by his own wings he went,
Their vigour was abated;
But lifted no one could tell how
By power unseen, with which he now
Was visibly inflated.
 

Abominable Dragon,
Now art thou overmatch’d,
And better had it been for thee
That thou hadst ne’er been hatch’d;
For now, distended like a ball
To its full stretch, in sight of all,
The body mounts ascendant;
The head before, the tail behind,
The wings, like sails that want a wind,
On either side are pendant.
 

Not without special mercy
Was he thus borne on high.
Till he appear’d no bigger than
An Eagle in the sky.
For when about some three miles height,
Yet still in perfect reach of sight,
Oh, wonder of all wonders!
He burst in pieces, with a sound
Heard for a hundred leagues around,
And like a thousand thunders.
 

But had that great explosion
Been in the lower sky,
All Antioch would have been laid
In ruins, certainly.
And in that vast assembled rout
Who crowded joyfully about
Pithyrian and his daughter,
The splinters of the monster’s hide
Must needs have made on every side
A very dreadful slaughter.
 

So far the broken pieces
Were now dispersed around,
And shiver’d so to dust, that not
A fragment e’er was found.
The Holy Thumb (so it is thought)
When it this miracle had wrought
At once to Heaven ascended:
As if, when it had thus display’d
Its power, and saved the Christian Maid,
Its work on earth was ended.
But at Constantinople
The arm and hand were shown,
Until the mighty Ottoman
Overthrew the Grecian throne.
And when the Monks this tale who told
To pious visitors would hold
The holy hand for kissing,
They never fail’d with faith devout
In confirmation to point out
That there the Thumb was missing.
 

Keswick, 1829.
 

EPILOGUE TO THE YOUNG DRAGON.
 

I TOLD my tale of the Holy Thumb
That split the Dragon asunder,
And my daughters made great eyes as they heard,
Which were full of delight and wonder.
 

With listening lips and looks intent,
There sate an eager boy,
Who shouted sometimes and clapt his hands,
And could not sit still for joy.
 

But when I look’d at my Mistress’s face,
It was all too grave the while;
And when I ceased, methought there was more
Of reproof than of praise in her smile.
 

That smile I read aright, for thus
Reprovingly said she,
“Such tales are meet for youthful ears,
But give little content to me.
 

“From thee far rather would I hear
Some sober, sadder lay,
Such as I oft have heard, well pleased
Before those locks were grey.”
 

“Nay, Mistress mine,” I made reply,
“The autumn hath its flowers,
Nor ever is the sky more gay
Than in its evening hours.
 

“Our good old Cat, Earl Tomlemagne,
Upon a warm spring day,
Even like a kitten at its sport,
Is sometimes seen to play.
 

“That sense which held me back in youth
From all intemperate gladness,
That same good instinct bids me shun
Unprofitable sadness.
 

“Nor marvel you if I prefer
Of playful themes to sing,
The October grove hath brighter tints
 Than Summer or than Spring:
 

“For o’er the leaves before they fall
Such hues hath Nature thrown,
That the woods wear in sunless days
A sunshine of their own.
 

“Why should I seek to call forth tears?
The source from whence we weep
Too near the surface lies in youth,
In age it lies too deep.
 

“Enough of foresight sad, too much
Of retrospect have I;
And well for me that I sometimes
Can put those feelings by.;
 

“From public ills, and thoughts that else
Might weigh me down to earth,
That I can gain some intervals, For healthful, hopeful mirth;
 

“That I can sport in tales which suit
Young auditors like these,
Yet, if I err not, may content
The few I seek to please.
 

“I know in what responsive minds
My lightest lay will wake
A sense of pleasure, for its own,
And for its author’s sake.
 

“I know the eyes in which the light
Of memory will appear;
I know the lips which while they read
Will wear a smile sincere:
 

“The hearts to which my sportive song
The thought of days will bring,
When they and I, whose Winter now
Comes on, were in our Spring.
 

“And I their well known voices too,
Though far away, can hear,
Distinctly, even as when in dreams
They reach the inward ear.
 

“‘There speaks the man we knew of yore,’
Well pleased I hear them say,
‘Such was he in his lighter moods
Before our heads were grey.
 

“‘Buoyant he was in spirit, quick
Of fancy, blithe of heart,
And Care and Time and Change have left
Untouch’d his better part.’
 

“Thus say my morning friends who now
Are in the vale of years,
And I, save such as thus may rise,
Would draw no other tears.”
 

Keswick, 1829.
 




A TALE OF PARAGUAY. DEDICATION TO EDITH MAY SOUTHEY.
 

I.
 

EDITH! ten years are number’d, since the day,
Which ushers in the cheerful month of May,
To us by thy dear birth, my daughter dear,
Was blest. Thou therefore didst the name partake
Of that sweet month, the sweetest of the year;
But fitlier was it given thee for the sake
Of a good man, thy father’s friend sincere,
Who at the font made answer in thy name.
Thy love and reverence rightly may he claim.
For closely hath he been with me allied
In friendship’s holy bonds, from that first hour
When in our youth we met on Tejo’s side;
Bonds which, defying now all Fortune’s power,
Time hath not loosen’d, nor will Death divide.
 

II.
 

A child more welcome, by indulgent Heaven
Never to parents’ tears and prayers was given!
For scarcely eight months at thy happy birth
Had pass’d, since of thy sister we were left, — 
Our first-born and our only babe, bereft.
Too fair a flower was she for this rude earth!
The features of her beauteous infancy
Have faded from me, like a passing cloud,
Or like the glories of an evening sky:
And seldom hath my tongue pronounced her name
Since she was sunnnon’d to a happier sphere.
But that dear love so deeply wounded then,
I in my soul with silent faith sincere
Devoutly cherish till we meet again.
 

III.
 

I saw thee first with trembling thankfulness,
O daughter of my hopes and of my fears!
Press’d on thy senseless cheek a troubled kiss,
And breathed my blessing over thee with tears.
 

But memory did not long our bliss alloy;
For gentle nature who had given relief
Wean’d with new love the chasten’d heart from grief;
And the sweet season minister’d to joy
 

IV.
 

It was a season when their leaves and flowers
The trees as to an Arctic summer spread:
When chilling wintry winds and snowy showers,
Which had too long usurp’d the vernal hours
Like spectres from the sight of morning, fled
Before the presence of that joyous May;
And groves and gardens all the live-long day
Rung with the birds’ loud love-songs. Over all,
One thrush was heard from morn till even-fall:
Thy Mother well remembers when she lay
The happy prisoner of the genial bed,
How from yon lofty poplar’s topmost spray
At earliest dawn his thrilling pipe was heard;
And when the light of evening died away,
 

That blithe and indefatigable bird
Still his redundant song of joy and love preferr’d.
 

V.
 

How I have doted on thine infant smiles
At morning when thine eyes unclosed on mine;
How, as the months in swift succession roll’d,
I mark’d thy human faculties unfold,
And watch’d the dawning of the light divine;
And with what artifice of playful guiles
Won from thy lips with still-repeated wiles
Kiss after kiss, a reckoning often told, — 
Something I ween thou know’st; for thou hast seen
Thy sisters in their turn such fondness prove,
And felt how childhood in its winning years
The attempered soul to tenderness can move.
This thou canst tell ; but not the hopes and fears
With which a parent’s heart doth overflow, — 
The thoughts and cares inwoven with that love, — 
Its nature and its depth, thou dost not, canst not know.
 

VI.
 

The years which since thy birth have pass’d away
May well to thy young retrospect appear
A measureless extent: — like yesterday
To me, so soon they fill’d their short career.
To thee discourse of reason have they brought,
With sense of time and change; and something too
Of this precarious state of things have taught,
Where Man abideth never in one stay;
And of mortality a mournful thought.
And I have seen thine eyes suffused in grief.
When I have said that with autumnal grey
The touch of eld hath mark’d thy father’s head;
That even the longest day of life is brief,
And mine is falling fast into the yellow leaf.
 

VII.
 

Thy happy nature from the painful thought
With instinct turns, and scarcely canst thou bear
To hear me name the Grave: Thou knowest not
How large a portion of my heart is there!
 

The faces which I loved in infancy
Are gone; and bosom-friends of riper age,
With whom I fondly talk’d of years to come,
Summon’d before me to their heritage
Are in the better world, beyond the tomb.
And I have brethren there, and sisters dear,
And dearer babes. I therefore needs must dwell
Often in thought with those whom still I love so well.
 

VIII.
 

Thus wilt thou feel in thy maturer mind;
When grief shall be thy portion, thou wilt find
Safe consolation in such thoughts as these, — 
A present refuge in affliction’s hour.
And if indulgent Heaven thy lot should bless
With all imaginable happiness.
Here shalt thou have, my child, beyond all power
Of chance, thy holiest, surest, best delight.
Take therefore now thy Father’s latest lay, — 
Perhaps his last; — and treasure in thine heart
The feelings that its musing strains convey.
A song it is of life’s declining day,
 

Yet meet for youth. Vain passions to excite,
No strains of morbid sentiment I sing,
Nor tell of idle loves with ill-spent breath;
A reverent offering to the Grave I bring,
And twine a garland for the brow of Death.
 




A TALE OF PARAGUAY. PROEM.
 

That was a memorable day for Spain,
 When on Pamplona’s towers, so basely won,
 The Frenchmen stood, and saw upon the plain
 Their long-expected succours hastening on:
 Exultingly they mark’d the brave array,
 And deem’d their leader should his purpose gain,
 Tho’ Wellington and England barr’d the way.
 Anon the bayonets glitter’d in the sun,
 And frequent cannon flash’d, whose lurid light
 Redden’d thro’ sulphurous smoke: fast vollying round
 Roll’d the war-thunders, and with long rebound
 Backward from many a rock and cloud-capt height
 In answering peals Pyrene sent the sound.
 

Impatient for relief, toward the fight
 The hungry garrison their eye-balls strain:
 Vain was the Frenchman’s skill, his valour vain;
 And even then, when eager hope almost
 Had moved their irreligious lips to prayer,
 Averting from the fatal scene their sight,
 They breathed the imprecations of despair.
 For Wellesley’s star hath risen ascendant there;
 Once more he drove the host of France to flight,
And triumph’d once again for God and for the right.
 

 That was a day, whose influence far and wide
 The struggling nations felt; it was a joy
 Wherewith all Europe rung from side to side.
 Yet hath Pamplona seen in former time
 A moment big with mightier consequence,
 Affecting many an age and distant clime.
 That day it was which saw in her defence,
 Contending with the French before her wall,
 A noble soldier of Guipuzcoa fall,
 Sore hurt, but not to death. For when long care
 Restored his shatter’d leg and set him free,
 

He would not brook a slight deformity,
 As one who being gay and debonnair,
 In courts conspicuous, as in camps must be:
 So he forsooth a shapely boot must wear;
 And the vain man, with peril of his life,
Laid the recovered limb again beneath the knife.
 

 Long time upon the bed of pain he lay
 Whiling with books the weary hours away;
 And from that circumstance and this vain man
 A train of long events their course began,
 Whose term it is not given us yet to see.
 Who hath not heard Loyola’s sainted name,
 Before whom Kings and Nations bow’d the knee?
 Thy annals, Ethiopia, might proclaim
 What deeds arose from that prolific day;
 And of dark plots might shuddering Europe tell.
 But Science too her trophies would display;
 Faith give the martyrs of Japan their fame;
 And Charity on works of love would dwell
 In California’s dolorous regions drear;
 And where, amid a pathless world of wood.
 

Gathering a thousand rivers on his way,
 Huge Orellana rolls his affluent flood;
 And where the happier sons of Paraguay,
 By gentleness and pious art subdued,
 Bow’d their meek heads beneath the Jesuits’ sway.
 And lived and died in filial servitude.
 

 I love thus uncontroll’d, as in a dream,
 To muse upon the course of human things;
 Exploring sometimes the remotest springs,
 Far as tradition lends one guiding gleam;
 Or following, upon Thought’s audacious wings,
 Into Futurity, the endless stream.
 But now in quest of no ambitious height,
 I go where truth and nature lead my way,
 And ceasing here from desultory flight,
In measured strains I tell a Tale of Paraguay.
 




A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO I.
 

I.
 

JENNER! for ever shall thy honour’d name
 Among the children of mankind be blest,
 Who by thy skill hast taught us how to tame
 One dire disease, — the lamentable pest
 Which Africa sent forth to scourge the West,
 As if in vengeance for her sable brood
 So many an age remorselessly opprest.
 For that most fearful malady subdued
Receive a poet’s praise, a father’s gratitude.
 

II.
 

Fair promise be this triumph of an age
 When Man, with vain desires no longer blind,
 And wise though late, his only war shall wage
 Against the miseries which afflict mankind.
 Striving with virtuous heart and strenuous mind
 Till evil from the earth shall pass away.
 Lo, this his glorious destiny assign’d!
 For that blest consummation let us pray,
And trust in fervent faith, and labour as we may.
 

III.
 

The hideous malady which lost its power
 When Jenner’s art the dire contagion stay’d,
 Among Columbia’s sons, in fatal hour.
 Across the wide Atlantic wave convey’d
 Its fiercest form of pestilence display’d:
 Where’er its deadly course the plague began
 Vainly the wretched sufferer look’d for aid;
 Parent from child, and child from parent ran.
For tyrannous fear dissolved all natural bonds of man.
 

IV.
 

A feeble nation of Guarani race,
 Thinn’d by perpetual wars, but unsubdued,
 Had taken up at length a resting place
 Among those tracts of lake and swamp and wood,
 Where Mondai issuing from its solitude
 Flows with slow stream to Empalado’s bed.
 It was a region desolate and rude;
 But thither had the horde for safety fled.
And being there conceal’d in peace their lives they led.
 

V.
 

There had the tribe a safe asylum found
 Amid those marshes wide and woodlands dense,
 With pathless wilds and waters spread around,
 And labyrinthine swamps, a sure defence
 From human foes, — but not from pestilence.
 The spotted plague appear’d, that direst ill, — 
 How brought among them none could tell, or whence;
 The mortal seed had lain among them still.
And quicken’d now to work the Lord’s mysterious will.
 

VI.
 

Alas, it was no medicable grief
 Which herbs might reach! Nor could the juggler’s power
 With all his antic mummeries bring relief.
 Faith might not aid him in that ruling hour,
 Himself a victim now. The dreadful stour
 None could escape, nor aught its force assuage.
 The marriageable maiden had her dower
 From death; the strong man sunk beneath its rage,
And death cut short the thread of childhood and of age.
 

VII.
 

No time for customary mourning now;
 With hand close-clench’d to pluck the rooted hair,
 To beat the bosom, on the swelling brow
 Inflict redoubled blows, and blindly tear
 The cheeks, indenting bloody furrows there,
 The deep-traced signs indelible of woe;
 Then to some crag, or bank abrupt, repair,
 And giving grief its scope infuriate, throw
The impatient body thence upon the earth below.
 

VIII.
 

Devices these by poor weak nature taught,
 Which thus a change of suffering would obtain;
 And flying from intolerable thought
 And piercing recollections, would full fain
 Distract itself by sense of fleshly pain
 From anguish that the soul must else endure.
 Easier all outward torments to sustain.
 Than those heart-wounds which only time can cure,
And He in whom alone the hopes of man are sure.
 

IX.
 

None sorrow’d here; the sense of woe was sear’d,
 When every one endured his own sore ill.
 The prostrate sufferers neither hoped nor fear’d;
 The body labour’d, but the heart was still: — 
 So let the conquering malady fulfil
 Its fatal course, rest cometh at the end!
 Passive they lay with neither wish nor will
 For aught but this; nor did they long attend
That welcome boon from death, the never-failing friend.
 

X.
 

Who is there to make ready now the pit,
 The house that will content from this day forth
 Its easy tenant? Who in vestments fit
 Shall swathe the sleeper for his bed of earth,
 Now tractable as when a babe at birth?
 Who now the ample funeral urn shall knead,
 And burying it beneath his proper hearth
 Deposit there with careful hands the dead,
And lightly then relay the floor above his head?
 

XI.
 

Unwept, unshrouded, and unsepulchred,
 The hammock where they hang, for winding sheet
 And grave suffices the deserted dead:
 There from the armadillo’s searching feet
 Safer than if within the tomb’s retreat.
 The carrion birds obscene in vain essay
 To find that quarry: round and round they beat
 The air, but fear to enter for their prey.
And from the silent door the jaguar turns away.
 

XII.
 

But nature for her universal law
 Hath other surer instruments in store,
 Whom from the haunts of men no wonted awe
 Withholds as with a spell. In swarms they pour
 From wood and swamp: and when their work is o’er
 On the white bones the mouldering roof will fall;
 Seeds will take root, and spring in sun and shower;
 And Mother Earth ere long with her green pall,
Resuming to herself the wreck, will cover all.
 

XIII.
 

Oh! better thus with earth to have their part,
 Than in Egyptian catacombs to lie,
 Age after age preserved by horrid art.
 In ghastly image of humanity!
 Strange pride that with corruption thus would vie!
 And strange delusion that would thus maintain
 The fleshly form, till cycles shall pass by,
 And in the series of the eternal chain.
The spirit come to seek its old abode again.
 

XIV.
 

One pair alone survived the general fate;
 Left in such drear and mournful solitude,
 That death might seem a preferable state.
 Not more deprest the Arkite patriarch stood,
 When landing first on Ararat he view’d,
 Where all around the mountain summits lay,
 Like islands seen amid the boundless flood!
 Nor our first parents more forlorn than they.
Thro’ Eden when they took their solitary way.
 

XV.
 

Alike to them, it seem’d in their despair.
 Whither they wander’d from the infected spot.
 Chance might direct their steps: they took no care;
 Come well or ill to them, it matter’d not!
 Left as they were in that unhappy lot,
 The sole survivors they of all their race.
 They reck’d not when their fate, nor where, nor what.
 In this resignment to their hopeless case.
Indifferent to all choice or circumstance of place.
 

XVI.
 

That palsying stupor past away ere long,
 And as the spring of health resumed its power,
 They felt that life was dear, and hope was strong.
 What marvel! ’Twas with them the morning hour,
 When bliss appears to be the natural dower
 Of all the creatures of this joyous earth;
 And sorrow fleeting like a vernal shower
 Scarce interrupts the current of our mirth;
Such is the happy heart we bring with us at birth.
 

XVII.
 

Tho’ of his nature and his boundless love
 Erring, yet tutor’d by instinctive sense.
 They rightly deem’d the Power who rules above
 Had saved them from the wasting pestilence.
 That favouring power would still be their defence:
 Thus were they by their late deliverance taught
 To place a child-like trust in Providence,
 And in their state forlorn they found this thought
Of natural faith with hope and consolation fraught.
 

XVIII.
 

And now they built themselves a leafy bower,
 Amid a glade, slow Mondai’s stream beside,
 Screen’d from the southern blast of piercing power:
 Not like their native dwelling, long and wide,
 By skilful toil of numbers edified,
 The common home of all, their human nest.
 Where threescore hammocks pendant side by side
 Were ranged, and on the ground the fires were drest;
Alas that populous hive hath now no living guest!
 

XIX.
 

A few firm stakes they planted in the ground,
 Circling a norrow space, yet large enow;
 These strongly interknit they closed around
 With basket-work of many a pliant bough.
 The roof was like the sides; the door was low,
 And rude the hut, and trimm’d with little care,
 For little heart had they to dress it now;
 Yet was the humble structure fresh and fair,
And soon its inmates found that Love might sojourn there.
 

XX.
 

Quiara could recall to mind the course
 Of twenty summers; perfectly he knew
 Whate’er his fathers taught of skill or force.
 Right to the mark his whizzing lance he threw,
 And from his bow the unerring arrow flew
 With fatal aim: and when the laden bee
 Buzz’d by him in its flight, he could pursue
 Its path with certain ken, and follow free
Until he traced the hive in hidden bank or tree.
 

XXI.
 

Of answering years was Monnema, nor less
 Expert in all her sex’s household ways.
 The Indian weed she skilfully could dress;
 And in what depth to drop the yellow maize
 She knew, and when around its stem to raise
 The lighten’d soil; and well could she prepare
 Its ripen’d seed for food, her proper praise;
 Or in the embers turn with frequent care
Its succulent head yet green, sometimes for daintier fare.
 

XXII.
 

And how to macerate the bark she knew,
 And draw apart its beaten fibres fine,
 And bleaching them in sun, and air, and dew;
 From dry and glossy filaments entwine
 With rapid twirl of hand the lengthening line;
 Next interknitting well the twisted thread,
 In many an even mesh its knots combine,
 And shape in tapering length the pensile bed,
Light hammock there to hang beneath the leafy shed.
 

XXIII.
 

Time had been when expert in works of clay
 She lent her hands the swelling urn to mould,
 And fill’d it for the appointed festal day
 With the beloved beverage which the bold
 Quaff’d in their triumph and their joy of old:
 The fruitful cause of many an uproar rude,
 When in their drunken bravery uncontroll’d,
 Some bitter jest awoke the dormant feud,
And wrath and rage and strife and wounds and death ensued.
 

XXIV.
 

These occupations were gone by: the skill
 Was useless now, which once had been her pride.
 Content were they, when thirst impell’d, to fill
 The dry and hollow gourd from Mondai’s side;
 The river from its sluggish bed supplied
 A draught for repetition all unmeet;
 Howbeit the bodily want was satisfied;
 No feverish pulse ensued, nor ireful heat,
Their days were undisturb’d, their natural sleep was sweet.
 

XXV.
 

She too had learnt in youth how best to trim
 The honoured Chief for his triumphal day,
 And covering with soft gums the obedient limb
 And body, then with feathers overlay,
 In regular hues disposed, a rich display.
 Well-pleased the glorious savage stood and eyed
 The growing work; then vain of his array
 Look’d with complacent frown from side to side,
Stalk’d with elater step, and swell’d with statelier pride.
 

XXVI.
 

Feasts and carousals, vanity and strife,
 Could have no place with them in solitude
 To break the tenor of their even life.
 Quiara day by day his game pursued,
 Searching the air, the water, and the wood,
 With hawk-like eye, and arrow sure as fate;
 And Monnema prepared the hunter’s food:
 Cast with him here in this forlorn estate,
In all things for the man was she a fitting mate.
 

XXVII.
 

The Moon had gather’d oft her monthly store
 Of light, and oft in darkness left the sky,
 Since Monnema a growing burthen bore
 Of life and hope. The appointed weeks go by;
 And now her hour is come, and none is nigh
 To help: but human help she needed none.
 A few short throes endured with scarce a cry,
 Upon the bank she laid her new-born son.
Then slid into the stream, and bathed, and all was done.
 

XXVIII.
 

Might old observances have there been kept,
 Then should the husband to that pensile bed,
 Like one exhausted with the birth have crept,
 And laying down in feeble guise his head,
 For many a day been nursed and dieted
 With tender care, to childing mothers due.
 Certes a custom strange, and yet far spread
 Thro’ many a savage tribe, howe’er it grew,
And once in the old world known as widely as the new.
 

XXIX.
 

This could not then be done; he might not lay
 The bow and those unerring shafts aside;
 Nor thro’ the appointed weeks forego the prey,
 Still to be sought amid those regions wide,
 None being there who should the while provide
 That lonely household with their needful food:
 So still Quiara thro’ the forest plied
 His daily task, and in the thickest wood
Still laid his snares for birds, and still the chace pursued.
 

XXX.
 

But seldom may such thoughts of mingled joy
 A father’s agitated breast dilate,
 As when he first beheld that infant boy.
 Who hath not prov’d it, ill can estimate
 The feeling of that stirring hour, — the weight
 Of that new sense, the thoughtful, pensive bliss.
 In all the changes of our changeful state,
 Even from the cradle to the grave, I wis,
The heart doth undergo no change so great as this.
 

XXXI.
 

A deeper and unwonted feeling fill’d
 These parents, gazing on their new born son.
 Already in their busy hopes they build
 On this frail sand. Now let the seasons run,
 And let the natural work of time be done
 With them, — for unto them a child is born:
 And when the hand of Death may reach the one,
 The other will not now be left to mourn
A solitary wretch, all utterly forlorn.
 

XXXII.
 

Thus Monnema and thus Quiara thought,
 Tho’ each the melancholy thought represt;
 They could not chuse but feel, yet uttered not
 The human feeling, which in hours of rest
 Often would rise, and fill the boding breast
 With a dread foretaste of that mournful day,
 When, at the inexorable Power’s behest,
 The unwilling spirit, called perforce away,
Must leave, for ever leave its dear connatural clay.
 

XXXIII.
 

Link’d as they were, where each to each was all,
 How might the poor survivor hope to bear
 That heaviest loss which one day must befall,
 Nor sink beneath the weight of his despair.
 Scarce could the heart even for a moment dare
 That miserable time to contemplate,
 When the dread Messenger should find them there,
 From whom is no escape, — and reckless Fate,
Whom it had bound so close, for ever separate.
 

XXXIV.
 

Lighter that burthen lay upon the heart
 When this dear babe was born to share their lot;
 They could endure to think that they must part.
 Then too a glad consolatory thought
 Arose, while gazing on the child they sought
 With hope their dreary prospect to delude,
 Till they almost believed, as fancy taught,
 How that from them a tribe should spring renew’d,
To people and possess that ample solitude.
 

XXXV.
 

Such hope they felt, but felt that whatsoe’er
 The undiscoverable to come might prove,
 Unwise it were to let that bootless care
 Disturb the present hours of peace and love.
 For they had gain’d a happiness above
 The state which in their native horde was known:
 No outward causes were there here to move
 Discord and alien thoughts; being thus alone
From all mankind, their hearts and their desires were one.
 

XXXVI.
 

Different their love in kind and in degree
 From what their poor depraved forefathers knew,
 With whom degenerate instincts were left free
 To take their course, and blindly to pursue,
 Unheeding they the ills that must ensue,
 The bent of brute desire. No moral tie
 Bound the hard husband to his servile crew
 Of wives; and they the chance of change might try,
All love destroy’d by such preposterous liberty.
 

XXXVII.
 

Far other tie this solitary pair
 Indissolubly bound; true helpmates they,
 In joy or grief, in weal or woe to share,
 In sickness or in health, thro’ life’s long day;
 And reassuming in their hearts her sway
 Benignant Nature made the burthen light.
 It was the Woman’s pleasure to obey,
 The Man’s to ease her toil in all he might,
So each in serving each obtain’d the best delight.
 

XXXVIII.
 

And as connubial, so parental love
 Obey’d unerring Nature’s order here,
 For now no force of impious custom strove
 Against her law; — such as was wont to sear
 The unhappy heart with usages severe,
 Till harden’d mothers in the grave could lay
 Their living babes with no compunctious tear,
 So monstrous men become, when from the way
Of primal light they turn thro’ heathen paths astray.
 

XXXIX.
 

Deliver’d from this yoke, in them henceforth
 The springs of natural love may freely flow:
 New joys, new virtues with that happy birth
 Are born, and with the growing infant grow.
 Source of our purest happiness below
 Is that benignant law which hath entwined
 Dearest delight with strongest duty so
 That in the healthy heart and righteous mind
Ever they co-exist, inseparably combined.
 

XL.
 

Oh! bliss for them when in that infant face
 They now the unfolding faculties descry,
 And fondly gazing, trace — or think they trace
 The first faint speculation in that eye,
 Which hitherto hath roll’d in vacancy!
 Oh! bliss in that soft countenance to seek
 Some mark of recognition, and espy
 The quiet smile which in the innocent cheek
Of kindness and of kind its consciousness doth speak!
 

XLI.
 

For him, if born among their native tribe,
 Some haughty name his parents had thought good,
 As weening that therewith they should ascribe
 The strength of some fierce tenant of the wood,
 The water, or the serial solitude,
 Jaguar or vulture, water-wolf or snake.
 The beast that prowls abroad in search of blood,
 Or reptile that within the treacherous brake
Waits for the prey, upcoil’d, its hunger to aslake.
 

XLII.
 

Now soften’d as their spirits were by love,
 Abhorrent from such thoughts they turn’d away;
 And with a happier feeling, from the dove,
 They named the child Yeruti. On a day
 When smiling at his mother’s breast in play,
 They in his tones of murmuring pleasure heard
 A sweet resemblance of the stock-dove’s lay,
 Fondly they named him from that gentle bird,
And soon such happy use endear’d the fitting word.
 

XLIII.
 

Days pass, and moons have wex’d and waned, and still
 This dovelet nestled in their leafy bower
 Obtains increase of sense, and strength and will,
 As in due order many a latent power
 Expands, — humanity’s exalted dower:
 And they while thus the days serenely fled
 Beheld him flourish like a vigorous flower
 Which lifting from a genial soil its head
By seasonable suns and kindly showers is fed.
 

XLIV.
 

Ere long the cares of helpless babyhood
 To the next stage of infancy give place,
 That age with sense of conscious growth endued,
 When every gesture hath its proper grace:
 Then come the unsteady step, the tottering pace;
 And watchful hopes and emulous thoughts appear;
 The imitative lips essay to trace
 Their words, observant both with eye and ear,
In mutilated sounds which parents love to hear.
 

XLV.
 

Serenely thus the seasons pass away;
 And, oh! how rapidly they seem to fly
 With those for whom to-morrow like to-day
 Glides on in peaceful uniformity!
 Five years have since Yeruti’s birth gone by,
 Five happy years; — and ere the Moon which then
 Hung like a Sylphid’s light canoe on high
 Should fill its circle, Monnema again
Laying her burthen down must bear a mother’s pain.
 

XLVI.
 

Alas, a keener pang before that day,
 Must by the wretched Monnema be borne!
 In quest of game Quiara went his way
 To roam the wilds as he was wont, one morn;
 She look’d in vain at eve for his return.
 By moonlight thro’ the midnight solitude
 She sought him; and she found his garment torn,
 His bow and useless arrows in the wood,
Marks of a jaguar’s feet, a broken spear, and blood.
 




A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO II.
 

I.
 

O THOU who listening to the Poet’s song
 Dost yield thy willing spirit to his sway,
 Look not that I should painfully prolong
 The sad narration of that fatal day
 With tragic details: all too true the lay!
 Nor is my purpose e’er to entertain
 The heart with useless grief; but as I may,
 Blend in my calm and meditative strain
Consolatory thoughts, the balm for real pain.
 

II.
 

Youth or Maiden, whosoe’er thou art,
 Safe in my guidance may thy spirit be!
 I wound not wantonly the tender heart:
 And if sometimes a tear of sympathy
 Should rise, it will from bitterness be free — 
 Yea, with a healing virtue be endued,
 As thou in this true tale shalt hear from me
 Of evils overcome, and grief subdued,
And virtues springing up like flowers in solitude.
 

III.
 

The unhappy Monnema when thus bereft
 Sunk not beneath the desolating blow.
 Widow’d she was: but still her child was left;
 For him must she sustain the weight of woe,
 Which else would in that hour have laid her low.
 Nor wish’d she now the work of death complete:
 Then only doth the soul of woman know
 Its proper strength, when love and duty meet;
Invincible the heart wherein they have their seat.
 

IV.
 

The seamen who upon some coral reef
 Are cast amid the interminable main,
 Still cling to life, and hoping for relief
 Drag on their days of wretchedness and pain.
 In turtle shells they hoard the scanty rain,
 And eat its flesh, sundried for lack of fire,
 Till the weak body can no more sustain
 Its wants, but sinks beneath its sufferings dire
Most miserable man who sees the rest expire!
 

V.
 

He lingers there while months and years go by:
 And holds his hope tho’ months and years have past.
 And still at morning round the farthest sky,
 And still at eve his eagle glance is cast.
 If there he may behold the far-off mast
 Arise, for which he hath not ceased to pray.
 And if perchance a ship should come at last,
 And bear him from that dismal bank away,
He blesses God that he hath lived to see that day.
 

VI.
 

So strong a hold hath life upon the soul,
 Which sees no dawning of eternal light,
 But subject to this mortal frame’s controul,
 Forgetful of its origin and right,
 Content in bondage dwells and utter night.
 By worthier ties was this poor mother bound
 To life; even while her grief was at the height,
 Then in maternal love support she found
And in maternal cares a healing for her wound.
 

VII.
 

For now her hour is come: a girl is born,
 Poor infant, all unconscious of its fate,
 How passing strange, how utterly forlorn!
 The genial season served to mitigate
 In all it might their sorrowful estate,
 Supplying to the mother at her door
 From neighbouring trees which bent beneath their weight,
 A full supply of fruitage now mature,
So in that time of need their sustenance was sure.
 

VIII.
 

Nor then alone, but alway did the Eye
 Of Mercy look upon that lonely bower.
 Days past, and weeks; and months and years went by,
 And never evil thing the while had power
 To enter there. The boy in sun and shower
 Rejoicing in his strength to youthhed grew:
 And Mooma, that beloved girl, a dower
 Of gentleness from bounteous nature drew,
With all that should the heart of womankind imbue.
 

IX.
 

The tears which o’er her infancy were shed
 Profuse, resented not of grief alone:
 Maternal love their bitterness allay’d,
 And with a strength and virtue all its own
 Sustain’d the breaking heart. A look, a tone,
 A gesture of that innocent babe, in eyes
 With saddest recollections overflown,
 Would sometimes make a tender smile arise,
Like sunshine breaking thro’ a shower in vernal skies.
 

X.
 

No looks but those of tenderness were found
 To turn upon that helpless infant dear;
 And as her sense unfolded, never sound
 Of wrath or discord brake upon her ear.
 Her soul its native purity sincere
 Possess’d, by no example here defiled;
 From envious passions free, exempt from fear,
 Unknowing of all ill, amid the wild
Beloving and beloved she grew, a happy child.
 

XI.
 

Yea, where that solitary bower was placed,
 Tho’ all unlike to Paradise the scene,
 (A wide circumference of woodlands waste:)
 Something of what in Eden might have been
 Was shadowed there imperfectly, I ween,
 In this fair creature: safe from all offence,
 Expanding like a shelter’d plant serene,
 Evils that fret and stain being far from thence,
Her heart in peace and joy retain’d its innocence.
 

XII.
 

At first the infant to Yeruti proved
 A cause of wonder and disturbing joy.
 A stronger tie than that of kindred moved
 His inmost being, as the happy boy
 Felt in his heart of hearts without alloy
 The sense of kind: a fellow creature she,
 In whom when now she ceased to be a toy
 For tender sport, his soul rejoiced to see
Connatural powers expand, and growing sympathy.
 

XIII.
 

For her he cull’d the fairest flowers, and sought
 Throughout the woods the earliest fruits for her.
 The cayman’s eggs, the honeycomb he brought
 To this beloved sister, — whatsoe’er,
 To his poor thought, of delicate or rare
 The wilds might yield, solicitous to find.
 They who affirm all natural acts declare
 Self-love to be the ruler of the mind,
Judge from their own mean hearts, and foully wrong mankind.
 

XIV.
 

Three souls in whom no selfishness had place
 Were here: three happy souls, which undefiled.
 Albeit in darkness, still retain’d a trace
 Of their celestial origin. The wild
 Was as a sanctuary where Nature smiled
 Upon these simple children of her own,
 And cherishing whate’er was meek and mild,
 Call’d forth the gentle virtues, such alone,
The evils which evoke the stronger being unknown.
 

XV.
 

What tho’ at birth we bring with us the seed
 Of sin, a mortal taint, — in heart and will
 Too surely felt, too plainly shewn in deed, — 
 Our fatal heritage; yet are we still
 The children of the All Merciful: and ill
 They teach, who tell us that from hence must flow
 God’s wrath, and then his justice to fulfil,
 Death everlasting, never-ending woe:
O miserable lot of man if it were so!
 

XVI.
 

Falsely and impiously teach they who thus
 Our heavenly Father’s holy will misread!
 In bounty hath the Lord created us,
 In love redeem’d. From this authentic creed
 Let no bewildering sophistry impede
 The heart’s entire assent, for God is good.
 Hold firm this faith, and, in whatever need,
 Doubt not but thou wilt find thy soul endued
With all-sufficing strength of heavenly fortitude!
 

XVII.
 

By nature peccable and frail are we,
 Easily beguiled; to vice, to error prone;
 But apt for virtue too. Humanity
 Is not a field where tares and thorns alone
 Are left to spring; good seed hath there been sown
 With no unsparing hand. Sometimes the shoot
 Is choked with weeds, or withers on a stone;
 But in a kindly soil it strikes its root.
And flourisheth, and bringeth forth abundant fruit.
 

XVIII.
 

Love, duty, generous feeling, tenderness,
 Spring in the uncontaminated mind;
 And these were Mooma’s natural dower. Nor less
 Had liberal Nature to the boy assign’d.
 Happier herein than if among mankind
 Their lot had fallen, — oh, certes happier here!
 That all things tended still more close to bind
 Their earliest ties, and they from year to year
Retain’d a childish heart, fond, simple, and sincere.
 

XIX.
 

They had no sad reflection to alloy
 The calm contentment of the passing day,
 No foresight to disturb the present joy.
 Not so with Monnema; albeit the sway
 Of time had reach’d her heart, and worn away,
 At length, the grief so deeply seated there,
 The future often, like a burthen, lay
 Upon that heart, a cause of secret care
And melancholy thought: yet did she not despair.
 

XX.
 

Chance from the fellowship of human kind
 Had cut them off, and chance might reunite.
 On this poor possibility her mind
 Reposed; she did not for herself invite
 The unlikely thought, and cherish with delight
 The dream of what such change might haply bring;
 Gladness with hope long since had taken flight
 From her; she felt that life was on the wing,
And happiness like youth has here no second spring.
 

XXI.
 

So were her feelings to her lot composed
 That to herself all change had now been pain.
 For Time upon her own desires had closed;
 But in her children as she lived again,
 For their dear sake she learnt to entertain
 A wish for human intercourse renew’d;
 And oftentimes, while they devour’d the strain,
 Would she beguile their evening solitude
With stories strangely told and strangely understood.
 

XXII.
 

Little she knew, for little had she seen,
 And little of traditionary lore
 Had reach’d her ear; and yet to them I ween
 Their mother’s knowledge seem’d a boundless store.
 A world it opened to their thoughts; yea more, — 
 Another world beyond this mortal state.
 Bereft of her they had indeed been poor,
 Being left to animal sense, degenerate,
Mere creatures, they had sunk below the beasts’ estate.
 

XXIII.
 

The human race, from her they understood,
 Was not within that lonely hut confined,
 But distant far beyond their world of wood
 Were tribes and powerful nations of their kind;
 And of the old observances which bind
 People and chiefs, the ties of man and wife,
 The laws of kin religiously assign’d,
 Rites, customs, scenes of riotry and strife,
And all the strange vicissitudes of savage life.
 

XXIV.
 

Wondering they listen to the wonderous tale,
 But no repining thought such tales excite:
 Only a wish, if wishes might avail,
 Was haply felt, with juvenile delight,
 To mingle in the social dance at night,
 Where the broad moonshine, level as a flood,
 O’erspread the plain, and in the silver light,
 Well-pleased, the placid elders sate and view’d
The sport, and seem’d therein to feel their youth renew’d.
 

XXV.
 

But when the darker scenes their mother drew,
 What crimes were wrought when drunken fury raged,
 What miseries from their fatal discord grew
 When horde with horde in deadly strife engaged:
 The rancorous hate with which their wars they waged,
 The more unnatural horrors which ensued,
 When, with inveterate vengeance unassuaged,
 The victors round their slaughtered captives stood,
And babes were bro’t to dip their little hands in blood:
 

XXVI.
 

Horrent they heard; and with her hands the Maid
 Prest her eyes close as if she strove to blot
 The hateful image which her mind pourtray’d.
 The Boy sate silently, intent in thought;
 Then with a deep-drawn sigh, as if he sought
 To heave the oppressive feeling from his breast,
 Complacently compared their harmless lot
 With such wild life, outrageous and unblest,
Securely thus to live, he said, was surely best.
 

XXVII.
 

On tales of blood they could not bear to dwell,
 From such their hearts abhorrent shrunk in fear.
 Better they liked that Monnema should tell
 Of things unseen; what power had placed them here,
 And whence the living spirit came, and where
 It past, when parted from this mortal mold;
 Of such mysterious themes with willing ear
 They heard, devoutly listening while she told
Strangely-disfigured truths, and fables feign’d of old.
 

XXVIII.
 

By the Great Spirit man was made, she said,
 His voice it was which peal’d along the sky,
 And shook the heavens and fill’d the earth with dread.
 Alone and inaccessible, on high
 He had his dwelling-place eternally,
 And Father was his name. This all knew well;
 But none had seen his face: and if his eye
 Regarded what upon the earth befell,
Or if he cared for man, she knew not: — who could tell?
 

XXIX.
 

But this, she said, was sure, that after death
 There was reward and there was punishment:
 And that the evil doers, when the breath
 Of their injurious lives at length was spent,
 Into all noxious forms abhorr’d were sent,
 Of beasts and reptiles; so retaining still
 Their old propensities, on evil bent.
 They work’d where’er they might their wicked will,
The natural foes of men, whom we pursue and kill.
 

XXX.
 

Of better spirits, some there were who said
 That in the grave they had their place of rest.
 Lightly they laid the earth upon the dead,
 Lest in its narrow tenement the guest
 Should suffer underneath such load opprest.
 But that death surely set the spirit free,
 Sad proof to them poor Monnema addrest,
 Drawn from their father’s fate; no grave had he
Wherein his soul might dwell. This therefore could not be.
 

XXXI.
 

Likelier they taught who said that to the Land
 Of Souls the happy spirit took its flight,
 A region underneath the sole command
 Of the Good Power; by him for the upright
 Appointed and replenish’d with delight;
 A land where nothing evil ever came,
 Sorrow, nor pain, nor peril, nor affright,
 Nor change, nor death; but there the human frame,
Untouch’d by age or ill, continued still the same.
 

XXXII.
 

Winds would not pierce it there, nor heat nor cold
 Grieve, nor thirst parch and hunger pine; but there
 The sun by day its even influence hold
 With genial warmth, and thro’ the unclouded air
 The moon upon her nightly journey fare:
 The lakes and fish-full streams are never dry;
 Trees ever green perpetual fruitage bear;
 And, wheresoe’er the hunter turns his eye,
Water and earth and heaven to him their stores supply.
 

XXXIII.
 

And once there was a way to that good land,
 For in mid-earth a wondrous Tree there grew,
 By which the adventurer might with foot and hand
 From branch to branch his upward course pursue;
 An easy path, if what were said be true,
 Albeit the ascent was long: and when the height
 Was gain’d, that blissful region was in view,
 Wherein the traveller safely might alight,
And roam abroad at will, and take his free delight.
 

XXXIV.
 

O happy time, when ingress thus was given
 To the upper world, and at their pleasure they
 Whose hearts were strong might pass from earth to heaven
 By their own act and choice! In evil day
 Mishap had fatally cut off that way,
 And none may now the Land of Spirits gain,
 Till from its dear-loved tenement of clay,
 Violence or age, infirmity and pain
Divorce the soul which there full gladly would remain.
 

XXXV.
 

Such grievous loss had by their own misdeed
 Upon the unworthy race of men been brought.
 An aged woman there who could not speed
 In fishing, earnestly one day besought
 Her countrymen, that they of what they caught
 A portion would upon her wants bestow.
 They set her hunger and her age at nought,
 And still to her entreaties answered no,
And mock’d her, till they made her heart with rage o’erflow.
 

XXXVI.
 

But that old woman by such wanton wrong
 Inflamed, went hurrying down; and in the pride
 Of magic power wherein the crone was strong,
 Her human form infirm she laid aside.
 Better the Capiguara’s limbs supplied
 A strength accordant to her fierce intent:
 These she assumed, and, burrowing deep and wide
 Beneath the Tree, with vicious will, she went,
To inflict upon mankind a lasting punishment.
 

XXXVII.
 

Downward she wrought her way, and all around
 Labouring, the solid earth she undermined
 And loosen’d all the roots; then from the ground
 Emerging, in her hatred of her kind,
 Resumed her proper form, and breathed a wind
 Which gather’d like a tempest round its head:
 Eftsoon the lofty Tree its top inclined
 Uptorn with horrible convulsion dread,
And over half the world its mighty wreck lay spread.
 

XXXVIII.
 

But never scion sprouted from that Tree,
 Nor seed sprang up; and thus the easy way,
 Which had till then for young and old been free,
 Was closed upon the sons of men for aye.
 The mighty ruin moulder’d where it lay
 Till not a trace was left; and now in sooth
 Almost had all remembrance past away.
 This from the elders she had heard in youth;
Some said it was a tale, and some a very truth.
 

XXXIX.
 

Nathless departed spirits at their will
 Could from the land of souls pass to and fro;
 They come to us in sleep when all is still,
 Sometimes to warn against the impending blow,
 Alas! more oft to visit us in woe:
 Tho’ in their presence there was poor relief!
 And this had sad experience made her know,
 For when Quiara came, his stay was brief,
And waking then, she felt a freshen’d sense of grief.
 

XL.
 

Yet to behold his face again, and hear
 His voice, tho’ painful was a deep delight:
 It was a joy to think that he was near,
 To see him in the visions of the night, — 
 To know that the departed still requite
 The love which to their memory still will cling:
 And tho’ he might not bless her waking sight
 With his dear presence, ’twas a blessed thing
That sleep would thus sometimes his actual image bring.
 

XLI.
 

Why comes he not to me? Yeruti cries:
 And Mooma echoing with a sigh the thought,
 Ask’d why it was that to her longing eyes
 No dream the image of her father brought?
 Nor Monnema to solve that question sought
 In vain, content in ignorance to dwell;
 Perhaps it was because they knew him not;
 Perhaps — but sooth she could not answer well;
What the departed did, themselves alone could tell.
 

XLII.
 

What one tribe held another disbelieved,
 For all concerning this was dark, she said;
 Uncertain all, and hard to be received.
 The dreadful race, from whom their fathers fled,
 Boasted that even the Country of the Dead
 Was theirs, and where their Spirits chose to go,
 The ghosts of other men retired in dread
 Before the face of that victorious foe;
No better, then, the world above, than this below!
 

XLIII.
 

What then, alas! if this were true, was death?
 Only a mournful change from ill to ill!
 And some there were who said the living breath
 Would ne’er be taken from us by the will
 Of the Good Father, but continue still
 To feed with life the mortal frame he gave,
 Did not mischance or wicked witchcraft kill; — 
 Evils from which no care avail’d to save,
And whereby all were sent to fill the greedy grave.
 

XLIV.
 

In vain to counterwork the baleful charm
 By spells of rival witchcraft was it sought,
 Less potent was that art to help than harm.
 No means of safety old experience brought:
 Nor better fortune did they find who thought
 From Death, as from some living foe, to fly:
 For speed or subterfuge avail’d them nought,
 But wheresoe’er they fled they found him nigh:
None ever could elude that unseen enemy.
 

XLV.
 

Bootless the boast, and vain the proud intent
 Of those who hoped, with arrogant display
 Of arms and force, to scare him from their tent,
 As if their threatful shouts and fierce array
 Of war could drive the Invisible away!
 Sometimes regardless of the sufferer’s groan,
 They dragg’d the dying out and as a prey
 Exposed him, that content with him alone
Death might depart, and thus his fate avert their own.
 

XLVI.
 

Depart he might, — but only to return
 In quest of other victims, soon or late;
 When they who held this fond belief, would learn,
 Each by his own inevitable fate,
 That in the course of man’s uncertain state
 Death is the one and only certain thing.
 Oh folly then to fly or deprecate
 That which at last Time, ever on the wing,
Certain as day and night, to weary age must bring!
 

XLVII.
 

While thus the Matron spake, the youthful twain
 Listen’d in deep attention, wistfully;
 Whether with more of wonder or of pain
 Uneath it were to tell. With steady eye
 Intent they heard; and when she paused, a sigh
 Their sorrowful foreboding seem’d to speak:
 Questions to which she could not give reply
 Yeruti ask’d; and for that Maiden meek, — 
Involuntary tears ran down her quiet cheek.
 

XLVIII.
 

A different sentiment within them stirr’d,
 When Monnema recall’d to mind one day,
 Imperfectly, what she had sometimes heard
 In childhood, long ago, the Elders say:
 Almost from memory had it past away, — 
 How there appear’d amid the woodlands men
 Whom the Great Spirit sent there to convey
 His gracious will; but little heed she then
Had given, and like a dream it now recurr’d again.
 

XLIX.
 

But these young questioners from time to time
 Call’d up the long-forgotten theme anew.
 Strange men they were, from some remotest clime
 She said, of different speech, uncouth to view,
 Having hair upon their face, and white in hue:
 Across the world of waters wide they came
 Devotedly the Father’s work to do,
 And seek the Red Men out, and in his name
His merciful laws, and love, and promises proclaim.
 

L.
 

They served a Maid more beautiful than tongue
 Could tell, or heart conceive. Of human race,
 All heavenly as that Virgin was, she sprung;
 But for her beauty and celestial grace,
 Being one in whose pure elements no trace
 Had e’er inhered of sin or mortal stain,
 The highest Heaven was now her dwelling place;
 There as a Queen divine she held her reign,
And there in endless joy for ever would remain.
 

LI.
 

Her feet upon the crescent Moon were set,
 And, moving in their order round her head,
 The stars compose her sparkling coronet.
 There at her breast the Virgin Mother fed
 A Babe divine, who was to judge the dead,
 Such power the Spirit gave this awful Child;
 Severe he was, and in his anger dread,
 Yet always at his Mother’s will grew mild,
So well did he obey that Maiden undefiled.
 

LII.
 

Sometimes she had descended from above
 To visit her true votaries, and requite
 Such as had served her well. And for her love,
 These bearded men, forsaking all delight,
 With labour long and dangers infinite,
 Across the great blue waters came, and sought
 The Red Men here, to win them, if they might,
 From bloody ways, rejoiced to profit aught
Even when with their own lives the benefit was bought.
 

LIII.
 

For trusting in this heavenly Maiden’s grace,
 It was for them a joyful thing to die,
 As men who went to have their happy place
 With her, and with that Holy Child, on high,
 In fields of bliss above the starry sky,
 In glory, at the Virgin Mother’s feet:
 And all who kept their lessons faithfully
 An everlasting guerdon there would meet,
When Death had led their souls to that celestial seat.
 

LIV.
 

On earth they offered, too, an easy life
 To those who their mild lessons would obey,
 Exempt from want, from danger, and from strife;
 And from the forest leading them away,
 They placed them underneath this Virgin’s sway,
 A numerous fellowship, in peace to dwell;
 Their high and happy office there to pay
 Devotions due, which she requited well,
Their heavenly Guardian she in whatsoe’er befell.
 

LV.
 

Thus, Monnema remember’d, it was told
 By one who in his hot and headstrong youth
 Had left her happy service; but when old
 Lamented oft with unavailing ruth,
 And thoughts which sharper than a serpent’s tooth
 Pierced him, that he had changed that peaceful place
 For the fierce freedom and the ways uncouth
 Of their wild life, and lost that Lady’s grace,
Wherefore he had no hope to see in Heaven her face.
 

LVI.
 

And she remember’d too when first they fled
 For safety to the farthest solitude
 Before their cruel foes, and lived in dread
 That thither too their steps might be pursued
 By those old enemies athirst for blood;
 How some among them hoped to see the day
 When these beloved messengers of good
 To that lone hiding place might find the way,
And them to their abode of blessedness convey.
 

LVII.
 

Such tales excited in Yeruti’s heart
 A stirring hope that haply he might meet
 Some minister of Heaven; and many a part
 Untrod before of that wild wood retreat,
 Did he with indefatigable feet
 Explore; yet ever from the fruitless quest
 Return’d at evening to his native seat
 By daily disappointment undeprest, — 
So buoyant was the hope that fill’d his youthful breast.
 

LVIII.
 

At length the hour approach’d that should fulfil
 His harmless heart’s desire, when they shall see
 Their fellow kind, and take for good or ill
 The fearful chance, for such it needs must be,
 Of change from that entire simplicity.
 Yet wherefore should the thought of change appal?
 Grief it perhaps might bring, and injury,
 And death; — but evil never can befall
The virtuous, for the Eye of Heaven is over all.
 




A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO III.
 

I.
 

Amid those marshy woodlands far and wide
 Which spread beyond the soaring vulture’s eye,
 There grew on Empalado’s southern side
 Groves of that tree whose leaves adust supply
 The Spaniards with their daily luxury;
 A beverage whose salubrious use obtains
 Thro’ many a land of mines and slavery,
 Even over all La Plata’s sea-like plains,
And Chili’s mountain realm, and proud Peru’s domains.
 

II.
 

But better for the injured Indian race
 Had woods of machineel the land o’erspread:
 Yea in that tree so blest by Nature’s grace
 A direr curse had they inherited,
 Than if the Upas there had rear’d its head
 And sent its baleful scyons all around,
 Blasting where’er its effluent force was shed,
 In air and water, and the infected ground,
All things wherein the breath or sap of life is found.
 

III.
 

The poor Guaranies dreamt of no such ill,
 When for themselves in miserable hour,
 The virtues of that leaf, with pure good will
 They taught their unsuspected visitor,
 New in the land as yet. They learnt his power
 Too soon, which law nor conscience could restrain,
 A fearless but inhuman conqueror,
 Heart-hardened by the accursed lust of gain.
O fatal thirst of gold! O foul reproach for Spain!
 

IV.
 

For gold and silver had the Spaniards sought
 Exploring Paraguay with desperate pains,
 Their way thro’ forests axe in hand they wrought;
 Drench’d from above by unremitting rains
 They waded over inundated plains,
 Forward by hope of plunder still allured;
 So they might one day count their golden gains,
 They cared not at what cost of sin procured,
All dangers they defied, all sufferings they endured.
 

V.
 

Barren alike of glory and of gold
 That region proved to them; nor would the soil
 Unto their unindustrious hands unfold
 Harvests, the fruit of peace, — and wine and oil,
 The treasures that repay contented toil
 With health and weal; treasures that with them bring
 No guilt for priest and penance to assoil,
 Nor with their venom arm the awaken’d sting
Of conscience at that hour when life is vanishing.
 

VI.
 

But keen of eye in their pursuit of gain
 The conquerors look’d for lucre in this tree:
 An annual harvest there might they attain,
 Without the cost of annual industry.
 ’Twas but to gather in what there grew free
 And share Potosi’s wealth. Nor thence alone,
 But gold in glad exchange they soon should see
 From all that once the Incas called their own,
Or where the Zippa’s power or Zaque’s laws were known.
 

VII.
 

For this, in fact tho’ not in name a slave,
 The Indian from his family was torn;
 And droves on droves were sent to find a grave
 In woods and swamps, by toil severe outworn,
 No friend at hand to succour or to mourn,
 In death unpitied, as in life unblest.
 O miserable race, to slavery born!
 Yet when we look beyond this world’s unrest,
More miserable then the oppressors than the opprest.
 

VIII.
 

Often had Kings essay’d to check the ill
 By edicts not so well enforced as meant;
 A present power was wanting to fulfil
 Remote authority’s sincere intent.
 To Avarice, on its present purpose bent,
 The voice of distant Justice spake in vain;
 False magistrates and priests their influence lent
 The accursed thing for lucre to maintain:
O fatal thirst of gold! O foul reproach for Spain!
 

IX.
 

O foul reproach! but not for Spain alone
 But for all lands that bear the Christian name!
 Where’er commercial slavery is known,
 O shall not Justice trumpet-tongued proclaim
 The foul reproach, the black offence the same?
 Hear, guilty France! and thou, O England, hear!
 Thou who hast half redeem’d thyself from shame.
 When slavery from thy realms shall disappear,
Then from this guilt, and not till then, wilt thou be clear.
 

X.
 

Uncheck’d in Paraguay it ran its course,
 Till all the gentler children of the land
 Well nigh had been consumed without remorse.
 The bolder tribes meantime, whose skilful hand
 Had tamed the horse, in many a warlike band
 Kept the field well with bow and dreadful spear.
 And now the Spaniards dared no more withstand
 Their force, but in their towns grew pale with fear
If the Mocobio, or the Abipon drew near.
 

XI.
 

Bear witness, Chaco, thou, from thy domain
 With Spanish blood, as erst with Indian, fed!
 And Corrientes, by whose church the slain
 Were piled in heaps, till for the gather’d dead
 One common grave was dug, one service said!
 Thou too, Parana, thy sad witness bear
 From shores with many a mournful vestige spread.
 And monumenta crosses here and there
And monumental names that tell where dwellings were!
 

XII.
 

Nor would with all their power the Kings of Spain,
 Austrian or Bourbon, have at last avail’d
 This torrent of destruction to restrain,
 And save a people every where assail’d
 By men before whose face their courage quail’d,
 But for the virtuous agency of those
 Who with the Cross alone, when arms had fail’d,
 Achiev’d a peaceful triumph o’er the foes,
And gave that weary land the blessings of repose.
 

XIII.
 

For whensoe’er the Spaniards felt or fear’d
 An Indian enemy, they call’d for aid
 Upon Loyola’s sons, now long endear’d
 To many a happy tribe, by them convey’d
 From the open wilderness or woodland shade,
 In towns of happiest polity to dwell.
 Freely these faithful ministers essay’d
 The arduous enterprize, contented well
If with success they sped, or if as martyrs fell.
 

XIV.
 

And now it chanced some traders who had fell’d
 The trees of precious forage far and wide
 On Empalado’s shore, when they beheld
 The inviting woodlands on its northern side,
 Crost thither in their quest, and there espied
 Yeruti’s footsteps: searching then the shade
 At length a lonely dwelling they descried,
 And at the thought of hostile hordes dismay’d
To the nearest mission sped and ask’d the Jesuit’s aid.
 

XV.
 

That was a call which ne’er was made in vain
 Upon Loyola’s sons. In Paraguay
 Much of injustice had they to complain,
 Much of neglect; but faithful labourers they
 In the Lord’s vineyard, there was no delay
 When summon’d to his work. A little band
 Of converts made them ready for the way;
 Their spiritual father took a cross in hand
To be his staff, and forth they went to search the land.
 

XVI.
 

He was a man of rarest qualities,
 Who to this barbarous region had confined
 A spirit with the learned and the wise
 Worthy to take its place, and from mankind
 Receive their homage, to the immortal mind
 Paid in its just inheritance of fame.
 But he to humbler thoughts his heart inclined;
 From Gratz amid the Styrian hills he came,
And Dobrizhoffer was the good man’s honour’d name.
 

XVII.
 

It was his evil fortune to behold
 The labours of his painful life destroy’d;
 His flock which he had brought within the fold
 Dispersed; the work of ages render’d void,
 And all of good that Paraguay enjoy ‘d
 By blind and suicidal power o’erthrown.
 So he the years of his old age employ’d,
 A faithful chronicler in handing down
Names which he loved, and things well worthy to be known.
 

XVIII.
 

And thus when exiled from the dear-loved scene,
 In proud Vienna he beguiled the pain
 Of sad remembrance: and the Empress Queen,
 That great Teresa, she did not disdain
 In gracious mood sometimes to entertain
 Discourse with him both pleasurable and sage;
 And sure a willing ear she well might deign
 To one whose tales may equally engage
The wondering mind of youth, the thoughtful heart of age.
 

XIX.
 

But of his native speech because well nigh
 Disuse in him forgetfulness had wrought,
 In Latin he composed his history;
 A garrulous, but a lively tale, and fraught
 With matter of delight and food for thought.
 And if he could in Merlin’s glass have seen
 By whom his tomes to speak our tongue were taught,
 The old man would have felt as pleased, I ween,
As when he won the ear of that great Empress Queen.
 

XX.
 

Little he deem’d when with his Indian band
 He thro’ the wilds set forth upon his way,
 A Poet then unborn, and in a land
 Which had proscribed his order, should one day
 Take up from thence his moralizing lay,
 And shape a song that, with no fiction drest,
 Should to his worth its grateful tribute pay,
 And sinking deep in many an English breast,
Foster that faith divine that keeps the heart at rest.
 

XXI.
 

Behold him on his way! the breviary
 Which from his girdle hangs, his only shield;
 That well-known habit is his panoply,
 That cross, the only weapon he will wield:
 By day he bears it for his staff afield,
 By night it is the pillar of his bed;
 No other lodging these wild woods can yield
 Than earth’s hard lap, and rushing overhead
A canopy of deep and tangled boughs far spread.
 

XXII.
 

Yet may they not without some cautious care
 Take up their inn content upon the ground.
 First it behoves to clear a circle there,
 And trample down the grass and plantage round,
 Where many a deadly reptile might be found,
 Whom with its bright and comfortable heat
 The flame would else allure: such plagues abound
 In these thick woods, and therefore must they beat
The earth, and trample well the herbs beneath their feet.
 

XXIII.
 

And now they heap dry reeds and broken wood;
 The spark is struck, the crackling faggots blaze,
 And cheer that unaccustomed solitude.
 Soon have they made their frugal meal of maize;
 In grateful adoration then they raise
 The evening hymn. How solemn in the wild
 That sweet accordant strain wherewith they praise
 The Queen of Angels, merciful and mild:
Hail, holiest Mary! Maid, and Mother undefiled.
 

XXIV.
 

Blame as thou mayest the Papist’s erring creed,
 But not their salutary rite of even!
 The prayers that from a pious soul proceed,
 Tho’ misdirected, reach the ear of Heaven.
 Us unto whom a purer faith is given,
 As our best birthright it behoves to hold
 The precious charge. But, oh, beware the leaven
 Which makes the heart of charity grow cold!
We own one Shepherd, we shall be at last one fold.
 

XXV.
 

Thinkest thou the little company who here
 Pour forth their hymn devout at close of day,
 Feel it no aid that those who hold them dear,
 At the same hour the self-same homage pay,
 Commending them to Heaven when far away?
 That the sweet bells are heard in solemn chime
 Thro’ all the happy towns of Paraguay,
 Where now their brethren in one point of time
Join in the general prayer, with sympathy sublime?
 

XXVI.
 

That to the glorious Mother of their Lord
 Whole Christendom that hour its homage pays?
 From court and cottage that with one accord
 Ascends the universal strain of praise?
 Amid the crouded city’s restless ways,
 One reverential thought pervades the throng;
 The traveller on his lonely road obeys
 The sacred hour, and as he fares along,
In spirit hears and joins his household’s even-song.
 

XXVII.
 

What if they think that every prayer enroll’d
 Shall one day in their good account appear;
 That guardian Angels hover round and fold
 Their wings in adoration while they hear;
 Ministrant Spirits thro’ the ethereal sphere
 Waft it with joy, and to the grateful theme
 Well pleased, the Mighty Mother bends her ear?
 A vain delusion this we rightly deem:
Yet what they feel is not a mere illusive dream.
 

XXVIII.
 

That prayer perform’d, around the fire reclined
 Beneath the leafy canopy they lay
 Their limbs: the Indians soon to sleep resign’d;
 And the good Father with that toilsome day
 Fatigued, full fain to sleep, — if sleep he may,
 Whom all tormenting insects there assail;
 More to be dreaded these than beasts of prey
 Against whom strength may cope, or skill prevail,
But art of man against these enemies must fail.
 

XXIX.
 

Patience itself that should the sovereign cure
 For ills that touch ourselves alone, supply,
 Lends little aid to one who must endure
 This plague: the small tormentors fill the sky,
 And swarm about their prey: there he must lie
 And suffer while the hours of darkness wear;
 At times he utters with a deep drawn sigh
 Some name adored, in accents of despair
Breathed sorrowfully forth, half murmur and half prayer.
 

XXX.
 

Welcome to him the earliest gleam of light;
 Welcome to him the earliest sound of day;
 That from the sufferings of that weary night
 Released, he may resume his willing way,
 Well pleased again the perils to essay
 Of that drear wilderness, with hope renew’d;
 Success will all his labours overpay:
 A quest like his is cheerfully pursued;
The heart is happy still that is intent on good.
 

XXXI.
 

And now where Empalado’s waters creep
 Through low and level shores of woodland wide,
 They come; prepared to cross the sluggish deep,
 An ill-shaped coracle of hardest hide,
 Ruder than ever Cambrian fisher plied
 Where Towey and the salt sea-waters meet,
 The Indians’ launch; they steady it and guide,
 Winning their way with arms and practised feet,
While in the tottering boat the Father keeps his seat.
 

XXXII.
 

For three long summer days on every side
 They search in vain the sylvan solitude.
 The fourth a human footstep is espied,
 And through the mazes of the pathless wood
 With hound-like skill and hawk-like eye pursued;
 For keen upon their pious quest are they
 As e’er were hunters on the track of blood.
 Where softer ground or trodden herbs betray
The slightest mark of man, they there explore the way.
 

XXXIII.
 

More cautious when more certain of the trace
 In silence they proceed; not like a crew
 Of jovial hunters, who the joyous chace
 With hound and horn in open field pursue,
 Cheering their way with jubilant halloo,
 And hurrying forward to their spoil desired,
 The panting game before them, full in view:
 Humaner thoughts this little band inspired,
Yet with a hope as high their gentle hearts were fired.
 

XXXIV.
 

Nor is their virtuous hope devoid of fear;
 The perils of that enterprize they know;
 Some savage horde may have its fastness here,
 A race to whom a stranger is a foe;
 Who not for friendly words, nor proffer’d show
 Of gifts, will peace or parley entertain.
 If by such hands their blameless blood should flow
 To serve the Lamb who for their sins was slain,
Blessed indeed their lot, for so to die is gain!
 

XXXV.
 

Them thus pursuing where the track may lead,
 A human voice arrests upon their way.
 They stop, and thither whence the sounds proceed,
 All eyes are turn’d in wonder, — not dismay,
 For sure such sounds might charm all fear away.
 No nightingale whose brooding mate is nigh,
 From some sequester’d bower at close of day,
 No lark rejoicing in the orient sky
Ever pour’d forth so wild a strain of melody.
 

XXXVI.
 

The voice which through the ringing forest floats
 Is one which having ne’er been taught the skill
 Of marshaling sweet words to sweeter notes,
 Utters all unpremeditate, at will,
 A modulated sequence loud and shrill
 Of inarticulate and long-breathed sound,
 Varying its tones with rise and fall and trill,
 Till all the solitary woods around
With that far-piercing power of melody resound.
 

XXXVII.
 

In mute astonishment attent to hear,
 As if by some enchantment held, they stood,
 With bending head, fix’d eye, and eager ear,
 And hand upraised in warning attitude
 To check all speech or step that might intrude
 On that sweet strain. Them leaving thus spell-bound,
 A little way alone into the wood
 The Father gently moved toward the sound,
Treading with quiet feet upon the grassy ground.
 

XXXVIII.
 

Anon advancing thus the trees between,
 He saw beside her bower the songstress wild,
 Not distant far, himself the while unseen.
 Mooma it was, that happy maiden mild,
 Who in the sunshine, like a careless child
 Of nature, in her joy was caroling.
 A heavier heart than his it had beguiled
 So to have heard so fair a creature sing
The strains which she had learnt from all sweet birds of spring.
 

XXXIX.
 

For these had been her teachers, these alone;
 And she in many an emulous essay,
 At length into a descant of her own
 Had blended all their notes, a wild display
 Of sounds in rich irregular array;
 And now as blithe as bird in vernal bower,
 Pour’d in full flow the unexpressive lay,
 Rejoicing in her consciousness of power,
But in the inborn sense of harmony yet more.
 

XL.
 

In joy had she begun the ambitious song,
 With rapid interchange of sink and swell;
 And sometimes high the note was raised, and long
 Produced, with shake and effort sensible,
 As if the voice exulted there to dwell;
 But when she could no more that pitch sustain,
 So thrillingly attuned the cadence fell,
 That with the music of its dying strain
She moved herself to tears of pleasurable pain.
 

XLI.
 

It may be deem’d some dim presage possess’d
 The virgin’s soul; that some mysterious sense
 Of change to come, upon her mind impress’d,
 Had then call’d forth, ere she departed thence,
 A requiem to their days of innocence.
 For what thou losest in thy native shade
 There is one change alone that may compense,
 O Mooma, innocent and simple maid,
Only one change, and it will not be long delay’d!
 

XLII.
 

When now the Father issued from the wood
 Into that little glade in open sight,
 Like one entranced, beholding him, she stood;
 Yet had she more of wonder than affright,
 Yet less of wonder than of dread delight,
 When thus the actual vision came in view;
 For instantly the maiden read aright
 Wherefore he came; his garb and beard she knew;
All that her mother heard had then indeed been true.
 

XLIII.
 

Nor was the Father filled with less surprize;
 He too strange fancies well might entertain,
 When this so fair a creature met his eyes.
 He might have thought her not of mortal strain;
 Rather, as bards of yore were wont to feign,
 A nymph divine of Mondai’s secret stream;
 Or haply of Diana’s woodland train:
 For in her beauty Mooma such might seem,
Being less a child of earth than like a poet’s dream.
 

XLIV.
 

No art of barbarous ornament had scarr’d
 And stain’d her virgin limbs, or ‘filed her face:
 Nor ever yet had evil passion marr’d
 In her sweet countenance the natural grace
 Of innocence and youth; nor was there trace
 Of sorrow, or of hardening want and care.
 Strange was it in this wild and savage place,
 Which seem’d to be for beasts a fitting lair,
Thus to behold a maid so gentle and so fair.
 

XLV.
 

Across her shoulders was a hammock flung,
 By night it was the maiden’s bed, by day
 Her only garment. Round her as it hung,
 In short unequal folds of loose array,
 The open meshes, when she moves, display
 Her form. She stood with fix’d and wondering eyes,
 And trembling like a leaf upon the spray,
 Even for excess of joy, with eager cries
She call’d her mother forth to share that glad surprize.
 

XLVI.
 

At that unwonted call with quickened pace
 The matron hurried thither, half in fear.
 How strange to Monnema a stranger’s face!
 How strange it was a stranger’s voice to hear,
 How strangely to her disaccustomed ear
 Came even the accents of her native tongue!
 But when she saw her countrymen appear,
 Tears for that unexpected blessing sprung,
And once again she felt as if her heart were young.
 

XLVII.
 

Soon was her melancholy story told,
 And glad consent unto that Father good
 Was given, that they to join his happy fold
 Would leave with him their forest solitude.
 Why comes not now Yeruti from the wood?
 Why tarrieth he so late this blessed day?
 They long to see their joy in his renew’d,
 And look impatiently toward his way,
And think they hear his step, and chide his long delay.
 

XLVIII.
 

He comes at length, a happy man, to find
 His only dream of hope fulfill’d at last.
 The sunshine of his all-believing mind
 There is no doubt or fear to overcast;
 No chilling forethought checks his bliss; the past
 Leaves no regret for him, and all to come
 Is change and wonder and delight. How fast
 Hath busy fancy conjured up a sum
Of joys unknown, whereof the expectance makes him dumb!
 

XLIX.
 

O happy day, the Messenger of Heaven
 Hath found them in their lonely dwelling place!
 O happy day, to them it would be given
 To share in that Eternal Mother’s grace,
 And one day see in heaven her glorious face
 Where Angels round her mercy-throne adore!
 Now shall they mingle with the human race,
 Sequester’d from their fellow kind no more;
O joy of joys supreme! O bliss for them in store!
 

L.
 

Full of such hopes this night they lie them down,
 But not as they were wont, this night to rest.
 Their old tranquillity of heart is gone;
 The peace wherewith till now they have been blest
 Hath taken its departure. In the breast
 Fast following thoughts and busy fancies throng;
 Their sleep itself is feverish, and possest
 With dreams that to the wakeful mind belong;
To Mooma and the youth then first the night seem’d long.
 

LI.
 

Day comes, and now a first and last farewell
 To that fair bower within their native wood,
 Their quiet nest till now. The bird may dwell
 Henceforth in safety there, and rear her brood,
 And beasts and reptiles undisturb’d intrude.
 Reckless of this, the simple tenants go,
 Emerging from their peaceful solitude,
 To mingle with the world, — but not to know
Its crimes, nor to partake its cares, nor feel its woe.
 




A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO IV.
 

I.
 

The bells rang blithely from St. Mary’s tower
 When in St. Joachin’s the news was told
 That Dobrizhoffer from his quest that hour
 Drew nigh: the glad Guaranies young and old
 Throng thro’ the gate, rejoicing to behold
 His face again; and all with heartfelt glee
 Welcome the Pastor to his peaceful fold,
 Where so beloved amid his flock was he
That this return was like a dav of jubilee.
 

II.
 

How more than strange, how marvellous a sight
 To the new comers was this multitude!
 Something like fear was mingled with affright
 When they the busy scene of turmoil view’d.
 Wonder itself the sense of joy subdued
 And with its all-unwonted weight opprest
 These children of the quiet solitude;
 And now and then a sigh that heaved the breast
Unconsciously bewray’d their feeling of unrest.
 

III.
 

Not more prodigious than that little town
 Seem’d to these comers, were the pomp and power
 To us, of ancient Rome in her renown;
 Nor the elder Babylon, or e’er that hour
 When her high gardens, and her cloud-capt tower,
 And her broad walls before the Persian fell;
 Nor those dread fanes on Nile’s forsaken shore
 Whose ruins yet their pristine grandeur tell.
Wherein the demon gods themselves might deign to dwell.
 

IV.
 

But if, all humble as it was, that scene
 Possess’d a poor and uninstructed mind
 With awe, the thoughtful spirit, well I ween,
 Something to move its wonder there might find,
 Something of consolation for its kind,
 Some hope and earnest of a happier age,
 When vain pursuits no more the heart shall blind,
 But Faith the evils of this earth assuage,
And to all souls assure their heavenly heritage.
 

V.
 

Yes; for in history’s mournful map, the eye
 On Paraguay, as on a sunny spot,
 May rest complacent: to humanity,
 There, and there only, hath a peaceful lot
 Been granted, by Ambition troubled not,
 By Avarice undebased, exempt from care,
 By perilous passions undisturb’d. And what
 If Glory never rear’d her standard there,
Nor with her clarion’s blast awoke the slumbering air?
 

VI.
 

Content, and cheerful Piety were found
 Within those humble walls. From youth to age
 The simple dwellers paced their even round
 Of duty, not desiring to engage
 Upon the busy world’s contentious stage,
 Whose ways they wisely had been trained to dread:
 Their inoffensive lives in pupilage
 Perpetually, but peacefully they led,
From all temptation saved, and sure of daily bread.
 

VII.
 

They on the Jesuit, who was nothing loth,
 Reposed alike their conscience and their cares;
 And he, with equal faith, the trust of both
 Accepted and discharged. The bliss is theirs
 Of that entire dependence that prepares
 Entire submission, let what may befall:
 And his whole careful course of life declares
 That for their good he holds them thus in thrall,
Their Father and their Friend, Priest, Ruler, all in all.
 

VIII.
 

Food, raiment, shelter, safety, he provides;
 No forecast, no anxieties have they;
 The Jesuit governs, and instructs and guides;
 Their part it is to honour and obey,
 Like children under wise parental sway.
 All thoughts and wishes are to him confest;
 And when at length in life’s last weary day
 In sure and certain hope they sink to rest,
By him their eyes are closed, by him their burial blest.
 

IX.
 

Deem not their lives of happiness devoid,
 Tho’ thus the years their course obscurely fill;
 In rural and in household arts employ’d,
 And many a pleasing task of pliant skill,
 For emulation here unmix’d with ill,
 Sufficient scope was given. Each had assign’d
 His proper part, which yet left free the will;
 So well they knew to mould the ductile mind
By whom the scheme of that wise order was combined.
 

X.
 

It was a land of priestcraft, but the priest
 Believed himself the fables that he taught:
 Corrupt their forms, and yet those forms at least
 Preserved a salutary faith that wrought,
 Maugre the alloy, the saving end it sought.
 Benevolence had gain’d such empire there,
 That even superstition had been brought
 An aspect of humanity to wear,
And make the weal of man its first and only care.
 

XI.
 

Nor lack’d they store of innocent delight,
 Music and song and dance and proud array,
 Whate’er might win the ear, or charm the sight;
 Banners and pageantry in rich display
 Brought forth upon some Saint’s high holyday,
 The altar drest, the church with garlands hung,
 Arches and floral bowers beside the way,
 And festal tables spread for old and young,
Gladness in every heart, and mirth on every tongue.
 

XII.
 

Thou who despisest so debased a fate,
 As in the pride of wisdom thou may’st call
 These meek submissive Indians’ low estate,
 Look round the world, and see where over all
 Injurious passions hold mankind in thrall!
 How barbarous Force asserts a ruthless reign,
 Or Mammon, o’er his portion of the ball,
 Hath learn’d a baser empire to maintain,
Mammon, the god of all who give their rouls to gain.
 

XIII.
 

Behold the fraudful arts, the covert strife,
 The jarring interests that engross mankind;
 The low pursuits, the selfish aims of life;
 Studies that weary and contract the mind,
 That bring no joy, and leave no peace behind;
 And Death approaching to dissolve the spell!
 The immortal soul, which hath so long been blind,
 Recovers then clear sight, and sees too well
The error of its ways, when irretrievable.
 

XIV.
 

Far happier the Guaranies humble race,
 With whom in dutiful contentment wise,
 The gentle virtues had their dwelling place.
 With them the dear domestic charities
 Sustain’d no blight from fortune; natural ties
 There suffer’d no divorcement, save alone
 That which in course of nature might arise;
 No artificial wants and ills were known;
But there they dwelt as if the world were all their own.
 

XV.
 

Obedience in its laws that takes delight
 Was theirs; simplicity that knows no art;
 Love, friendship, grateful duty in its height;
 Meekness and truth, that keep all strife apart,
 And faith and hope which elevate the heart
 Upon its heavenly heritage intent.
 Poor, erring, self-tormentor that thou art;
 O Man! and on thine own undoing bent,
Wherewith canst thou be blest, if not with these content?
 

XVI.
 

Mild pupils, in submission’s perfect school,
 Two thousand souls were gather’d here, and here
 Beneath the Jesuit’s all-embracing rule
 They dwelt, obeying him with love sincere,
 That never knew distrust, nor felt a fear,
 Nor anxious thought, which wears the heart away.
 Sacred to them their laws, their Ruler dear;
 Humbler or happier none could be than they
Who knew it for their good in all things to obey.
 

XVII.
 

The Patron Saint, from whom their town was named,
 Was that St. Joachin, who, legends say,
 Unto the Saints in Limbo first proclaim’d
 The Advent. Being permitted, on the day
 That Death enlarged him from this mortal clay,
 His daughter’s high election to behold,
 Thither his soul, glad herald, wing’d its way,
 And to the Prophets and the Patriarchs old
The tidings of great joy and near deliverance told.
 

XVIII.
 

There on the altar was his image set,
 The lamp before it burning night and day,
 And there was incensed, when his votaries met
 Before the sacred shrine, their beads to say,
 And for his fancied intercession pray,
 Devoutly as in faith they bent the knee.
 Such adoration they were taught to pay.
 Good man, how little had he ween’d that he
Should thus obtain a place in Rome’s idolatry!
 

XIX.
 

But chiefly there the Mother of our Lord,
 His blessed daughter, by the multitude
 Was for their special patroness adored.
 Amid the square on high her image stood,
 Clasping the Babe in her beatitude,
 The Babe divine on whom she fix’d her sight;
 And in their hearts, albe the work was rude,
 It raised the thought of all-commanding might,
Combined with boundless love and mercy infinite.
 

XX.
 

To this great family the Jesuit brought
 His new-found children now; for young and old
 He deem’d alike his children while he wrought
 For their salvation, — seeking to unfold
 The saving mysteries in the creed enroll’d,
 To their slow minds, that could but ill conceive
 The import of the mighty truths he told.
 But errors they have none to which they cleave,
And whatsoe’er he tells they willingly believe.
 

XXI.
 

Safe from that pride of ignorance were they
 That with small knowledge thinks itself full wise.
 How at believing aught should these delay,
 When every where new objects met their eyes
 To fill the soul with wonder and surprize?
 Not of itself, but by temptation bred,
 In man doth impious unbelief arise;
 It is our instinct to believe and dread,
God bids us love, and then our faith is perfected.
 

XXII.
 

Quick to believe, and slow to comprehend,
 Like children, unto all the teacher taught
 Submissively an easy ear they lend:
 And to the font at once he might have brought
 These converts, if the Father had not thought
 Theirs was a case for wise and safe delay,
 Lest lightly learnt might lightly be forgot;
 And meanwhile due instruction day by day
Would to their opening minds the sense of truth convey.
 

XXIII.
 

Of this they reck’d not whether soon or late;
 For overpowering wonderment possest
 Their faculties; and in this new estate
 Strange sights and sounds and thoughts well nigh opprest
 Their sense, and raised a turmoil in the breast
 Resenting less of pleasure than of pain;
 And sleep afforded them no natural rest,
 But in their dreams, a mixed disordered train,
The busy scenes of day disturb’d their hearts again.
 

XXIV.
 

Even when the spirit to that secret wood
 Return’d, slow Mondai’s silent stream beside,
 No longer there it found the solitude
 Which late it left: strange faces were descried,
 Voices, and sounds of music far and wide,
 And buildings seem’d to tower amid the trees,
 And forms of men and beasts on every side,
 As ever-wakeful fancy hears and sees,
All things that it had heard, and seen, and more than these.
 

XXV.
 

For in their sleep strange forms deform’d they saw
 Of frightful fiends, their ghostly enemies:
 And souls who must abide the rigorous law
 Weltering in fire, and there, with dolorous cries
 Blaspheming roll around their hopeless eyes;
 And those who doom’d a shorter term to bear
 In penal flames, look upward to the skies,
 Seeking and finding consolation there,
And feel, like dew from Heaven, the precious aid of prayer.
 

XXVI.
 

And Angels who around their glorious Queen
 In adoration bent their heads abased;
 And infant faces in their dreams were seen
 Hovering on cherub wings; and Spirits placed
 To be their guards invisible, who chased
 With fiery arms their fiendish foes away:
 Such visions overheated fancy traced,
 Peopling the night with a confused array
That made its hours of rest more restless than the day.
 

XXVII.
 

To all who from an old erratic course
 Of life, within the Jesuit’s fold were led,
 The change was perilous. They felt the force
 Of habit, when till then in forests bred,
 A thick perpetual umbrage overhead,
 They came to dwell in open hght and air.
 This ill the Fathers long had learnt to dread,
 And still devised such means as might prepare
The new-reclaim’d unhurt this total change to bear.
 

XXVIII.
 

All thoughts and occupations to commute,
 To change their air, their water, and their food,
 And those old habits suddenly uproot
 Conform’d to which the vital powers pursued
 Their functions, such mutation is too rude
 For man’s fine frame unshaken to sustain.
 And these poor children of the solitude
 Began ere long to pay the bitter pain
That their new way of life brought with it in its train.
 

XXIX.
 

On Monnema the apprehended ill
 Came first; the matron sunk beneath the weight
 Of a strong malady, whose force no skill
 In healing, might avert, or mitigate.
 Yet happy in her children’s safe estate
 Her thankfulness for them she still exprest;
 And yielding then complacently to fate,
 With Christian rites her passing hour was blest,
And with a Christian’s hope she was consign’d to rest.
 

XXX.
 

They laid her in the Garden of the Dead.
 Such as a Christian burial-place should be
 Was that fair spot, where every grave was spread
 With flowers, and not a weed to spring was free;
 But the pure blossoms of the orange tree
 Dropt like a shower of fragrance, on the bier;
 And palms, the type of immortality,
 Planted in stately colonnades, appear,
That all was verdant there throughout the unvarying year.
 

XXXI.
 

Nor ever did irreverent feet intrude
 Within that sacred spot; nor sound of mirth,
 Unseemly there, profane the solitude,
 Where solemnly committed earth to earth,
 Waiting the summons for their second birth,
 Whole generations in Death’s peaceful fold
 Collected lay; green innocence, ripe worth,
 Youth full of hope, and age whose days were told,
Compress’d alike into that mass of mortal mould.
 

XXXII.
 

Mortal, and yet at the Archangel’s voice
 To put on immortality. That call
 Shall one day make the sentient dust rejoice;
 These bodies then shall rise and cast off all
 Corruption, with whate’er of earthly thrall
 Had clogg’d the heavenly image, then set free.
 How then should Death a Christian’s heart appal?
 Lo, Heaven for you is open; — enter ye
Children of God, and heirs of his eternity!
 

XXXIII.
 

This hope supported Mooma, hand in hand
 When with Yeruti at the grave she stood.
 Less even now of death they understand
 Than of the joys eternal that ensued;
 The bliss of infinite beatitude
 To them had been their teacher’s favourite theme
 Wherewith their hearts so fully were imbued
 That it the sole reality might seem,
Life, death, and all things else, a shadow or a dream.
 

XXXIV.
 

Yea, so possest with that best hope were they,
 That if the heavens had opened overhead,
 And the Archangel with his trump that day
 To judgement had convoked the quick and dead,
 They would have heard the summons not with dread
 But in the joy of faith that knows no fear:
 Come Lord! come quickly! would this pair have said,
 And thou O Queen of men and Angels dear,
Lift us whom thou hast loved into thy happy sphere!
 

XXXV.
 

They wept not at the grave, tho’ overwrought
 With feelings there as if the heart would break.
 Some haply might have deem’d they suffered not;
 Yet they who look’d upon that Maiden meek
 Might see what deep emotion blanched her cheek.
 An inward light there was which fill’d her eyes,
 And told, more forcibly than words could speak,
 That this disruption of her earliest ties
Had shaken mind and frame in all their faculties.
 

XXXVI.
 

It was not passion only that disturb’d
 Her gentle nature thus; it was not grief;
 Nor human feeling by the effort curb’d
 Of some misdeeming duty, when relief
 Were surely to be found, albeit brief,
 If sorrow at its springs might freely flow;
 Nor yet repining, stronger than belief
 In its first force, that shook the Maiden so,
Tho’ these alone might that frail fabric overthrow.
 

XXXVII.
 

The seeds of death were in her at that hour.
 Soon was their quickening and their growth display’d:
 Thenceforth she droop’d and withered like a flower,
 Which when it flourished in its native shade
 Some child to his own garden hath convey’d,
 And planted in the sun, to pine away.
 Thus was the gentle Mooma seen to fade,
 Not under sharp disease, but day by day
Losing the powers of life in visible decay.
 

XXXVIII.
 

The sunny hue that tinged her cheek was gone,
 A deathy paleness settled in its stead;
 The light of joy which in her eyes had shone,
 Now like a lamp that is no longer fed
 Grew dim: but when she raised her heavy head
 Some proffered help of kindness to partake,
 Those feeble eyes a languid lustre shed,
 And her sad smile of thankfulness would wake
Grief even in callous hearts for that sweet sufferer’s sake.
 

XXXIX.
 

How had Yeruti borne to see her fade?
 But he was spared the lamentable sight,
 Himself upon the bed of sickness laid.
 Joy of his heart, and of his eyes the light
 Had Mooma been to him, his soul’s delight,
 On whom his mind for ever was intent,
 His darling thought by day, his dream by night,
 The playmate of his youth in mercy sent,
With whom his life had past in peacefullest content.
 

XL.
 

Well was it for the youth, and well for her,
 As there in placid helplessness she lay,
 He was not present with his love to stir
 Emotions that might shake her feeble clay,
 And rouse up in her heart a strong array
 Of feelings, hurtful only when they bind
 To earth the soul that soon must pass away.
 But this was spared them; and no pain of mind
To trouble her had she, instinctively resigned.
 

XLI.
 

Nor was there wanting to the sufferers aught
 Of careful kindness to alleviate
 The affliction; for the universal thought
 In that poor town was of their sad estate,
 And what might best relieve or mitigate
 Their case, what help of nature or of art;
 And many were the prayers compassionate
 That the good Saints their healing would impart.
Breathed in that maid’s behalf from many a tender heart.
 

XLII.
 

And vows were made for her, if vows might save;
 She for herself the while preferr’d no prayer;
 For when she stood beside her Mother’s grave,
 Her earthly hopes and thoughts had ended there.
 Her only longing now was, free as air
 From this obstructive flesh to take her flight
 For Paradise, and seek her Mother there,
 And then regaining her beloved sight
Rest in the eternal sense of undisturb’d delight.
 

XLIII.
 

Her heart was there, and there she felt and knew
 That soon full surely should her spirit be.
 And who can tell what foretastes might ensue
 To one, whose soul, from all earth’s thraldom free,
 Was waiting thus for immortality?
 Sometimes she spake with short and hurried breath
 As if some happy sight she seem’d to see,
 While in the fulness of a perfect faith
Even with a lover’s hope she lay and look’d for death.
 

XLIV.
 

I said that for herself the patient maid
 Preferr’d no prayer; but oft her feeble tongue
 And feebler breath a voice of praise essay’d;
 And duly when the vesper bell was rung,
 Her evening hymn in faint accord she sung
 So piously, that they who gathered round
 Awe-stricken on her heavenly accents hung,
 As tho’ they thought it were no mortal sound.
But that the place whereon they stood was holy ground.
 

XLV.
 

At such an hour when Dobrizhoffer stood
 Beside her bed, oh how unlike, he thought
 This voice to that which ringing thro’ the wood
 Had led him to the secret bower he sought!
 And was it then for this that he had brought
 That harmless household from their native shade?
 Death had already been the mother’s lot;
 And this fair Mooma, was she form’d to fade
So soon, — so soon must she in earth’s cold lap be laid?
 

XLVI.
 

Yet he had no misgiving at the sight;
 And wherefore should he? he had acted well,
 And deeming of the ways of God aright,
 Knew that to such as these, whate’er befell
 Must needs for them be best. But who could dwell
 Unmoved upon the fate of one so young,
 So blithesome late? What marvel if tears fell,
 From that good man as over her he hung,
And that the prayers he said came faltering from his tongue!
 

XLVII.
 

She saw him weep, and she could understand
 The cause thus tremulously that made him speak.
 By his emotion moved she took his hand;
 A gleam of pleasure o’er her pallid cheek
 Past, while she look’d at him with meaning meek,
 And for a little while, as loth to part,
 Detaining him, her fingers lank and weak,
 Play’d with their hold; then letting him depart
She gave him a slow smile that touch’d him to the heart.
 

XLVIII.
 

Mourn not for her! for what hath life to give
 That should detain her ready spirit here?
 Thinkest thou that it were worth a wish to live,
 Could wishes hold her from her proper sphere?
 That simple heart, that innocence sincere
 The world would stain. Fitter she ne’er could be
 For the great change; and now that change is near,
 Oh who would keep her soul from being free!
Maiden beloved of Heaven, to die is best for thee!
 

XLIX.
 

She hath past away, and on her lips a smile
 Hath settled, fix’d in death. Judged they aright,
 Or suffered they their fancy to beguile
 The reason, who believed that she had sight
 Of Heaven before her spirit took its flight;
 That Angels waited round her lowly bed;
 And that in that last effort of delight,
 When lifting up her dying arms, she said,
I come! a ray from Heaven upon her face was shed?
 

L.
 

St. Joachin’s had never seen a day
 Of such profuse and general grief before,
 As when with tapers, dirge, and long array
 The Maiden’s body to the grave they bore.
 All eyes, all hearts, her early death deplore;
 Yet wondering at the fortune they lament,
 They the wise ways of Providence adore,
 By whom the Pastor surely had been sent
When to the Mondai woods upon his quest he went.
 

LI.
 

This was, indeed, a chosen family.
 For Heaven’s especial favor mark’d, they said;
 Shut out from all mankind they seem’d to be,
 Yet mercifully there were visited,
 That so within the fold they might be led,
 Then call’d away to bliss. Already two
 In their baptismal innocence were dead;
 The third was on the bed of death they knew,
And in the appointed course must presently ensue.
 

LII.
 

They marvell’d, therefore, when the youth once more
 Rose from his bed and walk’d abroad again;
 Severe had been the malady, and sore
 The trial, while life struggled to maintain
 Its seat against the sharp assaults of pain:
 But life in him was vigorous; long he lay
 Ere it could its ascendancy regain:
 Then when the natural powers resumed their sway
All trace of late disease past rapidly away.
 

LIII.
 

The first enquiry when his mind was free,
 Was for his sister. She was gone, they said,
 Gone to her Mother, evermore to be
 With her in Heaven. At this no tears he shed
 Nor was he seen to sorrow for the dead;
 But took the fatal tidings in such part
 As if a dull unfeeling nature bred
 His unconcern; for hard would seem the heart
To which a loss like his no suffering could impart.
 

LIV.
 

How little do they see what is, who frame
 Their hasty judgement upon that which seems!
 Waters that babble on their way proclaim
 All shallowness: but in their strength deep stream
 Flow silently. Of death Yeruti deems
 Not as an ill, but as the last great good,
 Compared with which all other he esteems
 Transient and void: how then should thought intrude
Of sorrow in his heart for their beatitude?
 

LV.
 

While dwelling in their sylvan solitude
 Less had Yeruti learnt to entertain
 A sense of age than death. He understood
 Something of death from creatures he had slain;
 But here the ills which follow in the train
 Of age, had first to him been manifest, — 
 The shrunken form, the limbs that move with pain,
 The failing sense, infirmity, unrest, — 
That in his heart he said to die betimes was best.
 

LVI.
 

Nor had he lost the dead: they were but gone
 Before him, whither he should shortly go.
 Their robes of glory they had first put on;
 He, cumbered with mortality, below
 Must yet abide awhile, content to know
 He should not wait in long expectance here.
 What cause then for repining, or for woe?
 Soon shall he join them in their heavenly sphere,
And often, even now, he knew that they were near.
 

LVII.
 

’Twas but hi open day to close his eyes,
 And shut out the uprofitable view
 Of all this weary world’s realities,
 And forthwith, even as if they lived anew,
 The dead were with him: features, form and hue,
 And looks and gestures were restored again:
 Their actual presence in his heart he knew;
 And when their converse was disturbed. Oh then
How flat and stale it was to mix with living men!
 

LVIII.
 

But not the less, whate’er was to be done,
 With living men he took his part content,
 At loom, in garden, or a-field, as one
 Whose spirit wholly no obedience bent,
 To every task its prompt attention lent.
 Alert in labor he among the best;
 And when to church the congregation went,
 None more exact than he to cross his breast,
And kneel, or rise, and do in all things like the rest.
 

LIX.
 

Cheerful he was, almost like one elate
 With wine, before it hath disturb’d his power
 Of reason. Yet he seem’d to feel the weight
 Of time; for alway when from yonder tower
 He heard the clock tell out the passing hour,
 The sound appeared to give him some delight:
 And when the evening shades began to lower,
 Then was he seen to watch the fading light
As if his heart rejoiced at the return of night.
 

LX.
 

The old man to whom he had been given in care,
 To Dobrizhoffer came one day and said,
 The trouble which our youth was thought to bear,
 With such indifference, hath deranged his head.
 He says that he is nightly visited.
 His Mother and his Sister come and say
 That he must give this message from the dead
 Not to defer his baptism, and delay
A soul upon the earth which should no longer stay.
 

LXI.
 

A dream the Jesuit deem’d it; a deceit
 Upon itself by feverish fancy wrought;
 A mere delusion which it were not meet
 To censure, lest the youth’s distempered thought
 Might thereby be to farther error brought;
 But he himself its vanity would find, — 
 They argued thus, — if it were noticed not.
 His baptism was in fitting time design’d
The father said, and then dismiss’d it from his mind.
 

LXII.
 

But the old Indian came again ere long
 With the same tale, and freely then confest
 His doubt that he had done Yeruti wrong;
 For something more than common seem’d imprest;
 And now he thought that certes it were best
 From the youth’s lips his own account to hear,
 Haply the Father then to his request
 Might yield, regarding his desire sincere,
Nor wait for farther time if there were aught to fear.
 

LXIII.
 

Considerately the Jesuit heard and bade
 The youth be called. Yeruti told his tale.
 Nightly these blessed spirits came, he said,
 To warn him he must come within the pale
 Of Christ without delay; nor must he fail
 This warning to their Pastor to repeat,
 Till the renewed intreaty should prevail.
 Life’s business then for him would be complete,
And ’twas to tell him this they left their starry seat.
 

LXIV.
 

Came they to him in dreams? — He could not tell.
 Sleeping or waking now small difference made;
 For even while he slept he knew full well
 That his dear Mother and that darling Maid
 Both in the Garden of the Dead were laid:
 And yet he saw them as in life, the same,
 Save only that in radiant robes arrayed,
 And round about their presence when they came
There shone an effluent light as of a harmless flame.
 

LXV.
 

And where he was he knew, the time, the place, — 
 All circumstantial things to him were clear.
 His own heart undisturb’d. His Mother’s face
 How could he chuse but know; or knowing, fear
 Her presence and that Maid’s, to him more dear
 Than all that had been left him now below?
 Their love had drawn them from their happy sphere;
 That dearest love unchanged they came to show;
And he must be baptized, and then he too might go.
 

LXVI.
 

With searching ken the Jesuit while he spake
 Perused him, if in countenance or tone
 Aught might be found appearing to partake
 Of madness. Mark of passion there was none;
 None of derangement: in his eye alone,
 As from a hidden fountain emanate,
 Something of an unusual brightness shone:
 But neither word nor look betrayed a state
Of wandering, and his speech, though earnest, was sedate.
 

LXVII.
 

Regular his pulse, from all disorder free;
 The vital powers perform’d their part assign’d;
 And to whate’er was ask’d, collectedly
 He answer’d. Nothing troubled him in mind;
 Why should it? Were not all around him kind?
 Did not all love him with a love sincere,
 And seem in serving him a joy to find?
 He had no want, no pain, no grief, no fear:
But he must be baptized; he could not tarry here.
 

LXVIII.
 

Thy will be done, Father in heaven who art!
 The Pastor said, nor longer now denied;
 But with a weight of awe upon his heart
 Entered the Church, and there the font beside.
 With holy water, chrism and salt applied,
 Perform’d in all solemnity the rite.
 His feeling was that hour with fear allied;
 Yeruti’s was a sense of pure delight.
And while he knelt his eyes seem’d larger and more bright.
 

LXIX.
 

His wish had been obtain’d, and this being done
 His soul was to its full desire content.
 The day in its accustomed course past on:
 The Indian mark’d him ere to rest he went,
 How o’er his beads, as he was wont, he bent,
 And then, like one who casts all care aside,
 Lay down. The old man fear’d no ill event,
 When, “Ye are come for me!” Yeruti cried;
“Yes, I am ready now!” and instantly he died.
 




ALL FOR LOVE.
 

OR A SINNER WELL SAVED
 

TO CAROLINE BOWLES.

Could I look forward to a distant day,

 With hope of building some elaborate lay,

 Then would I wait till worthier strains of mine,

 Might have inscribed thy name, O Caroline!

 For I would, while my voice is heard on earth,

 Bear witness to thy genius and thy worth.

 But we have been both taught to feel with fear,

 How frail the tenure of existence here;

 What unforeseen calamities prevent,

 Alas! how oft, the best resolved intent;

 And, therefore, this poor volume I address

 To thee, dear friend, and sister poetess!

ROBERT SOUTHEY.

Keswick, Feb. 21, 1829.

 
 

THE story of the following Poem is taken from a Life of
St. Basil, ascribed to his contemporary St. Amphilochius,
Bishop of Iconium; a Latin version of which, made by
Cardinal Ursus in the ninth century, is inserted by Rosweyde,
among the Lives of the Fathers, in his compilation Historiæ
Eremiticœ. The original had not then been printed, but
Rosweyde obtained a copy of it from the Royal Library at
Paris. He intimates no suspicion concerning the authenticity
of the life, or the truth of this particular legend; observing
only, that hæc narratio apud solum invenitur Amphilochium. It
is, indeed, the flower of the work, and as such had been culled
by some earlier translator than Ursus.
The very learned Dominican, P. François Combefis, published the original with a version of his own, and endeavoured
to establish its authenticity in opposition to Baronius, who
supposed the life to have been written by some other Amphilochius, not by the Bishop of Iconium. Had Combefis pos sessed powers of mind equal to his erudition, he might even then
have been in some degree prejudiced upon this subject, for,
according to Baillet, il avait un attachement particulier pour
S. Basile. His version is inserted in the Acta Sanctorum
(Jun t. ii pp. 937 — 957.) But the Bollandist Baert brands
the life there as apocryphal; and in his annotations treats Combefis more rudely, it may be suspected, than he would
have done, had he not belonged to a rival and hostile order.
Should the reader be desirous of comparing the Poem with
the Legend, he may find the story, as transcribed from Rosweyde, among the Notes.
 

I.
 

A YOUTH hath enter’d the Sorcerer’s door,
But he dares not lift his eye,
For his knees fail and his flesh quakes,
And his heart beats audibly.
 

“Look up, young man!” the Sorcerer said,
“Lay open thy wishes to me!
Or art thou too modest to tell thy tale?
If so,.. I can tell it thee.
 

“Thy name is Eleëmon;
Proterius’s freedman thou art;
And on Cyra, thy Master’s daughter,
Thou hast madly fix’d thy heart.
 

“But fearing (as thou well mayest fear!)
The high-born Maid to woo,
Thou hast tried what secret prayers and vows
And sacrifice might do.
 

“Thou hast prayed unto all Saints in Heaven,
And to Mary their vaunted Queen;
And little furtherance hast thou found
From them, or from her, I ween!
 

“And thou, I know, the Ancient Gods,
In hope forlorn hast tried,
If haply Venus might obtain
The maiden for thy bride.
 

“On Jove and Phoebus thou hast call’d,
And on Astarte’s name;
And on her, who still at Ephesus
Retains a faded fame.
 

“Thy voice to Baal hath been raised;
To Nile’s old Deities;
Ana to all Gods of elder time
Adored by men in every clime
When they ruled earth, seas and skies.
 

“Their Images are deaf!
Their Oracles are dumb!
And therefore thou, in thy despair,
To Abibas art come.
 

“Ay, because neither Saints nor Gods
Thy pleasure will fulfil,
Thou comest to me, Eleëmon,
To ask if Satan will!
 

“I answer thee, Yes. But a faint heart
Can never accomplish its ends;
Put thy trust boldly in him, and be sure
He never forsakes his friends.”
 

While Eleëmon listen’d
He shudder’d inwardly,
At the ugly voice of Abibas,
And the look in his wicked eye.
 

And he could then almost have given
His fatal purpose o’er;
But his Good Angel had left him,
When he entered the Sorcerer’s door.
 

So in the strength of evil shame,
His mind the young man knit
Into a desperate resolve,
For his bad purpose fit.
 

“Let thy Master give me what I seek,
O Servant of Satan,” he said,
“As I ask firmly, and for his
Renounce all other aid!
 

“Time presses. Cyra is content
To bid the world farewell,
And pass her days, a virgin vow’d,
Among Emmelia’s sisterhood,
The tenant of a cell.
 

“Thus hath her Father will’d, that so
A life of rigour here below
May fit her for the skies;
And Heaven acceptably receive
His costliest sacrifice.
 

“The admiring people say of this
That Angels, or that Saints in bliss,
The holy thought inspire;
And she is call’d a blessed Maid,
And he a happy Sire.
 

“Through Cappadocia far and wide
The news hath found its way,
And crowds to Caesarea flock
To attend the solemn day.
 

“The robes are ready, rich with gold,
Even like a bridal dress,
Which at the altar she will wear
When self-devoted she stands there
In all her loveliness.
 

“And that coarse habit too, which she
Must then put on, is made,
Therein to be for life and death
Unchangeably array’d.
 

“This night,.. this precious night is ours,...
Late, late, I come to you;
But all that must be dared, or done,
Prepared to dare and do.”
 

“Thou hast hesitated long! said Abibas,
“And thou hast done amiss,
In praying to Him whom I name not,
That it never might come to this!
 

“But thou hast chosen thy part, and here thou art
And thou shalt have thy desire;
And tho’ at the eleventh hour
Thou hast come to serve our Prince of Power,
He will give thee in full thine hire.
 

“These Tablets take (he wrote as he spake,)
“My letters, which thou art to bear,
Wherein I shall commend thee
To the Prince of the Powers of the Air.
 

“Go from the North Gate out, and take
On a Pagan’s tomb thy stand;
And, looking to the North, hold up
The Tablets in thy hand;
 

“And call the Spirits of the Air,
That they my messenger may bear
To the place whither he would pass,
And there present him to their Prince
In the name of Abibas.
 

“The passage will be swift and safe,
No danger awaits thee beyond;
Thou wilt only have now to sign and seal,
And hereafter to pay the Bond.”
 

II.
 

SHUNNING human sight, like a thief in the night,
Eleëmon made no delay,
But went unto a Pagan’s tomb
Beside the public way.
 

Inclosed with barren elms it stood,
There planted when the dead
Within the last abode of man
Had been deposited.
 

And thrice ten years those barren trees,
Enjoying light and air,
Had grown and flourish’d, while the dead
In darkness moulder’d there.
 

Long had they overtopt the tomb;
And closed was now that upper room
Where friends were wont to pour,
Upon the honour’d dust below,
Libations thro’ the floor.
 

There on that unblest monument
The young man took his stand,
And northward he the tablets held
In his uplifted hand.
 

A courage not his own he felt,
A wicked fortitude,
Wherewith bad influences unseen
That hour his heart endued.
 

The rising Moon grew pale in heaven
At that unhappy sight;
And all the blessed Stars seem’d then
To close their twinkling light;
And a shuddering in the elms was heard,
Tho’ winds were still that night.
 

He call’d the Spirits of the Air,
He call’d them in the name
Of Abibas; and at the call
The attendant Spirits came.
 

A strong hand which he could not see
Took his uplifted hand;
He felt a strong arm circle him,
And lift him from his stand;
 

A whirr of unseen wings he heard
About him every where,
Which onward with a mighty force,
Impell’d him through the air.
 

Fast through the middle sky and far
It hurried him along,
The Hurrican is not so swift,
The Torrent not so strong;
 

The Lightning travels not so fast,
The Sunbeams not so far;
And now behind him he hath left
The Moon and every Star.
 

And still erect as on the tomb
In impious act he stood,
Is he rapt onward... onward... still
In that fix’d attitude.
 

But as he from the living world
Approach’d where Spirits dwell,
His bearers there in thinner air
Were dimly visible;
 

Shapeless, and scarce to be descried
In darkness where they flew;
But still as they advanced, the more
And more distinct they grew:
 

And when their way fast-speeding they
Thro’ their own region went,
Then were they in their substance seen,
The angelic form, the fiendish mien,
Face, look and lineament.
 

Behold where dawns before them now,
Far off, the boreal ray,
Sole daylight of that frozen zone,
The limit of their way.
 

In that drear realm of outer night,
Like the shadow, or the ghost of light,
It moved in the restless skies,
And went and came, like a feeble flame
That flickers before it dies.
 

There the fallen Seraph reign’d supreme
Amid the utter waste;
There on the everlasting ice
His dolorous throne was placed.
 

Son of the Morning! is it then
For this that thou hast given
Thy seat, pre-eminent among
The hierarchies of Heaven?
 

As if dominion here could joy
To blasted pride impart;
Or this cold region slake the fire
Of Hell within the heart!
 

Thither the Evil Angels bear
The youth, and rendering homage there
Their service they evince,
And in the name of Abibas
Present him to their Prince:
 

Just as they seized him when he made
The Sorcerer’s mandate known,
In that same act and attitude
They set him before the throne.
 

The fallen Seraph cast on him
A dark disdainful look;
And from his raised hand scornfully
The proffer’d tablets took.
 

Ay,.. love!” he cried. “It serves me well.
There was the Trojan boy,..
His love brought forth a ten years’ war,
And fired the towers of Troy.
 

“And when my own Mark Antony
Against young Cæsar strove,
And Rome’s whole world was set in arms,
The cause was,.. all for love!
 

“Some for ambition sell themselves,
By avarice some are driven;
Pride, envy, hatred, best will move
Some souls, and some for only love
Renounce their hopes of Heaven.
 

“Yes, of all human follies, love,
Methinks, hath served me best;
The Apple had done but little for me
If Eve had not done the rest.
 

“Well then, young Amorist, whom love
Hath brought unto this pass,
I am willing to perform the word
Of my servant Abibas.
 

“Thy Master’s daughter shall be thine,
And with her sire’s consent;
And not more to thy heart’s desire
Than to her own content.
 

Yea, more;.. I give thee with the girl,
Thine after-days to bless,
Health, wealth, long life, and whatsoe’er
The world calls happiness.
 

“But, mark me!.. on conditions, youth!
No paltering here we know!
Dost thou here, solemnly, this hour
Thy hope of Heaven forego?
 

“Dost thou renounce thy baptism,
And bind thyself to me,
My woeful portion to partake
Through all eternity?
 

“No lurking purpose shall avail,
When youth may fail and courage quail,
To cheat me by contrition!
I will have thee written down among
The children of Perdition.
 

“Remember, I deceive thee not,
Nor have I tempted thee!
Thou comest of thine own accord,
And actest knowingly.
 

“Dost thou, who now to choose art free,
For ever pledge thyself to me?
As I shall help thee, say!”...
“I do; so help me, Satan!” said
The wilful castaway.
 

“A resolute answer,” quoth the Fiend;
“And now then, Child of Dust,
In farther proof of that firm heart,
Thou wilt sign a Bond before we part,
For I take thee not on trust!” — 
 

Swift as thought a scroll and a reed were brought,
And to Eleëmon’s breast,
Just where the heart-stroke plays, the point
Of the reed was gently prest.
 

It pierced not in, nor touch’d the skin;
But the sense that it caused was such,
As when an electric pellet of light
Comes forcibly out at a touch;
 

A sense no sooner felt than gone,
But with that short feeling then
A drop of his heart’s-blood came forth
And fill’d the fatal pen.
 

And with that pen accurst, he sign’d
The execrable scroll,
Whereby he to perdition bound
His miserable soul.
 

“Eleëmon, Eleëmon!” then said the Demon,
“The girl shall be thine,
By the tie she holds divine,
Till time that tie shall sever;
And by this writing thou art mine,
For ever, and ever, and ever!”
 

III.
 

LOOK at yon silent dwelling now!
A heavenly sight is there,
Where Cyra in her Chamber kneels Before the Cross in prayer.
 

She is not loth to leave the world;
For she hath been taught with joy
To think that prayer and praise thenceforth
Will be her life’s employ.
 

And thus her mind hath she inclined,
Her pleasure being still,
(An only child and motherless,)
To do her Father’s will.
 

The moonlight falls upon her face,
Upraised in fervour meek,
While peaceful tears of piety
Are stealing down her cheek.
 

That duty done, the harmless maid
Disposed herself to rest;
No sin, no sorrow in her soul,
No trouble in her breast.
 

But when upon the pillow then,
Composed, she laid her head,
She little thought what unseen Powers
Kept watch beside her bed.
 

A double ward had she that night,
When evil near her drew;
Her own Good Angel guarding her,
And Eleëmon’s too.
 

Their charge it was to keep her safe
From all unholy things;
And o’er her while she slept, they spread
The shadow of their wings.
 

So when an Evil Dream drew nigh
They barr’d him from access,
Nor suffer’d him to reach her with
A breath of sinfulness.
 

But with his instigations they
A hallowing influence blent,
And made his fiendish ministry
Subserve to their intent.
 

Thus while in troubled sleep she lay,
Strange impulses were given,
Emotions earthly and of earth,
With heavenly ones of Heaven.
 

And now the nightingale hath ceased
Her strain, who all night long
Hath in the garden rosier trill’d
A rich and rapturous song.
 

The storks on roof and dome and tower
Forbear their clattering din,
As now the motions and the sounds
Of daily life begin.
 

Then as from dreams that seem’d no dreams
The wondering Maid awoke,
A low sweet voice was in her ear;
Such as we might expect to hear
If some Good Angel spoke.
 

According with her dreams, it said,
“So, Cyra, must it be;
The duties of a wedded life
Hath Heaven ordain’d for thee.”
 

This was no dream full well she knew;
For open-eyed she lay,
Conscious of thought and wakefulness,
And in the light of day;
And twice it spake, if doubt had been,
To do all doubt away.
 

Alas! but how shall she make known
This late and sudden change?
Or how obtain belief for what
Even to herself is strange?
 

How will her Father brook a turn
That must to all seem shame?
How bear to think that vulgar tongues
Are busy with her name?
 

That she should for a voice,.. a dream,..
Expose herself to be the theme
Of wonder and of scorn;..
Public as her intent had been,
And this the appointed morn!
 

The Nuns even now are all alert;
The altar hath been drest,
The scissars that should clip her hair
Provided, and the black hood there,
And there the sable vest.
 

And there the Priests are robing now;
The Singers in their station;
Hark! in the city she can hear
The stir of expectation!
 

Thro’ every gate the people pour,
And guests on roof and porch and tower
Expectant take their place;
The streets are swarming, and the church
Already fills apace.
 

Speak, then, she must: her heart she felt
This night had changed its choice;
Nor dared the Maiden disobey,..
Nor did she wish to (sooth to say),..
That sweet and welcome voice.
 

Her Father comes: she studies not
For gloss, or for pretence;
The plain straight course will Cyra take,
(Which none without remorse forsake,)
Of truth and innocence.
 

“O Father, hear me patiently!”
The blushing Maiden said;
“I tremble, Father, while I speak,
But surely not for dread;
 

“If all my wishes have till now
Found favour in thy sight,
And ever to perform thy will
Hath been my best delight,
Why should I fear to tell thee now
The visions of this night?
 

“I stood in a dream at the altar,..
But it was as an earthly Bride;
And Eleëmon thy freedman
Was the Bridegroom at my side.
 

“Thou, Father, gavest me to him,
With thy free and full consent;
And,.. why should I dissemble it?..
Methought I was content.
 

“Months then and years were crowded
In the course of that busy night;
I claspt a baby to my breart,
And, oh! with what delight!
 

“Yea, I was fruitful as a vine;
Our heavenly Parent me and mine
In all things seem’d to bless;
Our ways were ways of peace, our paths
Were paths of pleasantness.
 

“When I taught lisping lips to pray
The joy it was to me,
O Father, thus to train these plants
For immortality!
 

“I saw their little winning ways
Their grandsire’s love engage;
Methought they were the pride, the joy,
The crown of his old age.
 

“When from the Vision I awoke,
A voice was in my ear,..
A waking voice,.. I heard it twice;
No human tongue was near;
 

“No human utterance so could reach
The secret soul, no human speech
So make the soul rejoice;
In hearing it I felt and knew
It was an Angel’s voice!
 

And thus in words distinct it said,
‘So, Cyra, must it be!
The duties of a wedded life
Hath Heaven ordain’d for thee.’”
 

Her cheek was like the new-blown rose,
While thus she told her tale;
Proterius listened earnestly,
And as he heard grew pale.
 

For he, too, in the dreams of night,
At the altar had seem’d to stand,
And to Eleëmon his freedman
Had given his daughter’s hand.
 

Their offspring, courting his caress,
About his knees had throng’d;
A lovely progeny, in whom,
When he was in the silent tomb,
His line should be prolong’d.
 

And he had heard a waking voice,
Which said it so must be,
Pronouncing upon Cyra’s name
A holiest eulogy:
 

“Her shall her husband praise, and her
Her children blest shall call;
Many daughters have done virtuously,
But thine excelleth them all!”
 

No marvel if his heart were moved;
The dream he saw was one;
He kiss’d his trembling child, and said,
“The will of Heaven be done!”
 

Little did child or sire in this
The work of sorcery fear;
As little did Eleëmon think
That the hand of Heaven was here.
 

IV.
 

FROM house to house, from street to street
The rapid rumour flies;
Incredulous ears it found, and hands
Are lifted in surprise;
And tongues through all the astonish’d town
Are busier now than eyes.
 

“So sudden and so strange a change!
A Freedman, too, the choice!
The shame,.. the scandal,.. and for what?
A vision and a voice!
 

“Had she not chosen the strait gate,..
The narrow way,.. the holy state,..
The Sanctuary’s abode?
Would Heaven call back its votary
To the broad and beaten road?
 

“To carnal wishes would it turn
The mortified intent?
For this are miracles vouchsafed?
For this are Angels sent?
 

“A plain collusion I a device
Between the girl and youth!
Good easy man must the Father be,
To take such tale for truth!”
 

So judged the acrid and the austere,
And they whose evil heart
Inclines them, in whate’er betides,
To take the evil part.
 

But others, whom a kindlier frame
To better thoughts inclined,
Preserved, amid their wonderment,
An equitable mind.
 

They would not of Proterius thus
Injuriously misdeem,..
A grave good man, and with the wise
For wisdom in esteem.
 

No easy ear, or vain belief,
Would he to falsehood lend;
Nor ever might light motive him
From well-weigh’d purpose bend.
 

And surely on his pious child,
The gentle Cyra, meek and mild,
Could no suspicion rest;
For in this daughter he had been
Above all fathers blest.
 

As dutiful as beautiful,
Her praise was widely known,
Being one who, as she grew in years,
Had still in goodness grown.
 

And what though Eleëmon were
A man of lowly birth?
Enough it was if Nature had
Ennobled him with worth.
 

“This was no doubtful thing,” they said,
“For he had in the house been bred,
Nor e’er from thence removed;
But there from childhood had been known,
And trusted and approved.
 

“Such as he was his qualities
Might to the world excuse
The Maid and Father for their choice,
Without the vision and the voice,
Had they been free to choose.
 

“But Heaven by miracle had made
Its pleasure manifest;
That manifested will must set
All doubtful thoughts to rest.
Mysterious tho’ they be, the ways
Of Providence are best.”
 

The wondering City thus discoursed;
To Abibas alone
The secret truth, and even to him
But half the truth, was known.
 

Meantime the Church hath been prepared
For spousal celebration;
The Sisters to their cells retire,
Amazed at such mutation.
 

The habit and hood of camel’s hair,
Which with the sacred scissars there
On the altar were display’d,
Are taken thence, and in their stead
The marriage rings are laid.
 

Behold, in garments gay with gold,
For other spousals wrought,
The Maiden from her Father’s house
With bridal pomp is brought.
 

And now before the Holy Door
In the Ante-nave they stand;
The Bride and Bridegroom side by side,
The Paranymphs in festal pride
Arranged on either hand.
 

Then from the Sanctuary the Priests,
With incense burning sweet,
Advance, and at the Holy Door
The Bride and Bridegroom meet.
 

There to the Bride and Bridegroom they
The marriage tapers gave;
And to the altar as they go,
With cross-way movement to and fro,
The thuribule they wave.
 

For fruitfulness, and perfect love,
And constant peace, they pray’d,
On Eleëmon, the Lord’s Servant,
And Cyra, the Lord’s Handmaid.
 

They call’d upon the Lord to bless
Their spousal celebration,
And sanctify the marriage rite
To both their souls’ salvation.
 

A pause at every prayer they made,
Whereat with one accord
The Choristers took up their part,
And sung in tones that thrill’d the heart,
Have mercy on us, Lord!
 

Then with the marriage rings the priest
Betroth’d them each to each,
And, as the sacred pledge was given,
Resumed his aweful speech;
 

Pronouncing them before high Heaven
This hour espoused to be,
Now and for ever more, for time
And for eternity.
 

This did he in the presence
Of Angels and of men;
And at every pause the Choristers
Intoned their deep Amen!
 

Then to that gracious Lord, the Priest
His supplication made,
Who, as our sacred Scriptures tell,
Did bring Rebecca to the well
When Abraham’s servant pray’d.
 

He call’d upon that gracious Lord
To stablish with his power
The espousals made between them,
In truth and love, this hour;
 

And with his mercy and his word
Their lot, now link’d, to bless,
And let his Angel guide them
In the way of righteousness.
 

With a Christian benediction,
The Priest dismist them then,
And the Choristers, with louder voice,
Intoned the last Amen!
 

The days of Espousals are over;
And on the Crowning-day,
To the sacred fane the bridal train,
A gay procession, take again
Thro’ thronging streets their way.
 

Before them, by the Paranymphs,
The coronals are borne,
Composed of all sweet flowers of spring
By virgin hands that morn.
 

With lighted tapers in array
They enter the Holy Door,
And the Priest with the waving thuribule
Perfumes the way before.
 

He raised his voice, and call’d aloud
On Him who from the side
Of our first Father, while he slept,
Form’d Eve to be his bride;
 

Creating Woman thus for Man
A helpmate meet to be,
For youth and age, for good and ill,
For weal and woe, united still
In strict society,
 

Flesh of his flesh; appointing them
One flesh to be, one heart;
Whom God hath joined together,
Them let not man dispart!
 

And on our Lord he call’d, by whom
The marriage feast was blest,
When first by miracle he made
His glory manifest.
 

Then in the ever-blessed Name,
Almighty over all,
From the man’s Paranymph he took
The marriage coronal;
 

And crowning him therewith, in that
Thrice holy Name, he said,
“Eleëmon, the Servant of God, is crown’d
For Cyra, the Lord’s Handmaid!”
 

Next, with like action and like words,
Upon her brow he set
Her coronal, intwined wherein
The rose and lily met;
How beautifully they beseem’d
Her locks of glossy jet!
 

Her he for Eleëmon crown’d,
The Servant of the Lord;..
Alas, how little did that name
With his true state accord!
 

“Crown them with honour, Lord!” he said,
“With blessings crown the righteous head!
To them let peace be given,
A holy life, a hopeful end.
A heavenly crown in Heaven!”
 

Still as he made each separate prayer
For blessings that they in life might share,
And for their eternal bliss,
The echoing Choristers replied,
“O Lord, so grant thou this!”
 

How differently meantime, before
The altar as they knelt,
While they the sacred rites partake
Which endless matrimony make,
The Bride and Bridegroom felt!
 

She, who possest her soul in peace
And thoughtful happiness,
With her whole heart had inly join’d
In each devout address.
 

His lips the while had only moved
In hollow repetition;
For he had steel’d himself, like one
Bound over to perdition.
 

In present joy he wrapt his heart,
And resolutely cast
All other thoughts beside him,
Of the future, or the past.
 

V.
 

TWELVE years have held their quiet course
Since Cyra’s nuptial day;
How happily, how rapidly,
Those years have past away!
 

Blest in her husband she hath been;
He loved her as sincerely,
(Most sinful and unhappy man!)
As he had bought her dearly.
 

She hath been fruitful as a vine,
And in her children blest;
Sorrow hath not come near her yet,
Nor fears to shake, nor cares to fret,
Nor grief to wound the breast.
 

And blest alike would her husband be,
Were all things as they seem;
Eleëmon hath every earthly good,
And with every man’s esteem.
 

But where the accursed reed had drawn
The heart-blood from his breast,
A small red spot remain’d
Indelibly imprest.
 

Nor could he from his heart throw off
The consciousness of his state;
It was there with a dull, uneasy sense,
A coldness and a weight;
 

It was there when he lay down at night,
It was there when at morn he rose;
He feels it whatever he does,
It is with him wherever he goes.
 

No occupation from his mind
That constant sense can keep;
It is present in his waking hours,
It is present in his sleep;
 

But still he felt it most,
And with painfullest weight it prest,..
O miserable man Î
When he was happiest.
 

O miserable man,
Who hath all the world to friend,
Yet dares not in prosperity
Remember his latter end!
 

But happy man, whate’er
His earthly lot may be,
Who looks on Death as the Angel
That shall set his spirit free,
And bear it to its heritage
Of immortality!
 

In such faith hath Proterius lived;
And strong is that faith and fresh,
As if obtaining then new power,
When he hath reach’d the awful hour
Appointed for all flesh.
 

Eleëmon and his daughter
With his latest breath he blest,
And saying to them, “We shall meet
Again before the Mercy-seat!”
Went peacefully to rest.
 

This is the balm which God
Hath given for every grief;
And Cyra, in her anguish,
Look’d heavenward for relief.
 

But her miserable husband
Heard a voice within him say,
Eleëmon, Eleëmon,
Thou art sold to the Demon!”
And his heart seem’d dying away.
 

Whole Cæsarea is pour’d forth
To see the funeral state,
When Proterius is borne to his resting place
Without the Northern Gate.
 

Not like a Pagan’s is his bier
At doleful midnight borne
By ghastly torchlight, and with wail
Of women hired to mourn.
 

With tapers in the face of day,
These rites their faithful hope display;
In long procession slow,
With hymns that fortify the heart,
And prayers that soften woe.
 

In honour of the dead man’s rank.
But of his virtues more,
The holy Bishop Basil
Was one the bier who bore.
 

And with the Bishop side by side,
As nearest to the dead allied,
Was Eleëmon seen:
All mark’d, but none could rede aright,
The trouble in his mien.
 

“His master’s benefits on him
Were well bestow’d,” they said,
“Whose sorrow now full plainly show’d
How well he loved the dead.”
 

They little ween’d what thoughts in him
The solemn psalm awoke,
Which to all other hearts that hour
Its surest comfort spoke:
 

“Gather my Saints together:
In peace let them be laid,
They who with me,” thus saith the Lord,
“Their covenant have made!”
 

What pangs to Eleëmon then,
O wretchedest of wretched men,
That psalmody convey’d!
For conscience told him that he too
A covenant had made.
 

And when he would have closed his ears
Against the unwelcome word,
Then from some elms beside the way
A Raven’s croak was heard.
 

To him it seem’d a hollow voice
That warn’d him of his doom;
For the tree whereon the Raven sate
Grew over the Pagan’s tomb.
 

VI.
 

WHEN weariness would let her
No longer pray and weep,
And midnight long was past,
Then Cyra fell asleep.
 

Into that wretched sleep she sunk
Which only sorrow knows,
Wherein the exhausted body rests,
But the heart hath no repose.
 

Of her Father she was dreaming,
Still aware that he was dead,
When, in the visions of the night,
He stood beside her bed.
 

Crown’d and in robes of light he came;
She saw he had found grace;
And yet there seem’d to be
A trouble in his face.
 

The eye and look were still the same
That she from her cradle knew;
And he put forth his hand, and blest her,
As he had been wont to do.
 

But then the smile benign
Of love forsook his face,
And a sorrowful displeasure
Came darkly in its place;
 

And he cast on Eleëmon
A melancholy eye,
And sternly said, “I bless thee not,..
Bondsman! thou knowest why!”
 

Again to Cyra then he turn’d,
“Let not thy husband rest,
Till he hath wash’d away with tears
The red spot from his breast!
 

“Hold fast thy hope, and Heaven will not
Forsake thee in thine hour:
Good Angels will be near thee,
And evil ones shall fear thee,
And Faith will give thee power.”
 

Perturb’d, yet comforted, she woke,
For in her waking ear
The words were heard which promised her
A strength above all fear.
 

An odour, that refresh’d no less
Her spirit with its blessedness
Than her corporeal frame,
Was breathed around, and she surely found
That from Paradise it came.
 

And, though the form revered was gone,
A clear unearthly light
Remain’d, encompassing the bed,
When all around was night.
 

It narrow’d as she gazed;
And soon she saw it rest,
Concenter’d, like an eye of light,
Upon her husband’s breast.
 

Not doubting now the presence
Of some good presiding Power,
Collectedness as well as strength
Was given her in this hour.
 

And rising half, the while in deep
But troubled sleep he lay,
She drew the covering from his breast
With cautious hand away.
 

The small round blood-red mark she saw;
Eleëmon felt her not;
But in his sleep he groan’d, and cried
“Out I out... accursed spot!”
 

The darkness of surrounding night
Closed then upon that eye of light.
She waited for the break
Of day, and lay the while in prayer
For that poor sinner’s sake....
 

In fearful, miserable prayer;
But while she pray’d the load of care
Less heavily bore on her heart,
And light was given, enabling her
To choose her difficult part.
 

And she drew, as comfortable texts
Unto her thoughts recurr’d,
Refreshment from the living well
Of God’s unerring word.
 

But when the earliest dawn appear’d,
Herself in haste she array’d,
And watch’d his waking patiently,
And still as she watched she pray’d;
And when Eleëmon had risen,
She spake to him, and said:
 

“We have been visited this night!
My Father’s Ghost I have seen;
I heard his voice,.. an aweful voice!..
And so hast thou, I ween!”
 

Eleëmon was pale when he awoke;
But paler then he grew,
And over his whole countenance
There came a deathlike hue.
 

Still he controll’d himself, and sought
Her question to beguile;
And forcing, while he answer’d her,
A faint and hollow smile,..
 

“Cyra,” he said, “thy thoughts possest
With one too painful theme,
Their own imaginations
For reality misdeem;
Let not my dearest best beloved,
Be troubled for a Dream Î”
 

“O Eleëmon,” she replied,
“Dissemble not with me thus;
Ill it becomes me to forget
What Dreams have been to us!
 

“Thinkest thou there can be peace for me,
Near to me as thou art,
While some unknown and fearful sin
Is festering at thy heart?
 

“Eleëmon, Eleëmon,
I may not let thee rest,
Till thou hast wash’d away with tears
The red spot from thy breast!
 

“Thus to conceal thy crime from me,
It is no tenderness!
The worst is better known than fear’d.
Whatever it be, confess;
And the Merciful will cleanse thee
From all unrighteousness!”
 

Like an aspen leaf he trembled;
And his imploring eye
Bespake compassion, ere his lips
Could utter their dreaded reply.
 

“O dearly loved, as dearly bought,
My sin and punishment I had thought
To bear through life alone;
Too much the Vision hath reveal’d,
And all must now be known!
 

“On thee, methinks, and only thee
Dare I for pity call;
Abhor me not,... renounce me not,..
My life, my love, my all!
 

“And Cyra, sure if ever cause
Might be a sinner’s plea,
‘T would be for that lost wretch who sold
His hope of Heaven for thee!
 

“Thou seest a miserable man
Given over to despair,
Who has bound himself by his act and deed
To the Prince of the Powers of the Air.”
 

She seized him by the arm,
And hurrying him into the street,
“Come with me to the Church,” she cried,
“And to Basil the Bishop’s feet!”
 

VII.
 

PUBLIC must be the sinner’s shame
As heinous his offence;
So Basil said, when he ordain’d
His form of penitence.
 

And never had such dismay been felt
Thro’ that astonish’d town,
As when, at morn, the Cryer went
Proclaiming up and down,
 

“The miserable sinner, Eleëmon,
Who for love hath sold himself to the Demon,
His guilt before God and man declares;
And beseeches all good Christians
To aid him with their prayers.”
 

Many were the hearts compassionate
Whom that woeful petition moved;
For he had borne his fortune meekly,
And therefore was well beloved.
 

Open his hand had been,
And liberal of its store;
And the prayers of the needy arose
Who had daily been fed at his door.
 

They too whom Cyra’s secret aid
Relieved from pressing cares,
In this her day of wretchedness,
Repaid her with their prayers.
 

And from many a gentle bosom
Supplications for mercy were sent,
If haply they might aid
The wretched penitent.
 

Sorely such aid he needed then!
Basil himself, of living men
The powerfullest in prayer,
For pity, rather than in hope,
Had bidden him not despair.
 

So hard a thing for him it seem’d
To wrest from Satan’s hand
The fatal Bond, which, while retain’d,
Must against him in judgement stand.
 

“Dost thou believe,” he said, “that Grace
Itself can reach this grief?”
With a feeble voice, and a woeful eye,
“Lord, I believe!” was the sinner’s reply,
“Help thou mine unbelief!”
 

The Bishop then crost him on the brow,
And crost him on the breast:
And told him if he did his part
With true remorse and faithful heart,
God’s mercy might do the rest.
 

“Alone in the holy Relic-room
Must thou pass day and night,
And wage with thy ghostly enemies
A more than mortal fight.
 

“The trial may be long, and the struggle strong,
Yet be not thou dismay’d;
For thou mayest count on Saints in Heaven,
And on earthly prayers for aid.
 

“And in thy mind this scripture bear
With steadfast faithfulness, whate’er
To appall thee may arrive;
‘When the wicked man turneth away from his sin
He shall save his soul alive!’
 

“Take courage as thou lookest around
On the relics of the blest;
And night and day, continue to pray,
Until thy tears have wash’d away
The stigma from thy breast!”
 

“Let me be with him!” Cyra cried;
“If thou mayest not be there,
In this sore trial I at least
My faithful part may bear:
 

“My presence may some comfort prove,
Yea, haply some defence;
O Father, in myself I feel
The strength of innocence!”
 

“Nay, Daughter, nay; it must not be!
Tho’ dutiful this desire;
He may, by Heaven’s good grace, be saved,
But only as if by fire;
 

“‘Sights which should never meet thine eye
Before him may appear;
And fiendish voices proffer words
Which should never assail thy ear;
Alone must he this trance sustain;
Keep thou thy vigils here!”
 

He led him to the Relic-room;
Alone he left him there;
And Cyra with the Nuns remain’d
To pass her time in prayer.
 

Alone was Eleëmon left
For mercy on Heaven to call;
Deep and unceasing were his prayers,
But not a tear would fall.
 

His lips were parch’d, his head was hot,
His eyeballs throbb’d with heat;
And in that utter silence
He could hear his temples beat.
 

But cold his feet, and cold his hands;
And at his heart there lay
An icy coldness unrelieved,
While he pray’d the livelong day.
 

A long, long day! It past away
In dreadful expectation;
Yet free throughout the day was he
From outward molestation.
 

Nor sight appear’d, nor voice was heard,
Tho’ every moment both he fear’d;
The Spirits of the Air
Were busy the while in infusing
Suggestions of despair.
 

And he in strong endeavour still
Against them strove with earnest will;
Heart-piercing was his cry,
Heart-breathed his groaning; but it seem’d
That the source of tears was dry.
 

And now had evening closed;
The dim lamp-light alone
On the stone cross, and the marble walls,
And the shrines of the Martyrs, shone.
 

Before the Cross Eleëmon lay:
His knees were on the ground;
Courage enough to touch the Cross
Itself, he had not found.
 

But on the steps of the pedestal
His lifted hands were laid;
And in that lowliest attitude
The suffering sinner pray’d.
 

A strong temptation of the Fiend,
Which bade him despair and die,
He with the aid of Scripture
Had faithfully put by;
And then, as with a dawning hope,
He raised this contrite cry:
 

“Oh that mine eyes were fountains!
If the good grace of Heaven
Would give me tears, methinks I then
Might hope to be forgiven!”
 

To that meek prayer a short loud laugh
From fiendish lips replied:
Close at his ear he felt it,
And it sounded on every side.
 

From the four walls and the vaulted roof
A shout of mockery rung;
And the echoing ground repeated the sound,
Which peal’d above, and below, and around,
From many a fiendish tongue.
 

The lamps went out at that hideous shout,
But darkness had there no place,
For the room was fill’d with a lurid light
, That came from a Demon’s face.
 

A dreadful face it was,.. too well
By Eleëmon known!
Alas! he had seen it when he stood
Before the dolorous Throne.
 

“Eleëmon! Eleëmon!”
Sternly said the Demon,
“How have I merited this?
I kept my covenant with thee,
And placed thee in worldly bliss!
 

“And still thou mightest have had,
Thine after-days to bless,
Health, wealth, long life, and whatsoe’er
The World calls happiness.
 

“Fool, to forego thine earthly joys,
Who hast no hope beyond!
For judgement must be given for me,
When I sue thee upon the Bond.
 

“Remember I deceived thee not;
Nor had I tempted thee;
Thou camest of thine own accord,
And didst act knowingly!
 

“I told thee thou might’st vainly think
To cheat me by contrition,
When thou wert written down among
The Children of Perdition!
 

“‘So help me, Satan! ‘ were thy words
When thou didst this allow;
I help’d thee, Eleëmon, then,..
And I will have thee now!”
 

At the words of the Fiend, from the floor
Eleëmon in agony sprung;
Up the steps of the pedestal he ran,
And to the Cross he clung.
 

And then it seem’d as if he drew,
While he claspt the senseless stone,
A strength he had not felt till then,
A hope he had not known.
 

So when the Demon ceased,
He answer’d him not a word;
But looking upward, he
His faithful prayer preferr’d:
 

“All, all, to Thee, my Lord
And Saviour, I confess!
And I know that Thou canst cleanse me
From all unrighteousness!
 

“I have turned away from my sin,
In Thee do I put my trust,
To such Thou hast promised forgiveness,
And Thou art faithful and just!”
 

With that the Demon disappear’d,
The lamps resumed their light;
Nor voice, nor vision more
Disturb’d him thro’ the night.
 

He stirr’d not from his station,
But there stood fix’d in prayer;
And when Basil the Bishop enter’d
At morn, he found him there.
 

VIII.
 

WELL might the Bishop see what he
Had undergone that night;
Remorse and agony of mind
Had made his dark hair white.
 

So should the inner change, he ween’d,
With the outward sign accord;
And holy Basil crost himself,
And blest our gracious Lord.
 

“Well hast thou done,” said he, “my son,
And faithfully fought the fight;
So shall this day complete, I trust,
The victory of the night.
 

“I fear’d that forty days and nights
Too little all might be;
But great and strange hath been the change
One night hath wrought in thee.”
 

“O Father, Father!” he replied,
“And hath it been but one?
An endless time it seem’d to me!
I almost thought Eternity
With me had been begun.
 

“And surely this poor flesh and blood
Such terrors could not have withstood,
If grace had not been given;
But when I claspt the blessed Cross,
I then had help from Heaven.
 

“The coldness from my heart is gone;
But still the weight is there,
And thoughts which I abhor, will come
And tempt me to despair.
 

“Those thoughts I constantly repel;
And all, methinks, might yet be well,
Could I but weep once more,
And with true tears of penitence
My dreadful state deplore.
 

“Tears are denied; their source is dried!
And must it still be so?
O Thou, who from a rock didst make
The living waters flow,
 

“A broken and a bleeding heart
This hour I offer Thee;
And, when Thou seest good, my tears
Shall then again be free!”
 

A knocking at the door was heard
As he ended this reply;
Hearing that unexpected sound,
The Bishop turn’d his eye,
And his venerable Mother,
Emmelia the Abbess, drew nigh.
 

“We have not ceased this mournful night,”
Said she, “on Heaven to call;
And our afflicted Cyra
Hath edified us all.
 

“More fervent prayers from suffering heart,
I ween, have ne’er been sent;
And now she asks, as some relief,
In this her overwhelming grief,
To see the penitent.
 

“So earnestly she ask’d, that I
Her wish would not defer;
And I have brought her to the door,
Forgive me, Son, if I err.”
 

“Hard were I did I not consent
To thy compassionate intent,
O Mother,” he replied;
And raising then his voice, “Come in,
Thou innocent!” he cried.
 

That welcome word when Cyra heard,
With a sad pace and slow,
Forward she came, like one whose heart
Was overcharged with woe.
 

Her face was pale,.. long illness would
Have changed those features less;
And long-continued tears had dimm’d
Her eyes with heaviness.
 

Her husband’s words had reach’d her ear
When at the door she stood;
Thou hast pray’d in vain for tears,” she said,
“While I have pour’d a flood!
 

“Mine flow, and they will flow; they must;
They cannot be represt!
And oh that they might wash away
The stigma from thy breast!
 

“Oh that these tears might cleanse that spot,..
Tears which I cannot check!”
Profusely weeping as she spake,
She fell upon his neck.
 

He clasp’d the mourner close, and in
That passionate embrace,
In grief for her, almost forgot
His own tremendous case.
 

Warm as they fell he felt her tears,
And in true sympathy,
So gracious Heaven permitted then,
His own to flow were free.
 

And then the weight was taken off,
Which at his heart had prest;..
O mercy! and the crimson spot
Hath vanish’d from his breast!
 

At that most happy sight,
The four with one accord
Fell on their knees, and blest
The mercy of the Lord.
 

What then! before the strife is done
Would ye of victory boast?”
Said a Voice above: “they reckon too soon,
Who reckon without their host!”
 

“Mine is he by a Bond
Which holds him fast in law:
I drew it myself for certainty,
And sharper than me must the Lawyer be
Who in it can find a flaw!
 

“Before the Congregation,
And in the face of day,
Whoever may pray, and whoever gainsay,
I will challenge him for my Bondsman,
And carry him quick away!”
 

“Ha, Satan! dost thou in thy pride,”
With righteous anger Basil cried,
“Defy the force of prayer?
In the face of the Church wilt thou brave it?
Why then we will meet thee there I
 

“There mayest thou set forth thy right,
With all thy might before the sight
Of all the Congregation:
And they that hour shall see the power
Of the Lord unto salvation!”
 

“A challenge fair! We meet then there,”
Rejoin’d the Prince of the Powers of the Air;
“The Bondsman is mine by right.
Let the whole city come at thy call:
And great and small, in face of them all,
I will have him in thy despite!”
 

So having said, he tarried not
To hear the Saint’s reply.
“Beneath the sign which Constantine,”
Said Basil, “beheld in the sky,
We strive, and have our strength therein,
Therein our victory!”
 

IX.
 

THE Church is fill’d, so great the faith
That City in its Bishop hath;
And now the Congregation
Are waiting there in trembling prayer
And terrible expectation.
 

Emmelia and her sisterhood
Have taken there their seat;
And Choristers and Monks and Priests
And Psalmists there, and Exorcists,
Are station’d in order meet.
 

In sackcloth clad, with ashes strewn
Upon his whiter hair,
Before the steps of the altar,
His feet for penance bare,
Eleëmon stands, a spectacle
For men and Angels there.
 

Beside him Cyra stood, in weal
Or woe, in good or ill,
Not to be sever’d from his side,
His faithful helpmate still.
 

Dishevell’d were her raven locks,
As one in mourner’s guise;
And pale she was, but faith and hope
Had now relumed her eyes.
 

At the altar Basil took his stand;
He held the Gospel in his hand,
And in his ardent eye
Sure trust was seen, and conscious power,
And strength for victory.
 

At his command the Chorister
Enounced the Prophet’s song,
“To God our Saviour mercies
And forgivenesses belong.”
 

Ten thousand voices join’d to raise
The holy hymn on high,
And hearts were thrill’d and eyes were fill’d
By that full harmony.
 

And when they ceased, and Basil’s hand
A warning signal gave,
The whole huge multitude was hush’d
In a stillness like that of the grave.
 

The Sun was high in a bright blue sky,
But a chill came over the crowd,
And the Church was suddenly darken’d,
As if by a passing cloud.
 

A sound as of a tempest rose,
Though the day was calm and clear;
Intrepid must the heart have been
Which did not then feel fear.
 

In the sound of the storm came the dreadful Form;
The Church then darken’d more,
And He was seen erect on the screen
Over the Holy Door.
 

Day-light had sicken’d at his sight;
And the gloomy Presence threw
A shade profound over all around,
Like a cheerless twilight hue.
 

“I come hither,” said the Demon,
“For my Bondsman Eleëmon!
Mine is he, body and soul.
See all men!” and with that on high
He held the open scroll.
 

The fatal signature appear’d
To all the multitude,
Distinct as when the accursed pen
Had traced it with fresh blood.
“See all men!” Satan cried again,
And then his claim pursued.
 

“I ask for justice î I prefer
An equitable suit!
I appeal to the Law, and the case Admitteth of no dispute.
 

“If there be justice here,
If Law have place in Heaven,
Award upon this Bond
Must then for me be given.
 

“What to my rightful claim,
Basil, canst thou gainsay,
That I should not seize the Bondsman,
And carry him quick away?
 

“The writing is confess’d;..
No plea against it shown;..
The forfeiture is mine,
And now I take my own!”
 

“Hold there!” cried Basil, with a voice
That arrested him on his way,
When from the screen he would have swoopt
To pounce upon his prey;
 

“Hold there, I say! Thou canst not sue
Upon this Bond by law I
A sorry legalist were he
Who could not in thy boasted plea
Detect its fatal flaw.
 

“The Deed is null, for it was framed
 With fraudulent intent;
A thing unlawful in itself;
A wicked instrument,...
Not to be pleaded in the Courts...
Sir Fiend, thy cause is shent!
 

“This were enough; but, more than this,
A maxim, as thou knowest, it is
Whereof all Laws partake,
That no one may of his own wrong
His own advantage make.
 

“The man, thou sayest, thy Bondsman is;
Mark now, how stands the fact!
Thou hast allow’d,.. nay, aided him
As a Freedman to contract
A marriage with this Christian woman here,
And by a public act.
 

“That act being publicly perform’d
With thy full cognizance,
Claim to him as thy Bondsman thou
Canst never more advance.
 

“For when they solemnly were then
United, in sight of Angels and men,
The matrimonial band
Gave to the wife a right in him;
And we on this might stand.
 

“Thy claim upon the man was by
Thy silence then forsaken;
A marriage thus by thee procured
May not by thee be shaken;
And thou, O Satan, as thou seest,
In thine own snare art taken!”
 

So Basil said, and paused awhile;
The Arch-Fiend answer’d not;
But he heaved in vexation
A sulphurous sigh for the Bishop’s vocation,
And thus to himself he thought;
 

“The Law thy calling ought to have been,
With thy wit so ready, and tongue so free!
To prove by reason in reason’s despite,
That right is wrong, and wrong is right,
And white is black, and black is white,..
What a loss have I had in thee!”
 

“I rest not here,” the Saint pursued;
“Tho’ thou in this mayest see,
That in the meshes of thine own net
I could entangle thee!
 

“Fiend, thou thyself didst bring about
The spousal celebration,
Which link’d them by the nuptial tie
For both their souls’ salvation.
 

“Thou sufferedst them before high Heaven
With solemn rights espoused to be,
Then and for evermore, for time
And for eternity.
 

“That tie holds good; those rites
Will reach their whole intent;
And thou of his salvation wert
Thyself the instrument.
 

And now, methinks, thou seest in this
A higher power than thine;
And that thy ways were overruled,
To work the will divine!”
 

With rising energy he spake,
And more majestic look;
And with authoritative hand
Held forth the Sacred Book.
 

Then with a voice of power he said,
“The Bond is null and void!
It is nullified, as thou knowest well.
By a Covenant whose strength by Hell
Can never be destroy’d!
 

“The Covenant of grace,
That greatest work of Heaven,
Which whoso claims in perfect faith,
His sins shall be forgiven.
 

“Were they as scarlet red
They should be white as wool;
This is the All-mighty’s Covenant,
Who is All-merciful!
 

“His Minister am I!
In his All-mighty name
To this repentant sinner
God’s pardon I proclaim!
 

“In token that against his soul
The sin shall no longer stand,
The writing is effaced, which there
Thou holdest in thy hand!
 

“Angels that are in bliss above
This triumph of Redeeming Love
Will witness, and rejoice;
And ye shall now in thunder hear
Heaven’s ratifying voice!”
 

A peal of thunder shook the pile;
The Church was fill’d with light,
And when the flash was past, the Fiend
Had vanish’d from their sight.
 

He fled as he came, but in anger and shame;
The pardon was complete,
And the impious scroll was dropt, a blank,
At Eleëmon’s feet.
 




THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA.
 

BEING THE LEGEND OF A COCK AND A HEN, TO THE HONOUR AND GLORY OF SANTIAGO.
 

A CHRISTMAS TALE.
 

“Res similis fictœ; sed quid mihi fingere prodest.”
OVID, Met xiii v. 935.
 

“Hear also no lean story of theirs!” — LIGHTFOOT.
 

The Legend, (for a genuine Legend it is,) which has been
made the subject of the ensuing Ballad, is related by Bishop
Patrick in his Parable of the Pilgrim, (ch xxxv pp. 430 — 434.) Udal ap Rhys relates it in his Tour through Spain
and Portugal, (pp. 35 — 38.) Both these writers refer to
Lucius Marineus Siculus as their authority. And it is told
also in the Journal du Voyage d’Espagne, (Paris, 1669,) by a
Conseiller who was attached to the French Embassy in that
country, (p. 18.).
The story may likewise be found in the Acta Sanctorum. A
duplicate of the principal miracle occurs in the third volume,
for the month of May, (die 12â, p. 171.), and is there
ascribed to S. Domingo de la Calzada, the author, Luiz de
la Vega, contending, that both relations are to be received
as true, the Bollandist (Henschenius) contrariwise opining
that they are distinct miracles, but leaving the reader nevertheless to determine freely for himself utrum id malit, an
vero credere velit, unicum dumtaxat esse quod sub quadam
circumstantiarum varietate refertur ut geminum.
In the sixth volume of the same work, for the month of July,
(die 25â,) the legend of the Pilgrim is twice told, once
(p. 45) as occurring to a native of Utrecht, (Caesarius
Heisterbachensis is the authority,) once as having befallen
a German at Thoulouse (p. 50. ); the latter story is in the
collection of Santiago’s miracles, which Pope Calixtus II.
is said to have compiled. 
 

The extract from Lucius Marineus
Siculus may also be seen there. It is here annexed as it
stands in the fifth book of that author’s work de rebus
Hispaniœ memorabilibus.
“In antiquissimâ civitate quam Sancti Dominici Calciatensis
vulgus appellat, gallum vidimus et gallinam, qui dum vixerunt,
cujus coloris fuissent ignoramus: postea vero cum jugulati
fuissent et assi, candidissimi revixerunt, magnam Dei potentiam
summumque miraculum referentes. Cujus rei veritas et ratio
sic se Jiabet. Vir quidam probus et amicus Dei, et uxor ejus,
optima mulier, cum filio adolescentulo magnæ probitatis, ad
Sanctum Jacobum Compostellam proficiscentes, in hanc urbem
itineris labore defessi ingrediuntur, et quiescendi gratia restiterunt in domo cujusdam qui adultam filiam habebat. Quce cum
adolescentem pulchrâ facie vidisset, ejus amore capta est. Et
cumjuvenis ab ea requisitus atque vexatus, ejus voto repugnasset,
amorem convertit in odium, et ei nocere cupiens, tempore quo
discedere volebant ejus cucullo crateram sui patris clam reposuit.
Cumque peregrini mane discessissent, exclamavit puelfa coram
parentibus crateram sibi fuisse subreptam. Quod audiens
Pmtor satellites confestim misit, ut peregrinos reducerent. Qui
cum venissent, puella conscia sui sceleris accessit ad juvenem et
crateram emit e cucullo. Quapropter comperto delicto, juvenis
in campum productus iniquâ sententiâ et sine culpâ laqueo suspensus est: miserique parentes cum filium deplorassent, postea
discedentes Compostellam pervenerunt. Ubi solutis votis et Deo
graiias agentes subinde redeuntes ad locum pervenerunt, ubi
films erat suspensus, et mater multis per fusa lacrymis ad filium
accessit, multùm desuadente marito. Cumque filium suspiceret,
dixit ei filius, Mater mea noli flere super me ego enim vivus
sum, quoniam Virgo Dei genetrix, et Sanctus Jacobus me sustinent et servant incolumem. Vade charissima mater ad judicem
qui me falsô condemnavit, et dic ei me vivere propter innocentiam meam, ut me liberari jubeat, tibique restituât. Properat solicita mater, et præ nimio gaudio flens uberius, Prcetorem convenit in mensâ sedentem, qui gallum et gallinam assos
scindere volebat. ‘Prcetor, inquit, filius meus vivit; jube solvi,
obsecro!’ Quod cum audisset Prcetor, existimans earn quod
dicebat propter amorem maternum sommasse, respondit subridens, ‘quid hoc est, bona mulier? Ne fallaris! sic enim vivit
filius tuus, ut vivunt hat aves!’ Et vix hoc dixerat cum gallus
et gallina saltaverunt in mensâ, statimque gallus cantavit.
Quod cum, Prœtor vidisset attonitus continuo egreditur, vocat
sacerdotes, et cives, proficiscuntur adjuvenum suspensurn: et
invenerunt incolumem valdeque lœtantem, et parentibus restituunt; domumque reversi gallum capiunt et gallinam, et in
ecclesiam transferunt magnâ solemnitate. Quœ ibi clausæ res
admirabiles et Dei potentiam testificantes observantur, ubi septennio vivunt; hune enim terminum Deus illis instituit; et in
fine septennii antequam moriantur, pullum relinquunt et pullam
sui coloris et magnitudinis; et hoc fit in eâ ecclesiâ quolibet
septennio. Magnœ quoque admirationis est, quod omnes per
hanc urbem transeuntes peregrini, qui sunt innumerabiles, gaUi
hujus et gallinœ plumam capiunt, et numquam illis plumes,
deficiunt. Hoc ego testor, propterea quod vidi et interfui,
plumamque mecum fero.” — Rerum Hispanicarum Scriptores,
t ii p. 805.
Luiz de la Vega agrees with Marineus Siculus in all the
particulars of this perpetual miracle, except the latter; “sed
scriptorem ilium fictionis arguit, quod asserat, plumas galli et
gallinœ, quœ quotidie peregrinis iliac transeuntibus distribuuntur,
prodigiose multiplicari: affirmai autem tamquam testis oculatus,
in eâ ecclesiâ designatum esse quemdam clericum, qui plumas
illas conservit et peregrinis distribuit; at negat continuum multiplications miraculum à Marineo Siculo tam confidenter assertum, in eâ urbe videri, aut patrari. Multis tamen probare
nititur reliqua omnia prodigia esse vera, testaturque ad perpetuam rei memoriam in superiori ecclesiæ parte omnium oculis
exponi idem patibulum, in quo peregrinus suspensus fuit.” — Acta Sanctorum, Jul t. vi p. 46.
 




THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA: PRELUDE.
 

“TELL US a story, old Robin Gray!
This merry Christmas time;
We are all in our glory, so tell us a story,
Either in prose, or in rhyme.
 

“Open your budget, old Robin Gray!
We very well know it is full;
Come! out with a murder,.. a Goblin,.. a Ghost,
Or a tale of a Cock and a Bull!”
 

“I have no tale of a Cock and à Bull,
My good little women and men;
But’t will do as well, perhaps, if I tell
A tale of a Cock and a Hen.”
 




THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA: INTRODUCTION.
 

You have all of you heard of St. James for Spain
As one of the Champions Seven,
Who, having been good Knights on Earth,
Became Hermits, and Saints in Heaven.
 

Their history once was in good repute,
And so it ought to be still;
Little friends, I dare say you have read it:
And if not, why I hope you will.
 

Of this St. James that book proclaims
Great actions manifold,
But more amazing are the things
Which of him in Spain are told.
 

How once a ship of marble made,
Came sailing o’er the sea,
Wherein his headless corpse was laid,
Perfumed with sanctity.
 

And how, though then he had no head,
He afterwards had two;
Which both work’d miracles so well,
That it was not possible to tell
The false one from the true.
 

And how he used to fight the Moors
Upon a milk-white charger:
Large tales of him the Spaniards tell,
Munchausen tells no larger.
 

But in their cause of latter years
He has not been so hearty;
For that he never struck a stroke is plain,
When our Duke, in many a hard campaign,
Beat the French armies out of Spain,
And conquer’d Buonaparte.
 

Yet still they worship him in Spain,
And believe in him with might and main:
Santiago there they call him;
And if any one there should doubt these tales,
They’ve an Inquisition to maul him.
 

At Compostella in his Church
His body and one head
Have been for some eight hundred years
By Pilgrims visited.
 

Old scores might there be clean rubb’d off,
And tickets there were given
To clear all toll gates on the way
Between the Churchyard and Heaven.
 

Some went for payment of a vow
In time of trouble made;
And some who found that pilgrimage
Was a pleasant sort of trade.
 

And some, I trow, because it was
Believed, as well as said,
That all, who in their mortal stage
Did not perform this pilgrimage,
Must make it when they were dead.
 

Some upon penance for their sins,
In person, or by attorney;
And some who were, or had been sick;
And some who thought to cheat Old Nick;
And some who liked the journey:
 

Which well they might when ways were safe;
And therefore rich and poor
Went in that age on pilgrimage,
As folks now make a tour.
 

The poor with scrip, the rich with purse,
They took their chance for better for worse,
From many a foreign land,
With a scallop-shell in the hat for badge,
And a Pilgrim’s staff in hand.
 

Something there is, the which to leave
Untold would not be well,
Relating to the Pilgrim’s staff,
And to the scallop-shell.
 

For the scallop shows in a coat of arms,
That of the bearer’s line
Some one, in former days, hath been
To Santiago’s shrine.
 

And the staff was bored and drilled for those
Who on a flute could play,
And thus the merry Pilgrim had
His music on the way.
 




THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA. PART I.
 

ONCE on a time three Pilgrims true,
Being Father and Mother and Son,
For pure devotion to the Saint,
This pilgrimage begun.
 

Their names, little friends, I am sorry to say,
In none of my books can I find;
But the son, if you please, we ‘ll call Pierre,
What the parents were call’d, never mind.
 

From France they came, in which fair land
They were people of good renown;
And they took up their lodging one night on the way
In La Calzada town.
 

Now, if poor Pilgrims they had been,
And had lodged in the Hospice instead of the Inn,
My good little women and men,
Why then you never would have heard,
This tale of the Cock and the Hen.
 

For the Innkeepers they had a daughter,
Sad to say, who was just such another,
As Potiphar’s daughter, I think, would have been
If she follow’d the ways of her mother.
 

This wicked woman to our Pierre
Behaved like Potiphar’s wife;
And, because she fail’d to win his love,
She resolved to take his life.
 

So she pack’d up a silver cup
In his wallet privily;
And then, as soon as they were gone,
She raised a hue and cry.
 

The Pilgrims were overtaken,
The people gather’d round,
Their wallets were search’d, and in Pierre’s
The silver cup was found.
 

They dragg’d him before the Alcayde;
A hasty Judge was he,
“The theft,” he said, “was plain and proved,
And hang’d the thief must be.”
So to the gallows our poor Pierre
Was hurried instantly.
 

If I should now relate
The piteous lamentation,
Which for their son these parents made,
My little friends, I am afraid
You’d weep at the relation.
 

But Pierre in Santiago still
His constant faith profess’d;
When to the gallows he was led,
“‘T was a short way to Heaven,” he said,
“Though not the pleasantest.”
 

And from their pilgrimage he charged
His parents not to cease,
Saying that unless they promised this,
He could not be hang’d in peace.
 

They promised it with heavy hearts;
Pierre then, therewith content,
Was hang’d: and they upon their way
To Compostella went.
 




THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA: PART II.
 

FOUR weeks they travell’d painfully,
They paid their vows, and then
To La Calzada’s fatal town
Did they come back again.
 

The Mother would not be withheld,
But go she must to see
Where her poor Pierre was left to hang
Upon the gallows tree.
 

Oh tale most marvellous to hear,
Most marvellous to tell I
Eight weeks had he been hanging there,
And yet was alive and well!
 

“Mother,” said he, “I am glad you’re return’d,
It is time I should now be released:
Though I cannot complain that I’m tired,
And my neck does not ache in the least.
 

“The Sun has not scorch’d me by day,
The Moon has not chill’d me by night;
And the winds have but help’d me to swing,
As if in a dream of delight.
 

“Go you to the Alcayde,
That hasty Judge unjust,
Tell him Santiago has saved me,
And take me down he must!”
 

Now, you must know the Alcayde,
Not thinking himself a great sinner,
Just then at table had sate down,
About to begin his dinner.
 

His knife was raised to carve,
The dish before him then;
Two roasted fowls were laid therein,
That very morning they had been
A Cock and his faithful Hen.
 

In came the Mother wild with joy;
“A miracle!” she cried;
But that most hasty Judge “unjust
Repell’d her in his pride.
 

“Think not,” quoth he, “to tales like this
That I should give belief!
Santiago never would bestow
His miracles, full well I know,
On a Frenchman and a thief.”
 

And pointing to the Fowls, o’er which
He held his ready knife,;
“As easily might I believe
These birds should come to life!”
 

The good Saint would not let him thus
The Mother’s true tale withstand;
So up rose the Fowls in the dish,
And down dropt the knife from his hand.
 

The Cock would have crow’d if he could;
To cackle the Hen had a wish;
And they both slipt about in the gravy
Before they got out of the dish.
 

And when each would have open’d its eyes,
For the purpose of looking about them,
They saw they had no eyes to open,
And that there was no seeing without them.
 

All this was to them a great wonder;
They stagger’d and reel’d on the table;
And either to guess where they were,
Or what was their plight, or how they came there,
Alas! they were wholly unable:
 

Because, you must know, that that morning,
A thing which they thought very hard,
The Cook had cut off their heads.
And thrown them away in the yard.
 

The Hen would have prank’d up her feathers,
But plucking had sadly deform’d her;
And for want of them she would have shiver’d with cold,
If the roasting she had had not warm’d her.
 

And the Cock felt exceedingly queer;
He thought it a very odd thing
That his head and his voice were he did not know where,
And his gizzard tuck’d under his wing.
 

The gizzard got into its place,
But how Santiago knows best:
And so, by the help of the Saint,
Did the liver and all the rest.
 

The heads saw their way to the bodies,
In they came from the yard without check,
And each took its own proper station,
To the very great joy of the neck.
 

And in flew the feathers, like snow in a shower,
For they all became white on the way;
And the Cock and the Hen in a trice were refledged,
And then who so happy as they!
 

Cluck! cluck! cried the Hen right merrily then,
The Cock his clarion blew,
Full glad was he to hear again
His own cock-a-doo-del-doo!
 




THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA: PART III.
 

“A MIRACLE!” a miracle!”
The people shouted, as they might well,
When the news went through the town;
And every child and woman and man
Took up the cry, and away they ran
To see Pierre taken down.
 

They made a famous procession;
My good little women and men,
Such a sight was never seen before,
And I think will never again.
 

Santiago’s Image, large as life,
Went first with banners and drum and fife;
And next, as was most meet,
The twice-born Cock and Hen were borne
Along the thronging, street.
 

Perch’d on a cross-pole hoisted high,
They were raised in sight of the crowd;
And, when the people set up a cry,
The Hen she cluck’d in sympathy,
And the Cock he crow’d aloud.
 

And because they very well knew for why
They were carried in such solemnity.
And saw the Saint and his banners before ‘em,
They behaved with the greatest propriety,
And most correct decorum.
 

The Knife, which had cut off their heads that morn,
Still red with their innocent blood, was borne,
The scullion boy he carried it;
And the Skewers also made a part of the show,
With which they were truss’d for the spit.
 

The Cook in triumph bore that Spit
As high as he was able;
And the Dish was display’d wherein they were laid
When they had been served at table.
 

With eager faith the crowd prest round;
There was a scramble of women and men
For who should dip a finger-tip
In the blessed Gravy then.
 

Next went the Alcayde, beating his breast,
Crying aloud like a man distrest,
And amazed at the loss of his dinner,
“Santiago, Santiago!
Have mercy on me a sinner!”
 

And lifting oftentimes his hands
Towards the Cock and Hen,
“Orate pro nobis!” devoutly he cried,
And as devoutly the people replied,
Whenever he said it, “Amen!”
 

The Father and Mother were last in the train;
Rejoicingly they came,
And extoll’d, with tears of gratitude,
Santiago’s glorious name.
 

So, with all honours that might be.
They gently unhang’d Pierre;
No hurt or harm had he sustain’d,
But, to make the wonder clear,
A deep black halter-mark remain’d
Just under his left ear.
 




THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA: PART IV.
 

And now, my little listening dears
With open mouths and open ears,
Like a rhymer whose only art is
That of telling a plain unvarnish’d tale,
To let you know I must not fail,
What became of all the parties.
 

Pierre went on to Compostella
To finish his pilgrimage,
His parents went back with him joyfully,
After which they returned to their own country;
And there, I believe, that all the three
Lived to a good old age.
 

For the gallows on which Pierre
So happily had swung,
It was resolved that never more
On it should man be hung.
 

To the Church it was transplanted,
As ancient books declare:
And the people in commotion,
With an uproar of devotion,
Set it up for a relic there.
 

What became of the halter I know not,
Because the old books show not;
But we may suppose and hope,
That the city presented Pierre
With that interesting rope.
 

For in his family, and this
The Corporation knew,
It rightly would be valued more
Than any cordon bleu.
 

The Innkeeper’s wicked daughter
Confess’d what she had done,
So they put her in a Convent,
And she was made a Nun.
 

The Alcayde had been so frighten’d
That he never ate fowls again;
And he always pull’d off his hat
When he saw a Cock and Hen.
Wherever he sat at table
Not an egg might there be placed;
And he never even muster’d courage for a custard,
Though garlic tempted him to taste
Of an omelet now and then.
 

But always after such a transgression
He hasten’d away to make confession;
And not till he had confess’d,
And the Priest had absolved him, did he feel
His conscience and stomach at rest.
 

The twice-born Birds to the Pilgrim’s Church,
As by miracle consecrated,
Were given; and there unto the Saint
They were publicly dedicated.
 

At their dedication the Corporation
A fund for their keep supplied;
And after following the Saint and his banners,
This Cock and Hen were so changed in their manners,
That the Priests were edified.
 

Gentle as any turtle-dove,
Saint Cock became all meekness and love;
Most dutiful of wives,
Saint Hen she never peck’d again,
So they led happy lives.
 

The ways of ordinary fowls
You must know they had clean forsaken;
And if every Cock and Hen in Spain
Had their example taken,
Why then... the Spaniards would have had
No eggs to eat with bacon.
 

These blessed Fowls, at seven years end,
In the odour of sanctity died;
They were carefully pluck’d, and then
They were buried, side by side.
 

And lest the fact should be forgotten,
(Which would have been a pity,)
‘T was decreed, in honour of their worth,
That a Cock and Hen should be borne thenceforth
In the arms of that ancient City.
 

Two eggs Saint Hen had laid, no more;
The chicken were her delight;
A Cock and Hen they proved,
And both, like their parents, were virtuous and white.
 

The last act of the Holy Hen
Was to rear this precious brood; and, when
Saint Cock and she were dead,
This couple, as the lawful heirs,
Succeeded in their stead.
 

They also lived seven years,
And they laid eggs but two,
From which two milk-white chicken
To Cock and Henhood grew;
And always their posterity
The self-same course pursue.
 

Not one of these eggs ever addled,
(With wonder be it spoken!)
Not one of them ever was lost,
Not one of them ever was broken.
 

Sacred they are; neither magpie, nor rat,
Snake, weasel, nor marten approaching them
And woe to the irreverent wretch
Who should even dream of poaching them!
 

Thus then is this great miracle
Continued to this day;
And to their Church all Pilgrims go,
When they are on the way;
And some of the feathers are given them;
For which they always pay.
 

No price is set upon them,
And this leaves all persons at ease;
The Poor give as much as they can,
The Rich as much as they please.
 

But that the more they give the better,
Is very well understood;
Seeing whatever is thus disposed of,
Is for their own souls’ good;
 

For Santiago will always
Befriend his true believers;
And the money is for him, the Priests
Being only his receivers.
 

To make the miracle the more,
Of these feathers there is always store,
And all are genuine too;
All of the original Cock and Hen,
Which the Priests will swear is true.
 

Thousands a thousand times told have bought them,
And if myriads and tens of myriads sought them,
They would still find some to buy;
For however great were the demand,
So great would be the supply.
 

And if any of you, my small friends,
Should visit those parts, I dare say
You will bring away some of the feathers,
And think of old Robin Gray.
 

 — Whereby, my little friends, we see
That an original may sometimes be
No better than its fac-simile;
A useful truth I trow,
Which picture-buyers won’t believe,
But which picture-dealers know.
 

Young Connoisseurs who will be!
Remember I say this,..
For your benefit hereafter,..
In a parenthesis.
 

And not to interrupt
The order of narration,
This warning shall be printed
By way of annotation.
 




THE CURSE OF KEHAMA
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First appearing in 1810, this epic poem is formed of twelve books and tells the story of Kehama, a Brahmin priest, as he makes sacrifices to Shiva to gain power and conquer death, wishing to become a god himself. A sub-plot introduces Arvalan, Kehama’s son, who attempts to take Kailyal, a peasant girl. He is stopped by Ladurlad, another peasant, and killed. Kehama decides to war against Yamen, the god of death while also seeking to torture Ladurlad in revenge. Ladurlad is cursed to be separated from nature and unable to live a human life, which included not being able to sleep. However, his separation from nature gives him the ability to do what others cannot.

Southey was partly inspired with the idea for the poem during his school days when he suffered insomnia and was disturbed by thoughts of a dark and mysterious schoolmate, who looked like a ‘fiend’, forming the basis for one of the poem’s villains, the character Arvalan. However, the poem was not started until 1802, following the publication of the other epic Thalaba the Destroyer. After giving up on the poem for a few years, Southey returned to it after the prompting of his friend Walter Savage Landor, who saw great merit in the piece and encouraged Southey to complete the poem. When it was finally published, The Curse of Kehama sold more copies than any of Southey’s other works.

Although the poem describes a Hindu myth, it is heavily influenced by Zoroastrian theology and the ideal of a dualistic moral system. Part of Southey’s focus on India stems from the recent British colonial expansion into India and rising interest of British citizens in Indian culture. The poem received mixed reviews, with many critics praising the quality of language, whilst others felt that the plot and choice of subject matter was lacking. Nevertheless, Southey had achieved commercial success, bringing much needed financial security. The work went through several editions. Shelley called it “my most favourite poem” in a letter of June 1811, and seven years later he modelled Prometheus’s powerful curse on The Curse of Kehama (Prometheus Unbound, Act 1, 779–802). Keats also drew on the poem for several narrative details when composing Endymion.
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Chola dynasty statue depicting Shiva dancing as Nataraja
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Walter Savage Landor (1775-1864) was a fellow poet and keen supporter of Southey. His best known works were the prose ‘Imaginary Conversations’, and the poem ‘Rose Aylmer’, but the critical acclaim he received from contemporary poets and reviewers was not matched by public popularity. 
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PREFACE.
 

Several years ago, in the Introduction of my “Letters to Mr. Charles Butler, vindicating the Book of the Church,” I had occasion to state that, while a school-boy at Westminster, I had formed an intention of exhibiting the most remarkable forms of Mythology which have at any time obtained among mankind, by making each the groundwork of a narrative poem. The performance, as might be expected, fell far short of the design, and yet it proved something more than a dream of juvenile ambition.

I began with the Mahommedan religion, as being that with which I was then best acquainted myself, and of which every one who had read the Arabian Nights’ Entertainments possessed all the knowledge necessary for readily understanding and entering into the intent and spirit of the poem. Mr. Wilberforce thought that I had conveyed in it a very false impression of that religion, and that the moral sublimity which he admired in it was owing to this flattering misrepresentation. But Thalaba the Destroyer was professedly an Arabian Tale. The design required that I should bring into view the best features of that system of belief and worship which had been developed under the Covenant with Ishmael, placing in the most favourable light the morality of the Koran, and what the least corrupted of the Mahommedans retain of the patriarchal faith. It would have been altogether incongruous to have touched upon the abominations engrafted upon it; first by the false Prophet himself, who appears to have been far more remarkable for audacious profligacy than for any intellectual endowments, and afterwards by the spirit of Oriental despotism which accompanied Mahommedanism wherever it was established.

Heathen Mythologies have generally been represented by Christian poets as the work of the Devil and his Angels; and the machinery derived from them was thus rendered credible, according to what was during many ages a received opinion. The plan upon which I proceeded in Madoc was to produce the effect of machinery as far as was consistent with the character of the poem, by representing the most remarkable religion of the New World such as it was, a system of atrocious priestcraft. It was not here as in Thalaba the foundation of the poem, but, as usual in what are called epic poems, only incidentally connected with it.

When I took up, for my next subject, that mythology which Sir William Jones had been the first to introduce into English poetry, I soon perceived that the best mode of treating it would be to construct a story altogether mythological. In what form to compose it was then to be determined. No such question had arisen concerning any of my former poems. I should never for a moment have thought of any other measure than blank verse for Joan of Arc, and for Madoc, and afterwards for Roderick. The reason why the irregular rhymeless lyrics of Dr. Sayers were preferred for Thalaba was, that the freedom and variety of such verse were suited to the story. Indeed, of all the laudatory criticisms with which I have been favoured during a long literary life, none ever gratified me more than that of Henry Kirke White upon this occasion, when he observed, that if any other known measure had been adopted, the poem would have been deprived of half its beauty, and all its propriety. And when he added, that the author never seemed to inquire how other men would treat a subject, or what might be the fashion of the times, but took that course which his own sense of fitness pointed out, I could not have desired more appropriate commendation.

The same sense of fitness which made me chuse for an Arabian tale the simplest and easiest form of verse, induced me to take a different course in an Indian poem. It appeared to me, that here neither the tone of morals, nor the strain of poetry, could be pitched too high; that nothing but moral sublimity could compensate for the extravagance of the fictions, and that all the skill I might possess in the art of poetry was required to counterbalance the disadvantage of a mythology with which few readers were likely to be well acquainted, and which would appear monstrous if its deformities were not kept out of sight. I endeavoured, therefore, to combine the utmost richness of versification with the greatest freedom. The spirit of the poem was Indian, but there was nothing Oriental in the style. I had learnt the language of poetry from our own great masters and the great poets of antiquity.

No poem could have been more deliberately planned, nor more carefully composed. It was commenced at Lisbon on the first of May, 1801, and recommenced in the summer of the same year at Kingsdown, in the same house (endeared to me once by many delightful but now mournful recollections) in which Madoc had been finished, and Thalaba begun. A little was added during the winter of that year in London. It was resumed at Kingsdown in the summer of 1802, and then laid aside till 1806, during which interval Madoc was reconstructed and published. Resuming it then once more, all that had been written was recast at Keswick: there I proceeded with it leisurely, and finished it on the 25th of November, 1809. It is the only one of my long poems of which detached parts were written to be afterwards inserted in their proper places. Were I to name the persons to whom it was communicated during its progress, it would be admitted now that I might well be encouraged by their approbation; and, indeed, when it was published, I must have been very unreasonable if I had not been satisfied with its reception.

It was not till the present edition of these Poems was in the press, that, eight and twenty years after Kehama had been published, I first saw the article upon it in the Monthly Review, parts of which cannot be more appropriately preserved any where than here; it shows the determination with which the Reviewer entered upon his task, and the importance which he attached to it.

“Throughout our literary career we cannot recollect a more favourable opportunity than the present for a full discharge of our critical duty. We are indeed bound now to make a firm stand for the purity of our poetic taste against this last and most desperate assault, conducted as it is by a writer of considerable reputation, and unquestionably of considerable abilities. If this poem were to be tolerated, all things after it may demand impunity, and it will be in vain to contend hereafter for any one established rule of poetry as to design and subject, as to character and incident, as to language and versification. We may return at once to the rude hymn in honour of Bacchus, and indite strains adapted to the recitation of rustics in the season of the vintage: — 

 

Quæ canerent agerentque peruncti fœcibus ora.

 

It shall be our plan to establish these points, we hope, beyond reasonable controversy, by a complete analysis of the twenty four sections (as they may truly be called) of the portentous work, and by ample quotations interspersed with remarks, in which we shall endeavour to withhold no praise that can fairly be claimed, and no censure that is obviously deserved.”

The reviewer fulfilled his promises, however much he failed in his object. He was not more liberal of censure than of praise, and he was not sparing of quotations. The analysis was sufficiently complete for the purposes of criticism, except that the critic did not always give himself the trouble to understand what he was determined to ridicule. “It is necessary for us,” he said, “ according to our purpose of deterring future writers from the choice of such a story, or for such a management of that story, to detail the gross follies of the work in question; and tedious as the operation may be, we trust that in the judgement of all those lovers of literature who duly value the preservation of sound principles of composition among us, the end will excuse the means.” The means were ridicule and reprobation, and the end at which he aimed was thus stated in the Reviewer’s peroration.

 

“We know not that Mr. Southey’s most devoted admirers can complain of our having omitted a single incident essential to the display of his character or the developement of his plot. To other readers we should apologise for our prolixity, were we not desirous, as we hinted before, of giving a death-blow to the gross extravagancies of the author’s school of poetry, if we cannot hope to reform so great an offender as himself. In general, all that nature and all that art has lavished on him is rendered useless by his obstinate adherence to his own system of fancied originality, in which every thing that is good is old, and every thing that is new is good for nothing. Convinced as we are that many of the author’s faults proceed from mere idleness, deserving even less indulgence than the erroneous principles of his poetical system, we shall conclude by a general exhortation to all critics to condemn, and to all writers to avoid the example of combined carelessness and perversity which is here afforded by Mr. Southey: and we shall mark this last and worst eccentricity of his Muse with the following character: — Here is the composition of a poet not more distinguished by his genius and knowledge, than by his contempt for public opinion, and the utter depravity of his taste, — a depravity which is incorrigible, and, we are sorry to add, most unblushingly rejoicing in its own hopelessness of amendment.”

 

The Monthly Review has, I believe, been for some years defunct. I never knew to whom I was beholden for the good service rendered me in that Journal, when such assistance was of most value; nor by whom I was subsequently, during several years, favoured in the same Journal with such flagrant civilities as those of which the reader has here seen a sample.

 

Keswick, 19th May, 1838.




ORIGINAL PREFACE.
 

In the religion of the Hindoos, which of all false religions is the most monstrous in its fables, and the most fatal in its effects, there is one remarkable peculiarity. Prayers, penances, and sacrifices, are supposed to possess an inherent and actual value, in no degree depending upon the disposition or motive of the person who performs them. They an- drafts upon Heaven, for which the Gods cannot refuse payment. The worst men, bent upon the worst designs, have in this manner obtained power which has made them formidable to the Supreme Deities themselves, and rendered an Avatar, or Incantation of Veeshnoo the Preserver, necessary. This belief is the foundation of the following Poem. The story is original; but, in all its parts, consistent with the superstition upon which it is built: and however startling the fictions may appear, they might almost be called credible when compared with the genuine tales of Hindoo mythology.

No figures can be imagined more anti-picturesque, and less poetical, than the mythological personages of the Bramins. This deformity was easily kept out of sight: — their hundred hands are but a clumsy personification of power; their numerous heads only a gross image of divinity, “whose countenance,” as the Bhagvat-Geeta expresses it, “is turned on every side.” To the other obvious objection, that the religion of Hindostan is not generally known enough to supply fit machinery for an English poem, I can only answer, that, if every allusion to it throughout the work is not sufficiently self-explained to render the passage intelligible, there is a want of skill in the poet. Even those readers who should be wholly unacquainted with the writings of our learned Orientalists, will find all the preliminary knowledge that can be needful, in the brief explanation of mythological names prefixed to the Poem.

 

 

BRAMA.... the Creator.

VEESHSOO,.. the Preserver.

SEEVA...the Destroyer.

These form the Trimourtee, or Trinity, as it has been called, of the Bramins. The allegory is obvious, but has been made for the Trimourtee, not the Trimourtee for the allegory; and these Deities are regarded by the people as three distinct and personal Gods. The two latter have at this day their hostile sects of worshippers; that of Seeva is the most numerous; and in this Poem, Seeva is represented as Supreme among the Gods. This is the same God whose name is variously written Seeb, Sieven, and Siva, Chiven by the French, Xiven by the Portuguese, and whom European writers sometimes denominate Eswara, Iswaren, Mahadeo, Mahadeva, Rutren,... according to which of his thousand and eight names prevailed in the country where they obtained their information.

INDRA...God of the Elements.

The SWERGA... his Paradise,... one of the Hindoo heavens.

YAMEN...Lord of Hell, and Judge of the Dead.

PADALON...Hell,... under the Earth, and, like the Earth, of an octagon shape; its eight gates are guarded by as many Gods.

MARRIATALY, the Goddess who is chiefly worshipped by the lower casts.

POLLEAR...or Ganesa,... the Protector of Travellers. His statues are placed in the highways, and sometimes in a small lonely sanctuary, in the streets and in the fields.

CASTARA...the Father of the Immortals.

DEVETAS...The Inferior Deities.

SURAS...Good Spirits.

ASURAS...Evil Spirits, or Devils.

GLENDOVEERS, the most beautiful of the Good Spirits, the Grindouvers of Sonnerat.




THE CURSE OF KEHAMA
 


I. THE FUNERAL
 

1
 

                  Midnight, and yet no eye
Through all the Imperial City closed in sleep!
                  Behold her streets a-blaze
With light that seems to kindle the red sky,
      Her myriads swarming through the crowded ways!
Master and slave, old age and infancy,
                  All, all abroad to gaze;
                  House-top and balcony
Clustered with women, who throw back their veils
      With unimpeded and insatiate sight
To view the funeral pomp which passes by,
                  As if the mournful rite
Were but to them a scene of joyance and delight.
 

2
 

Vainly, ye blessed twinklers of the night,
                  Your feeble beams ye shed,
Quench’d in the unnatural light which might out-stare
                  Even the broad eye of day;
            And thou from thy celestial way
      Pourest, O Moon, an ineffectual ray!
For lo! ten thousand torches flame and flare
                        Upon the midnight air,
                  Blotting the lights of heaven
                        With one portentous glare.
Behold the fragrant smoke in many a fold
      Ascending, floats along the fiery sky,
            And hangeth visible on high,
                  A dark and waving canopy.
 

3
 

Hark! ’tis the funeral trumpet’s breath!
                        ’Tis the dirge of death!
      At once ten thousand drums begin,
With one long thunder-peal the ear assailing;
      Ten thousand voices then join in,
      And with one deep and general din
                        Pour their wild wailing.
                  The song of praise is drown’d
                        Amid the deafening sound;
      You hear no more the trumpet’s tone,
You hear no more the mourner’s moan,
      Though the trumpet’s breath, and the dirge of death,
Swell with commingled force the funeral yell.
      But rising over all in one acclaim
Is heard the echoed and re-echoed name,
            From all that countless rout;
                        “Arvalan! Arvalan!
                        Arvalan! Arvalan!”
      Ten times ten thousand voices in one shout
Call “Arvalan!” The overpowering sound,
      From house to house repeated rings about,
            From tower to tower rolls round.
 

4
 

      The death-procession moves along;
Their bald heads shining to the torches’ ray,
                  The Bramins lead the way,
                  Chaunting the funeral song.
            And now at once they shout,
                              “Arvalan! Arvalan!”
            With quick rebound of sound,
                        All in accordance cry,
                              “Arvalan! Arvalan!”
            The universal multitude reply.
In vain ye thunder on his ear the name;
                  Would ye awake the dead?
            Borne upright in his palankeen,
                        There Arvalan is seen!
      A glow is on his face,... a lively red;
                        It is the crimson canopy
Which o’er his cheek a reddening shade hath shed;
            He moves,... he nods his head,...
But the motion comes from the bearers’ tread,
            As the body, borne aloft in state,
Sways with the impulse of its own dead weight.
 

5
 

Close following his dead son, Kehama came,
                  Nor joining in the ritual song,
                        Nor calling the dear name;
      With head deprest and funeral vest,
            And arms enfolded on his breast,
Silent and lost in thought he moves along.
King of the World, his slaves, unenvying now,
      Behold their wretched Lord; rejoiced they see
                  The mighty Rajah’s misery;
That Nature in his pride hath dealt the blow,
      And taught the Master of Mankind to know
Even he himself is man, and not exempt from woe.
 

6
 

O sight of grief! the wives of Arvalan,
Young Azla, young Nealliny, are seen!
                  Their widow-robes of white,
                  With gold and jewels bright,
                  Each like an Eastern queen.
      Woe! woe! around their palankeen,
                        As on a bridal day,
With symphony, and dance, and song,
Their kindred and their friends come on.
The dance of sacrifice! the funeral song!
And next the victim slaves in long array,
      Richly bedight to grace the fatal day,
                  Move onward to their death;
                        The clarions’ stirring breath
      Lifts their thin robes in every flowing fold,
                        And swells the woven gold,
                              That on the agitated air
Flutters and glitters to the torch’s glare.
 

7
 

A man and maid of aspect wan and wild,
Then, side by side, by bowmen guarded, came;
O wretched father! O unhappy child!
Them were all eyes of all the throng exploring...
                        Is this the daring man
Who raised his fatal hand at Arvalan?
      Is this the wretch condemn’d to feel
                  Kehama’s dreadful wrath?
Then were all hearts of all the throng deploring;
      For not in that innumerable throng
Was one who loved the dead; for who could know
                  What aggravated wrong
            Provoked the desperate blow!
 

8
 

      Far, far behind, beyond all reach of sight,
In order’d files the torches flow along,
      One ever-lengthening line of gliding light:
                              Far... far behind,
Rolls on the undistinguishable clamour,
      Of horn, and trump, and tambour;
                        Incessant as the roar
      Of streams which down the wintry mountain pour,
And louder than the dread commotion
                  Of breakers on a rocky shore,
      When the winds rage over the waves,
            And Ocean to the Tempest raves.
 

9
 

            And now toward the bank they go,
            Where winding on their way below,
                  Deep and strong the waters flow.
                  Here doth the funeral pile appear
      With myrrh and ambergris bestrew’d,
            And built of precious sandal wood.
They cease their music and their outcry here,
                        Gently they rest the bier;
                  They wet the face of Arvalan,
No sign of life the sprinkled drops excite;
They feel his breast,... no motion there;
            They feel his lips,... no breath;
For not with feeble, nor with erring hand,
      The brave avenger dealt the blow of death.
Then with a doubling peal and deeper blast,
The tambours and the trumpets sound on high,
            And with a last and loudest cry,
                        They call on Arvalan.
 

10
 

      Woe! woe! for Azla takes her seat
                        Upon the funeral pile!
                  Calmly she took her seat,
Calmly the whole terrific pomp survey’d;
                        As on her lap the while
      The lifeless head of Arvalan was laid.
 

11
 

                        Woe! woe! Nealliny,
                              The young Nealliny!
            They strip her ornaments away,
Bracelet and anklet, ring, and chain, and zone;
                  Around her neck they leave
                  The marriage knot alone,...
            That marriage band, which when
                  Yon waning moon was young,
                        Around her virgin neck
                  With bridal joy was hung.
Then with white flowers, the coronal of death,
                  Her jetty locks they crown.
 

12
 

                              O sight of misery!
You cannot hear her cries,... their sound
      In that wild dissonance is drown’d;...
                        But in her face you see
            The supplication and the agony,...
See in her swelling throat the desperate strength
That with vain effort struggles yet for life;
      Her arms contracted now in fruitless strife,
                  Now wildly at full length
      Towards the crowd in vain for pity spread,...
They force her on, they bind her to the dead.
 

13
 

                  Then all around retire;
      Circling the pile, the ministering Bramins stand,
Each lifting in his hand a torch on fire.
Alone the Father of the dead advanced
                  And lit the funeral pyre.
 

14
 

                              At once on every side
                        The circling torches drop,
                              At once on every side
                        The fragrant oil is pour’d,
                              At once on every side
                        The rapid flames rush up.
      Then hand in hand the victim band
Roll in the dance around the funeral pyre;
                  Their garments’ flying folds
                        Float inward to the fire;
In drunken whirl they wheel around;
            One drops,... another plunges in;
                  And still with overwhelming din
The tambours and the trumpets sound;
And clap of hand, and shouts, and cries,
                  From all the multitude arise;
While round and round, in giddy wheel,
                  Intoxicate they roll and reel,
      Till one by one whirl’d in they fall,
And the devouring flames have swallow’d all.
 

15
 

      Then all was still; the drums and clarions ceased;
The multitude were hush’d in silent awe;
      Only the roaring of the flames was heard.
 




II. THE CURSE
 

1
 

Alone towards the Table of the Dead
      Kehama moved; there on the alter-stone
                  Honey and rice he spread.
There with collected voice and painful tone
                        He call’d upon his son.
                        Lo! Arvalan appears;
      Only Kehama’s powerful eye beheld
The thin ethereal spirit hovering nigh;
                              Only the Rajah’s ear
                  Received his feeble breath.
“And is this all?” the mournful Spirit said,
      “This all that thou canst give me after death?
                        This unavailing pomp,
These empty pageantries that mock the dead!”
 

2
 

                  In bitterness the Rajah heard,
And groan’d, and smote his breast,and o’er his face
            Cowl’d the white mourning vest.
 

3
 

                        ARVALAN
      “Art thou not powerful,... even like a God?
            And must I, through my years of wandering,
Shivering and naked to the elements,
                        In wretchedness await
                  The hour of Yamen’s wrath?
I thought thou wouldst embody me anew,
                              Undying as I am,...
Yea, re-create me!... Father, is this all?
                  This all? and thou Almighty!”
 

4
 

      But in that wrongful and upbraiding tone,
                              Kehama found relief,
For rising anger half supprest his grief.
            “Reproach not me!” he cried,
“Had I not spell-secured thee from disease,
      Fire, sword,... all common accidents of man,...
And thou!... fool, fool... to perish by a stake!
            And by a peasant’s arm!...
Even now, when from reluctant Heaven,
      Forcing new gifts and mightier attributes,
So soon I should have quell’d the Death-God’s power.”
 

5
 

      “Waste not thy wrath on me,” quoth Arvalan,
“It was my hour of folly! Fate prevail’d,
Nor boots it to reproach me that I fell.
      I am in misery, Father! Other souls
            Predoom’d to Indra’s Heaven, enjoy the dawn
Of bliss,... to them the temper’d elements
      Minister joy: genial delight the sun
Sheds on their happy being, and the stars
      Effuse on them benignant influences;
And thus o’er earth and air they roam at will,
      And when the number of their days is full,
      Go fearlessly before the aweful throne.
But I,... all naked feeling and raw life,...
What worse than this hath Yamen’s hell in store?
            If ever thou didst love me, mercy, Father!
      Save me, for thou canst save... the Elements
                        Know and obey thy voice.”
 

6
 

                        KEHAMA
                              “The Elements
Shall sin no more against thee; whilst I speak
Already dost thou feel their power is gone.
      Fear not! I cannot call again the past,
Fate hath made that its own; but Fate shall yield
      To me the future; and thy doom be fix’d
By mine, not Yamen’s will. Meantime all power
      Whereof thy feeble spirit can be made
Participant, I give. Is there aught else
                        To mitigate thy lot?”
 

                        ARVALAN
“Only the sight of vengeance. Give me that!
      Vengeance, full, worthy, vengeance!... not the stroke
            Of sudden punishment,... no agony
That spends itself and leaves the wretch at rest,
                        But lasting long revenge.”
 

                        KEHAMA
      “What, boy? is that cup sweet? then take thy fill!”
 

7
 

So as he spake, a glow of dreadful pride
      Inflamed his cheek, with quick and angry stride
                  He moved toward the pile,
And raised his hand to hush the crowd, and cried,
      “Bring forth the murderer!” At the Rajah’s voice
Calmly, and like a man whom fear had stunn’d,
      Ladurlad came, obedient to the call;
            But Kailyal started at the sound,
And gave a womanly shriek, and back she drew,
And eagerly she roll’d her eyes around,
      As if to seek for aid, albeit she knew
                  No aid could there be found.
 

8
 

It chanced that near her on the river brink,
            The sculptured form of Marriataly stood;
      It was an Idol roughly hewn of wood,
                  Artless, and mean, and rude;
            The Goddess of the poor was she;
            None else regarded her with piety.
      But when that holy Image Kailyal view’d,
      To that she sprung, to that she clung,
On her own Goddess, with close-clasping arms,
                        For life the maiden hung.
 

9
 

They seized the maid; with unrelenting grasp
            They bruised her tender limbs;
She, nothing yielding, to this only hope
      Clings with the strength of frenzy and despair.
She screams not now, she breathes not now,
She sends not up one vow,
      She forms not in her soul one secret prayer,
All thought, all feeling, and all powers of life
In the one effort centering. Wrathful they
      With tug and strain would force the maid away;...
Didst thou, O Marriataly, see their strife,
In pity didst thou see the suffering maid?
      Or was thine anger kindled, that rude hands
Assail’d thy holy Image?... for behold
                        The holy image shakes!
 

10
 

      Irreverently bold, they deem the maid
                  Relax’d her stubborn hold,
And now with force redoubled drag their prey;
And now the rooted Idol to their sway
      Bends,... yields,... and now it falls.
                        But then they scream,
For lo! they feel the crumbling bank give way,
      And all are plunged into the stream.
 

11
 

“She hath escaped my will,” Kehama cried,
      “She hath escaped,... but thou art here,
                              I have thee still,
                        The worser criminal!”
And on Ladurlad, while he spake, severe
                  He fix’d his dreadful frown.
            The strong reflection of the pile
                        Lit his dark lineaments,
      Lit the protruded brow, the gathered front,
                        The steady eye of wrath.
 

12
 

But while the fearful silence yet endured,
                        Ladurlad roused himself;
                  Ere yet the voice of destiny
Which trembled on the Rajah’s lips was loosed,
                              Eager he interposed,
            As if despair had waken’d him to hope;
      “Mercy! oh mercy! only in defence...
                              Only instinctively,...
            Only to save my child, I smote the Prince;
                  King of the world, be merciful!
                        Crush me,... but torture not!”
 

13
 

The Man-Almighty deign’d him no reply,
Still he stood silent; in no human mood
            Of mercy, in no hesitating thought
Of right and justice. At the length he raised
            His brow yet unrelax’d,... his lips unclosed,
                        And uttered from the heart,
With the whole feeling of his soul enforced,
                  The gathered vengeance came.
 

14
 

                              “I charm thy life
                  From the weapons of strife,
                  From stone and from wood,
                        From fire and from flood,
                        From the serpent’s tooth,
                        And the beasts of blood:
                  From Sickness I charm thee,
            And Time shall not harm thee;
                        But Earth which is mine,
                        Its fruits shall deny thee;
                        And Water shall hear me,
                  And know thee and fly thee;
      And the Winds shall not touch thee
                        When they pass by thee,
            And the Dews shall not wet thee,
                        When they fall nigh thee:
                  And thou shalt seek Death
                        To release thee, in vain;
                  Thou shalt live in thy pain
                  While Kehama shall reign,
                        With a fire in thy heart,
                        And a fire in thy brain;
                        And Sleep shall obey me,
                              And visit thee never,
                  And the Curse shall be on thee
                              For ever and ever.”
 

15
 

There where the Curse had stricken him,
            There stood the miserable man,
There stood Ladurlad, with loose-hanging arms;
                  And eyes of idiot wandering.
                        Was it a dream? alas,
                        He heard the river flow,
      He heard the crumbling of the pile,
      He heard the wind which shower’d
                  The thin white ashes round.
                        There motionless he stood,
            As if he hoped it were a dream,
And feared to move, lest he should prove
                        The actual misery;
And still at times he met Kehama’s eye,
Kehama’s eye that fastened on him still.
 

* * *
 




III. THE RECOVERY.
 

1.
 

  The Rajah turn’d toward the pile again,
Loud rose the song of death from all the crowd;
Their din the instruments begin,
And once again join in
With overwhelming sound.
Ladurlad starts,... he looks around.
What hast thou here in view,
O wretched man, in this disastrous scene?
The soldier train, the Bramins who renew
Their ministry around the funeral pyre,
The empty palankeens,
The dimly-fading fire.
Where too is she whom most his heart held dear,
His best-beloved Kailyal, where is she,
The solace and the joy of many a year
Of widowhood! is she then gone,
And is he left all-utterly alone,
To bear his blasting curse, and none
To succour or deplore him?
He staggers from the dreadful spot; the throng
Give way in fear before him;
Like one who carries pestilence about,
Shuddering they shun him, where he moves along.
And now he wanders on
Beyond the noisy rout;
He cannot fly and leave his curse behind,
Yet doth he seem to find
A comfort in the change of circumstance.
Adown the shore he strays,
Unknowing where his wretched feet may rest,
But farthest from the fatal place is best.
 

2.
 

By this in the orient sky appears the gleam
Of day. Lo! what is yonder in the stream,
Down the slow river floating slow,
In distance indistinct and dimly seen?
The childless one with idle eye
Followed its motion thoughtlessly;
Idly he gaz’d, unknowing why,
And half unconscious that he watch’d its way.
Belike it is a tree
Which some rude tempest, in its sudden sway,
Tore from the rock, or from the hollow shore
The undermining stream hath swept away.
 

3.
 

But when anon outswelling by its side,
A woman’s robe he spied,
Oh then Ladurlad started,
As one, who in his grave
Had heard an angel’s call.
Yea, Marriataly, thou hast deign’d to save!
Yea, Goddess! it is she,
To thy dear image clinging senselessly,
And thus in happy hour
Upborne amid the wave
By that preserving power.
 

4.
 

Headlong in hope and in joy
Ladurlad dash’d in the water.
The water knew Kehama’s spell,
The water shrunk before him.
Blind to the miracle,
He rushes to his daughter,
And treads the river-depths in transport wild,
And clasps and saves his child.
 

5.
 

Upon the farther side a level shore
Of sand was spread: thither Ladurlad bore
His daughter, holding still with senseless hand
The saving Goddess; there upon the sand
He laid the livid maid,
Rais’d up against his knees her drooping head;
Bent to her lips,... her lips as pale as death,...
If he might, feel her breath,
His own the while in hope and dread suspended;
Chaf’d her cold breast, and ever and anon
Let his hand rest upon her heart extended.
 

6.
 

Soon did his touch perceive, or fancy there,
The first faint motion of returning life.
He chafes her feet, and lays them bare
In the sun; and now again upon her breast
Lays his hot hand; and now her lips he prest,
For now the stronger throb of life he knew:
And her lips tremble too!
The breath comes palpably,
Her quivering lids unclose
Feebly and feebly fall,
Relapsing as it seem’d to dead repose.
 

7.
 

So in her father’s arms thus languidly,
While over her with earnest gaze he hung,
Silent and motionless she lay,
And painfully and slowly writh’d at fits,
At fits to short convulsive starts was stung.
Till when the struggle and strong agony
Had left her, quietly she lay repos’d:
Her eyes now resting on Ladurlad’s face,
Relapsing now, and now again unclos’d.
The look she fix’d upon his face, implies
Nor thought nor feeling; senselessly she lies,
Compos’d like one who sleeps with open eyes.
 

8.
 

Long he leant over her,
In silence and in fear.
Kailyal!... at length he cried in such a tone,
As a poor mother ventures who draws near,
With silent footstep, to her child’s sick bed.
My Father! cried the maid, and rais’d her head,
Awakening then to life and thought,... thou here?
For when his voice she heard,
The dreadful past recurr’d,
Which dimly, like a dream of pain,
Till now with troubled sense confus’d her brain.
 

9.
 

And hath he spar’d us then? she cried,
Half rising as she spake,
For hope and joy the sudden strength supplied;
In mercy hath he curb’d his cruel will,
That still thou livest? But as thus she said,
Impatient of that look of hope, her sire
Shook hastily his head;
Oh! he hath laid a Curse upon my life,
A clinging curse, quoth he;
Hath sent a fire into my heart and brain,
A burning fire, for ever there to be!
The winds of Heaven must never breathe on me;
The rains and dews must never fall on me;
Water must mock my thirst and shrink from me;
The common earth must yield no fruit to me;
Sleep, blessed Sleep! must never light on me;
And Death, who comes to all, must fly from me;
And never, never set Ladurlad free.
 

10.
 

This is a dream! exclaim’d the incredulous maid,
Yet in her voice the while a fear exprest,
Which in her larger eye was manifest.
This is a dream! she rose and laid her hand
Upon her father’s brow, to try the charm;
He could not bear the pressure there;... he shrunk,...
He warded off her arm,
As though it were an enemy’s blow, he smote
His daughter’s arm aside.
Her eye glanced down, his mantle she espied
And caught it up;... Oh misery! Kailyal cried,
He bore me from the river-depths, and yet
His garment is not wet!
 




IV. THE DEPARTURE.
 

1.
 

Reclin’d beneath a Cocoa’s feathery shade Ladurlad lies,
And Kailyal on his lap her head hath laid,
To hide her streaming eyes.
The boatman, sailing on his easy way,
With envious eye beheld them where they lay;
For every herb and flower
Was fresh and fragrant with the early dew;
Sweet sung the birds in that delicious hour,
And the cool gale of morning as it blew,
Not yet subdued by day’s increasing power,
Ruffling the surface of the silvery stream,
Swept o’er the moisten’d sand, and rais’d no shower.
Telling their tale of love,
The boatman thought they lay
At that lone hour, and who so blest as they!
 

2.
 

But now the sun in heaven is high,
The little songsters of the sky
Sit silent in the sultry hour,
They pant and palpitate with heat;
Their bills are open languidly
To catch the passing air;
They hear it not, they feel it not,
It murmurs not, it moves not.
The boatman, as he looks to land,
Admires what men so mad to linger there,
For yonder Cocoa’s shade behind them falls,
A single spot upon the burning sand.
 

3.
 

There all the morning was Ladurlad laid,
Silent and motionless, like one at ease;
There motionless upon her father’s knees,
Reclin’d the silent maid.
The man was still, pondering with steady mind,
As if it; were another’s Curse,
His own portentous lot;
Scanning it o’er and o’er in busy thought,
As though it were a last night’s tale of woe,
Before the cottage door,
By some old beldame sung,
While young and old assembled round,
Listened, as if by witchery bound,
In fearful pleasure to her wonderous tongue.
 

4.
 

Musing so long he lay, that all things seem
Unreal to his sense, even like a dream,
A monstrous dream of things which could not be.
That beating, burning brow,... why it was now
The height of noon, and he was lying there
In the broad sun, all bare!
What if he felt no wind? the air was still,
That was the general will
Of nature, not his own peculiar doom;
Yon rows of rice erect and silent stand,
The shadow of the Cocoa’s lightest plume
Is steady on the sand.
 

5.
 

Is it indeed a dream? he rose to try,
Impatient to the water-side he went,
And down he bent,
And in the stream he plung’d his hasty arm
To break the visionary charm.
With fearful eye and fearful heart,
His daughter watch’d the event;
She saw the start and shudder,
She heard the in-drawn groan,
For the Water knew Kehama’s charm,
The water shrunk before his arm.
His dry hand mov’d about unmoisten’d there;
As easily might that dry hand avail
To stop the passing gale,
Or grasp the impassive air.
He is Almighty then!
Exclaim’d the wretched man in his despair;
AJr knows him, Water knows him; Sleep
His dreadful word will keep;
Even in the grave there is no rest for me,
Cut off from that last hope,... the wretches’ joy;
And Veeshnoo hath no power to save,
Nor Seeva to destroy.
 

6.
 

Oh! wrong not them! quoth Kailyal,
Wrong not the Heavenly Powers!
Our hope is all in them: They are not blind!
And lighter wrongs than ours,
And lighter crimes than his,
Have drawn the Incarnate down among mankind.
Already have the Immortals heard our cries,
And in the mercy of their righteousness
Beheld us in the hour of our distress!
She spake with streaming eyes,
Where pious love and ardent feeling beam;
And turning to the Image, threw
Her grateful arms around it,... It was thou
Who saved’st me from the stream!
My Marriataly, it was thou!
I had not else been here
To share my Father’s Curse,
To suffer now,... and yet to thank thee thus!
 

7.
 

Here then, the maiden cried, dear Father, here
Raise our own Goddess, our divine Preserver!
The mighty of the earth despise her rites,
She loves the poor who serve her.
Set up her image here,
With heart and voice the guardian Goddess bless,
For jealously would she resent
Neglect and thanklessness....
Set up her image here,
And bless her for her aid with tongue and soul sincere.
 

8.
 

So saying, on her knees the maid
Began the pious toil.
Soon their joint labour scoops the easy soil;
They raise the image up with reverent hand,
And round its rooted base they heap the sand.
O  Thou whom we adore,
O Marriataly, thee do I implorer
The virgin cried; my Goddess, pardon thou
The unwilling wrong, that I no more,
With dance and song,
Can do thy daily service, as of yore!
The flowers which last I wreath’d around thy brow,
Are withering there; and never now
Shall I at eve adore thee,
And swimming round with arms outspread,
Poise the full pitcher on my head,
In dextrous dance before thee;
While underneath the reedy shed, at rest,
My father sate the evening rites to view,
And blest thy name, and blest
His daughter too.
 

9.
 

Then heaving from her heart a heavy sigh,
O Goddess! from that happy home, cried she,
The Almighty Man hath forced us!
And homeward with the thought unconsciously
She turn’d her dizzy eye.... But there on high,
With many a dome, and pinnacle, and spire,
The summits of the Golden Palaces
Blaz’d in the dark blue sky, aloft, like fire.
Father, away! she cried, away!
Why linger we so nigh?
For not to him hath Nature given
The thousand eyes of Deity,
Always and every where with open sight,
To persecute our flight!
Away... away! she said,
And took her father’s hand, and like a child
He followed where she led.
 




V. THE SEPARATION.
 

1.
 

Evening comes on: arising from the stream,
Homeward the tall flamingo wings his flight;
And where he sails athwart the setting beam,
His scarlet plumage glows with deeper light.
The watchman, at the wish’d approach of night,
Gladly forsakes the field, where he all day,
To scare the winged plunderers from their prey,
With shout and sling, on yonder clay-built height;
Hath borne the sultry ray.
Hark! at the Golden Palaces,
The Bramin strikes the hour.
For leagues and leagues around, the brazen sound
Rolls through the stillness of departing day,
Like thunder far away.
 

2.
 

Behold them wandering on their hopeless way,
Unknowing where they stray,
Yet sure where’er they stop to find no rest.
The evening gale is blowing,
It plays among the trees;
Like plumes upon a warrior’s crest,
They see yon cocoas tossing to the breeze.
Ladurlad views them with impatient mind,
Impatiently he hears
The gale of evening blowing,
The sound of waters flowing,
As if all sights and sounds combin’d
To mock his irremediable woe!
For not for him the blessed waters flow,
For not for him the gales of evening blow,
A fire is in his heart and brain,
And Nature hath no healing for his pain.
 

3.
 

The Moon is up, still pale
Amid the lingering light.
A cloud ascending in the eastern sky,
Sails slowly o’er the vale,
And darkens round and closes-in the night.
No hospitable house is nigh,
No traveller’s home the wanderers to invite.
Forlorn, and with long watching overworn,
The wretched father and the wretched child
Lie down amid the wild,
 

4.
 

Before them full in sight,
A white flag flapping to the winds of night,
Marks where the tyger seiz’d his human prey.
Far, far away with natural dread,
Shunning the perilous spot,
At other times abhorrent had they fled;
But now they heed it not.
Nothing they care; the boding death-flag now
In vain for them may gleam and flutter there.
Despair and agony in him,
Prevent all other thought;
And Kailyal hath no heart or sense for aught,
Save her dear father’s strange and miserable lot.
 

5.
 

There in the woodland shade,
Upon the lap of that unhappy maid,
His head Ladurlad laid,
And never word he spake;
Nor heav’d he one complaining sigh,
Nor groan’d he with his misery,
But silently for her dear sake
Endur’d the raging pain.
And now the moon was hid on high,
No stars were glimmering in the sky;
She could not see her father’s eye,
How red with burning agony.
Perhaps he may be cooler now;
She hoped, and long’d to touch his brow
With gentle hand, yet did not dare
To lay the painful pressure there.
Now forward from the tree she bent,
And anxiously her head she leant,
And listened to his breath.
Ladurlad’s breath was short and quick.
Yet regular it came,
And like the slumber of the sick,
In pantings still the same.
Oh if he sleeps!... her lips unclose,
Intently listening to the sound,
That equal sound so like repose.
Still quietly the sufferer lies,
Bearing his torment now with resolute will;
He neither moves, nor groans, nor sighs.
Doth satiate cruelty bestow
This little respite to his woe,
She thought, or are there Gods who look below!
 

6.
 

Perchance, thought Kailyal, willingly deceiv’d,
Our Marriataly hath his pain reliev’d,
And she hath bade the blessed sleep assuage
His agony, despite the Rajah’s rage.
That was a hope which fill’d her gushing eyes,
And made her heart in silent yearnings rise,
To bless the Power divine in thankfulness.
And yielding to that joyful thought her mind,
Backward the maid her aching head reclin’d
Against the tree, and to her father’s breath
In fear she hearken’d still with earnest ear.
But soon forgetful fits the effort broke:
In starts of recollection then she woke;
Till now benignant Nature overcame
The Virgin’s weary and exhausted frame,
Nor able more her painful watch to keep,
She clos’d her heavy lids, and sunk to sleep.
 

7.
 

Vain was her hope! he did not rest from pain,
The Curse was burning in his brain.
Alas! the innocent maiden thought he slept,
But Sleep the Rajah’s dread commandment kept,
Sleep knew Kehama’s Curse.
The dews of night fell round them now,
They never bath’d Ladurlad’s brow,
They knew Kehama’s Curse.
The night-wind is abroad,
Aloft it moves among the stirring trees.
He only heard the breeze,...
No healing aid to him it brought,
It play’d around his head and touch’d him not,
It knew Kehama’s Curse.
 

8.
 

Listening, Ladurlad lay in his despair,
If Kailyal slept, for wherefore should she share
Her father’s wretchedness which none could cure?
Better alone to suffer; he must bear
The burthen of his Curse, but why endure
The unavailing presence of her grief?
She too, apart from him, might find relief;
For dead the Rajah deem’d her, and as thus
Already she his dread revenge had fled,
So might she still escape and live secure.
 

9.
 

Gently he lifts his head,
And Kailyal does not feel;
Gently he rises up,... she slumbers still;
Gently he steals away with silent tread.
Anon she started, for she felt him gone;
She call’d, and through the stillness of the night,
His step was heard in flight.
Mistrustful for a moment of the sound,
She listens! till the step is heard no more;
But then she knows that he indeed is gone,
And with a thrilling shriek she rushes on.
The darkness and the wood impede her speed;
She lifts her voice again,
Ladurlad!... and again, alike in vain.
And with a louder cry
Straining its tone to hoarseness;... far away
Selfish in misery,
He heard the call and faster did he fly.
 

10.
 

She leans against that tree whose jutting bough
Smote her so rudely. Her poor heart
How audibly it panted,
With sudden stop and start:
Her breath how short and painfully it came!
Hark! all is still around her,...
And the night so utterly dark,
She opened her eyes and she closed them,
And the blackness and blank were the same.
 

11.
 

’Twas like a dream of horror, and she stood
Half doubting whether all indeed were true.
A Tyger’s howl loud echoing through the wood,
Rous’d her; the dreadful sound she knew,
And turn’d instinctively to what she fear’d.
Far off the Tyger’s hungry howl was heard;
A nearer horror met the maiden’s view,
For right before her a dim form appear’d,
A human form in that black night,
Distinctly shaped by its own lurid light,
Such light as the sickly moon is seen to shed,
Through spell-rais’d fogs, a bloody baleful red,
 

12.
 

That Spectre fix’d his eyes upon her full;
The light which shone in their accursed orbs
Was like a light from Hell,
And it grew deeper, kindling with the view.
She could not turn her sight
From that infernal gaze, which like a spell
Bound her, and held her rooted to the ground.
It palsied every power;
Her limbs avail’d her not in that dread hour.
There was no moving thence,
Thought, memory, sense were gone:
She heard not now the Tyger’s nearer cry,
She thought not on her father now,
Her cold heart’s-blood ran back, i
Her hand lay senseless on the bough it clasp’d,
Her feet were motionless;
Her fascinated eyes
Like the stone eye-balls of a statue fix’d,
Yet conscious of the sight that blasted them.
 

13.
 

              The wind is abroad,
              It opens the clouds;
            Scattered before the gale,
           They skurry through the sky,
And the darkness retiring rolls over the vale.
The stars in their beauty come forth on high,
          And through the dark-blue night
The moon rides on triumphant, broad and bright.
          Distinct and darkening in her light
            Appears that Spectre foul.
The moon beam gives his face and form to sight,
                The shape of man,
         The living form and face of Arvalan!
            His hands are spread to clasp, her.
 

14.
 

But at that sight of dread the maid awoke;
As if a lightning-stroke
Had burst the spell of fear,
Away she broke all franticly and fled.
There stood a temple near beside the way,
An open fane of Pollear, gentle God,
To whom the travellers for protection pray.
With elephantine head and eye severe,
Here stood his image, such as when he seiz’d
And tore the rebel giant from the ground,
With mighty trunk wreath’d round
His impotent bulk, and on his tusks, on high
Impal’d upheld him between earth and sky.
 

15.
 

Thither the affrighted maiden sped her flight,
And she hath reach’d the place of sanctuary;
And now within the temple in despite,
Yea, even before the altar, in his sight,
Hath Arvalan with fleshly arm of might
Seiz’d her. That instant the insulted God
Caught him aloft, and from his sinuous grasp,
As if from some tort catapult let loose,
Over the forest hurl’d him all abroad.
 

16.
 

O’ercome with dread,
She tarried not to see what heavenly power
Had saved her in that hour.
Breathless and faint she fled.
And now her foot struck on the knotted root
Of a broad manchineil, and there the maid
Fell senselessly beneath the deadly shade.
 




VI. CASYAPA.
 

1.
 

Shall this then be thy fate, O lovely Maid,
Thus, Kailyal, must thy sorrows then be ended!
Her face upon the ground,
Her arms at length extended,
There like a corpse behold her laid,
Beneath the deadly shade.
What if the hungry Tyger, prowling by,
Should snuff his banquet nigh?
Alas, Death needs not now his ministry;
The baleful boughs hang o’er her,
The poison-dews descend.
What power will now restore her,
What God will be her friend?
 

2.
 

Bright and so beautiful was that fair night,
It might have calm’d the gay amid their mirth,
And given the wretched a delight in tears.
One of the Glendoveers,
The loveliest race of all of heavenly birth,
Hovering with gentle motion o’er the earth,
Amid the moonlight air,
In sportive flight was floating round and round,
Unknowing where his joyous way was tending.
He saw the maid where motionless she lay,
And stoopt his flight descending,
And rais’d her from the ground.
Her heavy eye-lids are half clos’d,
Her cheeks are pale and livid like the dead,
Down hang her loose arms lifelessly,
Down hangs her languid head.
 

3.
 

With timely pity touch’d for one so fair,
The gentle Glendoveer
Prest her thus pale and senseless to his breast,
And springs aloft in air with sinewy wings,
And bears the Maiden there,,
Where Himakoot, the holy Mount, on high
From mid-earth rising in mid-Heaven,
Shines in its glory like the throne of Even.
Soaring with strenuous flight above,
He bears her to the blessed Grove,
Where in his ancient and august abodes,
There dwells old Casyapa, the Sire of Gods.
 

4.
 

The Father of the Immortals sate,
Where underneath the Tree of Life
The fountains of the Sacred. River sprung:
The Father of the Immortals smil’d
Benignant on his son.
Knowest thou, he said, my child,
Ereenia, knowest thou whom thou bringest here,
A mortal to the holy atmosphere?
 

EREENIA.
I found her in the Groves of Earth,
Beneath a poison-tree,
Thus lifeless as thou seest her.
In pity have I brought her to these bowers,
Not erring, Father! by that smile...
By that benignant eye!
 

CASYAPA.
What if the maid be sinful? If her ways
Were ways of darkness, and her death predoom’d
To that black hour of midnight, when the Moon
Hath turn’d her face away,
Unwilling to behold
The unhappy end of guilt?
 

EREENIA.
Then what a lie, my Sire, were written here,
In these fair characters! And she had died,
Sure proof of purer life and happier doom,
Now in the moonlight, in the eye of Heaven,
If I had left so fair a flower to fade.
But thou,... all knowing as thou art,
Why askest thou of me?
O Father, oldest, holiest, wisest, best,
To whom all things are plain,
Why askest thou of me?
 

CASYAPA.
Knowest thou Kehama?
 

EREENIA.
The Almighty Man!
Who knows not him and his tremendous power?
The Tyrant of the Earth,
The Enemy of Heaven!
 

CASYAPA.
Fearest thou the Rajah?
 

EREENIA,
He is terrible!
 

CASYAPA.
Yea, he is terrible! such power hath he,
That hope hath entered Hell.
The A suras and the spirits of the damn’d
Acclaim their Hero; Yam en, with the might
Of Godhead, scarce can quell
The rebel race accurst;
Half from their beds of torture they uprise,
And half uproot their chains.
Is there not fear in Heaven?
The souls that are in bliss suspend their joy;
The danger hath disturb’d
The calm of Deity,
And Brama fears, and Veeshnoo turns his face
In doubt toward Seeva’s throne.
 

Ereenia.
I have seen Indra tremble at his prayers,
And at his dreadful penances turn pale.
They claim and wrest from Seeva power so vast,
That even Seeva’s self,
The Highest, cannot grant and be secure.
 

CASYAPA.
And darest thou, Ereenia, brave
The Almighty Tyrant’s power?
 

EREENIA.
I brave him, Father! I?
 

CASYAPA.
Darest thou brave his vengeance?... for if not,
Take her again to earth,
Cast her before the tyger in his path,
Or where the death-dew-dropping tree
May work Kehama’s will.
 

EREENIA.
Never I
 

CASYAPA.
Then meet his wrath! for he, even he,
Hath set upon this worm his wanton foot
 

EREENIA.
I  knew her not, how wretched and how fair,
When here I wafted her:... poor Child of Earth,
Shall I forsake thee, seeing thee so fair,
So wretched? O my Father, let the maid
Dwell in the Sacred Grove.
 

CASYAPA.
That must not be,
For Force and Evil then would enter here;
Ganges, the holy stream which cleanseth sin,
Would flow from hence polluted in its springs,
And they who gasp upon its banks in death,
Feel no salvation. Piety and peace
And Wisdom, these are mine; but not the power
Which could protect her from the Almighty Man;
Nor when the spirit of dead Arvalan
Should persecute her here to glut his rage,
To heap upon her yet more agony,
And ripen more damnation for himself.
 

EREENIA.
Dead Arvalan?
 

CASYAPA.
All power to him, whereof
The disembodied spirit in its state
Of weakness could be made participant,
Kehama hath assign’d, until his days
Of wandering shall be numbered.
 

EREENIA.
Look! she drinks
The gale of healing from the blessed Groves.
She stirs, and lo! her hand
Hath touch’d the Holy River in its source,
Who would have shrunk if aught impure were nigh.
 

CASYAPA.
The Maiden, of a truth, is pure from sin.
 

5.
 

The waters of the holy Spring
About the hand of Kailyal play;
They rise, they sparkle, and they sing.
Leaping where languidly she lay,
As if with that rejoicing stir
The holy Spring would welcome her.
The Tree of Life which o’er her spread,
Benignant bow’d its sacred head,
And dropt its dews of healing;
And her heart-blood at every breath,
Recovering from the strife of death,
Drew in new strength and feeling.
Behold her beautiful in her repose,
A life-bloom reddening now her dark-brown cheek;
And lo! her eyes unclose,
Dark as the depth of Ganges’ spring profound
When night hangs over it,
Bright as the moon’s refulgent beam,
That quivers on its clear up-sparkling stream.
 

6.
 

Soon she let fall her lids,
As one who, from a blissful dream
Waking to thoughts of pain,
Fain would return to sleep, and dream again.
Distrustful of the sight,
She moves not, fearing to disturb
The deep and full delight.
In wonder fix’d, opening again her eye
She gazes silently,
Thinking her mortal pilgrimage was past,
That she had reach’d her heavenly home of rest,
And these were Gods before her,
Or spirits of the blest.
 

7.
 

Lo! at Ereenia’s voice,
A Ship of Heaven comes sailing down the skies.
Where wouldst thou bear her? cries
The ancient Sire of Gods.
Straight to the Swerga, to my Bower of Bliss,
The Glendoveer replies,
To Indra’s own abodes. — .
Foe of her foe, were it alone for this
Indra should guard her from his vengeance there;
But if the God forbear,
Unwilling yet the perilous strife to try,
Or shrinking from the dreadful Rajah’s might,...
Weak as I am, O Father, even I
Stand forth in Seeva’s sight.
 

8.
 

Trust thou in Him whate’er betide,
And stand forth fearlessly!
The Sire of Gods replied:
All that He wills is right, and doubt not thou,
Howe’er our feeble scope of sight
May fail us now,
His righteous will in all things must be done.
My blessing be upon thee, O my son!
 




VII. THE SWERGA.
 

1.
 

Then in the Ship of Heaven, Ereenia laid
The waking, wondering Maid;
The Ship of Heaven, instinct with thought, display’d
Its living sail, and glides along the sky.
On either side in wavy tide,
The clouds of morn along its path divide;
The Winds who swept in wild career on high,
Before its presence check their charmed force;
The Winds that loitering lagg’d along their course,
Around the living Bark enamour’d play,
Swell underneath the sail, and sing before its way.
 

2.
 

That Bark, in shape, was like the furrowed shell
Wherein the Sea-Nymphs to their parent-king,
On festal day, their duteous offerings bring.
Its hue?... Go watch the last green light
Ere Evening yields the western sky to Night;
Or fix upon the Sun thy strenuous sight
Till thou hast reach’d its orb of chrysolite.
The sail from end to end display’d
Bent, like a rainbow, o’er the maid.
An Angel’s head, with visual eye,
Through trackless space, directs its chosen way;
Nor aid of wing, nor foot, nor fin,
Requires to voyage o’er the obedient sky.
Smooth as the swan when not a breeze at even
Disturbs the surface of the silver stream,
Through air and sunshine sails the Ship of Heaven.
 

3.
 

Recumbent there the Maiden glides along
On her aerial way,
How swift she feels not, though the swiftest wind
Had flagg’d in flight behind.
Motionless as a sleeping babe she lay,
And all serene in mind,
Feeling no fear; for that etherial air
With such new life and joyance fill’d her heart,
Fear could not enter there;
For sure she deem’d her mortal part was o’er,
And she was sailing to the heavenly shore;
And that Angelic form, who mov’d beside,
Was some good Spirit sent to be her guide.
 

4.
 

Daughter of Earth! therein thou deem’st aright.
And never yet did form more beautiful,
In dreams of night descending from on high,
Bless the religious Virgin’s gifted sight;
Nor, like a vision of delight,
Rise on the raptur’d Poet’s inward eye.
Of human form divine was he,
The immortal Youth of Heaven who floated by;
Even such’ as that divinest form shall be
In those blest stages of our onward race,
When no infirmity,
Low thought, nor base desire, nor wasting care,
Deface the semblance of our heavenly sire.
The wings of Eagle or of Cherubim
Had seem’d unworthy him:
Angelic power and dignity and grace
Were in his glorious pennons; from the neck
Down to the ankle reach’d their swelling web,
Richer than robes of Tyrian die, that deck
Imperial majesty:
Their colour like the winter’s moonless sky
When all the stars of midnight’s canopy
Shine forth; or like the azure deep at noon,
Reflecting back to heaven a brighter blue.
Such was their tint when clos’d, but when outspread,
The permeating light
Shed through their substance thin a varying hue;
Now bright as when the Rose,.
Beauteous as fragrant, gives to scent and sight
A like delight; now like the juice that flows
From Douro’s generous vine,
Or ruby when with deepest red it glows;
Or as the morning clouds refulgent shine
When, at forthcoming of the Lord of Day,
The Orient, like a shrine,
Kindles as it receives the rising ray,
And heralding his way,
Proclaims the presence of the power divine.
 

5.
 

Thus glorious were the wings
Of that celestial Spirit, as he went
Disporting through his native element.
Nor these alone
The gorgeous beauties that they gave to view:
Through the broad membrane branch’d a pliant bone
Spreading like fibres from their parent stem,
Its veins like interwoven silver shone,
Or as the chaster hue
Of pearls that grace some Sultan’s diadem.
Now with slow stroke and strong, behold him smite
The buoyant air, and now in gentler flight,
On motionless wing expanded, shoot along.
 

6.
 

Through air and sunshine sails the Ship of Heaven.
Far far beneath them lies
The gross and heavy atmosphere of earth;
And with the Swerga gales,
The Maid of mortal birth
At every breath a new delight inhales.
And now toward its port the Ship of Heaven,
Swift as a falling meteor, shapes its flight,
Yet gently as the dews of night that gem,
And do not bend the hare-bell’s slenderest stem.
Daughter of Earth, Ereenia cried, alight,
This is thy place of rest, the Swerga this,
Lo, here my Bower of Bliss!
 

7.
 

He furl’d his azure wings, which round him fold
Graceful as robes of Grecian chief of old.
The happy Kailyal knew not where to gaze:
Her eyes around in joyful wonder roam,
Now turn’d upon the lovely Glendoveer,
Now on his heavenly home.
 

EREENIA.
Here, Maiden, rest in peace,
And I will guard thee, feeble as I am.
The Almighty Rajah shall not harm thee here,
While Indra keeps his throne.
 

KAILYAL.
Alas, thou fearest him!
Immortal as thou art, thou fearest him!
I thought that death had sav’d me from his power;
Not even the dead are safe.
 

EREENIA.
Long years of life and happiness,
O Child of Earth, be thine!
From death I sav’d thee, and from all thy foes
Will save thee, while the Swerga is secure.
 

KAILYAL.
Not me alone, O gentle Deveta!
I have a father suffering upon earth,
A persecuted, wretched, poor, good man,
For whose strange misery
There is no human help,
And none but I dare comfort him
Beneath Kehama’s curse.
O gentle Deveta, protect him too!
 

EREENIA.
Come, plead thyself to Indra! words like thine
May win their purpose, rouse his slumbering heart,
And make him yet put forth his arm to wield
The thunder, while the thunder is his own.
 

8.
 

Then to the garden of the Deity
Ereenia led the maid.
In the mid garden tower’d a giant Tree;
Rock-rooted on a mountain-top, it grew,
Rear’d its unrivall’d head on high,
And stretch’d a thousand branches o’er the sky,
Drinking with all its leaves celestial dew.
Lo! where from thence as from a living well
A thousand torrents flow!
For still in one perpetual shower,
Like diamond drops, etherial waters fell
From every leaf of all its ample bower.
Rolling adown the steep
From that aerial height,
Through the deep shade of aromatic trees,
Half-seen, the cataracts shoot their gleams of light,
And pour upon the breeze
Their thousand voices; far away the roar,
In modulations of delightful sound,
Half-heard and ever varying, floats around.
Below, an ample Lake expanded lies,
Blue as the o’er-arching skies;
Forth issuing from that lovely Lake,
A thousand rivers water Paradise.
Full to the brink, yet never overflowing,
They cool the amorous gales, which, ever blowing,
O’er their melodious surface love to stray;
Then winging back their way,
Their vapours to the parent Tree repay;
And ending thus where they began,
And feeding thus the source from whence they came,
The eternal rivers of the Swerga ran,
For ever renovate, yet still the same.
 

9.
 

On that etherial Lake whose waters lie
Blue and transpicuous, like another sky,
The Elements had rear’d their King’s abode.
A strong controuling power their strife suspended,
And there their hostile essences they blended,
To form a Palace worthy of the God.
Built on the Lake the waters were its floor;
And here its walls were water arch’d with fire,
And here were fire with water vaulted o’er;
And spires and pinnacles of fire
Round watery cupolas aspire,
And domes of rainbow rest on fiery towers;
And roofs of flame are turreted around
With cloud, and shafts of cloud with flame are bound.
Here, too, the Elements for ever veer,
Ranging around with endless interchanging;
Pursued in love, and so in love pursuing,
In endless revolutions here they roll;
For ever their mysterious work renewing,
The parts all shifting, still unchanged the whole.
Even we on earth, at intervals, descry
Gleams of the glory, streaks of flowing light,
Openings of heaven, and streams that flash at night
In fitful splendour, through the northern sky.
 

10.
 

Impatient of delay, Ereenia caught
The Maid aloft, and spread his wings abroad,
And bore her to the presence of the God.
There Indra sate upon his throne reclin’d,
Where Devetas adore him;
The lute of Nared, warbling on the wind,
All tones of magic harmony combin’d
To sooth his troubled mind,
While the dark-eyed Apsaras danced before him.
In vain the God-musician played,
In vain the dark-eyed Nymphs of Heaven essay’d
To charm him with their beauties in the dance;
And when he saw the mortal Maid appear,
Led by the heroic Glendoveer,
A deeper trouble fill’d his countenance.
What hast thou done, Ereenia, said the God,
Bringing a mortal here?
And while he spake his eye was on the Maid.
The look he gave was solemn, not severe;
No hope to Kailyal it convey’d,
And yet it struck no fear;
There was a sad displeasure in his air,
But pity, too, was there.
 

EREENIA.
Hear me, O lndra! On the lower earth
I found this child of man, by what mishap
I know not, lying in the lap of death.
Aloft I bore her to our Father’s grove;
Not having other thought, than when the gales
Of bliss had heal’d her, upon earth again
To leave its lovely daughter. Other thoughts
Arose, when Casyapa declar’d her fate;
For she is one who groans beneath the power
Of the dread Rajah, terrible alike
To men and Gods. His son, dead Arvalan,
Arm’d with a portion, Indra, of thy power
Already wrested from thee, persecutes
The Maid, the helpless one, the innocent.
What then behov’d me but to waft her here
To my own Bower of Bliss? what other choice?
The spirit of foul Arvalan, not yet
Hath power to enter here; here thou art yet
Supreme, and yet the Swerga is thine own.
 

INDRA.
No child of man, Ereenia, in the Bowers
Of Bliss may sojourn, till he hath put off
His mortal part; for on mortality
Time and Infirmity and Death attend,
Close followers they, and in their mournful train
Sorrow and Pain and Mutability:
Did they find entrance here, we should behold
Our joys, like earthly summers, pass away.
Those joys perchance may pass; a stronger hand
May wrest my sceptre, and unparadise
The Swerga;... but, Ereenia, if we fall,
Let it be Fate’s own arm that casts us down,
We will not rashly hasten and provoke
The blow, nor bring ourselves the ruin on.
 

EREENIA,
Fear courts the blow, Fear brings the ruin on.
Needs must the chariot-wheels of Destiny
Crush him who throws himself before their track,
Patient and prostrate.
 

INDRA.
All may yet be well.
Who knows but Veeshnoo will descend, and save,
Once more incarnate?
 

EREENIA;
Look not there for help,
Nor build on unsubstantial hope thy trust!
Our Father Casyapa hath said he turns
His doubtful eyes to Seeva, even as thou
Dost look to him for aid. But thine own strength
Should for thine own salvation be put forth;
Then might the higher powers approving see
And bless the brave resolve... Oh, that my arm
Could wield yon lightnings which play idly there,
In inoffensive radiance, round thy head!
The Swerga should not need a champion now,
Nor Earth implore deliverance still in vain!
 

INDRA.
Thinkest thou I want the will? rash Son of Heaven,
What if my arm be feeble as thine own
Against the dread Kehama? He went on
Conquering in irresistible career,
Till his triumphant car had measur’d o’er
The insufficient earth, and all the kings
Of men received his yoke; then had he won
His will, to ride upon their necks elate,
And crown his conquests with the sacrifice
That should, to men and gods, proclaim him Lord
And Sovereign Master of the vassal World,
Sole Rajah, the Omnipotent below.
The steam of that portentous sacrifice
Arose to Heaven. Then was the hour to strike.
Then in the consummation of his pride,
His height of glory, then the thunder-bolt
Should have gone forth, and hurl’d him from his throne
Down to the fiery floor of Padalon,
To everlasting burnings, agony
Eternal, and remorse which knows no end.
That hour went by: grown impious in success,
By prayer and penances he wrested now
Such power from Fate, that soon, if Seeva turn not
His eyes on earth, and no Avatar save,
Soon will he seize the Swerga for his own,
Roll on through Padalon his chariot wheels,
Tear up the adamantine bolts which lock
The accurst Asuras to its burning floor,
And force the drink of Immortality
From Yamen’s charge...Vain were it now to strive;
My thunder cannot pierce the sphere of power
Wherewith, as with a girdle, he is bound.
 

KAILYAL.
Take me to earth, O gentle Deveta!
Take me again to earth 1 This is no place
Of hope for me!... my Father still must bear
His curse... he shall not bear it all alone;
Take me to earth, that 1 may follow him!...
I  do not fear the Almighty Man! the Gods
Are feeble here; but there are higher powers
Who will not turn their eyes from wrongs like ours;
Take me to earth, O gentle Deveta!...
 

11.
 

Saying thus she knelt, and to his knees she clung,
And bow’d her head, in tears and silence praying.
Rising anon, around his neck she flung
Her arms, and there with folded hands she hung,
And fixing on the guardian Glendoveer
Her eyes, more eloquent than Angel’s tongue,
Again she cried, There is no comfort here!
I must be with my Father in his pain...
Take me to earth, O Deveta, again!
 

12.
 

Indra with admiration heard the maid.
O Child of Earth, he cried,
Already in thy spirit thus divine,
Whatever weal or woe betide,
Be that high sense of duty still thy guide,
And all good Powers will aid a soul like thine.
Then turning to Ereenia, thus he said,
Take her where Ganges hath its second birth,
Below our sphere; and yet above the earth:
There may Ladurlad rest beyond the power
Of the dread Rajah, till the fated hour.
 




VIII. THE SACRIFICE.
 

1.
 

Dost thou tremble, O Indra, O God of the Sky,
Why slumber those thunders of thine
Dost thou tremble on high,...
Wilt thou tamely the Swerga resign,...
Art thou smitten, O Indra, with dread?
Or seest thou not, seest thou not, Monarch divine,
How many a day to Seeva’s shrine
Kehama his victim hath led?
Nine and ninety days are fled,
Nine and ninety steeds have bled;
One more, the rite will be complete,
One victim more, and this the dreadful day!
Then will the impious Rajah seize thy seat,
And wrest the thunder-sceptre from thy sway.
Along the mead the hallowed steed
Yet bends at liberty his way;
At noon his consummating blood will flow.
O day of woe! above, below,
That blood confirms the Almighty Tyrant’s reign!
Thou tremblest, O Indra, O God of the Sky,
Thy thunder is vain!
Thou tremblest on high for thy power!
But where is Veeshnoo at this hour?
But where is Seeva’s eye?
Is the Destroyer blind?
Is the Preserver careless for mankind?
 

2.
 

Along the mead the hallowed Steed
Still wanders wheresoe’er he will,
O’er hill, or dale, or plain;
No human hand hath trick’d that mane
From which he shakes the morning dew;
His mouth has never felt the rein,
His lips have never froth’d the chain;
For pure of blemish and of stain,.
His neck unbroke to mortal yoke,
Like Nature free the Steed must be,
Fit offering for the Immortals he.
A year and day the Steed must stray
Wherever chance may guide his way,
Before he fall at Seeva’s shrine;
The year and day have past away,
Nor touch of man hath marr’d the rite divine.
And now at noon the Steed must bleed;
The perfect rite to-day must force the meed
Which Fate reluctant shudders to bestow;
Then must the Swerga-God
Yield to the Tyrant of the World below;
Then must the Devetas obey
The Rajah’s rod, and groan beneath his hateful sway.
 

3.
 

The Sun rides high; the hour is nigh;
The multitude who long,
Lest aught should mar the rite,
In circle wide on every side,
Have kept the Steed in sight,
Contract their circle now, and drive him on.
Drawn in long files before the Temple-court,
The Rajah’s archers flank an ample space;
Here, moving onward still, they drive him near,
Then, opening, give him way to enter here.
 

4.
 

Behold him, how he starts and flings his head!
On either side in glittering order spread,
The archers ranged in narrowing lines appear;
The multitude behind close up the rear
With moon-like bend, and silently await
The awful end,
The rite that shall from Indra wrest his power.
In front, with far-stretch’d walls, and many a tower
Turret and dome and pinnacle elate,
The huge Pagoda seems to load the land:
And there before the gate
The Bramin band expectant stand,
The axe is ready for Kehama’s hand.
 

5.
 

Hark! at the Golden Palaces
The Bramin strikes the time!
One, two, three, four, a thrice-told chime,
And then again, one, two.
The bowl that in its vessel floats, anew
Must fill and sink again,
Then will the final stroke be due.
The Sun rides high, the noon is nigh,
And silently, as if spell-bound,
The multitude expect the sound.
 

6.
 

Lo! how the Steed, with sudden start,
Turns his quick head to every part;
Long files of men on every side appear.
The sight might well his heart affright.
And yet the silence that is here
Inspires a stranger fear;
For not a murmur, not a sound
Of breath or motion rises round,
No stir is heard in all that mighty crowd;
He neighs, and from the temple -wall
The voice re-echoes loud,
Loud and distinct, as from a hill
Across a lonely vale, when all is still,
Within the temple, on his golden throne
Reclin’d, Kehama lies,
Watching with steady eyes
The perfum’d light that, burning bright,
Metes out the passing hours.
On either hand his eunuchs stand,
Freshening with fans of peacock-plumes the air,
Which, redolent of all rich gums and flowers,
Seems, overcharged with sweets, to stagnate there.
Lo! the time-taper’s flame ascending slow
Creeps up its coil toward the fated line;
Kehama rises and goes forth,
And from the altar, ready where it lies,
He takes the axe of sacrifice.-
 

8.
 

That instant from the crowd, with sudden shout,
A man sprang out
To lay upon the Steed his hand profane.
A thousand archers, with unerring eye,
At once let fly,
And with their hurtling arrows fill the sky.
In vain they fall upon him fast as rain;
He bears a charmed life, which may defy
All weapons,... and the darts that whizz around,
As from an adamantine panoply
Repell’d, fall idly to the ground.
Kehama clasp’d his hands in agony,
And saw him grasp the hallowed courser’s mane,
Spring up with sudden bound,
And with a frantic cry,
And madman’s gesture, gallop round and round.
 

9.
 

They seize, they drag him to the Rajah’s feet.
What doom will now be his,.. what vengeance meet
Will he, who knows no mercy, now require?
The obsequious guards around, with blood-hound eye,
Look for the word, in slow-consuming fire,
By piece-meal death, to make the wretch expire,
Or hoist his living carcase, hook’d on high,
To feed the fowls and insects of the sky;
Or if aught worse inventive cruelty
To that remorseless heart of royalty
Might prompt, accursed instruments they stand
To work the wicked will with wicked hand.
Far other thoughts were in the multitude;
Pity, and human feelings, held them still;
And stifled sighs and groans supprest were there,
And many a secret curse and inward prayer
Call’d on the insulted Gods to save mankind.
Expecting some new crime in fear they stood,
Some horror which would make the natural blood
Start, with cold shudderings thrill the sinking heart,
Whiten the lip, and make the abhorrent eye
Roll back and close, prest in for agony.
 

10.
 

How then fared he for whom the mighty crowd
Suffered in spirit thus,... how then fared he?
A ghastly smile was on his lip, his eye
Glared with a ghastly hope, as he drew nigh,
And cried aloud, Yes, Rajah! it is I!
And wilt thou kill me now? — 
The countenance of the Almighty Man
Fell when he knew Ladurlad, and his brow
Was clouded with despite, as one ashamed.
That wretch again! indignant he exclaim’d,
And smote his forehead, and stood silently
Awhile in wrath: then, with ferocious smile,
And eyes which seem’d to darken his dark cheek,
Let him go free! he cried; he hath his Curse,
And Vengeance upon him can wreak no worse...
But ye who did not seize him... tremble ye!
 

11.
 

He bade the archers pile their weapons there r
No manly courage fill’d the slavish band,
No sweetening vengeance rous’d a brave despair.
He call’d his horsemen then, and gave command
To hem the offenders in, and hew them down.
Ten thousand scymitars at once uprear’d,
Flash up, like waters sparkling to the sun;
A second time the fatal brands appear’d
Lifted aloft,... they glitter’d then no more,
Their light was gone, their splendour quench’d in gore.
At noon the massacre begun,
And night clos’d in before the work of death was done.
 




IX. THE HOME-SCENE.
 

1.
 

The steam of slaughter from that place of blood
Spread o’er the tainted sky.
Vultures, for whom the Rajah’s tyranny
So oft had furnish’d food, from far and nigh
Sped to the lure: aloft with joyful cry,
Wheeling around, they hover’d over head;
Or, on the temple perch’d, with greedy eye,
Impatient watch’d the dead.
Far off the tygers, in the inmost wood,
Heard the death-shriek, and snuff’d the scent of blood.
They rose, and through the covert went their way,
Couch’d at the forest edge, and waited for their prey.
 

2.
 

He who had sought for death went wandering on,
The hope which had inspir’d his heart was gone,
Yet a wild joyance still inflam’d his face,
A smile of vengeance, a triumphant glow.
Where goes he?... Whither should Ladurlad go!
Unwittingly the wretch’s footsteps trace
Their wonted path toward his dwelling-place;
And wandering on, unknowing where,
He starts at finding he is there.
 

3.
 

Behold his lowly home,
By yonder broad-bough’d plane o’ershaded:
There Marriataly’s image stands,
And there the garland twin’d by Kailyal’s hands
Around its brow hath faded.
The Peacocks, at their master’s sight,
Quick from the leafy thatch alight,
And hurry round, and search the ground,
And veer their glancing necks from side to side,
‘ Expecting from his hand
Their daily dole, which erst the maid supplied,
Now all too long denied.
 

4.
 

But as he gaz’d around,
How strange did all accustom’d sights appear!
How differently did each familiar sound
Assail his altered ear!
Here stood the marriage bower,
Rear’d in that happy hour
When he, with festal joy and youthful pride,
Had brought Yedillian home, his beauteous bride.
Leaves not its own, and many a borrowed flower,
Had then bedeck’d it, withering ere the night;
But he who look’d, from that auspicious day,
For years of long delight,
And would not see the marriage-bower decay,
There planted and nurst up, with daily care,
The sweetest herbs that scent the ambient air,
And train’d them round to live and flourish there.
Nor when dread Yamen’s will
Had call’d Yedillian from his arms away,
Ceas’d he to tend the marriage-bower, but still,
Sorrowing, had drest it like a pious rite
Due to the monument of past delight.
 

5.
 

He took his wonted seat before the door,...
Even as of yore,
When he was wont to view, with placid eyes,
His daughter at her evening sacrifice.
Here were the flowers which she so carefully
Did love to rear for Marriataly’s brow;
Neglected now,
Their heavy heads were drooping, over-blown:
All else appeared the same as heretofore,
All... save himself alone; — 
How happy then,... and now a wretch for evermore!
 

6.
 

The market-flag which hoisted high,
From far and nigh,
Above yon cocoa grove is seen,
Hangs motionless amid the sultry sky.
Loud sounds the village-drum: a happy crowd
Is there; Ladurlad hears their distant voices,
But with their joy no more his heart rejoices;
And how their old companion now may fare,
Little they know, and less they care.
The torment he is doom’d to bear.
Was but to them the wonder of a day,
A burthen of sad thoughts soon put away.
 

7.
 

They knew not that the wretched man was near,
And yet it seem’d, to his distemper’d ear,
As if they wrong’d him with their merriment.
Resentfully he turn’d away his eyes,
Yet turn’d them but to find
Sights that enraged his mind
With envious grief more wild and overpowering.
The tank which fed his fields was there, and there
The large-leav’d lotus on the waters flowering.
There, from the intolerable heat,
The buffaloes retreat;
Only their nostrils rais’d to meet the air,
Amid the sheltering element they rest.
Impatient of the sight, he clos’d his eyes,
And bow’d his burning head, and in despair
Calling on Indra,...Thunder-God! he said,
Thou owest to me alone this day thy throne,
Be grateful, and in mercy strike me dead!
 

8.
 

Despair had rous’d him to that hopeless prayer,
Yet thinking on the heavenly Powers, his mind
Drew comfort; and he rose and gather’d flowers,
And twin’d a crown for Marriataly’s brow;
And taking then her wither’d garland down,
Replaced it with the blooming coronal.
Not for myself, the unhappy Father cried,
Not for myself, O mighty one! I pray,
Accursed as I am beyond thy aid!
But, oh! be gracious still to that dear Maid
Who crown’d thee with these garlands day by day,
And danced before thee aye at even-tide
In beauty and in pride.
O Marriataly, wheresoe’er she stray
Forlorn and wretched, still be thou her guide!
 

9.
 

A loud and fiendish laugh replied,
Scoffing his prayer. Aloft, as from the air,
The sound of insult came: he look’d, and there
The visage of dead Arvalan came forth,
Only his face amid the clear blue sky,
With long-drawn lips of insolent mockery,
And eyes whose lurid glare
Was like a sulphur fire,
Mingling with darkness ere its flames expire.
 

10.
 

Ladurlad knew him well: enraged to see
The cause of all his misery,
He stoop’d and lifted from the ground
A stake, whose fatal point was black with blood;
The same wherewith his hand had dealt the wound,
When Arvalan, in hour with evil fraught,
For violation seiz’d the shrieking Maid.
Thus arm’d, in act again to strike he stood,
And twice with inefficient wrath essay’d
To smite the impassive shade.
The lips of scorn their mockery-laugh renew’d,
And Arvalan put forth a hand and caught
The sun-beam, and condensing there its light,
Upon Ladurlad turn’d the burning stream.
Vain cruelty! the stake
Fell in white ashes from his hold, but he
Endur’d no added pain; his agony
Was full, and at the height;
The burning stream of radiance nothing harm’d him:
A fire was in his heart and brain,
And from all other flame
Kehama’s Curse had charm’d him.
 

11.
 

Anon the Spirit wav’d a second hand;
Down rush’d the obedient whirlwind from the sky;
Scoop’d up the sand like smoke, and from on high
Shed the hot shower upon Ladurlad’s head.
Where’er he turns, the accursed Hand is there;
East, West, and North and South, on every side
The Hand accursed waves in air to guide
The dizzying storm; ears, nostrils, eyes and mouth,
It fills and choaks, and, clogging every pore,
Taught him new torments might be yet in store.
Where shall he turn to fly? behold his house
In flames; uprooted lies the marriage-bower,
The Goddess buried by the sandy shower,
Blindly, with staggering step, he reels about,
And still the accursed Hand pursued,
And still the lips of scorn their mockery laugh renew’d.
 

12.
 

What, Arvalan! hast thou so soon forgot
The grasp of Pollear? Wilt thou still defy
The righteous Powers of Heaven? or know’st thou not
That there are yet superior Powers on high,
Son of the Wicked?... Lo, in rapid flight,
Ereenia hastens from the etherial height;
Bright is the sword celestial in his hand,
Like lightning in its path athwart the sky.
He comes and drives, with angel-arm, the blow.
Oft have the Asuras, in the wars of Heaven,
Felt that keen sword by arm angelic driven,
And fled before it from the fields of light.
Thrice through the vulnerable shade
The Glendoveer impels the griding blade.
The wicked Shade flies howling from his foe.
So let that spirit foul
Fly, and for impotence of anger, howl,
Writhing with pain, and o’er his wounds deplore;
Worse punishment hath Arvalan deserv’d,
And righteous Fate hath heavier doom in store.
 

13.
 

Not now the Glendoveer pursued his flight.
He bade the Ship of Heaven alight,
And gently there he laid
The astonished Father by the happy Maid,
The Maid now shedding tears of deep delight.
Beholding all things with incredulous eyes,
Still dizzy with the sand-storm, there he lay,
While sailing up the skies, the living Bark,
Through air and sunshine, held its heavenly way.
 




X. MOUNT MERU.
 

1.
 

Swift through the sky the vessel of the Suras
Sails up the fields of ether like an Angel.
Rich is the freight, O Vessel, that thou bearest!
Beauty and Virtue,
Fatherly cares and filial veneration,
Hearts which are prov’d and strengthen’d by affliction,
Manly resentment, fortitude and action,
Womanly goodness;....
All with which Nature halloweth her daughters,
Tenderness, truth and purity and meekness,
Piety, patience, faith and resignation,
Love and devotement.
Ship of the Gods! how richly art thou laden!
Proud of the charge, thou voyagest rejoicing.
Clouds float around to honour thee, and Evening
Lingers in heaven.
 

2.
 

A Stream descends on Meru mountain;
None hath seen its secret fountain;
It had its birth, so sages say,
Upon the memorable day
When Parvati presumed to lay,
In wanton play,
Her hands, too venturous Goddess in her mirth,
On Seeva’s eyes, the light and life of Earth.
Thereat the heart of the Universe stood still;
The Elements ceas’d their influences; the Hours
Stopt on the eternal round; Motion and Breath,
Time, Change, and Life and Death,
In sudden trance opprest, forgot their powers.
A moment, and the dread eclipse was ended;
But at the thought of Nature thus suspended,
The sweat on Seeva’s forehead stood,
And Ganges thence upon the World descended,
The Holy River, the Redeeming Flood.
 

3.
 

None hath seen its secret fountain;
But on the top of Meru mountain,
Which rises o’er the hills of earth,
In light and clouds it hath its mortal birth.
Earth seems that pinnacle to rear
Sublime above this worldly sphere,
Its cradle, and its altar, and its throne;
And there the new-born River lies
Outspread beneath its native skies,
As if it there would love to dwell
Alone and unapproachable.
Soon flowing forward, and resign’d
To the will of the Creating Mind,
It springs at once, with sudden leap,
Down from the immeasurable steep.
From rock to rock, with shivering force rebounding,
The mighty cataract rushes; Heaven around,
Like thunder, with the incessant roar resounding,
And Meru’s summit shaking with the sound.
Wide spreads the snowy foam, the sparkling spray
Dances aloft; and ever there, at morning,
The earliest sun-beams haste to wing their way,
With rain-bow wreaths the holy flood adorning;
And duly the adoring Moon at night
Sheds her white glory there,
And in the watery air
Suspends her halo-crowns of silver light,
 

4.
 

A mountain-valley in its blessed breast
Receives the stream, which there delights to lie,
Untroubled and at rest,
Beneath the untainted sky.
There in a lovely lake it seems to sleep,
And thence, through many a channel dark and deep,
Their secret way the holy Waters wind,
Till, rising underneath the root
Of the Tree of Life on Himakoot,
Majestic forth they flow to purify mankind.
 

5.
 

Toward this Lake, above the nether sphere,
The living Bark, with angel eye,
Directs its course along the obedient sky.
Kehama hath not yet dominion here;
And till the dreaded hour,
When Indra by the Rajah shall be driven
Dethron’d from Heaven,
Here may Ladurlad rest beyond his power.
The living Bark alights; the Glendoveer
Then lays Ladurlad by the blessed Lake;...
O happy Sire, and yet more happy Daughter!
The etherial gales his agony aslake,
His daughter’s tears are on his cheek,
His hand is in the water;
The innocent man, the man opprest,
Oh joy!... hath found a place of rest
Beyond Kehama’s sway,
His curse extends not here; his pains have past away.
 

6.
 

O happy Sire, and happy Daughter!
Ye on the banks of that celestial water
Your resting place and sanctuary have found.
What! hath not then their mortal taint defil’d
The sacred solitary ground?
Vain thought!... the Holy Valley smil’d
Receiving such a sire and child;
Ganges, who seem’d asleep to lie,
Beheld them with benignant eye,
And rippled round melodiously,
And roll’d her little waves, to meet
And welcome their beloved feet.
The gales of Swerga thither fled,
And heavenly odours there were shed
About, below, and overhead;
And Earth, rejoicing in their tread,
Hath built them up a blooming Bower,
Where every amaranthine flower
Its deathless blossom interweaves
With bright and undecaying leaves.
 

7.
 

Three happy beings are there here,
The Sire, the Maid, the Glendoveer.
A fourth approaches,...who is this
That enters in the Bower of Bliss?
No form so fair might painter find
Among the daughters of mankind;
For death her beauties hath refin’d,
And unto her a form hath given,
Fram’d of the elements of Heaven;
Pure dwelling-place for perfect mind.
She stood and gaz’d on sire and child;
Her tongue not yet had power to speak,
The tears were streaming down her cheek
And when those tears her sight beguil’d,
And still her faultering accents fail’d,
The Spirit, mute and motionless,
Spread out her arms for the caress,
Made still and silent with excess
Of love and painful happiness.
 

8.
 

The Maid that lovely form survey’d;
Wistful she gaz’d, and knew her not;
But Nature to her heart convey’d
A sudden thrill, a startling thought,
A feeling many a year forgot,
Now like a dream anew recurring,
As if again in every vein
Her mother’s milk was stirring.
With straining neck and earnest eye
She stretch’d her hands imploringly,
As if she fain would have her nigh,
Yet fear’d to meet the wish’d embrace,
At once with love and awe opprest,
Not so, Ladurlad; he could trace,
Though brighten’d with angelic grace,
His own Yedillian’s earthly face;
He ran and held her to his breast!
Oh joy above all joys of Heaven,
By Death alone to others given,
This moment hath to him restor’d
The early-lost, the long-deplor’d.
 

9.
 

They sin who tell us love can die.
With life all other passions fly,
All others are but vanity.
In Heaven Ambition cannot dwell,
Nor Avarice in the vaults of Hell;
Earthly these passions of the Earth,
They perish where they have their birth;
But Love is indestructible.
Its holy flame for ever burneth,
From Heaven it came, to Heaven returneth
Too oft on Earth a troubled guest,
At times deceiv’d, at times opprest,
It here is tried and purified,
Then hath in Heaven its perfect rest:
It soweth here with toil and care,
But the harvest-time of Love is there.
Oh! when a Mother meets on high
The Babe she lost in infancy,
Hath she not then, for pains and fears,
The day of woe, the watchful night,
For all her sorrow, all her tears,
An over-payment of delight!
 

10.
 

A blessed family is this
Assembled in the Bower of Bliss!
Strange woe, Ladurlad, hath been thine,
And pangs beyond all human measure,
And thy reward is now divine,
A foretaste of eternal pleasure.
He knew indeed there was a day
When all these joys would pass away,
And he must quit this blest abode;
And, taking up again the spell,
Groan underneath the baleful load,
And wander o’er the world again
Most wretched of the sons of men:
Yet was this brief repose, as when
A traveller in the Arabian sands,
Half-fainting on his sultry road,
Hath reach’d the water-place at last;
And resting there beside the Well,
Thinks of the perils he has past,
And gazes o’er the unbounded plain,
The plain which must be travers’d still,
And drinks,.. yet cannot drink his fill;
Then girds his patient loins again.
So to Ladurlad now was given
New strength, and confidence in Heaven,
And hope, and faith invincible.
For often would Ereenia tell
Of what in elder days befell,
When other Tyrants, in their might,
Usurp’d dominion o’er the earth;
And Veeshnoo took a human birth,
Deliverer of the Sons of men;
And slew the huge Ermaccasen,
And piece-meal rent, with lion force,
Errenen’s accursed corse,
And humbled Baly in his pride
And when the Giant Ravanen
Had borne triumphant, from his side,
Sita, the earth-born God’s beloved bride,
Then, from his island-kingdom, laugh’d to scorn
The insulted husband, and his power defied;
How to revenge the wrong in wrath he hied,
Bridging the sea before his dreadful way,
And met the hundred-headed foe,
And dealt him the unerring blow;
By Brama’s hand the righteous lance was given,
And by that arm immortal driven,
It laid the mighty Tyrant low;
And Earth and Ocean, and high Heaven,
Rejoiced to see his overthrow.
Oh! doubt not thou, Yedillian cried,
Such fate Kehama will betide;
For there are Gods who look below....
Seeva, the Avenger, is not blind,
Nor Veeshnoo careless for mankind.
 

11.
 

Thus was Ladurlad’s soul imbued
With hope and holy fortitude;
And Child and Sire, with pious mind
Alike resolv’d, alike resign’d,
Look’d onward to the evil day:
Faith was their comfort, Faith their stay;
They trusted woe would pass away,
And Tyranny would sink subdued,
And Evil yield to Good.
 

12.
 

Lovely wert thou, O Flower of Earth!
Above all flowers of mortal birth;
But foster’d in this blissful bower
From day to day, and hour to hour,
Lovelier grew the lovely flower,
O blessed, blessed company!
 

When men and heavenly spirits greet,
And they whom Death had severed meet,
And hold again communion sweet;...
O blessed, blessed company!
The Sun, careering round the sky,
Beheld them with rejoicing eye,
And bade his willing Charioteer
Relax their speed as they drew near;
Arounin check’d the rainbow reins,
The seven green coursers shook their manes,
And brighter rays around them threw;
The Car of glory in their view
More radiant, more resplendent grew;
And Surya, through his veil of light,
Beheld the Bower, and blest the sight.
The Lord of Night, as he sail’d by,
Stay’d his pearly boat on high;
And, while around the blissful Bower
He bade the softest moonlight flow,
Lingered to see that earthly flower,
Forgetful of his dragon foe,
Who, mindful of their ancient feud,
With open jaws of rage pursued.
There all good Spirits of the air,
Suras and Devetas repair,
Aloft they love to hover there
And view the flower of mortal birth,
Here, for her innocence and worth,
Transplanted from the fields of earth;...
And him who, on the dreadful day
When Heaven was fill’d with consternation,
And Indra trembled with dismay,
And, for the sounds of joy and mirth,.
Woe was heard and lamentation,
Defied the Rajah in his pride,
Though all in Heaven and Earth beside
Stood mute in dolorous expectation;
And, rushing forward in that hour,
Saved the Swerga from his power.
Grateful for this they hover nigh;
And bless the blessed company.
 

13.
 

One God alone, with wanton eye,
Beheld them in their bower;
O ye, he cried, who have defied
The Rajah, will ye mock my power?
’Twas Camdeo riding on his lory,
’Twas the immortal youth of Love;
If men below and Gods above,
Subject alike, quoth he, have felt these darts,
Shall ye alone, of all in story,
Boast impenetrable hearts?
Hover here, my gentle lory,
Gently hover, while I see
To whom hath Fate decreed the glory,
To the Glendoveer or me.
 

14.
 

Then, in the dewy evening sky,
The bird of gorgeous plumery
Pois’d his wings and hover’d nigh;
It chanced at that delightful hour
Kailyal sate before the Bower,
On the green bank with amaranth sweet,
Where Ganges warbled at her feet.
Ereenia there, before the Maid,
His sails of ocean-blue displayed;
And sportive in her sight,
Mov’d slowly o’er the lake with gliding flight;
Anon, with sudden stroke and strong,
In rapid course careering, swept along;
Now shooting downward from his heavenly height,
Plunged in the deep below,
Then rising, soar’d again,
And shook the sparkling waters off like rain,
And hovering o’er the silver surface hung.
At him young Camdeo bent the bow;
With living bees the bow was strung,
The fatal bow of sugar-cane,
And flowers which would inflame the heart
With their petals barb’d the dart.
 

15.
 

The shaft, unerringly addrest,
Unerring flew, and smote Ereenia’s breast.
Ah, Wanton! cried the Glendoveer,
Go aim at idler hearts,
Thy skill is baffled here!
A deeper love I bear that Maid divine,
Sprung from a higher will,
A holier power than thine!
A second shaft, while thus Ereenia cried,
Had Camdeo aim’d at Kailyal’s side,
But, lo! the Bees which strung his bow
Broke off, and took their flight.
To that sweet Flower of earth they wing their way,
Around her raven tresses play,
And buzz about her with delight,
As if, with that melodious sound,
They strove to pay their willing duty
To mortal purity and beauty.
Ah, Wanton! cried the Glendoveer,
No power hast thou for mischief here!
Chuse thou some idler breast,
For these are proof, by nobler thoughts possest.
Go, to thy plains of Matra go,
And string again thy broken bow!
 

16.
 

Rightly Ereenia spake; and ill had thoughts
Of earthly love beseem’d the sanctuary
Where Kailyal had been wafted, that the Soul
Of her dead mother there might strengthen her,
Feeding her with the milk of heavenly lore;
And influxes of Heaven imbue her heart
With hope and faith, and holy fortitude,
Against the evil day. Here rest a while
In peace, O Father! mark’d for misery
Above all sons of men; O Daughter! doom’d.
For sufferings and for trials above all
Of women;... yet both favour’d, both belov’d
By all good Powers, here rest a while in peace.
 




XI. THE ENCHANTRESS.
 

1.
 

When from the sword, by arm angelic driven,
Foul Arvalan fled howling, wild in pain,
His thin essential spirit, rent and riven
With wounds, united soon and heal’d again;
Backward the accursed turn’d his eye in flight,
Remindful of revengeful thoughts even then,
And saw where, gliding through the evening light,
The Ship of Heaven sail’d upward through the sky,
Then, like a meteor, vanish’d from his sight.
Where should he follow? vainly might he try
To trace through trackless air its rapid course;
Nor dar’d he that angelic arm defy,
Still sore and writhing from its dreaded force.
 

2.
 

Should he the lust of vengeance lay aside?
Too long had Arvalan in ill been train’d;
Nurst up in power and tyranny and pride,
His soul the ignominious thought disdain’d.
Or to his mighty father should he go,
Complaining of defeature twice sustain’d,
And ask new powers to meet the immortal foe?...
Repulse he fear’d not, but he fear’d rebuke,
And sham’d to tell him of his overthrow.
There dwelt a dread Enchantress in a nook
Obscure; old help-mate she to him had been,
Lending her aid in many a secret sin;
And there, for counsel, now his way he took.
 

3.
 

She was a woman whose unlovely youth,
Even like a cankered rose, which none will cull,
Had withered on the stalk; her heart was full
Of passions which had found no natural scope,
Feelings which there had grown but ripened not;
Desires unsatisfied, abortive hope,
Repinings which provoked vindictive thought,
These restless elements for ever wrought,
Fermenting in her with perpetual stir,
And thus her spirit to all evil mov’d;
She hated men because they lov’d not her,
And hated women because they were lov’d.
And thus, in wrath and hatred and despair,
She tempted Hell to tempt her; and resign’d
Her body to the Demons of the Air,
Wicked and wanton fiends who, where they will,
Wander abroad, still seeking to do ill,
And take whatever vacant form they find,
Carcase of man or beast, that life hath left;
Foul instrument for them of fouler mind.
To these the Witch her wretched body gave,
So they would wreak her vengeance, on mankind,,
She thus at once their mistress and their slave;
And they, to do such service nothing loth,
Obeyed her bidding, slaves and masters both.
 

4.
 

So, from this cursed intercourse she caught
Contagious power of mischief, and was taught
Such secrets as are damnable to guess.
Is there a child whose little lovely ways
Might with all hearts,... on whom his parents gaze
Till they shed tears of joy and tenderness?
Oh! hide him from that Witch’s withering sight!
Oh! hide him from the eye of Lorrinite!
Her look hath crippling in it, and her curse
All plagues which on mortality can light;
Death is his doom if she behold,... or worse,...
Diseases loathsome and incurable,
And inward sufferings that no tongue can tell.
Woe was to him, on whom that eye of hate
Was bent; for, certain as the stroke of Fate,
It did its mortal wort; nor human arts
Could save the unhappy wretch, her chosen prey;
For gazing, she consum’d his vital parts,
Eating his very core of life away.
The wine which from yon wounded palm on high
Fills yonder gourd, as slowly it distills,
Grows sour at once if Lorrinite pass by.
The deadliest worm, from which, all creatures fly,
Fled from the deadlier venom of her eye;
The babe unborn, within its mother’s womb,
Started and trembled when the Witch came nigh,
And in the silent chambers of the tomb
Death shuddered her unholy tread to hear,
And, from the dry and mouldering bones, did fear
Force a cold sweat, when Lorrinite was near.
 

5.
 

Power made her haughty: by ambition fir’d,
Ere long to mightier mischiefs she aspir’d.
The Calis, who o’er Cities rule unseen,
Each in her own domain a Demon Queen,
And there ador’d with blood and human life,
They knew her, and in their accurst employ
She stirr’d up neighbouring states to mortal strife.
Sani, the dreadful God, who rides abroad
Upon the King of the Ravens, to destroy
The offending sons of men, when his four hands
Were weary with their toil, would let her do
His work of vengeance upon guilty lands;
And Lorrinite, at his commandment, knew
When the ripe earthquake should be loos’d, and where
To point its course. And in the baneful air
The pregnant seeds of death he bade her strew,
All deadly plagues and pestilence to brew.
The Locusts were her army, and their bands,
Where’er she turn’d her skinny finger, flew;
The floods in ruin roll’d at her commands;
And when, in time of drought, the husbandman
Beheld the gathered rain about to fall,
Her breath would drive it to the desert sands.
While in the marshes parch’d and gaping soil,
The rice-roots by the searching Sun were dried;
And in lean groupes, assembled at the side
Of the empty tank, the cattle dropt and died;
And Famine, at her bidding, wasted wide
The wretched land; till, in the public way,
Promiscuous where the dead and dying lay,
Dogs fed on human bones in the open light of day.
 

6.
 

Her secret cell the accursed Arvalan,
In quest of vengeance, sought, and thus began.
Mighty mother! mother wise!
Revenge me on my enemies.
 

LORRINITE.
Com’st thou, son, for aid to me?
Tell me who have injur’d thee,
Where they are, and who they be;
Of the Earth, or of the Sea,
Or of the aerial company?
Earth, nor Sea, nor Air is free
From the powers who wait on me,
And my tremendous witchery.
 

ARVALAN.
She for whom so ill I sped,
Whom my Father deemeth dead,
Lives, for Marriataly’s aid
From the water sav’d the maid.
In hatred I desire her still,
And in revenge would have my will.
A Deveta with wings of blue,
And sword whose edge even now I rue,
In a Ship of Heaven on high,
Pilots her along the sky.
Where they voyage thou canst tell,
Mistress of the mighty spell.
 

7.
 

At this the Witch, through shrivell’d lips and thin,
Sent forth a sound half-whistle and half-hiss.
Two winged Hands came in,
Armless and bodyless,
Bearing a globe of liquid crystal, set
In frame as diamond bright, yet black as jet.
A thousand eyes were quench’d in endless night,
To form that magic globe; for Lorrinite
Had, from their sockets, drawn the liquid sight,
And kneaded it, with re-creating skill,
Into this organ of her mighty will.
Look in yonder orb, she cried,
Tell me what is there descried.
 

ARVALAN.
A mountain top, in clouds of light
Envelop’d, rises on my sight;
Thence a cataract rushes down,
Hung with many a rainbow crown;
Light and clouds conceal its head,
Below, a silver Lake is spread;
Upon its shores a Bower I see,
Fit home for blessed company.
See they come forward,... one, two, three,...
The last a Maiden,... it is she!
The foremost shakes his wings of blue,
’Tis he whose sword even yet I rue;
And in that other one I know
The visage of my deadliest foe.
Mother, let thy magic might
Arm me for the mortal fight;
Helm and shield and mail afford,
Proof against his dreaded sword.
Then will I invade their seat,
Then shall vengeance be compleat.
 

LORRINITE.
Spirits, who obey my will,
Hear him, and his wish fulfill.
 

8.
 

So spake the mighty one, nor farther spell
Needed, Anon a sound, like smother’d thunder,
Was heard, slow rolling under;
The solid pavement of the cell
Quak’d, heav’d, and cleft asunder,
And, at the feet of Arvalan display’d,
Helmet and mail and shield and scymitar were laid.
 

9.
 

The Asuras, often put to flight,
And scattered in the fields of light,
By their foes’ celestial might,
Forged this enchanted armour for the fight.
‘Mid fires intense did they anneal,
In mountain furnaces, the quivering steel,
Till trembling through each deepening hue,
It settled in a midnight blue;
Last they cast it, to aslake,
In the penal icy lake.
Then, they consign’d it to the Giant brood;
And, while they forged the impenetrable arms,
The Evil Powers, to oversee them, stood,
And there imbued
The work of Giant strength with magic charms.
Foul Arvalan, with joy, survey’d
The crescent sabre’s cloudy blade,
With deeper joy the impervious mail,
The shield and helmet of avail.
Soon did he himself array,
And bade her speed him on his way.
 

10.
 

Then she led him to the den,
Where her chariot, night and day,
Stood harness’d, ready for the way.
Two Dragons, yok’d in adamant, convey
The magic car; from either collar sprung
An adamantine rib, which met in air,
O’er-arch’d, and crost, and bent diverging there,
And firmly in its arc upbore,
Upon their brazen necks, the seat of power.
Arvalan mounts the car, and in his hand
Receives the magic reins from Lorrinite;
The dragons, long obedient to command,
Their ample sails expand;
Like steeds well-broken to fair lady’s hand,
They feel the reins of might,
And up the northern sky begin their flight.
 

11.
 

Son of the Wicked, doth thy soul delight
To think its hour of vengeance now is nigh?
Lo! where the far-off light
Of Indra’s palace flashes on his sight,
And Meru’s heavenly summit shines on high,
With clouds, of glory bright,
Amid the dark-blue sky.
Already, in his hope, doth he espy
Himself secure in mail of tenfold charms,
Ereenia writhing from the magic blade,
The Father sent to bear his Curse,... the Maid
Resisting vainly in his impious arms.
 

12.
 

Ah, Sinner! whose anticipating soul
Incurs the guilt even when the crime is spar’d!
Joyous toward Meru’s summit on he far’d,
While the twin Dragons, rising as he guides.
With steady flight, steer northward for the pole.
Anon, with irresistible controul,
Force mightier far than his arrests their course;
It wrought as though a Power unseen, had caught
Their adamantine yokes to drag them on.
Straight on they bend their way, and now, in vain,
Upward doth Arvalan direct the rein!
The rein of magic might avails no more;
Bootless its strength against that unseen Power
Which, in their mid career,
Hath seiz’d the Chariot and the Charioteer.
With hands resisting, and down-pressing feet
Upon their hold insisting,
He struggles to maintain his difficult seat.
Seeking in vain with that strange Power to vie,
Their doubled speed the affrighted Dragons try.
Forced in a stream from whence was no retreat,
Strong as they are, behold them whirled along,
Headlong, with useless pennons, through the sky.
 

13.
 

What power was that, which, with resistless might
Foil’d the dread magic thus of Lorrinite?
’Twas all-commanding Nature... They were here
Within the sphere of the adamantine rocks
Which gird Mount Meru round, as far below
That heavenly height where Ganges hath its birth
Involv’d in clouds and light,
So far above its roots of ice and snow.
On... on they roll,.. rapt headlong they roll on;...
The lost canoe, less rapidly than this,
Down the precipitous stream is whirl’d along
To the brink of Niagara’s dread abyss.
On.. on.. they roll, and now, with shivering shock,
Are dash’d against the rock that girds the Pole.
Down from his shatter’d mail the unhappy Soul
Is dropt,.. ten thousand thousand fathoms down,...
Till in an ice-rift, ‘mid the eternal snow,
Foul Arvalan is stopt. There let him howl,
Groan there,.. and there, with unavailing moan,
For aid on his Almighty Father call.
All human sounds are lost
Amid those deserts of perpetual frost,
Old Winter’s drear domain,
Beyond the limits of the living World,
Beyond Kehama’s reign.
Of utterance and of motion soon bereft,
Frozen to the ice-rock, there behold him lie,
Only the painful sense of Being left,
A Spirit who must feel, and cannot die,
Bleaching and bare beneath the polar sky.
 




XII. THE SACRIFICE COMPLEATED.
 

O ye who, by the Lake
On Meru Mount, partake
The joys which Heaven hath destin’d for the blest,
Swift, swift, the moments fly,
The silent hours go by,
And ye must leave your dear abode of rest.
O wretched Man, prepare
Again thy Curse to bear!
Prepare, O wretched Maid, for farther woe!
The fatal hour draws near,
When Indra’s heavenly sphere
Must own the Tyrant of the World below.
To-day the hundredth Steed,
At Seeva’s shrine, must bleed,
The dreadful sacrifice is full to-day;
Nor man nor God hath power,
At this momentous hour,
Again to save the Swerga from his sway.
Fresh woes, O Maid divine,
Fresh trials must be thine;
And what must thou, Ladurlad, yet endure!
But let your hearts be strong,
And bear ye bravely on,
For Providence is good, and virtue is secure.
 

2.
 

They, little deeming that the fatal day
Was come, beheld where, through the morning sky,
A Ship of Heaven drew nigh.
Onward they watch it steer its steady flight;
Till, wondering, they espy
Old Casyapa, the Sire of Gods, alight.
But, when Ereenia saw the Sire appear,
At that unwonted and unwelcome sight
His heart receiv’d a sudden shock of fear:
Thy presence doth its doleful tidings tell,
O Father! cried the startled Glendoveer,
The dreadful hour is near! I know it well!
Not for less import would the Sire of Gods
Forsake his ancient and august abodes.
 

3.
 

Even so: serene the immortal Sire replies;
Soon like an earthquake will ye feel the blow
Which consummates the mighty sacrifice:
And this World, and its Heaven, and all therein
Are then Kehama’s. To the second ring
Of these seven Spheres, the Swerga-King,
Even now, prepares for flight,..
Beyond the circle of the conquer’d world,
Beyond the Rajah’s might.
Ocean, that clips this inmost of the Spheres,
And girds it round with everlasting roar,
Set like a gem appears
Within that bending shore.
Thither fly all the Sons of heavenly race:
I, too, forsake mine ancient dwelling-place.
And now, O Child and Father, ye must go,
Take up the burthen of your woe,
And wander once again below.
With patient heart hold onward to the end,...
Be true unto yourselves, and bear in mind
That every God is still the good Man’s friend;
And they, who suffer bravely, save mankind.
 

4.
 

Oh tell me, cried Ereenia, for from thee
Nought can be hidden, when the end will be!
 

5.
 

Seek not to know, old Casyapa replied,
What pleaseth Heaven to hide.
Dark is the abyss of time,
But light enough to guide your steps is given;
Whatever weal or woe betide,
Turn never from the way of truth aside,
And leave the event, in holy hope, to Heaven.
The moment is at hand, no more delay,
Ascend the etherial bark, and go your way;
And Ye, of heavenly nature, follow me.
 

6.
 

The will of Heaven be done, Ladurlad cried,
Nor more the man replied;
But placed his daughter in the etherial Bark,
Then took his seat beside.
There was no word at parting, no adieu.
Down from that empyreal height they flew:
One groan Ladurlad breath’d, yet uttered not,
When, to his heart and brain
The fiery Curse again like lightning shot.
And now on earth the Sire and Child alight,
Up soar’d the Ship of Heaven, and sail’d away from sight,
 

7.
 

O ye immortal Bowers,
Where hitherto the Hours
Have led their dance of happiness for aye,
With what a sense of woe
Do ye expect the blow,
And see your heavenly dwellers driven away!
Lo! where the aunnay-birds of graceful mien,
Whose milk-white forms were seen,
Lovely as Nymphs, your ancient trees between,
And by your silent springs,
With melancholy cry,
Now spread unwilling wings;
Their stately necks reluctant they protend,
And through the sullen sky,
To other worlds, their mournful progress bend.
The affrighted gales to-day
O’er their beloved streams no longer play,
The streams of Paradise have ceas’d to flow;
The Fountain-Tree withholds its diamond shower,
In this portentous hour,..
This dolorous hour,.. this universal woe.
Where is the Palace, whose far-flashing beams,
With streaks and streams of ever-varying light,
Brighten’d the polar night
Around the frozen North’s extremest shore?
Gone like a morning rainbow,.. like a dream...
A star that shoots and falls, and then is seen no more.
 

8.
 

Now! now!... Before the Golden Palaces,
The Bramin strikes the inevitable hour.
The fatal blow is given,
That over Earth and Heaven
Confirms the Almighty Rajah in his power.
All evil Spirits then,
That roam the World about,
Or wander through the sky,
Set up a joyful shout.
The Asuras and the Giants join the cry,
The damn’d in Padalon acclaim
Their hop’d Deliverer’s name;
Heaven trembles with the thunder-drowning sound;
Back starts affrighted Ocean from the shore,
And the adamantine vaults, and brazen floor
Of Hell, are shaken with the roar.
Up rose the Rajah through the conquer’d sky,
To seize the Swerga for his proud abode;
Myriads of evil Genii round him fly,
As royally, on wings of winds, he rode,
And scal’d high Heaven, triumphant like a God.
 




XIII. THE RETREAT.
 

1.
 

AROUND her Father’s neck the Maiden locked
Her arms, when that portentous blow was given:
Clinging to him, she heard the dread uproar,
And felt the shuddering shock which ran through Heaven;
Earth underneath them rocked,
Her strong foundations heaving in commotion,
Such as wild winds upraise in raving Ocean,
As though the solid base were rent asunder.
And lo, where, storming the astonished sky,
Kehama and his evil host ascend!
Before them rolls the thunder;
Ten thousand thousand lightnings round them fly;
Upward the lengthening pageantries aspire,
Leaving from Earth to Heaven a widening wake of fire.
 

2.
 

When the wild uproar was at length allayed,
And Earth, recovering from the shock, was still,
Thus to her Father spake the imploring Maid:
“Oh! by the love which we so long have borne
Each other, and we ne’er shall cease to bear;
Oh! by the sufferings we have shared,
And must not cease to share, 
One boon I supplicate in this dread hour,
One consolation in this hour of woe!
Father, thou hast it in thy power:
Thou wilt not, Father, sure refuse me now
The only comfort my poor heart can know.”
 

3.
 

“O dearest, dearest Kailyal!” with a smile
Of tenderness and anguish, he replied,
“O best beloved, and to be loved the best,
Best worthy! set thy duteous heart at rest.
I know thy wish; and, let what will betide,
Ne’er will I leave thee wilfully again.
My soul is strengthened to endure its pain:
Be thou, in all my wanderings, still my guide;
Be thou, in all my sufferings, at my side.”
 

4.
 

The Maiden, at those welcome words, impressed
A passionate kiss upon her Father’s cheek:
They looked around them then, as if to seek
Where they should turn, — North, South, or East, or West,
Wherever to their vagrant feet seemed best.
But, turning from the view her mournful eyes,
“Oh! whither should we wander?” Kailyal cries,
Or wherefore seek in vain a place of rest?
Have we not here the Earth beneath our tread, Heaven overhead,
A brook that winds through this sequestered glade,
And yonder woods to yield us fruit and shade?
The little all our wants require is nigh;
Hope WE have none: why travel on in fear?
We cannot fly from Fate, and Fate will find us here.”
 

5.
 

’Twas a fair scene wherein they stood,
A green and sunny glade amid the wood.
And in the midst an aged Banian grew.
It was a goodly sight to see
That venerable tree;
For o’er the lawn, irregularly spread,
Fifty straight columns propped its lofty head;
And many a long, depending shoot,
Seeking to strike its root,
Straight, like a plummet, grew towards the ground.
Some on the lower boughs which crossed their way,
Fixing their bearded fibres round and round,
With many a ring and wild contortion wound;
Some to the passing wind, at times, with sway
Of gentle motion swung;
Others, of younger growth, unmoved, were hung
Like stone-drops from the cavern’s fretted height:
Beneath was smooth and fair to sight,
Nor weeds nor briers deformed the natural floor.
And through the leafy cope which bowered it o’er
Came gleams of checkered light.
So like a temple did it seem, that there
A pious heart’s first impulse would be prayer.
 

6.
 

A brook, with easy current, murmured near:
Water so cool and clear
The peasants drink not from the humble well,
Which they, with sacrifice of rural pride,
Have wedded to the cocoa-grove beside;
Nor tanks of costliest masonry dispense
To those in towns who dwell.
The work of Kings, in their beneficence.
Fed by perpetual springs, a small lagoon,
Pellucid, deep, and still, in silence joined,
And swelled the passing stream. Like burnished steel
Glowing, it lay beneath the eye of noon;
And when the breezes, in their play,
Ruffled the darkening surface, then, with gleam
Of sudden light, around the lotus-stem
It rippled; and the sacred flowers, that crown
The lakelet with their roseate beauty, ride,
In easy waving rocked, from side to side;
And, as the wind upheaves
Their broad and buoyant weight, the glossy leaves
Flap on the twinkling waters, up and down.
 

7.
 

They built them here a bower, of jointed cane,
Strong for the needful use; and light and long
Was the slight framework reared, with little pain;
Lithe creepers, then, the wicker sides supply,
And the tall jungle-grass fit roofing gave
Beneath the genial sky.
And here did Kailyal, each returning day,
Pour forth libations from the brook, to pay
The Spirits of her Sires their grateful rite:
In such libations poured in open glades,
Beside clear streams and solitary shades,
The Spirits of the virtuous dead delight.
And duly here, to Marriataly’s praise,
The Maid, as with an angel’s voice of song,
Poured her melodious lays
Upon the gales of even,
And, gliding in religious dance along,
Moved graceful as the dark-eyed Nymphs of Heaven;
Such harmony to all her steps was given.
 

8.
 

Thus ever, in her Father’s doting eye,
Kailyal performed the customary rite:
He, patient of his burning pain the while,
Beheld her, and approved her pious toil;
And sometimes, at the sight,
A melancholy smile
Would gleam upon his awful countenance.
He too, by day and night, and every hour,
Paid to a higher Power his sacrifice;
An offering, not of ghee, or fruit, and rice,
Flower-crown, or blood; but of a heart subdued,
A resolute, unconquered fortitude,
An agony repressed, a will resigned
To her, who, on her secret throne reclined.
Amid the Sea of Milk, by Vishnu’s side,
Looks with an eye of mercy on mankind.
By the Preserver, with his power endued,
There Voomdavee beholds this lower clime,
And marks the silent sufferings of the good,
To recompense them in her own good time.
 

9.
 

Oh force of faith! oh strength of virtuous will!
Behold him in his endless martyrdom,
Triumphant still!
The Curse still burning in his heart and brain;
And yet doth he remain
Patient the while, and tranquil and content!
The pious soul hath framed unto itself
A second nature, to exist in pain
As in its own allotted element.
 

10.
 

Such strength the will revealed had given
This holy pair, such influxes of grace,
That to their solitary resting-place
They brought the peace of Heaven.
Yea, all around was hallowed! Danger, Fear,
Nor thought of evil, ever entered here.
A charm was on the Leopard when he came
Within the circle of that mystic glade:
Submiss he crouched before the heavenly Maid,
And offered to her touch his speckled side;
Or with arched back erect, and bending head,
And eyes half closed for pleasure, would he stand,
Courting the pressure of her gentle hand
 

11.
 

Trampling his path through wood and brake,
And canes which crackling fell before his way,
And tassel-grass, whose silvery feathers play,
O’ertopping the young trees,
On comes the Elephant to slake
His thirst at noon in yon pellucid springs.
Lo! from his trunk upturned, aloft he flings
The grateful shower; and now,
Plucking the broad-leaved bough
Of yonder plane, with wavy motion slow,
Fanning the languid air,
He moves it to and fro.
But, when that form of beauty meets his sight,
The trunk its undulating motion stops,
From his forgetful hold the plane-branch drops;
Reverent he kneels, and lifts his rational eyes
To her as if in prayer;
And, when she pours her angel-voice in song,
Entranced he listens to the thrilling notes,
Till his strong temples, bathed with sudden dews,
Their fragrance of delight and love diffuse.
 

12.
 

Lo! as the voice melodious floats around,
The Antelope draws near;
The Tigress leaves her toothless cubs to hear;
The Snake comes gliding from the secret brake,
Himself in fascination forced along
By that enchanting song;
The antic Monkeys, whose wild gambols late,
When not a breeze waved the tall jungle-grass,
Shook the whole wood, are hushed, and silently
Hang on the clustered tree.
All things in wonder and delight are still;
Only at times the Nightingale is heard;
Not that in emulous skill that sweetest bird
Her rival strain would try,
A mighty songster, with the Maid to vie:
She only bore her part in powerful sympathy.
 

13.
 

Well might they thus adore that heavenly Maid!
For never Nymph of Mountain
Or Grove or Lake or Fountain
With a diviner presence filled the shade.
No idle ornaments deface
Her natural grace;
Musk-spot nor sandal-streak nor scarlet stain,
Eardrop nor chain, nor arm nor ankle-ring,
Nor trinketry on front or neck or breast,
Marring the perfect form: she seemed a thing
Of Heaven’s prime, uncorrupted work, a child
Of early nature undefiled,
A daughter of the years of innocence;
And therefore all things loved her. When she stood
Beside the glassy pool, the fish, that flies
Quick as an arrow from all other eyes,
Hovered to gaze on her; the mother-bird,
When Kailyal’s step she heard,
Sought not to tempt her from her secret nest,
But, hastening to the dear retreat, would fly
To meet and welcome her benignant eye.
 

14.
 

“Hope we have none,” said Kailyal to her Sire.
Said she aright? and had the mortal Maid
No thoughts of heavenly aid,
No secret hopes her inmost heart to move
With longings of such deep and pure desire
As Vestal Maids, whose piety is love,
Feel in their ecstasies, when, rapt above,
Their souls unto their heavenly Spouse aspire?
Why else so often doth that searching eye
Roam through the scope of sky?
Why, if she sees a distant speck on high,
Starts there that quick suffusion to her cheek?
’Tis but the Eagle in his heavenly height:
Reluctant to believe, she hears his cry,
And marks his wheeling flight,
Then pensively averts her mournful sight
Why ever else, at mom, that waking sigh,
Because the lovely form no more is nigh
Which hath been present to her soul all night;
And that injurious fear,
Which, ever as it riseth, is repressed,
Yet riseth still within her troubled breast,
That she no more shall see the Glendoveer?
 

15.
 

“Hath he forgotten me?” The wrongful thought
Would stir within her, and, though still repelled
With shame and self-reproaches, would recur.
Days after days unvarying come and go,
And neither friend nor foe
Approaches them in their sequestered bower.
Maid of strange destiny! but think not thou
Thou art forgotten now,
And hast no cause for further hope or fear:
High-fated Maid, thou dost not know
What eyes watch over thee for weal and woe!
Even at this hour,
Searching the dark decrees divine,
Kehama, in the fulness of his power,
Perceives his thread of fate in twine with thine.
The Glendoveer, from his far sphere,
With love that never sleeps, beholds thee here,
And in the hour permitted will be near.
Dark Lorrinite on thee hath fixed her sight,
And laid her wiles, to aid
Foul Arvalan when he shall next appear:
For well she weened his Spirit would renew
Old vengeance now with unremitting hate;
The Enchantress well that evil nature knew;
The accursed Spirit hath his prey in view;
And thus, while all their separate hopes pursue,
All work, unconsciously, the w ill of Fate.
 

16.
 

Fate worked its own the while. A band
Of Yoguees, as they roam the land,
Seeking a spouse for Jaga-Naut, their God,
Strayed to this solitary glade,
And reached the bower wherein the Maid abode.
Wondering at form so fair, they deemed the Power
Divine had led them to his chosen bride,
And seized and bore her from her Father’s side.
 




XIV. JAGA-NAUT.
 

1.
 

Joy in the City of great Jaga-Naut!
Joy in the seven-headed Idol’s shrine!
A Virgin-bride his ministers have brought,
A mortal Maid, in form and face divine,
Peerless among all daughters of mankind:
Searched they the world again from East to West,
In endless quest,
Seeking the fairest and the best.
No maid so lovely might they hope to find;
For she hath breathed celestial air,
And heavenly food hath been her fare,
And heavenly thoughts and feelings give her face
That heavenly grace.
Joy in the City of great Jaga-Naut!
Joy in the seven-headed Idol’s shrine!
The fairest Maid his Yoguees sought;
A fairer than the fairest have they brought, 
A Maid of charms surpassing human thought,
A Maid divine.
 

2.
 

Now bring ye forth the Chariot of the God!
Bring him abroad,
That through the swarming City he may ride;
And by his side
Place ye the Maid of more than mortal grace,
The Maid of perfect form and heavenly face;
Set her aloft in triumph, like a bride
Upon the Bridal Car,
And spread the joyful tidings wide and far,
Spread it with trump and voice,
That all may hear, and all who hear rejoice,
Great Jaga-Naut hath found his mate! the God
Will ride abroad!
To-night will he go forth from his abode!
Ye myriads who adore him,
Prepare the way before him!
 

3.
 

Upreared on twenty wheels elate,
Huge as a Ship, the Bridal Car appeared:
Loud creak its ponderous wheels, as through the gate
A thousand Bramins drag the enormous load.
There throned aloft in state,
The Image of the seven-headed God
Came forth from his abode; and at his side
Sate Kailyal like a bride.
A bridal statue rather might she seem;
For she regarded all things like a dream,
Having no thought nor fear nor will, nor aught
Save hope and faith, that lived within her still.
 

4.
 

O silent Night! how have they startled thee
With the brazen trumpet’s blare!
And thou, O Moon! whose quiet light serene
Filleth wide heaven, and, bathing hill and wood,
Spreads o’er the peaceful valley like a flood,
How have they dimmed thee with the torches’ glare.
Which round yon moving pageant flame and flare,
As the wild rout, with deafening song and shout,
Fling their long flashes out,
That, like infernal lightnings, fire the air!
 

5.
 

A thousand pilgrims strain
Arm, shoulder, breast, and thigh, with might and main,
To drag that sacred wain,
And scarce can draw along the enormous load.
Prone fall the frantic votaries in its road,
And, calling on the God,
Their self-devoted bodies there they lay
To pave his chariot-way.
On Jaga-Naut they call:
The ponderous Car rolls on, and crushes all.
Through flesh and bones it ploughs its dreadful path.
Groans rise unheard; the dying cry,
And death and agony
Are trodden under foot by yon mad throng,
Who follow close, and thrust the deadly wheels along.
 

6.
 

Pale grows the Maid at this accursed sight:
The yells which round her rise
Have roused her with affright,
And fear hath given to her dilated eyes
A wilder light.
Where shall those eyes be turned? She knows not where!
Downward they dare not look, for there
Is death and horror and despair;
Nor can her patient looks to Heaven repair,
For the huge Idol over her, in air
Spreads his seven hideous heads, and wide
Extends their snaky necks on every side;
And all around, behind, before,
The Bridal Car, is the raging rout,
With frantic shout and deafening roar,
Tossing the torches’ flames about.
And the double double peals of the drum are there,
And the startling burst of the trumpet’s blare;
And the gong, that seems, with its thunders dread,
To astound the living, and waken the dead.
The ear-strings throb as if they were rent,
And the eyelids drop as stunned and spent.
Fain would the Maid have kept them fast;
But open they start at the crack of the blast.
 

7.
 

“Where art thou, Son of Heaven, Ereenia! where,
In this dread hour of horror and despair?”
Thinking on him, she strove her fear to quell:
“If he be near me, then will all be well;
And, if he reck not for my misery,
Let come the worst; it matters not to me.”
Repel that wrongful thought,
O Maid! thou feelest, but believ’st it not;
It is thine own imperfect nature’s fault
That lets one doubt of him arise within.
And this the Virgin knew, and like a sin
Repelled the thought, and still believed him true,
And summoned up her spirit to endure
All forms of fear, in that firm trust secure.
 

8.
 

She needs that faith, she needs that consolation;
For now the Car hath measured back its track
Of death, and hath re-entered now its station.
There, in the Temple-court, with song and dance,
A harlot-band, to meet the Maid, advance.
The drum hath ceased its peals; the trump and gong
Are still; the frantic crowd forbear their yells;
And sweet it was to hear the voice of song,
And the sweet music of their girdle-bells,
Armlets and anklets, that, with cheerful sound,
Symphonious tinkled as they wheeled around.
 

9.
 

They sung a bridal measure,
A song of pleasure,
A hymn of joyance and of gratulation:
“Go, chosen One!” they cried,
“Go, happy bride!
For thee the God descends in expectation!
For thy dear sake
He leaves his Heaven, O Maid of matchless charms
Go, happy One! the bed divine partake,
And fill his longing arms!”
Thus to the inner fane,
With circling dance and hymeneal strain,
The astonished Maid they led,
And there they laid her on the bridal bed.
Then forth they go, and close the Temple-gate,
And leave the wretched Kailyal to her fate.
 

10.
 

‘ Where art thou, Son of Heaven, Ereenia! where?
From the loathed bed she starts, and in the air
Looks up, as if she thought to find him there;
Then, in despair,
Anguish and agony, and hopeless prayer,
Prostrate she laid herself upon the floor.
There, trembling as she lay,
The Bramin of the fane advanced,
And came to seize his prey;
But, as the abominable Priest drew nigh,
A power invisible opposed his way.
Starting, he uttered wildly a death-cry,
And fell. At that the Maid all eagerly
Lifted in hope her head;
She thought her own deliverer had been near;
When, lo! with other life re-animate,
She saw the dead arise;
And, in the fiendish joy within his eyes,
She knew the hateful Spirit who looked through
Their specular orbs: clothed in the flesh of man,
She knew the accursèd Soul of Arvalan.
 

11.
 

“Where art thou, Son of Heaven, Ereenia! where?”
But not in vain, with sudden shriek of fear,
She calls Ereenia now; the Glendoveer
Is here! Upon the guilty sight he burst
Like lightning from a cloud, and caught the accurst,
Bore him to the roof aloft, and on the floor
With vengeance dashed him, quivering there in gore.
Lo! from the pregnant air, heart-withering sight,
There issued forth the dreadful Lorrinite.
“Seize him!” the Enchantress cried:
A host of Demons at her word appear,
And, like tornado-winds, from every side
At once they rush upon the Glendoveer.
Alone against a legion, little here
Avails his single might;
Nor that celestial falchion, which in fight
So oft had put the rebel race to flight.
There are no Gods on earth to give him aid:
Hemmed round, he is overpowered, beat down, and bound,
And at the feet of Lorrinite is laid.
 

12.
 

Meantime the scattered members of the slain,
Obedient to her mighty voice, assumed
Their vital form again;
And that foul Spirit, upon vengeance bent,
Fled to the fleshly tenement.
“Lo! here,” quoth Lorrinite, “ thou seest thy foe!
Him in the Ancient Sepulchres, below
The billows of the Ocean, will I lay:
Gods are there none to help him now, and there
For Man there is no way.
To that dread scene of durance and despair,
Azuras, bear your enemy! I go
To chain him in the Tombs. Meantime, do thou.
Freed from thy foe, and now secure from fear,
Son of Kehama! take thy pleasure here.”
 

13.
 

Her words the accursèd race obeyed:
Forth with a sound like rushing winds they fled;
And, of all aid from Earth or Heaven bereft,
Alone with Arvalan the Maid was left.
But, in that hour of agony, the Maid
Deserted not herself: her very dread
Had calmed her; and her heart
Knew the whole horror, and its only part.
“Yamen, receive me undefiled!” she said, 
And seized a torch, and fired the bridal bed.
Up ran the rapid flames; on every side
They find their fuel wheresoe’er they spread,
Thin hangings, fragrant gums, and odorous wood,
That piled like sacrificial altars stood.
Around they run, and upward they aspire;
And, lo! the huge Pagoda lined with fire!
 

14.
 

The wicked Soul, who had assumed again
A form of sensible flesh for his foul will,
Still bent on base revenge, and baffled still.
Felt that corporeal shape alike to pain
Obnoxious as to pleasure: forth he flew,
Howling and scorched by the devouring flame;
Accursed Spirit! still condemned to rue,
The act of sin and punishment the same.
Freed from his loathsome touch, a natural dread
Came on the self-devoted; and she drew
Back from the flames which now toward her spread,
And, like a living monster, seemed to dart
Their hungry tongues toward their shrinking prey.
Soon she subdued her heart:
“O Father!” she exclaimed, “there was no way
But this! and thou, Ereenia! who for me
Sufferest, my soul shall bear thee company.”
 

15.
 

So having said, she knit
Her body up to work her soul’s desire,
And rush at once among the thickest fire.
A sudden cry withheld her: “Kailyal, stay!
Child! daughter! I am here!” the voice exclaims;
And from the gate, unharmed, through smoke and flames,
Like as a God, Ladurlad made his way,
Wrapped his preserving arms around, and bore
His Child, uninjured, o’er the burning floor.
 




XV. THE CITY OF BALY.
 

1.
 

KAILYAL.
Ereenia!
 

LADURLAD.
Nay, let no reproachful thought
Wrong his heroic heart! The Evil Powers
Have the dominion o’er this wretched World,
And no good Spirit now can venture here.
 

KAILYAL.
Alas, my Father! he hath ventured here,
And saved me from one horror. But the Powers
Of Evil beat him down, and bore away
To some dread scene of durance and despair;
The Ancient Tombs, methought their mistress said,
Beneath the ocean waves: no way for Man
Is there; and Gods, she boasted, there are none
On Earth to help him now.
 

LADURLAD.
Is that her boast?
And hath she laid him in the Ancient Tombs,
Relying that the Waves will guard him there?
Short-sighted are the eyes of Wickedness,
And all its craft but folly. O my child!
The Curses of the Wicked are upon me;
And the immortal Deities, who see
And suffer all things for their own wise end,
Have made them blessings to us!
 

KAILYAL.
Then thou knowest
Where they have borne him?
 

LADURLAD.
To the Sepulchres
Of the Ancient Kings, which Baly, in his power
Made in primeval times, and built above them
A City, like the Cities of the Gods,
Being like a God himself. For many an age
Hath Ocean warred against his Palaces,
Till, overwhelmed, they lie beneath the waves,
Not overthrown, so well the awful Chief
Had laid their deep foundations. Rightly said
The Accursed, that no way for Man was there;
But not like Man am I!
 

2.
 

Up from the ground the Maid exultant sprung,
And clapped her happy hands in attitude
Of thanks to Heaven, and flung
Her arms around her Father’s neck, and stood
Struggling awhile for utterance, with excess
Of hope and pious thankfulness.
“Come, come!” she cried. “Oh, let us not delay
He is in torments there! — away! away!”
 

3.
 

Long time they travelled on; at dawn of day
Still setting forward with the earliest light,
Nor ceasing from their way
Till darkness closed the night.
Short refuge from the noontide heat,
Reluctantly compelled, the Maiden took,
And ill her indefatigable feet
Could that brief respite brook.
Hope kept her up, and her intense desire
Supports that heart which ne’er at danger quails,
Those feet which never tire,
That frame which never fails.
 

4.
 

Their talk was of the City of the days
Of old, Earth’s wonder once, and of the fame
Of Baly, its great founder, — he whose name,
In ancient story and in poet’s praise,
Liveth and flourisheth for endless glory,
Because his might
Put down the wrong, and aye upheld the right;
Till for ambition, as old sages tell.
At length the universal Monarch fell:
For he, too, having made the World his own,
Then in his pride, had driven
The Devetas from Heaven,
And seized triumphantly the Swerga throne.
The Incarnate came before the Mighty One
In dwarfish stature, and in mien obscure:
The sacred cord he bore,
And asked, for Brama’s sake, a little boon,
Three steps of Baly’s ample reign, — no more.
Poor was the boon required, and poor was he
Who begged, — a little wretch it seemed to be.
But Baly ne’er refused a suppliant’s prayer:
He on the Dwarf cast down
A glance of pity in contemptuous mood,
And bade him take the boon,
And measure where he would.
 

5.
 

“Lo, Son of giant birth,
I take my grant!” the Incarnate Power replies.
With his first step he measured o’er the Earth;
The second spanned the skies.
“Three paces thou hast granted;
Twice have I set my footstep,” Vishnu cries;
“Where shall the third be planted?”
 

6.
 

Then Baly knew the God; and at his feet,
In homage due, he laid his humbled head.
“Mighty art thou, O Lord of Earth and Heaven!
Mighty art thou!” he said;
“Be merciful, and let me be forgiven.”
He asked for mercy of the Merciful,
And mercy for his virtue’s sake was shown.
For though he was cast down to Padalon,
Yet there, by Yamen’s throne,
Doth Baly sit in majesty and might,
To judge the dead, and sentence them aright.
And, forasmuch as he was still the friend
Of righteousness, it is permitted him,
Yearly, from those drear regions to ascend,
And walk the Earth, that he may hear his name
Still hymned and honored by the grateful voice
Of human-kind, and in his fame rejoice.
 

7.
 

Such was the talk they held upon their way,
Of him to whose old City they were bound;
And now, upon their journey, many a day
Had risen and closed, and many a week gone round,
And many a realm and region had they passed,
When now the Ancient Towers appeared at last
 

8.
 

Their golden summits, in the noonday light,
Shone o’er the dark-green deep that rolled between;
For domes and pinnacles and spires were seen
Peering above the sea, — a mournful sight!
Well might the sad beholder ween from thence
What works of wonder the devouring wave
Had swallowed there, when monuments so brave
Bore record of their old magnificence.
And on the sandy shore, beside the verge
Of Ocean, here and there, a rock-hewn fane
Resisted in its strength the surf and surge
That on their deep foundation? beat in vain.
In solitude the Ancient Temples stood,
Once resonant with instrument and song,
And solemn dance of festive multitude;
Now, as the weary ages pass along,
Hearing no voice save of the Ocean flood,
Which roars for ever on the restless shores;
Or, visiting their solitary caves,
The lonely sound of winds, that moan around
Accordant to the mclancholy waves.
 

9.
 

With reverence did the travellers see
The works of ancient days, and silently
Approach the shore. Now on the yellow sand,
Where round their feet the rising surges part,
They stand. Ladurlad’s heart
Exulted in his wondrous destiny.
To Heaven he raised his hand
In attitude of stern, heroic pride:
“Oh, what a power,” he cried,
“Thou dreadful Rajah, doth thy Curse impart!
IV. — thank thee now!” Then turning to the Maid,
“Thou seest how far and wide
Yon Towers extend,” he said:
“My search must needs be long. Meantime, the flood
Will cast thee up thy food;
And in the Chambers of the Rock, by night,
Take thou thy safe abode.
No prowling beast, to harm thee or affright,
Can enter there: but wrap thyself with care
From the foul Birds obscene that thirst for blood;
For in such caverns doth the Bat delight
To have its haunts. Do thou, with stone and shout,
Ere thou liest down at evening, scare them out,
And in this robe of mine involve thy feet.
Duly commend us both to Heaven in prayer;
Be of good heart, and may thy sleep be sweet!”
 

10.
 

So saying, he put back his arm, and gave
The cloth which girt his loins, and pressed her hand
With fervent love, then from the sand
Advanced into the sea: the coming Wave,
Which knew Kehama’s Curse, before his way
Started, and on he went as on dry land;
And still around his path the waters parted.
She stands upon the shore where seaweeds play,
Lashing her polished ankles; and the spray
Which off her Father, like a rainbow, fled,
Falls on her like a shower: there Kailyal stands,
And sees the billows rise above his head.
She, at the startling sight, forgot the power
The Curse had given him, and held forth her hands
Imploringly: her voice was on the wind.
And the deaf Ocean o’er Ladurlad closed.
Soon she recalled his destiny to mind,
And, shaking off that natural fear, composed
Her soul with prayer, to wait the event resigned.
 

11.
 

Alone, upon the solitary strand,
The lovely one is left: behold her go,
Pacing with patient footsteps, to and fro,
Along the bending sand!
Save her, ye Gods! from Evil Powers, and here
From man she need not fear:
For never Traveller comes near
These awful ruins of the days of yore;
Nor fisher’s bark, nor venturous mariner,
Approach the sacred shore.
All day she walked the beach; at night she sought
The Chamber of the Rock, with stone and shout
Assailed the Bats obscene, and scared them out;
Then in her Father’s robe involved her feet,
And wrapped her mantle round to guard her head,
And laid her down. The rock was Kailyal’s bed;
Her chamber-lamps were in the starry sky;
The winds and waters were her lullaby.
 

12.
 

“Be of good heart, and may thy sleep be sweet!”
Ladurlad said. Alas! that cannot be
To one whose days are days of misery.
How often did she stretch her hands to greet
Ereenia, rescued in the dreams of night I
How oft, amid the vision of delight,
Fear in her heart all is not as it seems!
Then from unsettled slumber start, and hear
The Winds that moan above, the Waves below!
Thou hast been called, O Sleep! the friend of Woe;
But ’tis the happy who have called thee so.
 

13.
 

Another day, another night, are gone;
A second passes, and a third wanes on.
So long she paced the shore,
So often on the beach she took her stand,
That the wild Sea-Birds knew her, and no more
Fled when she passed beside them on the strand.
Bright shine the golden summits in the light
Of the noon-sun, and lovelier far by night
Their moonlight glories o’er the sea they shed.
Fair is the dark-green deep; by night and day,
Unvexed with storms, the peaceful billows play,
As when they closed upon Ladurlad’s head;
The firmament above is bright and clear;
The sea-fowl, lords of water, air, and land,
Joyous alike upon the wing appear,
Or when they ride the waves or walk the sand;
Beauty and light and joy are everywhere;
There is no sadness and no sorrow here,
Save what that single human breast contains,
But, oh! what hopes and fears and pains are there!
 

14.
 

Seven miserable days the expectant Maid,
From earliest dawn till evening, watched the shore.
Hope left her then; and in her heart she said,
Never should she behold her Father more.
 




XVI. THE ANCIENT SEPULCHRES.
 

1.
 

WHEN the broad Ocean on Ladurlad’s head
Had closed, and arched him o’er,
With steady tread he held his way
Adown the sloping shore.
The dark-green waves with emerald hue?
Imbue the beams of day;
And on the wrinkled sand below,
Rolling their mazy network to and fro,
Light shadows shift and play.
The hungry Shark, at scent of prey,
Toward Ladurlad darted;
Beholding then that human form erect,
How like a God the depths he trod,
Appalled the monster started,
And in his fear departed.
Onward Ladurlad went with heart elate,
And now hath reached the Ancient City’s gate.
 

2.
 

Wondering he stood awhile to gaze
Upon the works of elder days.
The brazen portals open stood,
Even as the fearful multitude
Had left them, when they fled
Before the rising flood.
High overhead, sublime,
The mighty gateway’s storied roof was spread,
Dwarfing the puny piles of younger time.
With the deeds of days of yore
That ample roof was sculptured o’er;
And many a godlike form there met his eye,
And many an emblem dark of mystery.
Through these wide portals oft had Baly rode
Triumphant from his proud abode,
When, in his greatness, he bestrode
The Aullay, hugest of four-footed kind,
The Aullay-Horse, that in his force,
With elephantine trunk, could bind
And lift the elephant, and on the wind
Whirl him away with sway and swing,
Even like a pebble from the practised sling.
 

3.
 

Those streets which never, since the days of yore,
By human footstep had been visited,
Those streets which never more
A human foot shall tread,
Ladurlad trod. In sunlight and sea-green,
The thousand Palaces were seen
Of that proud City, whose superb abodes
Seemed reared by Giants for the immortal Gods.
How silent and how beautiful they stand,
Like things of Nature! the eternal rocks
Themselves not firmer. Neither hath the sand
Drifted within their gates and choked their doors,
Nor slime defiled their pavements and their floors.
Did, then, the Ocean wage
His war for love and envy, not in rage,
O  thou fair City! that he spared thee thus?
Art thou Varounin’s capital and court,
Where all the Sea-Gods for delight resort,
A place too godlike to be held by us,
The poor, degenerate children of the Earth?
So thought Ladurlad, as he looked around,
Weening to hear the sound
Of Mermaid’s shell, and song
Of choral throng from some imperial hall,
Wherein the Immortal Powers, at festival,
Their high carousals keep.
But all is silence dread,
Silence profound and dead,
The everlasting stillness of the Deep.
 

4.
 

Through many a solitary street,
And silent market-place and lonely square,
Armed with the mighty Curse, behold him fare!
And now his feet attain that royal fane
Where Baly held of old his awful reign.
What once had been the Gardens spread around,
Fair Gardens, once which wore perpetual green,
Where all sweet flowers through all the year were found,
And all fair fruits were through all seasons seen
A place of Paradise, where each device
Of emulous Art with Nature strove to vie;
And Nature, on her part,
Called forth new powers wherewith to vanquish Art
The Swerga-God himself, with envious eye,
Surveyed those peerless gardens in their prime;
Nor ever did the Lord of Light,
Who circles Earth and Heaven upon his way,
Behold from eldest time a goodlier sight
Than were the groves which Baly, in his might,
Made for his chosen place of solace and delight.
 

5.
 

It was a Garden still beyond all price;
Even yet it was a place of Paradise:
For where the mighty Ocean could not spare,
There had he, with his own creation,
Sought to repair his work of devastation.
And here were coral bowers,
And grots of madrepores,
And banks of sponge, as soft and fair to eye
As ere was mossy bed
Whereon the Wood-Nymphs lie
With languid limbs, in summer’s sultry hours.
Here, too, were living flowers,
Which, like a bud compacted,
Their purple cups contracted,
And now, in open blossom spread,
Stretched like green anthers many a seeking head.
And arborets of jointed stone were there,
And plants of fibres fine as silkworm’s thread;
Yea, beautiful as Mermaid’s golden hair
Upon the waves dispread.
Others that, like the broad banana growing,
Raised their long, wrinkled leaves of purple hue,
Like streamers wide outflowing.
And, whatsoe’er the depths of Ocean hide
From human eyes, Ladurlad there espied,
Trees of the deep, and shrubs and fruits and flowers
As fair as ours,
Wherewith the Sea-Nymphs love their locks to braid,
When to their father’s hall, at festival
Repairing, they, in emulous array,
Their charms display
To grace the banquet and the solemn day
 

6.
 

The golden fountains had not ceased to flow;
And, where they mingled with the briny Sea,
There was a sight of wonder and delight
To see the fish, like birds in air,
Above Ladurlad flying.
Round those strange waters they repair,
Their scarlet fins outspread and plying;
They float with gentle hovering there;
And now upon those little wings,
As if to dare forbidden things,
With wilful purpose bent,
Swift as an arrow from a bow,
They shoot across, and to and fro,
In rapid glance, like lightning go
Through that unwonted element
 

7.
 

Almost, in scenes so wondrous fair,
Ladurlad had forgot
The mighty cause which led him there:
His busy eye was everywhere;
His mind had lost all thought;
His heart, surrendered to the joys
Of sight, was happy as a boy’s.
But soon the awakening thought recurs
Of him who in the Sepulchres,
Hopeless of human aid, in chains is laid;
And her who, on the solitary shore,
By night and day, her weary watch will keep,
Till she shall see them issuing from the deep.
 

8.
 

Now hath Ladurlad reached the Court
Of the great Palace of the King: its floor
Was of the marble rock; and there, before
The imperial door,
A mighty Image on the steps was seen,
Of stature huge, of countenance serene.
A crown and sceptre at his feet were laid;
One hand a scroll displayed;
The other pointed there, that all might see:
“My name is Death,” it said;
“In mercy have the Gods appointed me.”
Two brazen gates beneath him, night and day,
Stood open; and within them you behold
Descending steps, which in the living stone
Were hewn, a spacious way
Down to the Chambers of the Kings of old.
 

9.
 

Trembling with hope, the adventurous man descended.
The sea-green light of day
Not far along the vault extended;
But, where the slant reflection ended,
Another light was seen,
Of red and fiery hue,
That with the water blended,
And gave the secrets of the Tombs to view
 

10.
 

Deep in the marble rock, the Hall
Of Death was hollowed out, — a chamber wide,
Low-roofed, and long: on either side,
Each in his own alcove and on his throne,
The Kings of old were seated; in his hand
Each held the sceptre of command,
From whence, across that scene of endless night,
A carbuncle diffused its everlasting light.
 

11.
 

So well had the embalmers done their part
With spice and precious unguents to imbue
The perfect corpse, that each had still the hue
Of living man; and every limb was still
Supple and firm and full as when of yore
Its motion answered to the moving will.
The robes of royalty, which once they wore,
Long since had mouldered off, and left them bare:
Naked upon their thrones behold them there,
Statues of actual flesh, — a fearful sight!
Their large and rayless eyes,
Dimly reflecting to that gem-born light,
Glazed, fixed, and meaningless, — yet, open wide,
Their ghastly balls belied
The mockery of life in all beside.
 

12.
 

But if, amid these chambers drear,
Death were a sight of shuddering and of fear,
Life was a thing of stranger horror here.
For at the farther end, in yon alcove,
Where Baly should have lain, had he obeyed
Man’s common lot, behold Ereenia laid!
Strong fetters link him to the rock: his eye
Now rolls and widens, as with effort vain
He strives to break the chain,
Now seems to brood upon his misery.
Before him couched there lay
One of the mighty monsters of the deep,
Whom Lorrinite, encountering on the way,
There stationed, his perpetual guard to keep:
In the sport of wanton power, she charmed him there
As if to mock the Glendoveer’s despair.
 

13.
 

Upward his form was human, save that here
The skin was covered o’er with scale on scale
Compact, a panoply of natural mail;
His mouth, from ear to ear,
Weaponed with triple teeth, extended wide,
And tusks on either side;
A double snake below, he rolled
His supple length behind in many a sinuous fold.
 

14.
 

With red and kindling eye, the Beast beholds
A living man draw nigh,
And, rising on his folds,
In hungry joy awaits the expected feast,
His mouth half open, and his teeth unsheathed.
Then on he sprung, and in his scaly arms
Seized him, and fastened on his neck, to suck,
With greedy lips, the warm life-blood; and sure,
But for the mighty power of magic charms,
As easily as in the blithesome hour
Of spring a child doth crop the meadow-flower,
Piecemeal those claws
Had rent their victim, and those armed jaws
Snapped him in twain. Naked Ladurlad stood,
Yet fearless and unharmed in this dread strife,
So well Kehama’s Curse had charmed his fated life.
 

15.
 

He, too, — for anger, rising at the sight
Of him he sought, in such strange thrall confined.
With desperate courage fired Ladurlad’s mind,
He, too, unto the fight himself addressed;
And, grappling breast to breast,
With foot firm-planted stands,
And seized the monster’s throat with both his hands.
Vainly, with throttling grasp, he pressed
The impenetrable scales;
And, lo! the Guard rose up, and round his foe,
With gliding motion, wreathed his lengthening coils,
Then tightened all their folds with stress and strain.
Nought would the raging Tiger’s strength avail,
If once involved within those mighty toils;
The armed Rhinoceros, so clasped, in vain
Had trusted to his hide of rugged mail,
His bones all broken, and the breath of life
Crushed from the lungs, in that unequal strife.
Again, and yet again, he sought to break
The impassive limbs; but, when the Monster found
His utmost power was vain,
A moment he relaxed in every round,
Then knit his coils again with closer strain,
And, bearing forward, forced him to the ground.
 

16.
 

Ereenia groaned in anguish at the sight
Of this dread fight: once more the Glendoveer
Essayed to break his bonds; and fear
For that brave father, who had sought him here,
Stung him to wilder strugglings. From the rock
He raised himself half up, with might and main
Plucked at the adamantine chain,
And now, with long and unrelaxing strain,
In obstinate effort of indignant strength,
Labored and strove in vain;
Till his immortal sinews failed at length;
And yielding, with an inward groan, to fate,
Despairingly, he let himself again
Fall prostrate on his prison-bed of stone,
Body and chain alike with lifeless weight.
 

17.
 

Struggling they lay in mortal fray
All day, while day was in our upper sphere;
For light of day
And natural darkness never entered here;
All night, with unabated might,
They waged the unremitting fight.
A second day, a second night,
With furious will they wrestled still.
The third came on, the fourth is gone;
Another comes, another goes;
And yet no respite, no repose!
But day and night, and night and day,
Involved in mortal strife they lay;
Six days and nights have passed away,
And still they wage, with mutual rage,
The unremitting fray.
With mutual rage their war they wage,
But not with mutual will;
For, when the seventh morning came,
The Monster’s worn and wearied frame
In this strange contest fails;
And weaker, weaker, every hour,
He yields beneath strong Nature’s power;
For now the Curse prevails.
 

18.
 

Sometimes the Beast sprung up to bear
His foe aloft, and, trusting there
To shake him from his hold,
Relaxed the rings that wreathed him round
But on his throat Ladurlad hung,
And weighed him to the ground;
And if they sink, or if they float,
Alike with stubborn clasp he clung,
Tenacious of his grasp:
For well he knew with what a power,
Exempt from Nature’s laws,
The Curse had armed him for this hour:
And in the Monster’s gasping jaws,
And in his hollow eye,
Well could Ladurlad now descry
The certain signs of victory.
 

19.
 

And now the Beast no more can keep
His painful watch; his eyes, oppressed,
Are fainting for their natural sleep;
His living flesh and blood must rest;
The Beast must sleep or die.
Then he, full faint and languidly,
Unwreathes his rings, and strives to fly;
And, still retreating, slowly trails
His stiff and heavy length of scales.
But that unweariable foe,
With will relentless, follows still;
No breathing-time, no pause of fight,
He gives, but presses on his flight:
Along the vaulted chambers, and the ascent
Up to the emerald-tinted light of day,
He harasses his way,
Till lifeless, underneath his grasp,
The huge Sea-Monster lay.
 

20.
 

“That obstinate work is done!” Ladurlad cried
“One labor yet remains!”
And thoughtfully he eyed
Ereenia’s ponderous chains;
And with faint effort, half despairing, tried
The rivets deep in-driven. Instinctively,
As if in search of aid, he looked around:
Oh, then how gladly, in the near alcove,
Fallen on the ground its lifeless Lord beside,
The crescent cimeter he spied,
Whose cloudy blade, with potent spells imbued,
Had lain so many an age unhurt in solitude!
 

21.
 

Joyfully springing there,
He seized the weapon, and with eager stroke
Hewed at the chain: the force was dealt in vain;
For not as if through yielding air
Passed the descending cimeter:
Its deadened way the heavy water broke;
Yet it bit deep. Again, with both his hands,
He wields the blade, and dealt a surer blow.
The baser metal yields
To that fine edge; and, lo! the Glendoveer
Elises, and snaps the half-severed links, and stands
Freed from his broken bands.
 




XVII. BALY.
 

1.
 

This is the appointed night,
The night of joy and consecrated mirth,
When from his judgment-seat in Padalon,
By Yamen’s throne,
Baly goes forth, that he may walk the Earth
Unseen, and hear his name
Still hymned and honored by the grateful voice
Of human-kind, and in his fame rejoice.
Therefore, from door to door, and street to street,
With willing feet,
Shaking their firebrands, the glad children run:
“Baly! great Baly!” they acclaim;
Where’er they run, they bear the mighty name;
Where’er they meet,
“Baly! great Baly!” still their choral tongues repeat.
Therefore at every door the votive flame
Through pendent lanterns sheds its painted light;
And rockets, hissing upward through the sky.
Fall like a shower of stars
From Heaven’s black canopy.
Therefore, on yonder mountain’s templed height,
The brazen caldron blazes through the night.
Huge as a Ship that travels the main sea
Is that capacious brass; its wick as tall
As is the mast of some great admiral.
Ten thousand votaries bring
Camphor and ghee to feed the sacred flame;
And while, through regions round, the nations see
Its fiery pillar curling high in heaven,
“Baly! great Baly!” they exclaim;
“For ever hallowed be his blessed name!
Honor and praise to him for evermore be given!”
 

2.
 

Why art not thou among the festive throng,
Baly, O righteous Judge! to hear thy fame?
Still, as of yore, with pageantry and song,
The glowing streets along,
They celebrate thy name;
“Baly! great Baly!” still
The grateful habitants of Earth acclaim;
“Baly! great Baly!” still
The ringing walls and echoing towers proclaim.
From yonder mountain the portentous flame
Still blazes to the nations as before;
All things appear to human eyes the same,
As perfect, as of yore;
To human eyes, — but how unlike to thine!
Thine, which were wont to see
The Company divine,
That with their presence came to honor thee!
For all the blessed ones of mortal birth
Who have been clothed with immortality,
From the eight corners of the Earth,
From the Seven Worlds assembling, all
Wont to attend thy solemn festival.
Then did thine eyes behold
The wide air peopled with that glorious train;
Now mayst thou seek the blessed ones in vain,
For Earth and Air are now beneath the Rajah’s reign.
 

3.
 

Therefore the righteous Judge hath walked the Earth
In sorrow and in solitude to-night.
The sound of human mirth
To him is no delight:
He turns away from that ungrateful sight,
Hallowed not now by visitants divine;
And there he bends his melancholy way,
Where, in yon full-orbed Moon’s refulgent light,
The Golden Towers of his old City shine
Above the silver sea. The ancient Chief
There bent his way in grief,
As if sad thoughts indulged would work their own relief.
 

4.
 

There he beholds, upon the sand,
A lovely Maiden in the moonlight stand.
The land-breeze lifts her locks of jet;
The waves around her polished ankles play;
Her bosom with the salt sea-spray is wet;
Her arms are crossed, unconsciously, to fold
That bosom from the cold;
While, statue-like, she seems her watch to keep,
Gazing intently on the restless deep.
 

5.
 

Seven miserable days had Kailyal there,
From earliest dawn till evening, watched the deep;
Six nights, within the Chamber of the Rock,
Had laid her down, and found in prayer
That comfort which she sought in vain from sleep.
But, when the seventh night came,
Never should she behold her father more,
The wretched Maiden said, in her despair;
Yet would not quit the shore,
Nor turn her eyes one moment from the sea:
Never before
Had Kailyal watched it so impatiently;
Never so eagerly had hoped before,
As now, when she believed, and said, all hope was o’er.
 

6.
 

Beholding her, how beautiful she stood,
In that wild solitude,
Baly from his invisibility
Had issued then, to know her cause of woe;
But that, in the air beside her, he espied
Two Powers of Evil for her hurt allied,
Foul Arvalan and dreadful Lorrinite.
Walking in darkness, him they could not see;
And, marking with what demon-like delight
They kept their innocent prey in sight,
He waits, expecting what the end may be.
 

7.
 

She starts; for, lo! where, floating many a rood,
A Monster, hugest of the Ocean brood,
Weltering and lifeless, drifts toward the shore.
Backward she starts in fear before the flood;
And, when the waves retreat,
They leave their hideous burden at her feet.
 

8.
 

She ventures to approach with timid tread;
She starts, and half draws back in fear,
Then stops, and stretches out her head
To see if that huge Beast indeed be dead.
Now, growing bold, the Maid advances near,
Even to the margin of the ocean-flood.
Rightly she reads her Father’s victory,
And lifts her joyous hands exultingly
To Heaven, in gratitude;
Then spreading them toward the Sea,
While pious tears bedim her streaming eyes,
“Come! come! my Father, come to me!
Ereenia, come!” she cries:
Lo! from the opening deep they rise,
And to Ladurlad’s arms the happy Kailyal flies.
 

9.
 

She turned from him, to meet, with beating heart
The Glendoveer’s embrace.
“Now turn to me, for mine thou art!”
Foul Arvalan exclaimed: his loathsome face
Came forth, and from the air,
In fleshly form, he burst.
Always in horror and despair
Had Kailyal seen the form and face accurst;
But yet so sharp a pang had ne’er
Shot with a thrill like death through all her frame,
As now when on her hour of joy the Spectre came.
 

10.
 

Vain is resistance now:
The fiendish laugh of Lorrinite is heard;
And, at her dreadful word,
The Asuras once again appear,
And seize Ladurlad and the Glendoveer.
 

11.
 

“Hold your accursed hands!”
A voice exclaimed, whose dread commands
Were feared through all the vaults of Padalon;
And there among them, in the midnight air,
The presence of the mighty Baly shone.
He, making manifest his mightiness,
Put forth on every side an hundred arms,
And seized the Sorceress: maugre all her charms,
Her and her fiendish ministers he caught
With force as uncontrollable as fate;
And that unhappy Soul, to whom
The Almighty Rajah’s power availeth not
Living to avert, nor dead to mitigate,
His righteous doom.
 

12.
 

“Help, help, Kehama! Father, help!” he cried;
But Baly tarried not to abide
That mightier Power: with irresistible feet
He stamped and cleft the Earth; it opened wide.
And gave him way to his own Judgment-seat.
Down, like a plummet, to the World below
He sunk, and bore his prey
To punishment deserved, and endless woe.
 




XVIII. KEHAMA’S DESCENT.
 

1.
 

Tne Earth, by Baly’s feet divided,
Closed o’er his way as to the Judgment-seat
He plunged, and bore his prey.
Scarce had the shock subsided,
When, darting from the Swerga’s heavenly heights,
Kehama, like a thunder-bolt, alights.
In wrath he came: a bickering flame
Flashed from his eyes, which made the moonlight dim;
And passion forcing way from every limb,
Like furnace-smoke, with terrors wrapt him round.
Furious he smote the ground;
Earth trembled underneath the dreadful stroke,
Again in sunder riven;
He hurled in rage his whirling weapon down.
But, lo! the fiery sheckra to his feet
Returned, as if by equal force redriven;
And from the abyss the voice of Baly came:
“Not yet, O Rajah! hast thou won
The realms of Padalon!
Earth and the Swerga are thine own;
But, till Kehama shall subdue the throne
Of Hell, in torments Yamen holds his son.”
 

2.
 

“Fool that he is! — in torments let him lie!”
Kehama, wrathful at his son, replied.
“But what am I,
That thou shouldst brave me?” kindling in his
pride,
The dreadful Rajah cried.
“Ho! Yamen! hear me. God of Padalon!
Prepare thy throne,
And let the Amreeta cup
Be ready for my lips, when I anon
Triumphantly shall take my seat thereon,
And plant upon thy neck my royal feet.”
 

3.
 

In voice like thunder thus the Rajah cried,
Impending o’er the abyss, with menacing hand
Put forth, as in the action of command,
And eyes that darted their red anger down.
Then, drawing back, he let the earth subside.
And, as his wrath relaxed, surveyed,
Thoughtfully and silently, the mortal Maid.
Her eye the while was on the farthest sky,
Where up the ethereal height
Ereenia rose, and passed away from sight.
Never had she so joyfully
Beheld the coming of the Glendoveer,
Dear as he was and he deserved to be,
As now she saw him rise and disappear.
Come nOW what will,” within her heart said she;
“For thou art safe, and what have I to fear?”
 

4.
 

Meantime the Almighty Rajah, late
In power and majesty and wrath arrayed,
Had laid his terrors by,
And gazed upon the Maid.
Pride could not quit his eye,
Nor that remorseless nature from his front
Depart; yet whose had beheld him then
Had felt some admiration mixed with dread,
And might have said,
That sure he seemed to be the King of Men!
Less than the greatest that he could not be,
Who carried in his port such might and majesty.
 

5.
 

In fear no longer for the Glendoveer,
Now towards the Rajah Kailyal turned her eyes,
As if to ask what doom awaited her.
But then surprise,
Even as with fascination, held them there;
So strange a thing it seemed to see the change
Of purport in that all-commanding brow,
Which thoughtfully was bent upon her now.
Wondering she gazed, the while her Father’s eye
Was fixed upon Kehama haughtily:
It spake defiance to him, high disdain,
Stern patience unsubduable by pain,
And pride triumphant over agony.
 

6.
 

“Ladurlad,” said the Rajah, “thou and I
Alike have done the work of Destiny,
Unknowing each to what the impulse tended;
But now that over Earth and Heaven my reign
Is stablished, and the ways of Fate are plain
Before me, here our enmity is ended:
II — take away thy Curse.” As thus he said,
The fire which in Ladurlad’s heart and brain
Was burning, fled, and left him free from pain.
So rapidly his torments were departed,
That at the sudden ease he started
As with a shock; and to his head
His hands upfled,
As if he felt through every failing limb
The power and sense of life forsaking him-
 

7.
 

Then, turning to the Maid, the Rajah cried,
“O Virgin! above all of mortal birth
Favored alike in beauty and in worth,
And in the glories of thy destiny,
Now let thy happy heart exult with pride;
For Fate hath chosen thee
To be Kehama’s bride,
To be the Queen of Heaven and Earth,
And of whatever Worlds beside
Infinity may hide; for I can see
The writing which, at thy nativity,
All-knowing Nature wrought upon thy brain,
In branching veins, which to the gifted eye
Map out the mazes of futurity.
There is it written, Maid, that thou and I,
Alone of human-kind a deathless pair,
Are doomed to share
The Amreeta-drink divine
Of immortality. Come, Maiden mine!
High-fated One, ascend the subject sky,
And by Kehama’s side
Sit on the Swerga throne, his equal bride.”
 

8.
 

“Oh! never, never, Father!” Kailyal cried:
“It is not as he saith; it cannot be! — 
I — ! — I his bride!
Nature is never false; he wrongeth her!
My heart belies such lines of destiny:
There is no other true interpreter!”
 

9.
 

At that reply, Kehama’s darkening brow
Bewrayed the anger which he yet suppressed:
“Counsel thy daughter! tell her thou art now
Free from thy Curse,” he said; “and bid her bow
In thankfulness to Fate’s benign behest
Bid her her stubborn will restrain,
For Destiny at last must be obeyed;
And tell her, while obedience is delayed,
Thy Curse will burn again.”
 

10.
 

“She needeth not my counsel,” he replied;
“And idly, Rajah, dost thou reason thus
Of Destiny! for though all other things
Were subject to the starry influencings,
And bowed submissive to thy tyranny,
The virtuous heart and resolute mind are free.
Thus in their wisdom did the Gods decree,
When they created man. Let come what will,
This is our rock of strength: in every ill,
Sorrow, oppression, pain, and agony,
The spirit of the good is unsubdued,
And, suffer as they may, they triumph still.”
 

11.
 

“Obstinate fools!” exclaimed the Mighty One,
“Fate and my pleasure must be done.
And ye resist in vain!
Take your fit guerdon till we meet again!”
So saying, his vindictive hand he flung
Towards them, filled with curses; then on high
Aloft he sprung, and vanished through the Sky.
 




XIX. MOUNT CALASAY.
 

1.
 

THE Rajah, scattering curses as he rose,
Soared to the Swerga, and resumed his throne.
Not for his own redoubled agony,
Which now through heart and brain,
With renovated pain,
Rushed to its seat, Ladurlad breathes that groan.
That groan is for his child; he groaned to see
That she was stricken now with leprosy,
Which, as the enemy vindictive fled,
O’er all her frame with quick contagion spread.
She, wondering at events so passing strange,
And filled with hope and fear,
And joy to see the Tyrant disappear,
And glad expectance of her Glendoveer,
Perceived not in herself the hideous change.
His burning pain, she thought, had forced the groan
Her father breathed; his agonies alone
Were present to her mind: she clasped his knees,
Wept for his Curse, and did not feel her own.
 

2.
 

Nor, when she saw her plague, did her good heart,
True to itself, even for a moment fail.
“Ha, Rajah!” with disdainful smile she cries,
“Mighty and wise and wicked as thou art,
Still thy blind vengeance acts a friendly part
Shall I not thank thee for this scurf and scale
Of dire deformity, whose loathsomeness,
Surer than panoply of strongest mail,
Arms me against all foes? Oh, better so,
Better such foul disgrace,
Than that this innocent face
Should tempt thy wooing! That I need not dread:
Nor ever impious foe
Will offer outrage now, nor further woe
Will beauty draw on my unhappy head;
Safe through the unholy world may Kailyal go.”
 

3.
 

Her face, in virtuous pride,
Was lifted to the skies,
As him and his poor vengeance she defied;
But earthward, when she ceased, she turned her eyes,
As if she sought to hide
The tear which in her own despite would rise.
Did then the thought of her own Glendoveer
Call forth that natural tear?
Was it a woman’s fear,
A thought of earthly love, which troubled her?
Like yon thin cloud amid the moonlight sky,
That flits before the wind,
And leaves no trace behind,
The womanly pang passed over Kailyal’s mind.
“This is a loathsome sight to human eve!”
Half shrinking at herself, the Maiden thought;
“Will it be so to him? Oh, surely not!
The immortal Powers, who see
Through the poor wrappings of mortality,
Behold the soul, the beautiful soul, within,
Exempt from age and wasting maladies,
And undeformed, while pure and free from sin.
This is a loathsome sight to human eyes,
But not to eyes divine;
Ereenia, Son of Heaven, oh, not to thine!”
 

4.
 

The wrongful thought of fear, the womanly pain,
Had passed away; her heart was calm again.
She raised her head, expecting now to see
The Glendoveer appear:
“Where hath he fled,” quoth she,
“That he should tarry now?” Oh! had she known
Whither the adventurous Son of Heaven was flown,
Strong as her spirit was, it had not borne
The appalling thought, nor dared to hope for his return.
 

5.
 

For he in search of Siva’s throne was gone,
To tell his tale of wrong;
In search of Siva’s own abode,
The Glendoveer began his heavenly road.
Oh wild emprise! above the farthest skies
He hoped to rise!
Him who is throned beyond the reach of thought,
The Alone, the Inaccessible, he sought.
Oh wild emprise! for when, in days of yore,
For proud pre-eminence of power,
Brama and Vishnu, wild with rage, contended,
And Siva, in his might,
Their dread contention ended,
Before their sight
In form a fiery column did he tower,
Whose head above the highest height extended,
Whose base below the deepest depth descended.
Downward, its depth to sound,
Vishnu a thousand years explored
The fathomless profound,
And yet no base he found:
Upward to reach its head,
Ten myriad years the aspiring Brama soared;
And still, as up he fled,
Above him still the Immeasurable spread.
The rivals owned their Lord,
And trembled and adored.
How shall the Glendoveer attain
What Brama and what Vishnu sought in vain?
 

6.
 

Ne’er did such thought of lofty daring enter
Celestial Spirit’s mind. Oh wild adventure
That throne to find! for he must leave behind
This World, that in the centre,
Within its salt-sea girdle, lies confined;
Yea, the Seven Earths, that, each with its own ocean,
Ring clasping ring, compose the mighty round.
What power of motion
In less than endless years shall bear him there,
Along the limitless extent,
To the utmost bound of the remotest sphere?
What strength of wing
Suffice to pierce the Golden Firmament
That closes all within?
Yet he hath passed the measureless extent,
And pierced the Golden Firmament;
For Faith hath given him power, and Space and Time
Vanish before that energy sublime.
Nor doth eternal Night
And outer Darkness check his resolute flight:
By strong desire through all he makes his way,
Till Siva’s Seat appears, — behold Mount Calasay!
 

7.
 

Behold the Silver Mountain! Round about
Seven ladders stand, so high, the aching eye,
Seeking their tops in vain amid the sky,
Might deem they led from earth to highest Heaven
Ages would pass away,
And worlds with age decay,
Ere one whose patient feet, from ring to ring,
Must win their upward way,
Could reach the summit of Mount Calasay.
But that strong power that nerved his wing,
That all-surmounting will,
Intensity of faith and holiest love,
Sustained Ereenia still;
And he hath gained the plain, the sanctuary above
 

8.
 

Lo, there the Silver Bell,
That, self-sustained, hangs buoyant in the air!
Lo, the broad Table there, too bright
For mortal sight,
From whose four sides the bordering gems unite
Their harmonizing rays
In one mid fount of many-colored light!
The stream of splendor, flashing as it flows,
Plays round and feeds the stem of yon celestial Rose!
Where is the Sage whose wisdom can declare
The hidden things of that mysterious flower,
That flower which serves all mysteries to bear?
The sacred Triangle is there,
Holding the Emblem which no tongue may tell:
Is this the Heaven of Heavens, where Siva’s self doth dwell?
 

9.
 

Here first the Glendoveer
Felt his wing flag, and paused upon his flight.
Was it that fear came over him, when here
He saw the imagined throne appear?
Not so; for his immortal sight
Endured the Table’s light:
Distinctly he beheld all things around;
And doubt and wonder rose within his mind
That this was all he found.
Howbeit he lifted up his voice, and spake:
“There is oppression in the World below;
Earth groans beneath the yoke; yea, in her woe,
She asks if the Avenger’s eye is blind.
Awake, O Lord, awake!
Too long thy vengeance sleepeth. Holiest One!
Put thou thy terrors on for mercy’s sake,
And strike the blow, in justice to mankind!”
 

10.
 

So, as he prayed, intenser faith he felt:
His spirit seemed to melt
With ardent yearnings of increasing love.
Upward he turned his eyes,
As if there should be something yet above:
“Let me not, Siva, seek in vain!” he cries.
“Thou art not here; for how should these contain thee?
Thou art not here; for how should I sustain thee?
But thou, where’er thou art,
Canst hear the voice of prayer,
Canst read the righteous heart.
Thy dwelling who can tell?
Or who, O Lord, hath seen thy secret throne?
But thou art not alone,
Not unapproachable!
O  all-containing Mind,
Thou who art everywhere,
Whom all who seek shall find,
Hear me, O Siva! hear the suppliant’s prayer!”
 

11.
 

So saying, up he sprung,
And struck the Bell, which self-suspended hung
Before the mystic Rose.
From side to side the silver tongue
Melodious swung, and far and wide
Soul-thrilling tones of heavenly music rung.
Abashed, confounded,
It left the Glendoveer; yea, all astounded
In overpowering fear and deep dismay:
For, when that Bell had sounded,
The Rose, with all the mysteries it surrounded,
The Bell, the Table, and Mount Calasay,
The holy Hill itself, with all thereon,
Even as a morning dream before the day
Dissolves away, they faded, and were gone.
 

12.
 

Where shall he rest his wing? where turn for flight?
For all around is Light,
Primal, essential, all-pervading Light!
Heart cannot think, nor tongue declare,
Nor eyes of Angel bear,
That Glory unimaginably bright;
The Sun himself had seemed
A speck of darkness there,
Amid that Light of Light!
 

13.
 

Down fell the Glendoveer;
Down through all regions, to our mundane sphere,
He fell: but in his ear
A Voice, which from within him came, was heard,
The indubitable word
Of Him to whom all secret things are known:
“Go, ye who suffer, go to Yamen’s throne;
He hath the remedy for every woe;
He setteth right whate’er is wrong below.”
 




XX. THE EMBARKATION.
 

1.
 

DOWN from the Heaven of Heavens Ereenia fell
Precipitate, yet imperceptible
His fall: nor had he cause nor thought of fear:
And when he came within this mundane sphere,
And felt that Earth was near,
The Glendoveer his azure wings expanded,
And, sloping down the sky
Toward the spot from whence he sprung on high,
There on the shore he landed.
 

2.
 

Kailyal advanced to meet him,
Not moving now as she was wont to greet him,
Joy in her eye and in her eager pace:
With a calm smile of melancholy pride
She met him now; and, turning half aside,
Her warning hand repelled the dear embrace.
 

3.
 

“Strange things, Ereenia, have befallen us here,”
The Virgin said: “the Almighty Man hath read
The lines which, traced by Nature on my brain,
There to the gifted eye
Make all my fortunes plain,
Mapping the mazes of futurity.
He sued for peace; for it is written there,
That I with him the Amreeta cup must share:
Wherefore he bade me come, and by his side
Sit on the Swerga-throne, his equal bride.
I need not tell thee what reply was given:
My heart, the sure interpreter of Heaven,
His impious words belied.
Thou seest his poor revenge!” So having said,
One look she glanced upon her leprous stain
Indignantly, and shook
Her head in calm disdain.
 

4.
 

“O Maid of soul divine!
O  more than ever dear,
And more than ever mine!”
Replied the Glendoveer:
“He hath not read, be sure, the mystic ways
Of Fate; almighty as he is, that maze
Hath mocked his fallible sight
Said he the Amreeta cup? So far aright
The Evil One may see; for Fate displays
Her hidden things in part, and part conceals,
Baffling the wicked eye
Alike with what she hides, and what reveals,
When with unholy purpose it would pry
Into the secrets of futurity.
So may it be permitted him to see
Dimly the inscrutable decree;
For to the World below,
Where Yamen guards the Amreeta, we must go:
Thus Siva hath expressed his will; even he,
The Holiest, hath ordained it: there, he saith,
All wrongs shall be redressed
By Yamen, by the righteous Power of Death.”
 

5.
 

Forthwith the Father and the fated Maid,
And that heroic Spirit who for them
Such flight had late essayed,
The will of Heaven obeyed:
They went their way along the road
That leads to Yamen’s dread abode.
 

6.
 

Many a day hath passed away
Since they began their arduous way,
Their way of toil and pain;
And now their weary feet attain
The Earth’s remotest bound,
Where outer Ocean girds it round.
But not like other Oceans this;
Rather it seemed a drear abyss,
Upon whose brink they stood.
Oh scene of fear! the travellers hear
The raging of the flood;
They hear how fearfully it roars:
But clouds of darker shade than night,
For ever hovering round those shores,
Hide all things from their sight;
The Sun upon that darkness pours
His unavailing light;
Nor ever Moon nor Stars display,
Through the thick shade, one guiding ray
To show the perils of the way.
 

7.
 

There, in a creek, a vessel lay:
Just on the confines of the day,
It rode at anchor in its bay,
These venturous pilgrims to convey
Across that outer Sea.
Strange vessel, sure, it seemed to be,
And all unfit for such wild sea!
For through its yawning side the wave
Was oozing in; the mast was frail,
And old and torn its only sail.
How may that crazy vessel brave
The billows that in wild commotion
For ever roar and rave?
How hope to cross the dreadful Ocean
O’er which eternal shadows dwell,
Whose secrets none return to tell?
 

8.
 

Well might the travellers fear to enter!
But, summoned once on that adventure,
For them was no retreat.
Nor boots it with reluctant feet
To linger on the strand:
“Aboard! aboard!”
An awful Voice, that left no choice,
Sent forth its stem command:
“Aboard! aboard!”
The travellers hear that voice in fear,
And breathe to Heaven an inward prayer,
And take their seats in silence there.
 

9.
 

Self-hoisted then, behold the sail
Expands itself before the gale!
Hands, which they cannot see, let slip
The cable of that fated Ship;
The land-breeze sends her on her way;
And, lo! they leave the living light of day!
 




XXI. THE WORLD’S END.
 

1.
 

SWIFT as an arrow in its flight,
The Ship shot through the incumbent night;
And they have left behind
The raging billows and the roaring wind,
The storm, the darkness, and all mortal fears;
And, lo! another light
To guide their way appears,
The light of other spheres.
 

2.
 

That instant from Ladurlad’s heart and brain
The Curse was gone; he feels again
Fresh as in youth’s fair morning, and the Maid
Hath lost her leprous stain.
“The Tyrant, then, hath no dominion here!”
Starting, she cried: “oh, happy, happy hour!
We are beyond his power!”
Then, raising to the Glendoveer,
With heavenly beauty bright, her angel face,
Turned not reluctant now, and met his dear embrace.
 

3.
 

Swift glides the Ship with gentle motion
Across that calm and quiet ocean,
That glassy sea, which seemed to be
The mirror of tranquillity.
Their pleasant passage soon was o’er;
The Ship hath reached its destined shore,
A level belt of ice, which bound,
As with an adamantine mound,
The waters of the sleeping Ocean round.
Strange forms were on the strand,
Of earth-born spirits slain before their time,
Who, wandering over sea and sky and land,
Had so fulfilled their term, and now were met
Upon this icy belt, a motley band,
Waiting their summons at the appointed hour,
When each before the Judgment-seat must stand,
And hear his doom from Baly’s righteous power.
 

4.
 

Foul with habitual crimes, a hideous crew
Were there, the race of rapine and of blood,
Now, having overpassed the mortal flood,
Their own deformity they knew,
And knew the meed that to their deeds was due
Therefore in fear and agony they stood,
Expecting when the Evil Messenger
Among them should appear. But with their fear
A hope was mingled now:
O’er the dark shade of guilt a deeper hue
It threw, and gave a fiercer character
To the wild eye and lip and sinful brow.
They hoped that soon Kehama would subdue
The inexorable God, and seize his throne,
Reduce the infernal World to his command,
And, with his irresistible right hand,
Redeem them from the vaults of Padalon.
 

5.
 

Apart from these, a milder company,
The victims of offences not their own,
Looked when the appointed Messenger should come;
Gathered together some, and some alone,
Brooding in silence on their future doom;
Widows whom, to their husbands’ funeral fire,
Force or strong error led, to share the pyre,
As to their everlasting marriage-bed;
And babes, by sin unstained,
Whom erring parents vowed
To Ganges, and the holy stream profaned
With that strange sacrifice, rite unordained
By Law, by sacred Nature unallowed;
Others, more hapless in their destiny,
Scarce having first inhaled their vital breath,
Whose cradles from some tree
Unnatural hands suspended,
Then left till gentle Death,
Coming like Sleep, their feeble moanings ended;
Or for his prey the ravenous Kite descended;
Or, marching like an army from their caves,
The Pismires blackened o’er, then, bleached and bare,
Left their unhardened bones to fall asunder there.
 

6.
 

Innocent Souls! thus set so early free
From sin and sorrow and mortality,
Their spotless spirits all-creating Love
Received into its universal breast.
Yon blue serene above
Was their domain; clouds pillowed them to rest;
The Elements on them like nurses tended,
And with their growth ethereal substance blended.
Less pure than these is that strange Indian bird,
Who never dips in earthly streams her bill,
But, when the sound of coming showers is heard,
Looks up, and from the clouds receives her fill.
Less pure the footless fowl of Heaven, that never
Rest upon earth, but, on the wing for ever
Hovering o’er flowers, their fragrant food inhale,
Drink the descending dew upon its way,
And sleep aloft while floating on the gale.
 

7.
 

And thus these innocents, in yonder sky,
Grow and are strengthened, while the allotted years
Perform their course; then hitherward they fly,
Being free from moral taint, so free from fears,
A joyous band, expecting soon to soar
To Indra’s happy spheres,
And mingle with the blessèd company
Of heavenly spirits there for evermore.
 

8.
 

A Gulf profound surrounded
This icy belt; the opposite side
With highest rocks was bounded;
But where their heads they hide,
Or where their base is founded,
None could espy. Above all reach of sight
They rose; the second Earth was on their height;
Their feet were fixed in everlasting night.
 

9.
 

So deep the Gulf, no eye
Could plumb its dark profundity;
Yet all its depth must try; for this the road
To Padalon, and Yamen’s dread abode.
And, from below, continually
Ministrant Demons rose, and caught
The Souls whose hour was come;
Then, with their burden fraught,
Plunged down, and bore them to receive their doom
 

10.
 

Then might be seen who went in hope, and who
Trembled to meet the meed
Of many a foul misdeed, as wild they threw
Their arms retorted from the Demons’ grasp,
And looked around, all eagerly, to seek
For help, where help was none; and strove for aid
To clasp the nearest shade;
Yea, with imploring looks and horrent shriek,
Even from one Demon to another bending,
With hands extending,
Their mercy they essayed.
Still from the verge they strain,
And from the dreadful Gulf avert their eyes,
In vain: down plunge the Demons; and their cries
Feebly, as down they sink, from that profound arise.
 

11.
 

What heart of living man could, undisturbed,
Bear sight so sad as this? What wonder there
If Kailyal’s lip were blanched with inmost dread?
The chill which from that icy belt
Struck through her was less keen than what she felt
With her heart’s blood through every limb dispread.
Close to the Glendoveer she clung;
And, clasping round his neck her trembling hands,
She closed her eyes, and there in silence hung.
 

12.
 

Then to Ladurlad said the Glendoveer,
“These Demons whom thou seest, the ministers
Of Yamen, wonder to behold us here;
But for the dead they come, and not for us:
Therefore, albeit they gaze upon thee thus,
Have thou no fear.
A little while thou must be left alone,
Till I have borne thy daughter down,
And placed her safely by the throne
Of him who keeps the Gate of Padalon.”
 

13.
 

Then, taking Kailyal in his arms, he said,
“Be of good heart, Beloved! it is I
Who bear thee.” Saying this, his wings he spread,
Sprung upward in the sky, and poised his flight;
Then plunged into the Gulf, and sought the World of Night.
 




XXII. THE GATE OF PADALON.
 

1.
 

THE strong foundations of this inmost Earth
Rest upon Padalon. That icy Mound,
Which girt the mortal Ocean round,
Reached the profound,
Ice in the regions of the upper air,
Crystal midway, and adamant below,
Whose strength sufficed to bear
The weight of all this upper World of ours,
And with its rampart closed the Realm of Woe
Eight gates hath Padalon; eight heavenly Powers
Have them in charge, each always at his post,
Lest from their penal caves the accursed host,
Maugre the might of Baly and the God,
Should break, and carry ruin all abroad.
 

2.
 

Those gates stand ever open, night and day;
And Souls of mortal men
For ever throng the way.
Some from the dolorous den,
Children of sin and wrath, return no more:
They, fit companions of the Spirits accurst,
Are doomed, like them in baths of fire immersed,
Or weltering upon beds of molten ore,
Or, stretched upon the brazen floor,
Are fastened down with adamantine chains;
While, on their substance inconsumable,
Leeches of fire for ever hang and pull,
And worms of fire for ever gnaw their food,
That, still renewed,
Freshens for ever their perpetual pains.
 

3.
 

Others there were whom Baly’s voice condemned,
By long and painful penance, to atone
Their fleshly deeds. Them, from the Judgment throne,
Dread Azyoruca, where she sate involved
In darkness as a tent, received, and dealt
To each the measure of his punishment;
Till, in the central springs of fire, the Will
Impure is purged away; and the freed soul.
Thus fitted to receive a second birth,
Embodied once again, revisits Earth.
 

4.
 

But they whom Baly’s righteous voice absolved,
And Yamen, viewing with benignant eye,
Dismissed to seek their heritage on high,
How joyfully they leave this gloomy bourn,
The dread sojourn
Of Guilt and twin-born Punishment and Woe,
And wild Remorse, here linked with worse Despair!
They to the eastern Gate rejoicing go:
The Ship of Heaven awaits their coming there;
And on they sail, greeting the blessed light
Through realms of upper air,
Bound for the Swerga once; but now no more
Their voyage rests upon that happy shore,
Since Indra, by the dreadful Rajah’s might
Compelled, hath taken flight:
On to the second World their way they wend,
And there, in trembling hope, await the doubtful end.
 

5.
 

For still in them doth hope predominate,
Faith’s precious privilege, when higher Powers
Give way to fear in these portentous hours.
Behold the Wardens eight!
Each silent at his gate
Expectant stands: they turn their anxious eyes
Within, and, listening to the dizzy din
Of mutinous uproar, each in all his hands
Holds all his weapons, ready for the fight.
For, hark! what clamorous cries
Upon Kehama, for deliverance, call!
“Come, Rajah!” they exclaim; “too long we groan
In torments. Come, Deliverer! yonder throne
Awaits thee. Now, Kehama! Rajah, now!
Earthly Almighty, wherefore tarriest thou?”
Such were the sounds that rung, in wild uproar,
O’er all the echoing vaults of Padalon;
And as the Asuras from the brazen floor,
Struggling against their fetters, strove to rise,
Their clashing chains were heard, and shrieks and cries,
With curses mixed, against the Fiends who urge,
Fierce on their rebel limbs, the avenging scourge.
 

6.
 

These were the sounds, which, at the southern Gate,
Assailed Ereenia’s ear: alighting here,
He laid before Neroodi’s feet the Maid,
Who, pale and cold with fear,
Hung on his neck, well-nigh a lifeless weight
 

7.
 

“Who and what art thou?” cried the Guardian Power,
Sight so unwonted wondering to behold,
“O Son of Light!
Who comest here at this portentous hour,
When Yamen’s throne
Trembles, and all our might can scarce keep down
The rebel race from seizing Padalon,
Who and what art thou? and what wild despair,
Or wilder hope, from realms of upper air,
Tempts thee to bear
This mortal Maid to our forlorn abodes?
Fitter for her, I ween, the Swerga bowers,
And sweet society of heavenly Powers,
Than this, — a doleful scene,
Even in securest hours.
And whither would ye go?
Alas! can human or celestial ear
Unmaddened hear
The shrieks and yellings of infernal woe?
Can living flesh and blood
Endure the passage of the fiery flood?”
 

8.
 

“Lord of the Gate,” replied the Glendoveer,
“We come obedient to the will of Fate;
And haply doomed to bring
Hope and salvation to the Infernal King:
For Siva sends us here;
Even He to whom futurity is known,
The Holiest, bade us go to Yamen’s throne.
Thou seest my precious charge:
Under thy care, secure from harm, I leave her,
While I ascend to bear her Father down:
Beneath the shelter of thine arm receive her I”
 

9.
 

Then quoth he to the Maid,
“Be of good cheer, my Kailyal! dearest dear,
In faith subdue thy dread;
Anon I shall be here.” So having said,
Aloft, writh vigorous bound, the Glendoveer
Sprung in celestial might,
And soaring up, in spiral circles, wound
His indefatigable flight.
 

10.
 

But, as he thus departed,
The Maid, who at Neroodi’s feet was lying,
Like one entranced or dying,
Recovering strength from sudden terror, started;
And, gazing after him, with straining sight
And straining arms, she stood,
As if in attitude
To win him back from flight.
Yea, she had shaped his name
For utterance, to recall and bid him stay,
Nor leave her thus alone: but virtuous shame
Repressed the unbidden sounds upon their way;
And, calling faith to aid,
Even in this fearful hour the pious Maid
Collected courage, till she seemed to be
Calm and in hope; such power hath piety.
Before the Giant Keeper of the Gate
She crossed her patient arms; and at his feet,
Prepared to meet
The awful will of Fate with equal mind,
She took her seat resigned.
 

11.
 

Even the stern trouble of Neroodi’s brow
Relaxed as he beheld the valiant Maid.
Hope, long unfelt till now,
Rose in his heart reviving, and a smile
Dawned in his brightening countenance, the while
He gazed on her with wonder and delight.
“The blessing of the Powers of Padalon,
Virgin, be on thee!” said the admiring God;
“And blessèd be the hour that gave thee birth,
Daughter of Earth!
For thou to this forlorn abode hast brought
Hope, who too long hath been a stranger here.
And surely for no lamentable lot,
Nature, that erreth not,
To thee that heart of fortitude hath given,
Those eyes of purity, that face of love:
If thou beest not the inheretrix of Heaven,
There is no truth above.”
 

12.
 

Thus as Neroodi spake, his brow severe
Shone with an inward joy; for sure he thought,
When Siva sent so fair a creature here,
In this momentous hour,
Ere long the World’s deliverance would be wrought,
And Padalon escape the Rajah’s power.
With pious mind, the Maid, in humble guise
Inclined, received his blessing silently,
And raised her grateful eyes
A moment, then again
Abased them at his presence. Hark! on high
The sound of coming wings! — her anxious ears
Have caught the distant sound. Ereenia brings
His burden down! Upstarting from her seat,
How joyfully she rears
Her eager head! and scarce upon the ground
Ladurlad’s giddy feet their footing found,
When with her trembling arms she clasped him round.
No word of greeting,
Nor other sign of joy, at that strange meeting:
Expectant of their fate,
Silent, and hand in hand,
Before the Infernal Gate,
The Father and his pious Daughter stand.
 

13.
 

Then to Neroodi said the Glendoveer,
“No Heaven-born Spirit e’er hath visited
This region drear and dread, but I, the first
Who tread your World accurst.
Lord of the Gate, to whom these realms are known,
Direct our fated way to Yamen’s throne.”
 

14.
 

“Bring forth my Chariot, Carmala!” quoth then
The Keeper of the way.
It was the Car wherein,
On Yamen’s festal day,
When all the Powers of Hell attend their King,
Yearly to Yamenpur did he repair
To pay his homage there.
Poised on a single wheel, it moved along,
Instinct with motion; by what wondrous skill
Compact, no human tongue could tell,
Nor human wit devise; but on that wheel.
Moving or still,
As if with life indued,
The Car miraculous supported stood.
 

15.
 

Then Carmala brought forth two mantles, white
As the swan’s breast, and bright as mountain snow,
When from the wintry sky
The sun, late rising, shines upon the height,
And rolling vapors fill the vale below.
Not without pain the unaccustomed sight
That brightness could sustain;
For neither mortal stain,
Nor parts corruptible, remain.
Nor aught that time could touch or force destroy,
In that pure web whereof the robes were wrought;
So long had it in tenfold fires been tried,
And blanched, and to that brightness purified.
“Apparelled thus, alone,
Children of Earth,” Neroodi cried,
“In safety may ye pass to Yamen’s throne:
Thus only can your living flesh and blood
Endure the passage of the fiery flood.
 

16.
 

“Of other frame, O Son of Heaven, art thou!
Yet hast thou now to go
Through regions which thy heavenly mould will try
Glories unutterably bright, I know,
And beams intense of empyrean light,
Thine eye divine can bear; but fires of woe,
The sight of torments, and the cry
Of absolute despair,
Might not these things dismay thee on thy flight,
And thy strong pennons flag and fail thee there?
Trust not thy wings, celestial though thou art,
Nor thy good heart, which horror might assail,
And pity quail,
Pity, in these abodes of no avail;
But take thy seat this mortal pair beside,
And Carmala the infernal Car will guide.
Go, and may happy end your way betide!”
So, as he spake, the self-moved Car rolled on;
And, lo! they pass the Gate of Padalon.
 




XXIII. PADALON.
 

1.
 

WHOE’ER hath loved, with venturous step, to tread
The chambers dread
Of some deep cave, and seen his taper’s beam
Lost in the arch of darkness overhead,
And marked its gleam,
Playing afar upon the sunless stream,
Where from their secret bed,
And course unknown and inaccessible,
The silent waters well,
Whoe’er hath trod such caves of endless night,
He knows, when measuring back the gloomy way,
With what delight refreshed, his eye
Perceives the shadow of the light of day,
Through the far portal slanting, where it falls
Dimly reflected on the watery walls;
How heavenly seems the sky;
And how, with quickened feet, he hastens up,
Eager again to greet
The living World and blessèd sunshine there;
And drink, as from a cup
Of joy, with thirsty lips, the open air.
 

2.
 

Far other light than that of day there shone
Upon the travellers entering Padalon.
They, too, in darkness entered on their way;
But, far before the Car,
A glow, as of a fiery furnace light,
Filled all before them. ’Twas a light which made
Darkness itself appear
A thing of comfort; and the sight, dismayed,
Shrunk inward from the molten atmosphere.
Their way was through the adamantine rock
Which girt the World of Woe: on either side
Its massive walls arose, and overhead
Arched the long passage. Onward as they ride,
With stronger glare the light around them spread;
And, lo! the regions dread,
The World of Woe, before them, opening wide.
 

3.
 

There rolls the fiery fiood,
Girding the realms of Padalon around:
A sea of flame it seemed to be,
Sea without bound;
For neither mortal nor immortal sight
Could pierce across through that intensest light
A single rib of steel,
Keen as the edge of keenest cimeter,
Spanned this wide gulf of fire. The infernal Car
Rolled to the Gulf, and, on its single wheel
Self-balanced, rose upon that edge of steel.
Red-quivering float the vapors overhead;
The fiery Gulf, beneath them spread,
Tosses its billowing blaze with rush and roar:
Steady and swift the self-moved Chariot went,
Winning the long ascent;
Then, downward rolling, gains the farther shore.
 

4.
 

But, oh! what sounds and sights of woe,
What sights and sounds of fear,
Assail the mortal travellers here!
Their way was on a causey straight and wide,
Where penal vaults on either side were seen,
Ranged like the cells wherein
Those wondrous winged alchemists infold
Their stores of liquid gold.
Thick walls of adamant divide
The dungeons; and, from yonder circling flood,
Off-streams of fire through secret channels glide,
And wind among them, and in each provide
An everlasting food
Of rightful torments for the accursed brood.
 

5.
 

These were the rebel race, who, in their might
Confiding impiously, would fain have driven
The Deities supreme from highest Heaven;
But by the Suras, in celestial fight,
Opposed and put to flight,
Here, in their penal dens, the accursed crew,
Not for its crime, but for its failure, rue
Their wild ambition. Yet again they long
The contest to renew,
And wield their arms again in happier hour;
And with united power,
Following Kehama’s triumph, to press on
From World to World, and Heaven to Heaven, and Sphere
To Sphere, till Hemakoot shall be their own,
And Meru Mount, and Indra’s Swerga-Bowers,
And Brama’s region, where the heavenly Hours
Weave the vast circle of his age-long day.
Even over Vishnu’s empyreal seat
They trust the Rajah shall extend their sway;
And that the seven-headed Snake, whereon
The strong Preserver sets his conquering feet,
Will rise, and shake him headlong from his throne,
When, in their irresistible array,
Amid the Milky Sea they force their way.
Even higher yet their frantic thoughts aspire;
Yea, on their beds of torment as they lie,
The highest, holiest Siva they defy,
And tell him they shall have anon their day,
When they will storm his realm, and seize Mount Calasay.
 

6.
 

Such impious hopes torment
Their raging hearts, impious and impotent;
And now, with unendurable desire
And lust of vengeance, that, like inward fire,
Doth aggravate their punishment, they rave
Upon Kehama; him the accursed rout
Acclaim; with furious cries and maddening shout
They call on him to save:
“Kehama!” they exclaim;
Thundering the dreadful echo rolls about,
And Hell’s whole vault repeats Kehama’s name.
 

7.
 

Over these dens of punishment, the host
Of Padalon maintain eternal guard,
Keeping upon the walls their vigilant ward.
At every angle stood
A watch-tower, the decurion Demon’s post,
Where, raised on high, he viewed with sleepless eye
His trust, that all was well. And over these,
Such was the perfect discipline of Hell,
Captains of fifties and of hundreds held
Authority, each in his loftier tower;
And chiefs of legions over them had power;
And thus all Hell with towers was girt around.
Aloft the brazen turrets shone
In the red light of Padalon;
And on the walls between,
Dark moving, the infernal Guards were seen,
Gigantic Demons, pacing to and fro;
Who ever and anon,
Spreading their crimson pennons, plunged below,
Faster to rivet down the Asuras’ chains,
And, with the snaky scourge and fiercer pains,
Repress their rage rebellious. Loud around,
In mingled sound, the echoing lash, the clash
Of chains, the ponderous hammer’s iron stroke,
With execrations, groans, and shrieks and cries,
Combined in one wild dissonance, arise;
And through the din there broke,
Like thunder heard through all the warring winds,
The dreadful name. “Kehama,” still they rave,
“Hasten and save!
Now, now, Deliverer! now, Kehama, now!
Earthly Almighty, wherefore tarriest thou?”
 

8.
 

Oh! if that name abhorred,
Thus uttered, could well-nigh
Dismay the Powers of Hell, and daunt their Lord,
How fearfully to Kailyal’s ear it came!
She, as the Car rolled on its rapid way,
Bent down her head, and closed her eyes for dread;
And deafening, with strong effort from within,
Her ears against the din,
Covered and pressed them close with both her hands.
Sure, if the mortal Maiden had not fed
On heavenly food, and long been strengthened
With heavenly converse for such end vouchsafed,
Her human heart had failed, and she had died
Beneath the horrors of this awful hour.
But Heaven supplied a power
Beyond her earthly nature, to the measure
Of need infusing strength;
And Fate, whose secret and unerring pleasure
Appointed all, decreed
An ample meed and recompense at length.
High-fated Maid, the righteous hour is nigh!
The all-embracing Eye
Of Retribution still beholdeth thee;
Bear onward to the end, O Maid! courageously.
 

9.
 

On rolled the Car; and, lo! afar
Upon its height the towers of Yamenpur
Rise on the astonished sight.
Behold the Infernal City, Yamen’s seat
Of empire, in the midst of Padalon,
Where the eight causeys meet!
There, on a rock of adamant, it stood,
Resplendent far and wide,
Itself of solid diamond edified,
And all around it rolled the fiery flood.
Eight bridges arched the stream; huge piles of brass
Magnificent, such structures as beseem
The Seat and Capital of such great God,
Worthy of Yamen’s own august abode.
A brazen tower and gateway at each end
Of each was raised, where Giant Wardens stood,
Stationed in arms the passage to defend,
That never foe might cross the fiery flood.
 

10.
 

Oh, what a gorgeous sight it was to see
The Diamond City blazing on its height,
With more than mid-sun splendor, by the light
Of its own fiery river! — 
Its towers and domes and pinnacles and spires,
Turrets and battlements, that flash and quiver
Through the red, restless atmosphere for ever;
And, hovering overhead,
The smoke and vapors of all Padalon,
Fit firmament for such a world, were spread,
With surge and swell and everlasting motion,
Heaving and opening like tumultuous ocean.
 

11.
 

Nor were there wanting there
Such glories as beseemed such region well;
For though with our blue heaven and genial air
The firmament of Hell might not compare,
As little might our earthly tempests vie
With the dread storms of that infernal sky,
Whose clouds of all metallic elements
Sublimed were full. For, when its thunder broke,
Not all the united World’s artillery,
In one discharge, could equal that loud stroke;
And though the Diamond Towers and Battlements
Stood firm upon their adamantine rock,
Yet, while it volleyed round the vault of Hell,
Earth’s solid arch was shaken with the shock,
And Cities in one mighty ruin fell.
Through the red sky terrific meteors scour;
Huge stones come hailing down; or sulphur-shower,
Floating amid the lurid air like snow,
Kindles in its descent,
And with blue fire-drops rains on all below.
At times the whole supernal element,
Igniting, burst in one vast sheet of flame,
And roared as with the sound
Of rushing winds, above, below, around;
Anon the flame was spent, and overhead
A heavy cloud of moving darkness spread.
 

12.
 

Straight to the brazen bridge and gate
The self-moved Chariot bears its mortal load.
At sight of Carmala,
On either side the Giant Guards divide,
And give the Chariot way.
Up yonder winding road it rolls along,
Swift as the bittern soars on spiral wing;
And, lo, the Palace of the Infernal King!
 

13.
 

Two forms inseparable in unity
Hath Yamen; even as with hope or fear
The Soul regardeth him doth he appear;
For hope and fear,
At that dread hour, from ominous conscience spring,
And err not in their bodings. Therefore some,
They who polluted with offences come,
Behold him as the King
Of Terrors, black of aspect, red of eye,
Reflecting back upon the sinful mind,
Heightened with vengeance and with wrath divine,
Its own inborn deformity.
But, to the righteous Spirit, how benign
His awful countenance,
Where, tempering justice with parental love,
Goodness, and heavenly grace,
And sweetest mercy, shine! Yet is he still
Himself the same, — one form, one face, one will;
And these his twofold aspects are but one;
And change is none
In him, for change in Yamen could not be:
The Immutable is he.
 

14.
 

He sate upon a marble sepulchre,
Massive and huge, where, at the Monarch’s feet,
The righteous Baly had his Judgment-seat.
A Golden Throne before them vacant stood;
Three human forms sustained its ponderous weight,
With lifted hands outspread, and shoulders bowed
Bending beneath the load.
A fourth was wanting. They were of the hue
Of coals of fire; yet were they flesh and blood,
And living breath they drew;
And their red eyeballs rolled with ghastly stare,
As thus, for their misdeeds, they stood tormented there.
 

15.
 

On steps of gold those living Statues stood,
Who bore the Golden Throne. A cloud behind
Immovable was spread; not all the light
Of all the flames and fires of Padalon
Could pierce its depth of night.
There Azyoruca veiled her awful form
In those eternal shadows; there she sate,
And as the trembling Souls, who crowd around
The Judgment-seat, receive the doom of fate,
Her giant arms, extending from the clouds
Drew them within the darkness. Moving out
To grasp and bear away the innumerous rout,
For ever and for ever thus were seen
The thousand mighty arms of that dread Queen.
 

16.
 

Here, issuing from the Car, the Glendoveer
Did homage to the God, then raised his head.
“Suppliants we come,” he said;
“I need not tell thee by what wrongs oppressed,
For nought can pass on earth to thee unknown;
Sufferers from tyranny, we seek for rest,
And Siva bade us go to Yamen’s throne;
Here, he hath said, all wrongs shall be redressed.”
Yamen replied, “Even now the hour draws near,
When Fate its hidden ways will manifest.
Not for light purpose would the Wisest send
His suppliants here, when we, in doubt and fear,
The awful issue of the hour attend:
Wait ye in patience and in faith the end!”
 




XXIV. THE AMREETA.
 

1.
 

So spake the King of Padalon; when, lo!
The voice of lamentation ceased in Hell.
And sudden silence all around them fell,
Silence more wild and terrible
Than all the infernal dissonance before.
Through that portentous stillness, far away,
Unwonted sounds were heard, advancing on,
And deepening on their way;
For now the inexorable hour
Was come, and in the fulness of his power,
Now that the dreadful rites had all been done.
Kehama from the Swerga hastened down
To seize upon the throne of Padalon.
 

2.
 

He came in all his might and majesty,
With all his terrors clad, and all his pride;
And by the attribute of Deity,
Which he had won from Heaven, self-multiplied,
The Almighty Man appeared on every side.
In the same indivisible point of time,
At the eight Gates he stood at once, and beat
The Warden-Gods of Hell beneath his feet;
Then, in his brazen Cars of triumph, straight,
At the same moment, drove through every gate.
By Aullays, hugest of created kind,
Fiercest, and fleeter than the viewless wind,
His Cars were drawn, — ten yokes of ten abreast..
What less sufficed for such almighty weight?
Eight bridges from the fiery flood arose,
Growing before his way; and on he goes,
And drives the thundering Chariot-wheels along,
At once o’er all the roads of Padalon.
 

3.
 

Silent and motionless remain
The Asuras on their bed of pain,
Waiting, with breathless hope, the great event.
All Hell was hushed in dread,
Such awe that omnipresent coming spread;
Nor had its voice been heard, though all its rout
Innumerable had lifted up one shout;
Nor, if the infernal firmament
Had in one unimaginable burst
Spent its collected thunders, had the sound
Been audible, such louder terrors went
Before his forms substantial. Round about,
The presence scattered lightnings far and wide,
That quenched on every side,
With their intensest blaze, the feebler fire
Of Padalon, even as the stars go out,
When, with prodigious light,
Some blazing meteor fills the astonished night.
 

4.
 

The Diamond City shakes!
The adamantine Rock
Is loosened with the shock!
From its foundation moved, it heaves and quakes;
The brazen portals, crumbling, fall to dust;
Prone fall the Giant Guards,
Beneath the Aullays crushed;
On, on, through Yamenpur, their thundering feet
Speed from all points to Yamen’s Judgment-seat
And, lo! where multiplied,
Behind, before him, and on every side,
Wielding all weapons in his countless hands,
Around the Lord of Hell Kehama stands!
Then, too, the Lord of Hell put forth his might:
Thick darkness, blacker than the blackest night,
Rose from their wrath, and veiled
The unutterable fight.
The power of Fate and Sacrifice prevailed,
And soon the strife was done.
Then did the Man-God re-assume
His unity, absorbing into one
The consubstantiate shapes; and, as the gloom
Opened, fallen Yamen on the ground was seen,
His neck beneath the conquering Rajah’s feet,
Who on the marble tomb
Had his triumphal seat.
 

5.
 

Silent the Man-Almighty sate; a smile
Gleamed on his dreadful lips, the while,
Dallying with power, he paused from following up
His conquest, as a man in social hour
Sips of the grateful cup,
Again and yet again, with curious taste,
Searching its subtile flavor ere he drink;
Even so Kehama now forbore his haste,
Having within his reach whate’er he sought.
On his own haughty power he seemed to muse,
Pampering his arrogant heart with silent thought.
Before him stood the Golden Throne in sight,
Right opposite; he could not choose but see,
Nor, seeing, choose but wonder. “Who are ye
Who bear the Golden Throne tormented there?”
He cried; “for whom doth Destiny prepare
The Imperial Seat? and why are ye but Three?”
 

6.
 

FIRST STATUE.
I of the Children of Mankind was first,
Me miserable! who, adding store to store,
Heaped up superfluous wealth; and now, accurst,
For ever I the frantic crime deplore.
 

SECOND STATUE.
I, o’er my Brethren of Mankind the first
Usurping power, set up a throne sublime,
A King and Conqueror; therefore, thus accurst.
For ever I in vain repent the crime.
 

THIRD STATUE.
I on the Children of Mankind the first,
In God’s most holy name, imposed a tale
Of impious falsehood; therefore, thus accurst,
For ever I in vain the crime bewail.
 

7.
 

“Even as thou here beholdest us,
Here we have stood, tormented thus,
Such countless ages, that they seem to be
Long as eternity;
And still we are but Three.
A Fourth will come to share
Our pain, at yonder vacant corner bear
His portion of the burden, and complete
The Golden Throne for Yamen’s Judgment-seat
Thus hath it been appointed: he must be
Equal in guilt to us, the guilty Three.
Kehama, come! too long we wait for thee!”
 

8.
 

Thereat, with one accord,
The Three took up the word, like choral song,
“Come, Rajah! Man-God! Earth’s Almighty Lord
Kehama, come! we wait for thee too long.”
 

9.
 

A short and sudden laugh of wondering pride
Burst from him in his triumph: to reply
Scornful he deigned not; but with altered eye,
Wherein some doubtful meaning seemed to lie,
He turned to Kailyal. “Maiden,” thus he cried,
“I need not bid thee see
How vain it is to strive with Fate’s decree,
When hither thou hast fled to fly from me,
And, lo! even here thou find’st me at thy side.
Mine thou must be, being doomed with me to share
The Amreeta Cup of immortality;
Yea, by Myself I swear,
It hath been thus appointed. Joyfully
Join then thy hand and heart and will with mine,
Nor at such glorious destiny repine,
Nor in thy folly more provoke my wrath divine.”
 

10.
 

She answered, “I have said. It must not be!
Almighty as thou art,
Thou hast put all things underneath thy feet;
But still the resolute heart
And virtuous will are free.
Never, oh! never, never, can there be
Communion, Rajah, between thee and me!”
 

11.
 

“Once more,” quoth he, “I urge, and once alone.
Thou seest yon Golden Throne,
Where I anon shall set thee by my side;
Take thou thy seat thereon,
Kehama’s willing bride,
And I will place the Kingdoms of the World
Beneath thy Father’s feet,
Appointing him the King of mortal men:
Else underneath that Throne,
The Fourth supporter, he shall stand and groan;
Prayers will be vain to move my mercy then.”
 

12.
 

Again the Virgin answered,” I have said!”
Ladurlad caught her in his proud embrace,
While on his neck she hid
In agony her face.
 

13.
 

“Bring forth the Amreeta Cup!” Kehama cried
To Yamen, rising sternly in his pride.
“It is within the Marble Sepulchre,”
The vanquished Lord of Padalon replied;
“Bid it be opened.”—” Give thy treasure up!”
Exclaimed the Man-Almighty to the Tomb.
And at his voice and look
The massy fabric shook, and opened wide.
A huge Anatomy was seen reclined
Within its marble womb. “Give me the Cup!”
Again Kehama cried: no other charm
Was needed than that voice of stern command.
From his repose the ghastly form arose,
Put forth his bony and gigantic arm,
And gave the Amreeta to the Rajah’s hand.
‘Take, drink!” with accents dread the Spectre said;
“For thee and Kailyal hath it been assigned,
Ye only of the Children of Mankind.”
 

14.
 

Then was the Man-Almighty’s heart elate:
“This is the consummation!” he exclaimed;
“Thus have I triumphed over Death and Fate.
Now, Siva, look to thine abode!
Henceforth, on equal footing we engage,
Alike immortal now; and we shall wage
Our warfare, God to God!”
Joy filled his impious soul,
And to his lips he raised the fatal bowl.
 

15.
 

Thus long the Glendoveer had stood
Watching the wonders of the eventful hour,
Amazed, but undismayed; for in his heart
Faith, overcoming fear, maintained its power.
Nor had that faith abated, when the God
Of Padalon was beaten down in fight;
For then he looked to see the heavenly might
Of Siva break upon them. But, when now
He saw the Amreeta in Kehama’s hand,
An impulse which defied all self-command
In that extremity
Stung him, and he resolved to seize the cup,
And dare the Rajah’s force in Siva’s sight.
Forward he sprung to tempt the unequal fray,
When, lo! the Anatomy,
With warning arm, withstood his desperate way;
And from the Golden Throne the Fiery Three
Again, in one accord, renewed their song,
“Kehama, come! we wait for thee too long.”
 

16.
 

O fool of drunken hope and frantic vice!
Madman! to seek for power beyond thy scope
Of knowledge, and to deem
Less than Omniscience could suffice
To wield Omnipotence! O fool, to dream
That immortality could be
The meed of evil! — yea, thou hast it now,
Victim of thine own wicked heart’s device;
Thou hast thine object now, and now must pay the
price.
 

17.
 

He did not know the holy mystery
Of that divinest cup, that as the lips
Which touch it, even such its quality,
Good or malignant. Madman! and he thinks
The blessed prize is won, and joyfully he drinks.
 

18.
 

Then Siva opened on the Accursed One
His Eye of Anger: upon him alone
The wrath-beam fell. He shudders, — but too late:
The deed is done;
The dreadful liquor works the will of Fate.
Immortal he would be,
Immortal he is made: but through his veins
Torture at once and immortality,
A stream of poison doth the Amreeta run;
And, while within the burning anguish flows,
His outward body glows,
Like molten ore, beneath the avenging Eye,
Doomed thus to live and burn eternally.
 

19.
 

The Fiery Three,
Beholding him, set up a fiendish cry,
A song of jubilee I
“Come, Brother, come!” they sung; “too long
Have we expected thee;
Henceforth we bear no more
The unequal weight. Come, Brother, we are Four!”
 

20.
 

Vain his almightiness: for mightier pain
Subdued ail power; pain ruled supreme alone;
And, yielding to the bony hand
The unemptied cup, he moved toward the Throne,
And at the vacant corner took his stand.
Behold the Golden Throne at length complete!
And Yamen silently ascends the Judgment-seat
 

21.
 

“For two alone, of all mankind, to me
The Amreeta Cup was given,”
Then said the Anatomy:
The Man hath drunk; the Woman’s turn is next
Come, Kailyal, come, receive thy doom,
And do the Will of Heaven!”
Wonder and Fear and Awe at once perplexed
The mortal Maiden’s heart; but, over all,
Hope rose triumphant. With a trembling hand,
Obedient to his call,
She took the fated Cup; and lifting up
Her eyes, where holy tears began to swell,
“Is it not your command,
Ye Heavenly Powers?” as on her knees she fell,
The pious Virgin cried:
“Ye know my innocent will, my heart sincere;
Ye govern all things still,
And wherefore should I fear?”
 

22.
 

She said, and drank. The Eye of Mercy beamed
Upon the Maid; a cloud of fragrance steamed
Like incense-smoke as all her mortal frame
Dissolved beneath the potent agency
Of that mysterious draught; such quality
From her pure touch the fated Cup partook.
Like one entranced she knelt,
Feeling her body melt
Till all but what was heavenly passed away:
Yet still she felt
Her Spirit strong within her, the same heart,
With the same loves, and all her heavenly part
Unchanged, and ripened to such perfect state
In this miraculous birth, as here, on Earth,
Dimly our holiest hopes anticipate.
 

23.
 

“Mine! mine!” with rapturous joy Ereenia cried;
“Immortal now, and yet not more divine;
Mine, mine, — for ever mine!”
The immortal Maid replied,
“For ever, ever, thine!”
 

24.
 

Then Yamen said, “O thou to whom by Fate,
Alone of all mankind, this lot is given,
Daughter of Earth, but now the Child of Heaven!
Go with thy heavenly Mate,
Partaker now of his immortal bliss;
Go to the Swerga-Bowers,
And there recall the hours
Of endless happiness.”
 

25.
 

But that sweet Angel, — for she still retained
Her human loves and human piety,
As if reluctant at the God’s commands,
Lingered, with anxious eye
Upon her Father fixed, and spread her hands
Toward him wistfully.
“Go!” Yamen said, “nor cast that look behind
Upon Ladurlad at this parting hour,
For thou shalt find him in thy Mother’s Bower.”
 

26.
 

The Car — for Carmala his word obeyed — 
Moved on, and bore away the Maid;
While from the Golden Throne the Lord of Death
With love benignant on Ladurlad smiled,
And gently on his head his blessing laid.
As sweetly as a Child,
Whom neither thought disturbs nor care encumbers.
Tired with long play at close of summer-day,
Lies down and slumbers;
Even thus, as sweet a boon of sleep partaking,
By Yamen blest, Ladurlad sunk to rest.
Blessèd that sleep! more blessed was the waking!
For on that night a heavenly morning broke:
The light of heaven was round him when he woke;
And in the Swerga, in Yedillian’s Bower,
All whom he loved he met, to part no more.
 




RODERICK, THE LAST OF THE GOTHS
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Originally entitled “Pelayo, the Restorer of Spain”, the epic poem Roderick, the Last of the Goths was first published in 1814.  Southey originally described Pelayo as the hero of the story and his enemy, Roderick, last Visigoth king, as the villain. However, after the horrors of Napoleon’s invading conflicts in Europe, Southey changed his mind and chose to portray Roderick in a more sympathetic light, changing the focus from Spain to the tragedy of Roderick. In the narrative, the Visigoths, the original rulers of Spain, fall under the invading Moors, which was provoked by the rape of Florinda by Roderick. The fall of the Visigoths was also due to internal strife and political disorder. In particular, there was disorder with the ascension of Roderick to the Spanish throne, as he attained it after his father, Theodofred, was blinded by his uncle Witiza. During this time, Pelayo, cousin to Roderick and whose father was killed by Witiza at the prompting of his traitorous mother Favila, fled for his life from Spain. When Roderick takes over, he defends Witiza and spares his other relatives, but the survivors also help the Moors invade Spain along with Count Julian.

Southey, like other poets that described the story of Roderick at the time, connected the Moorish invasion of Spain with Napoleon’s invading of other countries. The story is also used to discuss the relationship of Islam and Christianity while promoting Southey’s own views on religion. Critics gave the work mixed reviews, though many believed that Roderick the Last of the Goths was Southey’s greatest work. Some critics pointed out various flaws in the work, but most felt that the subject was well handled and appropriately chosen.

Southey’s contemporary James Losh believed that the poem was “superior to anything before written by Southey”. A letter from Charles Lamb to Southey dated 6 May 1815 said, “I have, since the receipt of your present, read it quite through again, and with no diminished pleasure. I don’t know whether I ought to say that it has given me more pleasure than any of your long poems. Kehama is doubtless more powerful, but I don’t feel that firm footing in it that I do in Roderick.” John Taylor Coleridge’s review for the British Critic read, “This is the first time that we have had an opportunity of paying Mr. Southey the attention which he deserves; and we avail ourselves of it gladly… Mr. Southey is eminently a moral writer; to the high purpose implied in this title, the melody of his numbers, the clear rapidity of his style, the pathetic power which he exercises over our feelings, and the interesting manner of telling his story, whether in verse or prose, are all merely contributive.”
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Pelayo (c. 685 – 737) was a Visigothic nobleman who founded the Kingdom of Asturias, ruling it from 718 until his death.
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RODERICK, THE LAST OF THE GOTHS.
 


I. RODERICK AND ROMANO.
 

LONG had the crimes of Spain cried out to Heaven:
At length the measure of offence was full.
Count Julian call’d the invaders; not because
Inhuman priests with unoffending blood
Had stain’d their country; not because a yoke
Of iron servitude oppress’d and gall’d
The children of the soil: a private wrong
Housed the remorseless Baron. Mad to wreak
His vengeance, for his violated child,
On Roderick’s head, in evil hour for Spain,
For that unhappy daughter, and himself,
Desperate apostate! — on the Moors he call’d;
And like a cloud of locusts, whom the South
Wafts from the plains of wasted Africa,
The Mussulmen upon Iberia’s shore
Descend. A countless multitude they came;
Syrian, Moor, Saracen, Greek renegade,
Persian, and Copt, and Tatar, in one bond
Of erring faith conjoin’d, — strong in the youth
And heat of zeal, — a dreadful brotherhood,
In whom all turbulent vices were let loose;
While Conscience, with their impious creed accurs’d
Drunk as with wine, had sanctified to them
All bloody, all abominable things.
 

  Thou, Calpe, saw’st their coming; ancient Rock
Renown’d, no longer now shalt thou be call’d
From Gods and Heroes of the years of yore,
Kronos, or hundred-handed Briareus,
Bacchus, or Hercules; but doom’d to bear
The name of thy new conqueror, and thenceforth
To stand his everlasting monument.
Thou saw’st the dark-blue waters flash before
Their ominous way, and whiten round their keels;
Their swarthy myriads darkening o’er thy sands.
There, on the beach, the Misbelievers spread
Their banners, flaunting to the sun and breeze;
Fair shone the sun upon their proud array,
White turbans, glittering armor, shields engrail’d
With gold, and cimeters of Syrian steel;
And gently did the breezes, as in sport,
His horned helmet and enamell’d mail,
he cast aside, and taking from the dead
A peasant’s garment, in those weeds involved
Stole like a thief in darkness from the field.
 

Curl their long flags outrolling, and display
The blazon’d scrolls of blasphemy. Too soon
The gules of Spain from that unhappy land
Wafted, as from an open charnel-house,
The taint of death; and that bright sun, from fields
Of slaughter, with the morning dew drew up
Corruption through the infected atmosphere.
 

  Then fell the kingdom of the Goths; their hour
Was come, and Vengeance, long withheld, went loose.
Famine and Pestilence had wasted them,
And Treason, like an old and eating sore,
Consumed the bones and sinews of their strength;
And, worst of enemies, their Sins were arm’d
Against them. Yet the sceptre from their hands
Pass’d not away inglorious, nor was shame
Left for their children’s lasting heritage;
Eight summer days, from morn till latest eve,
The fatal light endured, till perfidy
Prevailing to their overthrow, they sunk
Defeated, not dishonor’d. On the banks
Of Chrysus, Roderick’s royal car was found,
His battle-horse Orelio, and that helm
Whose horns, amid the thickest of the fray
Eminent, had mark’d his presence. Did the stream
Receive him with the undistinguish’d dead,
Christian and Moor, who clogg’d its course that day?
So thought the Conqueror; and from that day forth,
Memorial of his perfect victory,
He bade the river bear the name of Joy.
So thought the Goths; they said no prayer for him,
For him no service sung, nor mourning made,
But charged their crimes upon his head, and cursed
His memory.
 

          Bravely in that eight-days’ fight
The King had striven, — for victory first, while hope
Remain’d, then desperately in search of death.
The arrows pass’d him by to right and left;
The spear-point pierced him not; the cimeter
Glanced from his helmet. Is the shield of Heaven
Wretch that I am, extended over me?
Cried Roderick; and he dropp’d Orelio’s reins,
And threw his hands aloft in frantic prayer,
Death is the only mercy that I crave,
Death soon and short, death and forgetfulness!
Aloud he cried; but in his inmost heart
There answer’d him a secret voice, that spake
Of righteousness and judgment after death,
And God’s redeeming love, which fain would save
The guilty soul alive. ’Twas agony,
And yet ’twas hope; — a momentary light,
That flash’d through utter darkness on the Cross
To point salvation, then left all within
Dark as before. Fear, never felt till then,
Sudden and irresistible as stroke
Of lightning, smote him. From his horse he dropp’d,
Whether with human impulse, or by Heaven
Struck down, he knew not; loosen’d from his wrist
The sword-chain, and let fall the sword, whose hilt
Clung to his palm a moment ere it fell,
Glued there with Moorish gore. His royal robe,
  Evening closed round to favor him. All night
He fled, the sound of battle in his ear
Ringing, and sights of death before his eyes,
With forms more horrible of eager fiends
That seem’d to hover round, and gulfs of fire
Opening beneath his feet. At times the groan
Of some poor fugitive, who, bearing with him
His mortal hurt, had fallen beside the way,
Roused him from these dread visions, and he call’d
In answering groans on his Redeemer’s name,
That word the only prayer that pass’d his lips,
Or rose within his heart. Then would he see
The Cross whereon a bleeding Savior hung,
Who call’d on him to come and cleanse his soul
In those all-healing streams, which from his wounds,
As from perpetual springs, forever flow’d.
No hart e’er panted for the water-brooks
As Roderick thirsted there to drink and live;
But Hell was interposed; and worse than Hell — 
Yea, to his eyes more dreadful than the fiends
Who flock’d like hungry ravens round his head,
Florinda stood between, and warn’d him off
With her abhorrent hands, — that agony
Still in her face, which, when the deed was done,
Inflicted on her ravisher the curse
That it invoked from Heaven. — Oh, what a night
Of waking horrors! Nor, when morning came,
Did the realities of light and day
Bring aught of comfort; wheresoe’er he went
The tidings of defeat had gone before;
And leaving their defenceless homes to seek
What shelter walls and battlements might yield,
Old men with feeble feet, and tottering babes,
And widows with their infants in their arms,
Hurried along. Nor royal festival,
Nor sacred pageant, with like multitudes
E’er fill’d the public way. All whom the sword
Had spared were here; bed-rid infirmity
Alone was left behind; the cripple plied
His crutches; with her child of yesterday
The mother fled, and she whose hour was come
Fell by the road.
 

            Less dreadful than this view
Of outward suffering which the day disclosed,
Had night and darkness seem’d to Roderick’s heart,
With all their dread creations. From the throng
He turn’d aside, unable to endure
This burden of the general woe; nor walls,
Nor towers, nor mountain fastnesses he sought;
A firmer hold his spirit yearn’d to find,
A rock of surer strength. Unknowing where,
Straight through the wild he hasten’d on all day,
And with unslacken’d speed was travelling still
When evening gather’d round. Seven days, from morn
Till night, he travell’d thus; the forest oaks,
The fig-grove by the fearful husbandman
Forsaken to the spoiler, and the vines,
Where fox and household dog together now
Fed on the vintage, gave him food; the hand
Of Heaven was on him, and the agony
Which wrought within, supplied a strength beyond
All natural force of man.
 

              When the eighth eve
Was come, he found himself on Ana’s banks,
Fast by the Caulian Schools. It was the hour
Of vespers; but no vesper-bell was heard,
Nor other sound, than of the passing stream,
Or stork, who, flapping with wide wing the air,
Sought her broad nest upon the silent tower.
Brethren and pupils thence alike had fled
To save themselves within the embattled walls
Of neighboring Merida. One aged Monk
Alone was left behind; he would not leave
The sacred spot beloved, for having served
There, from his childhood up to ripe old age,
God’s holy altar, it became him now,
He thought, before that altar to await
The merciless misbelievers, and lay down
H is life, a willing martyr. So he staid
When all were gone, and duly fed the lamps,
And kept devotedly the altar dress’d,
And duly offer’d up the sacrifice.
Four days and nights he thus had pass’d alone,
In such high mood of saintly fortitude,
That hope of Heaven became a heavenly joy;
And now at evening to the gate he went,
If he might spy the Moors, — for it seem’d long
To tarry for his crown.
 

              Before the Cross
Roderick had thrown himself; his body raised,
Half kneeling, half at length he lay; his arms
Embraced its foot, and from his lifted face
Tears streaming down bedew’d the senseless stone.
He had not wept till now; and at the gush
Of these first tears, it seem’d as if his heart,
From a long winter’s icy thrall let loose,
Had open’d to the genial influences
Of Heaven. In attitude, but not in act
Of prayer he lay; an agony of tears
Was all his soul could offer. When the Monk
Beheld him suffering thus, he raised him up,
And took him by the arm, and led him in;
And there, before the altar, in the name
Of Him whose bleeding image there was hung,
Spake comfort, and adjured him in that name
There to lay down the burden of his sins.
Lo! said Romano, I am waiting here
The coming of the Moors, that from their hands
My spirit may receive the purple robe
Of martyrdom, and rise to claim its crown.
That God who willeth not the sinner’s death
Hath led thee hither. Threescore years and five,
Even from the hour when I, a five-years’ child,
Enter’d the schools, have I continued here,
And served the altar: not in all those years
Hath such a contrite and a broken heart
Appear’d before me. O my brother, Heaven
Hath sent thee for thy comfort, and for mine,
That my last earthly act may reconcile
A sinner to his God.
 

                  Then Roderick knelt
Before the holy man, and strove to speak.
Thou seest, he cried, — thou seest, — but memory
And suffocating thoughts repress’d the word,
And shudderings like an ague-fit, from head
To foot convulsed him; till at length, subduing
His nature to the effort, he exclaim’d,
Spreading his hands and lifting up his face,
As if resolved in penitence to bear
A human eye upon his shame, — Thou seest
Roderick the Goth! That name would have sufficed
To tell its whole abhorred history:
He not the less pursued, — the ravisher,
The cause of all this ruin! Having said,
In the same posture motionless he knelt,
Arms straighten’d down, and hands outspread, and eyes
Raised to the Monk, like one who from his voice
Awaited life or death.
 

             All night the old man
Pray’d with his penitent, and minister’d
Unto the wounded soul, till he infused
A healing hope of mercy that allay’d
Its heat of anguish. But Romano saw
What strong temptations of despair beset,
And how he needed in this second birth,
Even like a yearling child, a fosterer’s care.
Father in Heaven, he cried, thy will be done!
Surely I hoped that I this day should sing
Hosannahs at thy throne; but thou hast yet
Work for thy servant here. He girt his loins,
And from her altar took, with reverent hands,
Our Lady’s image down: In this, quoth he,
We have our guide, and guard, and comforter,
The best provision for our perilous way.
Fear not but we shall find a resting-place;
The Almighty’s hand is on us.
 

             They went forth;
They cross’d the stream and when Romano turn’d
For his last look toward the Canlian towers,
Far off the Moorish standards in the light
Of morn were glittering, where the miscreant host
Toward the Lusitanian capital
To lay their siege advanced; the eastern breeze
Bore to the fearful travellers far away
The sound of horn and tambour o’er the plain.
All day they hasten’d, and when evening fell,
Sped toward the setting sun as if its line
Of glory came from Heaven to point their course.
But feeble were the feet of that old man
For such a weary length of way; and now
Being pass’d the danger, (for in Merida
Saearn long in resolute defence
Withstood the tide of war,) with easier pace
The wanderers journey’d on; till having cross’d
Rich Tagus, and the rapid Zezere,
They from Albardos’ hoary height beheld
Pine-forest, fruitful vale, and that fair lake
Where Alcoa, mingled there with Baza’s stream,
Rests on its passage to the western sea,
That sea the aim and boundary of their toil.
 

  The fourth week of their painful pilgrimage
Was full, when they arrived where from the land
A rocky hill, rising with steep ascent,
O’erhung the glittering beach; there, on the top,
A little, lowly hermitage they found,
And a rude Cross, and at its foot a grave,
Bearing no name, nor other monument.
Where better could they rest than here, where faith,
And secret penitence, and happiest death,
Had bless’d the spot, and brought good Angels down,
And open’d, as it were, a way to Heaven?
Behind them was the desert, offering fruit
And water for their need; on either side
The white sand sparkling to the sun; in front,
Great Ocean with its everlasting voice,
As in perpetual jubilee, proclaim’d
The wonders of the Almighty, filling thus
The pauses of their fervent orisons.
Where better could the wanderers rest than here?
 




II. RODERICK IN SOLITUDE.
 

TWELVE months they sojourn’d in their solitude,
And then beneath the burden of old age
Romano sunk. No brethren were there here
To spread the sackcloth, and with ashes strow
That penitential bed, and gather round
To sing his requiem, and with prayer and psalm
Assist him in his hour of agony.
He lay on the bare earth, which long had been
His only couch; beside him Roderick knelt,
Moisten’d from time to time his blacken’d lips,
Received a blessing with his latest breath,
Then closed his eyes, and by the nameless grave
Of the fore-tenant of that holy place
Consign’d him, earth to earth.
 

                                       Two graves are here;
And Roderick, transverse at their feet, began
To break the third. In all his intervals
Of prayer, save only when he search’d the woods
And fill’d the water-cruise, he labor’d there;
And when the work was done, and he had laid
Himself at length within its narrow sides
And measured it, he shook his head to think
There was no other business now for him.
Poor wretch, thy bed is ready, he exclaim’d,
And would that night were come! — It was a task,
All gloomy as it was, which had beguiled
The sense of solitude; but now he felt
The burden of the solitary hours:
The silence of that lonely hermitage
Lay on him like a spell; and at the voice
Of his own prayers, he started, half aghast.
Then, too, as on Romano’s grave he sat
And pored upon his own, a natural thought
Arose within him, — well might he have spared
That useless toil; the sepulchre would be
No hiding-place for him; no Christian hands
Were here who should compose his decent corpse
And cover it with earth. There he might drag
His wretched body at its passing hour;
But there the Sea-Birds of her heritage
Would rob the worm, or peradventure seize,
Ere death had done its work, their helpless prey.
Even now they did not fear him: when he walk’d
Beside them on the beach, regardlessly
They saw his coming; and their whirring wings
Upon the height had sometimes fann’d his cheek,
As if, being thus alone, humanity
Had lost its rank, and the prerogative
Of man were done away.
 

                                       For his lost crown
And sceptre never had he felt a thought
Of pain; repentance had no pangs to spare
For trifles such as these, — the loss of these
Was a cheap penalty; — that he had fallen
Down to the lowest depth of wretchedness,
His hope and consolation. But to lose
His human station in the scale of things,
To see brute nature scorn him, and renounce
Its homage to the human form divine;
Had then Almighty vengeance thus reveal’d
His punishment, and was he fallen indeed
Below fallen man, below redemption’s reach,
Made lower than the beasts, and like the beasts
To perish! — Such temptations troubled him
By day, and in the visions of the night;
And even in sleep he struggled with the thought,
And waking with the effort of his prayers,
The dream assail’d him still.
 

                                       A wilder form
Sometimes his poignant penitence assumed,
Starting with force revived from intervals
Of calmer passion, or exhausted rest;
When floating back upon the tide of thought
Remembrance to a self-excusing strain
Beguiled him, and recall’d in long array
The sorrows and the secret impulses
Which to the abyss of wretchedness and guilt
Led their unwary victim. The evil hour
Return’d upon him, when reluctantly
Yielding to worldly counsel his assent,
In wedlock to an ill-assorted mate
He gave his cold, unwilling hand: then came
The disappointment of the barren bed,
The hope deceived, the soul dissatisfied,
Home without love, and privacy from which
Delight was banish’d first, and peace too soon
Departed. Was it strange that, when he met
A heart attuned, — a spirit like his own,
Of lofty pitch, yet in affection mild,
And tender as a youthful mother’s joy,
Oh, was it strange if, at such sympathy,
The feelings, which within his breast repell’d
And chill’d, had shrunk, should open forth like flowers
After cold winds of night, when gentle gales
Restore the genial sun? If all were known,
Would it indeed be not to be forgiven?
(Thus would he lay the unction to his soul,)
If all were truly known, as Heaven knows all,
Heaven, that is merciful as well as just,
A passion slow and mutual in its growth,
Pure as fraternal love, long self-conceal d,
And when confess’d in silence, long-controll’d;
Treacherous occasion, human frailty, fear
Of endless separation, worse than death,
The purpose and the hope with which the Fiend
Tempted, deceived, and madden’d him; — but then
As at a new temptation would he start,
Shuddering beneath the intolerable shame,
And clinch in agony his matted hair;
While in his soul the perilous thought arose,
How easy ‘twere to plunge where yonder waves
Invited him to rest.
 

                          Oh for a voice
Of comfort, — for a ray of hope from Heaven!
A hand that from these billows of despair
May reach and snatch him ere he sink ingulf’d!
At length, as life, when it hath lain long time
Oppress’d beneath some grievous malady,
Seems to rouse up with re-collected strength,
And the sick man doth feel within himself
A second spring, so Roderick’s better mind
Arose to save him. Lo! the western sun
Flames o’er the broad Atlantic; on the verge
Of glowing ocean rests; retiring then
Draws with it all its rays, and sudden night
Fills the whole cope of heaven. The penitent
Knelt by Romano’s grave, and falling prone,
Clasp’d with extended arms the funeral mould.
Father! he cried; Companion! only friend,
When all beside was lost! thou too art gone,
And the poor sinner whom from utter death
Thy providential hand preserved, once more
Totters upon the gulf. I am too weak
For solitude, — too vile a wretch to bear
This everlasting commune with myself.
The Tempter hath assail’d me; my own heart
Is leagued with him; Despair hath laid the nets
To take my soul, and Memory, like a ghost,
Haunts me, and drives me to the toils. O Saint,
While I was bless’d with thee, the hermitage
Was my sure haven! Look upon me still,
For from thy heavenly mansion thou canst see
The suppliant; look upon thy child in Christ.
Is there no other way for penitence?
I ask not martyrdom; for what am I
That I should pray for triumphs, the fit meed
Of a long life of holy works like thine;
Or how should I presumptuously aspire
To wear the heavenly crown resign’d by thee,
For my poor sinful sake? Oh point me thou
Some humblest, painfulest, severest path,
Some new austerity, unheard of yet
In Syrian fields of glory, or the sands
Of holiest Egypt. Let me bind my brow
With thorns, and barefoot seek Jerusalem,
Tracking the way with blood; there, day by day,
Inflict upon this guilty flesh the scourge,
Drink vinegar and gall, and for my bed
Hang with extended limbs upon the Cross,
A nightly crucifixion! — any thing
Of action, difficulty, bodily pain,
Labor, and outward suffering, — any thing
But stillness and this dreadful solitude!
Romano! Father! let me hear thy voice
In dreams, O sainted Soul! or from the grave
Speak to thy penitent; even from the grave
Thine were a voice of comfort.
 

                                       Thus he cried,
Easing the pressure of his burden’d heart
With passionate prayer; thus pour’d his spirit forth,
Till, with the long, impetuous effort spent,
His spirit fail’d, and, laying on the grave
His weary head as on a pillow, sleep
Fell on him. He had pray’d to hear a voice
Of consolation, and in dreams a voice
Of consolation came. Roderick, it said,
Roderick, my poor, unhappy, sinful child,
Jesus have mercy on thee! — Not if Heaven
Had opened, and Romano, visible
In his beatitude, had breathed that prayer;
Not if the grave had spoken, had it pierced
So deeply in his soul, nor wrung his heart
With such compunctious visitings, nor given
So quick, so keen a pang. It was that voice
Which sung his fretful infancy to sleep
So patiently; which soothed his childish griefs,
Counsell’d, with anguish and prophetic tears,
His headstrong youth. And lo! his Mother stood
Before him in the vision; in those weeds
Which never from the hour when to the grave
She follow’d her dear lord Theodofred
Rusilla laid aside; but in her face
A sorrow that bespake a heavier load
At heart, and more unmitigated woe,
Yea, a more mortal wretchedness than when
Witiza’s ruffians and the red-hot brass
Had done their work, and in her arms she held
Her eyeless husband; wiped away the sweat
Which still his tortures forced from every pore;
Cool’d his scorch’d lids with medicinal herbs,
And pray’d the while for patience for herself
And him, and pray’d for vengeance too, and found
Best comfort in her curses. In his dream,
Groaning he knelt before her to beseech
Her blessing, and she raised her hands to lay
A benediction on him. But those hands
Were chain’d, and casting a wild look around,
With thrilling voice she cried, Will no one break
These shameful fetters? Pedro, Theudemir,
Athanagild, where are ye? Roderick’s arm
Is wither’d; — Chiefs of Spain, but where are ye?
And thou, Pelayo, thou our surest hope,
Dost thou, too, sleep? — Awake, Pelayo! — up!
Why tarriest thou, Deliverer? — But with that
She broke her bonds, and, lo! her form was changed!
Radiant in arms she stood! a bloody Cross
Gleam’d on her breastplate; in her shield display’d,
Erect a lion ramp’d; her helmed head
Rose like the Berecynthian Goddess crown’d
With towers, and in her dreadful hand the sword
Red as a firebrand blazed. Anon the tramp
Of horsemen, and the din of multitudes
Moving to mortal conflict, rang around;
The battle-song, the clang of sword and shield,
War-cries, and tumult, strife, and hate, and rage,
Blasphemous prayers, confusion, agony,
Rout, and pursuit, and death; and over all
The shout of victory, — Spain and Victory!
Roderick, as the strong vision master’d him,
Rush’d to the fight rejoicing: starting then,
As his own effort burst the charm of sleep,
He found himself upon that lonely grave
In moonlight and in silence. But the dream
Wrought in him still; for still he felt his heart
Pant, and his wither’d arm was trembling still;
And still that voice was in his ear which call’d
On Jesus for his sake.
Oh, might he hear
That actual voice! and if Rusilla lived,
If shame and anguish for his crimes not yet
Had brought her to the grave, — sure she would bless
Her penitent child, and pour into his heart
Prayers and forgiveness, which like precious balm
Would heal the wounded soul. Nor to herself
Less precious, or less healing, would the voice
That spake forgiveness flow. She wept her son
Forever lost, cut off with all the weight
Of unrepented sin upon his head,
Sin which had weigh’d a nation down — what joy
To know that righteous Heaven had in its wrath
Remember’d mercy, and she yet might meet
The child whom she had borne, redeem’d, in bliss!
The sudden impulse of such thoughts confirm’d
That unacknowledged purpose, which till now
Vainly had sought its end. He girt his loins,
Laid holiest Mary’s image in a cleft
Of the rock, where, shelter’d from the elements,
It might abide till happier days came on,
From all defilement safe; pour’d his last prayer
Upon Romano’s grave, and kiss’d the earth
Which cover’d his remains, and wept as if
At long leave-taking, then began his way.
 




III. ADOSINDA.
 

‘TWAS now the earliest morning; soon the Sun,
Rising above Albardos, pour’d his light
Amid the forest, and with ray aslant
Entering its depth, illumed the branchless pines,
Brighten’d their bark, tinged with a redder hue
Its rusty stains, and cast along the floor
Long lines of shadow, where they rose erect
Like pillars of the temple. With slow foot
Roderick pursued his way; for penitence,
Remorse which gave no respite, and the long
And painful conflict of his troubled soul,
Had worn him down. Now, brighter thoughts arose,
And that triumphant vision floated still
Before his sight with all her blazonry,
Her castled helm, and the victorious sword
That flash’d like lightning o’er the field of blood.
Sustain’d by thoughts like these, from morn till eve
He journey’d, and drew near Leyria’s walls.
’Twas even-song time, but not a bell was heard;
Instead thereof, on her polluted towers,
Bidding the Moors to their unhallow’d prayer,
The crier stood, and with his sonorous voice
Fill’d the delicious vale where Lena winds
Through groves and pastoral meads. The sound, the sight
Of turban, girdle, robe, and cimeter,
And tawny skins, awoke contending thoughts
Of anger, shame, and anguish in the Goth;
The face of human-kind so long unseen
Confused him now, and through the streets he went
With hagged mien, and countenance like one
Crazed or bewilder’d. All who met him turn’d,
And wonder’d as he pass’d. One stopp’d him short,
Put alms into his hand, and then desired,
In broken Gothic speech, the moon-struck man
To bless him. With a look of vacancy
Roderick received the alms; his wandering eye
Fell on the money; and the fallen King;
Seeing his own royal impress on the piece,
Broke out into a quick, convulsive voice,
That seem’d like laughter first, but ended soon
In hollow groans suppress’d: the Mussulman
Shrunk at the ghastly sound, and magnified
The name of Allah as he hasten’d on.
A Christian woman, spinning at her door,
Beheld him, and, with sudden pity touch’d,
She laid her spindle by, and running in,
Took bread, and following after, call’d him back,
And placing in his passive hands the loaf,
She said, Christ Jesus for his mother’s sake
Have mercy on thee! With a look that seem’d
Like idiotcy he heard her, and stood still,
Staring awhile; then, bursting into tears,
Wept like a child, and thus relieved his heart,
Full even to bursting else with swelling thoughts,
So through the streets, and through the northern gate,
Did Roderick, reckless of a resting-place,
With feeble yet with hurried step pursue
His agitated way; and when he reach’d
The open fields, and found himself alone
Beneath the starry canopy of Heaven,
The sense of solitude, so dreadful late,
Was then repose and comfort. There he stopp’d
Beside a little rill, and brake the loaf;
And shedding o’er that long untasted food
Painful but quiet tears, with grateful soul
He breathed thanksgiving forth, then made his bed
On heath and myrtle.
 

                But when he arose
At day-break, and pursued his way, his heart
Felt lighten’d that the shock of mingling first
Among his fellow-kind was overpast;
And journeying on, he greeted whom he met
With such short interchange of benison
As each to other gentle travellers give,
Recovering thus the power of social speech
Which he had long disused. When hunger press’d,
He ask’d for alms: slight supplication served;
A countenance so pale and woe-begone
Moved all to pity; and the marks it bore
Of rigorous penance and austerest life,
With something, too, of majesty that still
Appear’d amid the wreck, inspired a sense
Of reverence too. The goat-herd on the hills
Open’d his scrip for him; the babe in arms,
Affrighted at his visage, turn’d away,
And clinging to the mother’s neck in tears,
Would yet again look up, and then again
Shrink back, with cry renew’d. The bolder imps
Sporting beside the way, at his approach
Brake off their games for wonder, and stood still
In silence; some among them cried, A Saint!
The village matron, when she gave him food,
Besought his prayers; and one entreated him
To lay his healing hands upon her child,
For with a sore and hopeless malady
Wasting it long had lain, — and sure, she said
He was a man of God.
 

                Thus travelling on,
he pass’d the vale where wild Aruncea pours
Its wintry torrents; and the happier site
Of old Conimbrica, whose ruin’d towers
Bore record of the fierce Alani’s wrath.
Mondego, too, he cross’d, not yet renown’d
In poet’s amorous lay; and left behind
The walls at whose foundation pious hands
Of Priest, and Monk, and Bishop meekly toil’d,
So had the insulting Arian given command.
Those stately palaces and rich domains
Were now the Moor’s; and many a weary age
Must Coimbra wear the misbeliever’s yoke,
Before Fernando’s banner through her gate
Shall pass triumphant, and her hallow’d Mosque
Behold the hero of Bivar receive
The knighthood which he glorified so oft
In his victorious fields. Oh, if the years
To come might then have risen on Roderick’s soul,
How had they kindled and consoled his heart! 
What joy might Douro’s haven then have given,
Whence Portugal, the faithful and the brave,
Shall take her name illustrious! — what, those walls
Where Mumadona one day will erect
Convent, and town, and towers, which shall become
The cradle of that famous monarchy!
What joy might these prophetic scenes have given, 
What ample vengeance on the Mussulman,
Driven out with foul defeat, and made to feel
In Africa the wrongs he wrought to Spain;
And still pursued by that relentless sword,
Even to the farthest Orient, where his power
Received its mortal wound!
 

                        Oh years of pride!
In undiscoverable futurity,
Yet unevolved, your destined glories lay;
And all that Roderick in these fated scenes
Beheld, was grief and wretchedness, — the waste
Of recent war, and that more mournful calm
Of joyless, helpless, hopeless servitude.
’Twas not the ruin’d walls of church or tower,
Cottage, or hall, or convent, black with smoke;
’Twas not the unburied bones, which, where the dogs
And crows had strown then, lay amid the field
Bleaching in sun or shower, that wrung his heart
With keenest anguish: ’twas when he beheld
The turban’d traitor show his shameless front
In the open eye of Heaven, — the renegade,
On whose base, brutal nature, unredeem’d,
Even black apostasy itself could stamp
No deeper reprobation at the hour
Assign’d fall prostrate; and unite the names
Of God and the Blasphemer, — impious prayer,
Most impious, when from unbelieving lips
The accursed utterance came. Then Roderick’s heart
With indignation burnt, and then he long’d
To be a King again, that so, for Spain
Betray’d and his Redeemer thus renounced,
He might inflict due punishment, and make
These wretches feel his wrath. But when he saw
The daughters of the land, — who, as they went
With cheerful step to church, were wont to show
Their innocent faces to all passers’ eyes,
Freely, and free from sin as when they look’d
In adoration and in praise to Heaven,
Now mask’d in Moorish mufflers, to the Mosque
Holding uncompanied their jealous way,
His spirit seem’d at that unhappy sight
To die away within him, and he, too,
Would fain have died, so death could bring with it
Entire oblivion.
 

                Rent with thoughts like these.
He reach’d that city, once the seat renown’d
Of Suevi kings, where, in contempt of Rome
Degenerate long, the North’s heroic race
Raised first a rival throne; now from its state
Of proud regality debased and fallen.
Still bounteous nature o’er the lovely vale,
Where like a Queen rose Braeara august,
Pour’d forth her gifts profuse; perennial springs
Flow’d for her habitants, and genial suns,
With kindly showers to bless the happy clime,
Combined in vain their gentle influences;
For patient servitude was there, who bow’d
His neck beneath the Moor, and silent grief
That eats into the soul. The walls and stones
Seem’d to reproach their dwellers; stately piles
Yet undecay’d, the mighty monuments
Of Roman pomp, Barbaric palaces,
And Gothic halls, where haughty Barons late
Gladden’d their faithful vassals with the feast
And flowing bowl, alike the spoiler’s now.
 

        Leaving these captive scenes behind, he cross’d
Cavado’s silver current, and the banks
Of Lima, through whose groves, in after years,
Mournful yet sweet, Diogo’s amorous lute
Prolong’d its tuneful echoes. But when now,
Beyond Arnoya’s tributary tide,
He came where Minho roll’d its ampler stream
By Auria’s ancient walls, fresh horrors met
His startled view; for prostrate in the dust
Those walls were laid, and towers and temples stood
Tottering in frightful ruins, as the flame
Had left them black and bare; and through the streets,
All with the recent wreck of war bestrown,
Helmet and turban, cimeter and sword,
Christian and Moor in death promiscuous lay,
Each where they fell; and blood-flakes, parch’d and crack’d
Like the dry slime of some receding flood;
And half-burnt bodies, which allured from far
The wolf and raven, and to impious food
Tempted the houseless dog.
 

                                A thrilling pang,
A sweat like death, a sickness of the soul,
Came over Roderick. Soon they pass’d away,
And admiration in their stead arose,
Stern joy and inextinguishable hope,
With wrath, and hate, and sacred vengeance now
Indissolubly link’d. O valiant race,
O people excellently brave, he cried,
True Goths ye fell, and faithful to the last;
Though overpower’d, triumphant, and in death
Unconquer’d! Holy be your memory!
Bless’d and glorious now and evermore
Be your heroic names! — Led by the sound,
As thus he cried aloud, a woman came
Toward him from the ruins. For the love
Of Christ, she said, lend me a little while
Thy charitable help! — Her words, her voice,
Her look, more horror to his heart convey’d
Than all the havock round; for though she spake
With the calm utterance of despair, in tones
Deep breathed and low, yet never sweeter voice
Pour’d forth its hymns in ecstasy to Heaven.
Her hands were bloody, and her garments stain’d
With blood, her face with blood and dust defiled.
Beauty and youth, and grace and majesty,
Had every charm of form and feature given;
But now upon her rigid countenance
Severest anguish set a fixedness
Ghastlier than death.
 

                She led him through the streets
A little way along, where four low walls,
Heap’d rudely from the ruins round, enclosed
A narrow space: and there upon the ground
Four bodies, decently composed, were laid,
Though horrid all with wounds and clotted gore:
A venerable ancient, by his side
A comely matron, for whose middle age,
(If ruthless slaughter had not intervened,)
Nature, it seem’d, and gentle Time, might well
Have many a calm declining year in store;
The third an armed warrior, on his breast
An infant, over whom his arms were cross’d.
There, — with firm eye and steady countenance,
Unfaltering, she address’d him, — there they lie,
Child, Husband, Parents, — Adosinda’s all!
I could not break the earth with these poor hands,
Nor other tomb provide, — but let that pass!
Auria itself is now but one wide tomb
For all its habitants: — What better grave?
What worthier monument? — Oh, cover not
Their blood, thou Earth! and ye, ye blessed Souls
Of Heroes and of murder’d Innocents,
Oh, never let your everlasting Cries
Cease round the Eternal Throne, till the Most High
For all these unexampled wrongs hath given
Full, overflowing vengeance!
 

                        While she spake,
She raised her lofty hands to Heaven, as if
Calling for justice on the Judgment-seat;
Then laid them on her eyes, and, leaning on,
Bent o’er the open sepulchre.
 

                        But soon,
With quiet mien collectedly, like one
Who from intense devotion, and the act
Of ardent prayer, arising, girds himself
For this world’s daily business she arose,
And said to Roderick, Help me now to raise
The covering of the tomb.
 

                With half-burnt planks,
Which she had gather’d for this funeral use,
They roof’d the vault; then, laying stones above,
They closed it down; last, rendering all secure,
Stones upon stones they piled, till all appear’d
A huge and shapeless heap. Enough, she cried;
And taking Roderick’s hands in both her own,
And wringing them with fervent thankfulness,
May God show mercy to thee, she exclaim’d,
When most thou needest mercy! Who thou art
I know not; not of Auria, — Tor of all
Her sons and daughters, save the one who stands
Before thee, not a soul is left alive.
But thou hast render’d to me, in my hour
Of need, the only help which man could give.
What else of consolation may be found
For one so utterly bereft, from Heaven
And from myself must come. For deem not thou
That I shall sink beneath calamity:
This visitation, like a lightning-stroke,
Hath scathed the fruit and blossom of my youth;
One hour hath orphan’d me, and widow’d me,
And made me childless. In this sepulchre
Lie buried all my earthward hopes and fears,
All human loves and natural charities;
All womanly tenderness, all gentle thoughts,
All female weakness too, I bury here,
Yea, all my former nature. There remain
Revenge and death: — the bitterness of death
Is past, and Heaven already hath vouchsafed
A foretaste of revenge.
 

                        Look here! she cried,
And drawing back, held forth her bloody hands,
’Tis Moorish! — In the day of massacre,
A captain of Alcahman’s murderous host
Reserved me from the slaughter. Not because
My rank and station tempted him with thoughts
Of ransom, for amid the general waste
Of ruin all was lost; — nor yet, be sure,
That pity moved him, — they who from this race
Accurs’d for pity look, such pity find
As ravenous wolves show the defenceless flock.
My husband at my feet had fallen; my babe,
Spare me that thought, O God! — and then — even then,
Amid the maddening throes of agony
Which rent my soul, — when, if this solid Earth
Had open’d, and let out the central fire,
Before whose all-involving flames wide Heaven
Shall shrivel like a scroll, and be consumed,
The universal wreck had been to me
Relief and comfort; — even then this Moor
Turn’d on me his libidinous eyes, and bade
His men reserve me safely for an hour
Of dalliance, — me! — me in my agonies!
But when I found for what this miscreant child
Of Hell had snatch’d me from the butchery,
The very horror of that monstrous thought
Saved me from madness; I was calm at once,
Yet comforted and reconciled to life;
Hatred became to me the life of life,
Its purpose and its power.
The glutted Moors
At length broke up. This hell-dog turn’d aside
Toward his home; we travell’d fast and far,
Till by a forest edge at eve he pitched
His tents. I wash’d and ate at his command,
Forcing revolted nature; I composed
My garments, and bound up my scatter’d hair;
And when he took my hand, and to his couch
Would fain have drawn me, gently I retired
From that abominable touch, and said,
Forbear to-night, I pray thee, for this day
A widow, as thou seest me, am I made;
Therefore, according to our law, must watch
And pray to-night. The loathsome villain paused
Ere he assented, then laid down to rest;
While, at the door of the pavilion, I
Knelt on the ground, and bowed my face to earth;
But when the neighboring tents had ceased their stir,
The fires were out, and all were fast asleep,
Then I arose. The blessed Moon from Heaven
Lent me her holy light. I did not pray
For strength, for strength was given me as I drew
The cimeter, and standing o’er his couch,
liaised it in both my hands with steady aim,
And smote his neck. Upward, as from a spring
When newly open’d by the husbandman,
The villain’s life-blood spouted. Twice I struck,
So making vengeance sure; then, praising God,
Retired amid the wood, and measured back
My patient way to Auria, to perform
This duty which thou seest
 

                        As thus she spake,
Roderick, intently listening, had forgot
His crown, his kingdom, his calamities,
His crimes, — so like a spell upon the Goth
Her powerful words prevail’d. With open lips,
And eager ear, and eyes which, while they watch’d
Her features, caught the spirit that she breathed,
Mute and enrapt he stood, and motionless;
The vision rose before him; and that shout,
Which, like a thunder-peal, victorious Spain
Sent through the welkin, rung within his soul
Its deep, prophetic echoes. On his brow
The pride and power of former majesty
Dawn’d once again, but changed and purified;
Duty and high heroic purposes
Now hallow’d it, and, as with inward light,
Illumed his meagre countenance austere.
 

  Awhile in silence Adosinda stood,
Reading his alter’d visage and the thoughts
Which thus transfigured him. Ay, she exclaim’d,
My tale hath moved thee! it might move the dead,
Quicken captivity’s dead soul, and rouse
This prostrate country from her mortal trance:
Therefore I live to tell it; and for this
Hath the Lord God Almighty given to me
A spirit not mine own and strength from Heaven;
Dealing with me as in the days of old
With that Bethulian Matron when she saved
His people from the spoiler. What remains
But that the life which he hath thus preserved
I consecrate to him? Not veil’d and vow’d
To pass my days in holiness and peace;
Nor yet between sepulchral walls immured,
Alive to penitence alone; my rule
He hath himself prescribed, and hath infused
A passion in this woman’s breast, wherein
All passions and all virtues are combined;
Love, hatred, joy, and anguish, and despair,
And hope, and natural piety, and faith,
Make up the mighty feeling. Call it not
Revenge! thus sanctified, and thus sublimed,
’Tis duty, ’tis devotion. Like the grace
Of God, it came and saved me; and in it
Spain must have her salvation. In thy hands
Here, on the grave of all my family,
I make my vow.
 

                She said, and, kneeling down,
Placed within Roderick’s palms her folded hands.
This life, she cried, I dedicate to God,
Therewith to do him service in the way
Which he hath shown. To rouse the land against
This impious, this intolerable yoke,
To offer up the invader’s hateful blood,
This shall be my employ, my rule and rite,
Observances and sacrifice of faith;
For this I hold the life which he hath given,
A sacred trust; for this, when it shall suit
His service, joyfully will lay it down.
So deal with me as I fulfil the pledge,
O Lord my God, my Savior, and my Judge.
 

  Then rising from the earth, she spread her arms,
And looking round with sweeping eyes exclaim’d,
Auria, and Spain, and Heaven receive the vow!
 




IV. THE MONASTERY OF ST. FELIX.
 

THUS long had Roderick heard her powerful words
In silence, awed before her; but his heart
Was fill’d the while with swelling sympathy,
And now with impulse not to be restrain’d
The feeling overpower’d him. Hear me too,
Auria, and Spain, and Heaven! he cried; and thou
Who risest thus above mortality,
Sufferer and patriot, saint and heroine,
The servant and the chosen of the Lord,
For surely such thou art, — receive in me
The first-fruits of thy calling. Kneeling then,
And placing, as he spake, his hand in hers,
As thou hast sworn, the royal Goth pursued,
Even so I swear; my soul hath found at length
Her rest and refuge; in the invader’s blood
She must efface her stains of mortal sin,
And in redeeming this lost land, work out
Redemption for herself. Herein I place
My penance for the past, my hope to come,
My faith and my good works; here offer up
All thoughts and passions of mine inmost heart,
My days and nights, — this flesh, this blood, this life,
Yea, this whole being, do I here devote
For Spain. Receive the vow, all Saints in Heaven,
And prosper its good end! — Clap now your wings,
The Goth with louder utterance, as he rose,
Exclaim’d, — clap now your wings exultingly,
Ye ravenous fowl of Heaven; and in your dens
Set up, ye wolves of Spain, a yell of joy;
For, lo! a nation hath this day been sworn
To furnish forth your banquet; for a strife
Hath been commenced, the which, from this day forth,
Permits no breathing-time, and knows no end
Till in this land the last invader bow
His neck beneath the exterminating sword.
 

  Said I not rightly? Adosinda cried;
The will which goads me on is not mine own;
’Tis from on high, — yea, verily of Heaven!
But who art thou who hast profess’d with me,
My first sworn brother in the appointed rule?
Tell me thy name.
 

                Ask any thing but that!
The fallen King replied. My name was lost
When from the Goths the sceptre pass’d away.
The nation will arise regenerate;
Strong in her second youth, and beautiful,
And like a spirit which hath shaken off
The clog of dull mortality, shall Spain
Arise in glory. But for my good name
No resurrection is appointed here.
Let it be blotted out on earth: in Heaven
There shall be written with it penitence,
And grace, and saving faith, and such good deeds
Wrought in atonement as my soul this day
Hath sworn to offer up.
 

                Then be thy name,
She answer’d, Maccabee, from this day forth;
For this day art thou born again; and like
Those brethren of old times, whose holy names
Live in the memory of all noble hearts
For love and admiration, ever young,
So for our native country, for her hearths
And altars, for her cradles and her graves,
Hast thou thyself devoted. Let us now
Each to our work — among the neighboring hills,
I to the vassals of my father’s house;
Thou to Visonia. Tell the Abbot there
What thou hast seen at Auria; and with him
Take counsel who, of all our Baronage,
Is worthiest to lead on the sons of Spain,
And wear upon his brow the Spanish crown.
Now, brother, fare thee well! we part in hope,
And we shall meet again, be sure, in joy.
 

  So saying, Adosinda left the King
Alone amid the ruins. There he stood,
As when Elisha, on the farther bank
Of Jordan, saw that elder prophet mount
The fiery chariot, and the steeds of fire,
Trampling the whirlwind, bear him up the sky:
Thus gazing after her did Roderick stand;
And as the immortal Tishbite left behind
His mantle and prophetic power, even so
Had her inspiring presence left infused
The spirit which she breathed. Gazing he stood,
As at a heavenly visitation there
Vouchsafed in mercy to himself and Spain;
And when the heroic mourner from his sight
Had pass’d away, still reverential awe
Held him suspended there and motionless.
Then turning from the ghastly scene of death
Up murmuring Lona, he began toward
The holy Bierzo his obedient way.
Sil’s ample stream he cross’d, where through the vale
Of Orras, from that sacred land it bears
The whole collected waters; northward then,
Skirting the heights of Aguiar, he reach’d
That consecrated pile amid the wild,
Which sainted Fructuoso in his zeal
Rear’d to St. Felix, on Visonia’s banks.
 

  In commune with a priest of age mature,
Whose thoughtful visage and majestic mien
Bespake authority and weight of care,
Odoar, the venerable Abbot, sat,
When ushering Roderick in, the Porter said,
A stranger came from Auria, and required
His private ear. From Auria? said the old man;
Comest thou from Auria, brother? I can spare
Thy painful errand then, — we know the worst.
 

  Nay, answer’d Roderick, but thou hast not heard
My tale. Where that devoted city lies
In ashes, mid the ruins and the dead
I found a woman, whom the Moors had borne
Captive away; but she, by Heaven inspired
And her good heart, with her own arm had wrought
Her own deliverance, smiting in his tent
A lustful Moorish miscreant, as of yore
By Judith’s holy deed the Assyrian fell.
And that same spirit which had strengthen’d her
Work’d in her still. Four walls with patient toil
She rear’d, wherein, as in a sepulchre,
With her own hands she laid her murder’d babe,
Her husband and her parents, side by side;
And when we cover’d in this shapeless tomb,
There, on the grave of all her family,
Did this courageous mourner dedicate
All thoughts and actions of her future life
To her poor country. For she said, that Heaven,
Supporting her, in mercy had vouchsafed
A foretaste of revenge; that, like the grace
Of God, revenge had saved her; that in it
Spain must have her salvation; and henceforth
That passion, thus sublimed and sanctified,
Must be to all the loyal sons of Spain
The pole-star of their faith, their rule and rite,
Observances and worthiest sacrifice.
I took the vow, unworthy as I am,
Her first sworn follower in the appointed rule;
And then we parted; she among the hills
TO ROUSE the vassals of her father’s house;
I at her bidding hitherward, to ask
Thy counsel, who, of our old Baronage,
Shall place upon his brow the Spanish crown.
 

   The Lady Adosinda? Odoar cried.
Roderick made answer, So she call’d herself.
 

  Oh, none but she! exclaim’d the good old man,
Clasping his hands, which trembled as he spake,
In act of pious passion raised to Heaven,
Oh, none but Adosinda! — none but she,
None but that noble heart, which was the heart
Of Auria while it stood, its life and strength,
More than her father’s presence, or the arm
Of her brave husband, valiant as he was.
Hers was the spirit which inspired old age,
Ambitious boyhood, girls in timid youth,
And virgins in the beauty of their spring,
And youthful mothers, doting, like herself,
With ever-anxious love. She breathed through all
That zeal and that devoted faithfulness,
Which to the invader’s threats and promises
Turn’d a deaf ear alike; which in the head
And flood of prosperous fortune cheek’d his course,
Repell’d him from the walls, and when at length
His overpowering numbers forced their way,
Even in that uttermost extremity
Unyielding, still from street to street, from house
To house, from floor to floor, maintain’d the fight;
Till by their altars falling, in their doors,
And on their household hearths, and by their beds
And cradles, and their fathers’ sepulchres,
This noble army, gloriously revenged,
Embraced their martyrdom. Heroic souls!
Well have ye done, and righteously discharged
Your arduous part! Your service is perform’d,
Your earthly warfare done! Ye have put on
The purple robe of everlasting peace!
Ye have received your crown! Ye bear the palm
Before the throne of Grace!
                              With that he paused,
Checking the strong emotions of his soul.
Then, with a solemn tone, addressing him,
Who shared his secret thoughts, Thou knowest, he said,
O Urban, that they have not fallen in vain;
For by this virtuous sacrifice they thinn’d
Alcahman’s thousands; and his broken force,
Exhausted by their dear-bought victory,
Turn’d back from Auria, leaving us to breathe
Among our mountains yet. We lack not here
Good hearts, nor valiant hands. What walls, or towers,
Or battlements are like these fastnesses,
These rocks, and glens, and everlasting hills?
Give but that Aurian spirit, and the Moors
Will spend their force as idly on these holds
As round the rocky girdle of the land
The wild Cantabrian billows waste their rage.
Give but that spirit! — Heaven hath given it us,
If Adosinda thus, as from the dead,
Be granted to our prayers!
                              And who art thou,
Said Urban, who hast taken on thyself
This rule of warlike faith? Thy countenance
And those poor weeds bespeak a life ere this
Devoted to austere observances.
 

Roderick replied, I am a sinful man,
One who in solitude hath long deplored
A life misspent; but never bound by vows,
Till Adosinda taught me where to find
Comfort, and how to work forgiveness out.
When that exalted woman took my vow,
She call’d me Maccabee; from this day forth
Be that my earthly name. But tell me now,
Whom shall we rouse to take upon his head
The crown of Spain? Where are the Gothic Chiefs?
Sacaru, Theudemir, Athanagild,
All who suivived that eight-days’ obstinate fight,
When elogg’d with bodies, Chrysus scarce could force
Its bloody stream along? Witiza’s sons,
Bad offspring of a stock accurs’d, I know,
Have put the turban on their recreant head.
Where are your own Cantabrian Lords? I ween,
Eudon, and Pedro, and Pelayo now
Have ceased their rivalry. If Pelayo live,
His were the worthy heart and rightful hand
To wield the sceptre and the sword of Spain.
 

Odoar and Urban eyed him while he spake,
As if they wonder’d whose the tongue might be
Familiar thus with Chiefs and thoughts of state.
They seann’d his countenance, but not a trace
Betray’d the Royal Goth: sunk was that eye
Of sovereignty, and on the emaciate cheek
Had penitence and anguish deeply drawn
Their furrows premature, — forestalling time,
And shedding upon thirty’s brow more snows
Than threescore winters in their natural course
Might else have sprinkled there. It seems indeed
That thou hast pass’d thy days in solitude,
Replied the Abbot, or thou wouldst not ask
Of tilings so long gone by. Athanagild
And Theudeinir have taken on their necks
The yoke. Saearu play’d a nobler part.
Long within Merida did he withstand
The invader’s hot assault; and when at length,
Hopeless of all relief, he yielded up
The gates, disdaining in his fathers’ land
To breathe the air of bondage, with a few
Found faithful till the last, indignantly
Did he toward the ocean bend his way,
And shaking from his feet the dust of Spain,
Took ship, and hoisted sail through seas unknown
To seek for freedom. Our Cantabrian Chiefs
All have submitted, but the wary Moor
Trusteth not all alike. At his own Court
He holds Pelayo, as suspecting most
That calm and manly spirit; Pedro’s son
There too is held as hostage, and secures
His father’s faith; Count Eudon is despised,
And so lives unmolested. When he pays
His tribute, an uncomfortable thought
May then perhaps disturb him: — or more like
He meditates how profitable ‘twere
To be a Moor; and if apostasy
Were all, and to he unbaptized might serve,
But I waste breath upon a wretch like this;
Pelayo is the only hope of Spain,
Only Pelayo.
                    If, as we believe,
Said Urban then, the hand of Heaven is here,
And dreadful though they be, yet for wise end
Of good, these visitations do its work;
And dimly as our mortal sight may scan
The future, yet methinks my soul descries
How in Pelayo should the purposes
Of Heaven be best accomplish’d. All too long,
Here in their own inheritance, the sons
Of Spain have groan’d beneath a foreign yoke,
Punic and Roman, Kelt, and Goth, and Greek:
This latter tempest comes to sweep away
All proud distinctions which commingling blood
And time’s long course have fail’d to efface; and now
Perchance it is the will of Fate to rear
Upon the soil of Spain a Spanish throne,
Restoring in Pelayo’s native line
The sceptre to the Spaniard.
                              Go thou, then,
And seek Pelayo at the Conqueror’s Court.
Tell him the mountaineers are unsubdued;
The precious time they needed hath been gain’d
By Auria’s sacrifice, and all they ask
Is him to guide them on. In Odoar’s name
And Urban’s, tell him that the hour is come.
 

Then, pausing for a moment, he pursued: — 
The rule which thou hast taken on thyself
Toledo ratifies: ’tis meet for Spain,
And as the will divine, to be received,
Observed, and spread abroad. Come hither thou.
Who for thyself hast chosen the good part;
Let me lay hands on thee, and consecrate
Thy life unto the Lord.
                              Me! Roderick cried;
Me! sinner that I am! — and while he spake
His wither’d cheek grew paler, and his limbs
Shook. As thou goest among the infidels,
Pursued the Primate, many thou wilt find
Fallen from the faith; by weakness some betray’d,
Some led astray by baser hope of gain,
And haply, too, by ill example led
Of those in whom they trusted. Yet have these
Their lonely hours, when sorrow, or the touch
Of sickness, and that awful power divine
Which hath its dwelling in the heart of man,
Life of his soul, his monitor and judge,
Move them with silent impulse; but they look
For help, and finding none to succor them,
The irrevocable moment passeth by.
Therefore, my brother, in the name of Christ
Thus I lay hands on thee, that in His name
Thou with His gracious promises mayst raise
The fallen, and comfort those that are in need,
And bring salvation to the penitent.
Now, brother, go thy way: the peace of God
Be with thee, and his blessing prosper us!
 




V. RODERICK AND SIVERIAN.
 

BETWEEN St. Felix and the regal seat
Of Abdalaziz, ancient Cordoba,
Lay many a long day’s journey interposed;
And many a mountain range hath Roderick cross’d,
And many a lovely vale, ere he beheld
Where Betis, winding through the unbounded plain,
Roll’d his majestic waters. There, at eve,
Entering an inn, he took his humble seat
With other travellers round the crackling hearth,
Where heath and cistus gave their fragrant flame.
That flame no longer, as in other times.
Lit up the countenance of easy mirth — 
And light discourse: the talk which now went round
Was of the grief that press’d on every heart;
Of Spain subdued; the sceptre of the Goths
Broken; their nation and their name effaced;
Slaughter and mourning, which had left no house
Unvisited; and shame, which set its mark
On every Spaniard’s face. One who had seen
His sons fall bravely at his side, bewail’d
The unhappy chance which, rescuing him from death,
Left him the last of all his family;
Yet he rejoiced to think that none who drew
Their blood from him remain’d to wear the yoke,
Be at the miscreant’s beck, and propagate
A breed of slaves to serve them. Here sat one
Who told of fair possessions lost, and babes
To goodly fortunes born, of all bereft.
Another for a virgin daughter mourn’d,
The lewd barbarian’s spoil. A fourth had seen
His only child forsake him in his age,
And for a Moor renounce her hope in Christ.
His was the heaviest grief of all, he said;
And clinching, as he spake, his hoary locks,
He cursed King Roderick’s soul.
                              Oh, curse him not!
Roderick exclaim’d, all shuddering as he spake.
Oh, for the love of Jesus, curse him not!
Sufficient is the dreadful load of guilt
That lies upon his miserable soul!
O brother, do not curse that sinful soul,
Which Jesus suffer’d on the cross to save!
 

But then an old man, who had sat thus long
A silent listener, from his seat arose,
And moving round to Roderick, took his hand;
Christ bless thee, brother, for that Christian speech,
He said; and shame on me that any tongue
Readier than mine was found to utter it!
His own emotion fill’d him while he spake,
So that he did not feel how Roderick’s hand
Shook like a palsied limb; and none could see
How, at his well-known voice, the countenance
Of that poor traveller suddenly was changed,
And sunk with deadlier paleness; for the flame
Was spent, and from behind him, on the wall
High hung, the lamp with feeble glimmering play’d.
 

Oh, it is ever thus! the old man pursued;
The crimes and woes of universal Spain
Are charged on him; and curses, which should aim
At living heads, pursue beyond the grave
His poor unhappy soul! As if his sin
Had wrought the fall of our old monarchy!
As if the Mussulmen, in their career,
Would ne’er have overleap’d the gulf which parts
Iberia from the Mauritanian shore,
If Julian had not beckon’d them! — Alas!
The evils which drew on our overthrow,
Would soon by other means have wrought their end,
Though Julian’s daughter should have lived and died
A virgin vow’d and veil’d.
 

                              Touch not on that,
Shrinking with inward shiverings at the thought,
The penitent exclaim’d Oh, if thou lovest
The soul of Roderick, touch not on that deed!
God, in his mercy, may forgive it him,
But human tongue must never speak his name
Without reproach and utter infamy,
For that abhorred act. Even thou — But here
Siverian taking up the word, brake off,
Unwittingly, the incautious speech. Even I,
Quoth he, who nursed him in his father’s hall,
Even I can only for that deed of shame
Offer in agony my secret prayers.
But Spain hath witness’d other crimes as foul:
Have we not seen Favila’s shameless wife,
Throned in Witiza’s ivory car, parade
Our towns with regal pageantry, and bid
The murderous tyrant in her husband’s blood
Dip his adulterous hand? Did we not sec
Pelayo, by that bloody king’s pursuit,
And that unnatural mother, from the land
With open outcry, like an outlaw’d thief,
Hunted? And saw ye not Theodofred,
As through the streets I guided his dark steps,
Roll mournfully toward the noon-day sun
His blank and senseless eyeballs? Spain saw this,
And suffer’d it! — I seek not to excuse
The sin of Roderick. Jesu, who beholds
The burning tears I shed in solitude,
Knows how I plead for him in midnight prayer.
But if, when he victoriously revenged
The wrongs of Chindasuintho’s house, his sword
Had not for mercy turn’d aside its edge,
Oh what a day of glory had there been
Upon the banks of Chrysus! Curse not him,
Who in that fatal conflict to the last
So valiantly maintain’d his country’s cause;
But if your sorrow needs must have its vent
In curses, let your imprecations strike
The caitiffs, who, when Roderick’s hornëd helm
Rose eminent amid the thickest fight,
Betraying him who spared and trusted them,
Forsook their King, their Country, and their God,
And gave the Moor his conquest.
 

                              Ay! they said,
These were Witiza’s hateful progeny;
And in an evil hour the unhappy King
Had spared the viperous brood. With that they
talk’d
How Sisibert and Ebba through the land
Guided the foe; and Orpas, who had cast
The mitre from his renegado brow,
Went with the armies of the infidels;
And how in Hispalis, even where his hands
Had minister’d so oft the bread of life,
The circumcised apostate did not shame
To show in open day his turban’d head.
The Queen too, Egilona, one exclaim’d;
Was she not married to the enemy,
The Moor, the Misbeliever? What a heart
Were hers, that she could pride and plume herself
To rank among his herd of concubines,
Having been what she had been! And who could say
How far domestic wrongs and discontent
Had wrought upon the King! — Hereat the old man.
Raising beneath the knit and curly brow
His mournful eyes, replied, This I can tell,
That that unquiet spirit and unblest,
Though Roderick never told his sorrows, drove
Rusilla from the palace of her son.
She could not bear to see his generous mind
Wither beneath the unwholesome influence,
And cankering at the core And I know well,
That oft, when she deplored his barren bed,
The thought of Egilona’s qualities
Came like a bitter medicine for her grief,
And to the extinction of her husband’s line,
Sad consolation, reconciled her heart.
 

But Roderick, while they communed thus, had ceased
To hear, such painfulest anxiety
The sight of that old, venerable man
Awoke. A sickening fear came over him:
The hope which led him from his hermitage
Now seem’d forever gone; for well he knew
Nothing but death could break the ties which bound
That faithful servant to his father’s house.
She then for whose forgiveness he had yearn’d,
Who in her blessing would have given and found
The peace of Heaven, — she then was to the grave
Gone down disconsolate at last; in this,
Of all the woes of her unhappy life
Unhappiest, that she did not live to see
God had vouchsafed repentance to her child.
But then a hope arose that yet she lived;
The weighty cause which led Siverian here
Might draw him from her side; better to know
The worst than fear it. And with that he bent
Over the ambers, and with head half raised
Aslant, and shadow’d by his hand, he said,
Where is King Roderick’s mother? lives she still?
 

God hath upheld her, the old man replied;
She bears this last and heaviest of her griefs,
Not as she bore her husband’s wrongs, when hope
And her indignant heart supported her;
But patiently, like one who finds from Heaven
A comfort which the world can neither give
Nor take away. — Roderick inquired no more;
He breathed a silent prayer in gratitude,
Then wrapt his cloak around him, and lay down
Where he might weep unseen.
                              When morning came,
Earliest of all the travellers he went forth,
And linger’d for Siverian by the way,
Beside a fountain, where the constant fall
Of water its perpetual gurgling made,
To the wayfaring or the musing man
Sweetest of all sweet sounds. The Christian hand,
Whose general charity for man and beast
Built it in better times, had with a cross
Of well-hewn stone crested the pious work,
Which now the misbelievers had cast down,
And broken in the dust it lay defiled.
Roderick beheld it lying at his feet,
And gathering reverently the fragments up,
Placed them within the cistern, and restored
With careful collocation its dear form,
So might the waters, like a crystal shrine,
Preserve it from pollution. Kneeling then,
O’er the memorial of redeeming love
He bent, and mingled with the fount his tears,
And pour’d his spirit to the Crucified.
 

A Moor came by, and seeing him, exclaim’d,
Ah, Kaffer! worshipper of wood and stone,
God’s curse confound thee! And as Roderick
turn’d
His face, the miscreant spurn’d him with his foot
Between the eyes. The indignant King arose,
And fell’d him to the ground. But then the Moor
Drew forth his dagger, rising as he cried,
What! darest thou, thou infidel and slave,
Strike a believer? and he aim’d a blow
At Roderick’s breast. But Roderick caught his arm,
And closed, and wrench’d the dagger from his
hold,
Such timely strength did those emaciate limbs
From indignation draw, — and in his neck
With mortal stroke he drove the avenging steel
Hilt deep. Then, as the thirsty sand drank in
The expiring miscreant’s blood, he look’d around
In sudden apprehension, lest the Moors
Had seen them; but Siverian was in sight,
The only traveller, and he smote his mule,
And hasten’d up. Ah, brother! said the old man,
Thine is a spirit of the ancient mould!
And would to God a thousand men like thee
Had fought at Roderick’s side on that last day
When treason overpower’d him! Now, alas!
A manly Gothic heart doth ill accord
With these unhappy times. Come, let us hide
This carrion, while the favoring hour permits.
 

So saying, he alighted. Soon they scoop’d
Amid loose-lying sand a hasty grave,
And levell’d over it the easy soil.
Father, said Roderick, as they journey’d on,
Let this thing be a seal and sacrament
Of truth between us. Wherefore should there be
Concealment between two right Gothic hearts
In evil days like ours? What thou hast seen
Is but the first fruit of the sacrifice,
Which on this injured and polluted soil,
As on a bloody altar, I have sworn
To offer to insulted Heaven for Spain,
Her vengeance and her expiation. This
Was but a hasty act, by sudden wrong
Provoked: but I am bound for Cordoba,
On weighty mission from Visonia sent,
To breathe into Pelayo’s ear a voice
Of spirit-stirring power, which like the trump
Of the Archangel, shall awake dead Spain.
The northern mountaineers are unsubdued;
They call upon Pelayo for their chief;
Odoar and Urban tell him that the hour
Is come. Thou, too, I ween, old man, art charged,
With no light errand, or thou wouldst not now
Have left the ruins of thy master’s house.
 

Who art thou? cried Siverian, as he search’d
The wan and wither’d features of the King.
Thy face is of a stranger; but thy voice
Disturbs me like a dream.
                              Roderick replied,
Thou seest me as I am, — a stranger; one
Whose fortunes in the general wreck were lost,
His name and lineage utterly extinct,
Himself in mercy spared, surviving all;
In mercy, that the bitter cup might heal
A soul diseased. Now, having cast the slough
Of old offences, thou beholdest me
A man new-born; in second baptism named,
Like those who in Judea bravely raised
Against the Heathen’s impious tyranny
The banner of Jehovah, Maccabee;
So call me. In that name hath Urban laid 
His consecrating hands upon my head;
And in that name have I myself for Spain
Devoted. Tell me now why thou art sent
To Cordoba; for sure thou goëst not
An idle gazer to the Conqueror’s court.
 

Thou judgest well, the old man replied. I, too,
Seek the Cantabrian Prince, the hope of Spain,
With other tidings charged, for other end
Designed, yet such as well may work with thine.
My noble mistress sends me to avert
The shame that threats his house. The renegade
Numacian, he who, for the infidels,
Oppresses Gegio, insolently wooes
His sister. Moulded in a wicked womb,
The unworthy Guisla hath inherited
Her mother’s leprous taint; and, willingly,
She to the circumcised and upstart slave,
Disdaining all admonishment, gives ear.
The Lady Gaudiosa sees in this,
With the quick foresight of maternal care,
The impending danger to her husband’s house,
Knowing his generous spirit ne’er will brook
The base alliance. Guisla lewdly sets
His will at nought; but that vile renegade,
From hatred, and from avarice, and from fear,
Will seek the extinction of Pelayo’s line.
This, too, my venerable mistress sees;
Wherefore these valiant and high-minded dames
Send me to Cordoba; that, if the Prince
Cannot, by timely interdiction, stop
The irrevocable act of infamy,
He may, at least, to his own safety look,
Being timely warn’d.
Thy mistress sojourns then
With Gaudiosa, in Pelayo’s hall?
Said Roderick. ’Tis her natural home, rejoin’d
Siverian: Chindasuintho’s royal race
Have ever shared one lot of weal or woe;
And she who hath beheld her own fair shoot,
The goodly summit of that ancient tree,
Struck by Heaven’s bolt, seeks shelter now beneath
The only branch of its majestic stem
That still survives the storm.
 

                              Thus they pursued
Their journey, each from other gathering store
For thought, with many a silent interval
Of mournful meditation, till they saw
The temples and the towers of Cordoba
Shining majestic in the light of eve.
Before them. Betis roll’d his glittering stream,
In many a silvery winding traced afar
Amid the ample plain. Behind the walls
And stately piles, which crown’d its margin, rich
With olives, and with sunny slope of vines,
And many a lovely hamlet interspersed,
Whose citron bowers were once the abode of peace,
Height above height, receding hills were seen
Imbued with evening hues; and over all
The summits of the dark sierra rose,
Lifting their heads amid the silent sky.
The traveller who, with a heart at ease,
Had seen the goodly vision, would have loved
To linger, seeking with insatiate sight
To treasure up its image, deep impress’d,
A joy for years to come. O Cordoba,
Exclaim’d the old man, how princely are thy towers,
How fair thy vales, thy hills how beautiful!
The sun who sheds on thee his parting smiles
Sees not in all his wide career a scene
Lovelier, nor more exuberantly blest
By bounteous earth and heaven. The very gales
Of Eden waft not from the immortal bowers
Odors to sense more exquisite, than these
Which, breathing from thy groves and gardens,
now
Recall in me such thoughts of bitterness.
The time has been when happy was their lot
Who had their birthright here; but happy now
Are they who to thy bosom are gone home,
Because they feel not in their graves the feet
That trample upon Spain. ’Tis well that age
Hath made me like a child, that I can weep:
My heart would else have broken, overcharged,
And I, false servant, should lie down to rest
Before my work is done.
                              Hard by their path,
A little way without the walls, there stood
An edifice, whereto, as by a spell,
Siverian’s heart was drawn. Brother, quoth he,
’Tis like the urgency of our return
Will brook of no retardment; and this spot
It were a sin if I should pass, and leave
Unvisited. Beseech you turn with me,
The while I offer up one duteous prayer.
 

  Roderick made no reply. He had not dared
To turn his face toward those walls; but now
He follow’d where the old man led the way.
Lord! in his heart the silent sufferer said,
Forgive my feeble soul, which would have shrunk
From this, — for what am I that I should put
The bitter cup aside! O let my shame
And anguish be accepted in thy sight?
 




VI. RODERICK IN TIMES PAST.
 

THE mansion whitherward they went, was one
Which in his youth Theodofred had built:
Thither had he brought home, in happy hour,
His blooming bride; there fondled on his knee
The lovely boy she bore him. Close beside,
A temple to that Saint he rear’d, who first,
As old tradition tells, proclaim’d to Spain
The gospel-tidings; and in health and youth,
There mindful of mortality, he saw
His sepulchre prepared. Witiza took
For his adulterous leman and himself
The stately pile: but to that sepulchre,
When from captivity and darkness death
Enlarged him, was Theodofred consign’d;
For that unhappy woman, wasting then
Beneath a mortal malady, at heart
Was smitten, and the Tyrant at her prayer
This poor and tardy restitution made.
Soon the repentant sinner follow’d him;
And calling on Pelayo ere she died,
For his own wrongs, and for his father’s death,
Implored forgiveness of her absent child,
If it were possible he could forgive
Crimes black as hers, she said. And by the pangs
Of her remorse, — by her last agonies,
The unutterable horrors of her death,
And by the blood of Jesus on the cross
For sinners given, did she beseech his prayers
In aid of her most miserable soul.
Thus mingling sudden shrieks with hopeless vows,
And uttering franticly Pelayo’s name,
And crying out for mercy in despair,
Here had she made her dreadful end, and here
Her wretched body was deposited.
That presence seem’d to desecrate the place:
Thenceforth the usurper shunn’d it with the heart
Of conscious guilt; nor could Rusilla bear
These groves and bowers, which, like funereal
shades,
Oppress’d her with their monumental forms:
One day of bitter and severe delight,
When Roderick came for vengeance, she endured,
And then forever left her bridal halls.
 

  Oh, when I last beheld yon princely pile,
Exclaim’d Siverian, with what other thoughts
Full, and elate of spirit, did I pass
Its joyous gates! The weedery which through
The interstices of those neglected courts
Uncheck’d had flourish’d long, and seeded there,
“Was trampled then and bruised beneath the feet
Of thronging crowds. Here, drawn in fair array,
The faithful vassals of my master’s house,
Their javelins sparkling to the morning sun,
Spread their triumphant banners; high-plumed
helms
Rose o’er the martial ranks, and prancing steeds
Made, answer to the trumpet’s stirring voice;
While yonder towers shook the dull silence off 
Which long to their deserted walls had clung,
And with redoubling echoes swell’d the shout
That hail’d victorious Roderick. Louder rose
The acclamation, when the dust was seen
Rising beneath his chariot-wheels far off;
But nearer as the youthful hero came,
All sounds of all the multitude were hush’d,
And from the thousands and ten thousands here,
Whom Cordoba and His palis sent forth,
Yea, whom all Bætica, all Spain pour’d out
To greet his triumph, — not a whisper rose
To Heaven, such awe and reverence master’d
them,
Such expectation held them motionless.
Conqueror and King he came; but with no joy
Of conquest, and no pride of sovereignty
That day display’d; for at his Father’s grave
Did Roderick come to offer up his vow
Of vengeance well perform’d. Three coal-black
steeds
Drew on his ivory chariot: by his side,
Still wrapt in mourning for the long-deceased,
Rusilla sat; a deeper paleness blanch’d
Her faded countenance, but, in her eye
The light of her majestic nature shone.
Bound, and expecting at their hands the death
So well deserved, Witiza follow’d them;
Aghast and trembling, first he gazed around,
Wildly from side to side; then from the face
Of universal execration shrunk,
Hanging his wretched head abased; and poor
Of spirit, with unmanly tears deplored
His fortune, not his crimes. With bolder front,
Confiding in his priestly character,
Came Orpas next; and then the spurious race
Whom in unhappy hour Favila’s wife
Brought forth for Spain. O mercy ill bestow’d,
When Roderick, in compassion for their youth,
And for Pelayo’s sake, forbore to crush
The brood of vipers!
                    Err perchance he might,
Replied the Goth, suppressing, as he spake,
All outward signs of pain, though every word
Went like a dagger to his bleeding heart;
But sure, I ween, that error is not placed
Among his sins. Old man, thou mayst regret
The mercy ill deserved, and worse return’d,
But not for this wouldst thou reproach the King!
 

Reproach him? cried Siverian; — I reproach
My child, — my noble boy, — whom every tongue
Bless’d at that hour, — whose love fill’d every heart
With joy, and every eye with joyful tears!
My brave, my beautiful, my generous boy!
Brave, beautiful, and generous as he was,
Never so brave, so beautiful, so great
As then, — not even on that glorious day,
When on the field of victory, elevate
Amid the thousands who acclaim’d him King,
Firm on the shield above their heads upraised,
Erect he stood, and waved his bloody sword — 
Why dost thou shake thy head as if in doubt?
I do not dream, nor fable! Ten short years
Have scarcely past away, since all within
The Pyrenean hills, and the three seas
Which girdled Spain, echoed in one response
The acclamation from that field of fight — 
Or doth aught ail thee, that thy body quakes
And shudders thus?
                             ’Tis but a chill, replied
The King, in passing from the open air
Under the shadow of this thick-set grove.
 

Oh! if this scene awoke in thee such thoughts
As swell my bosom here, the old man pursued,
Sunshine, or shade, and all things from without,
Would be alike indifferent. Gracious God,
Only but ten short years, — and all so changed!
Ten little years since in yon court he check’d
His fiery steeds. The steeds obey’d his hand,
The whirling wheels stood still, and when he
leap’d
Upon the pavement, the whole people heard
In their deep silence, open-ear’d, the sound.
With slower movement from the ivory seat
Rusilla rose, her arm, as down she stepp’d,
Extended to her son’s supporting hand;
Not for default of firm or agile strength,
But that the feeling of that solemn hour
Subdued her then, and tears bedimm’d her sight.
Howbeit when to her husband’s grave she came,
On the sepulchral stone she bow’d her head
Awhile; then rose collectedly, and fix’d
Upon the scene her calm and steady eye.
Roderick, — oh, when did valor wear a form
So beautiful, so noble, so august?
Or vengeance, when did it put on before
A character so awful, so divine?
Roderick stood up, and reaching to the tomb
His hands, my hero cried, Theodofred!
Father! I stand before thee once again,
According to thy prayer, when kneeling down
Between thy knees I took my last farewell;
And vow’d by all thy sufferings, all thy wrongs,
And by my mother’s days and nights of woe,
Her silent anguish, and the grief which then
Even from thee she did not seek to hide,
That, if our cruel parting should avail
To save me from the Tyrant’s jealous guilt,
Surely should my avenging sword fulfil
Whate’er he omen’d. Oh that time, I cried,
Would give the strength of manhood to this arm,
Already would it find a manly heart
To guide it to its purpose! And I swore
Never again to see my father’s face,
Nor ask my mother’s blessing, till I brought,
Dead or in chains, the Tyrant to thy feet.
Boy as I was, before all Saints in Heaven,
And highest God, whose justice slumbereth not,
I made the vow. According to thy prayer,
In all things, O my father, is that vow
Perform’d, alas, too well! for thou didst pray,
While, looking up, I felt the burning tears
Which from thy sightless sockets stream’d, drop
down,
That to thy grave, and not thy living feet,
The oppressor might be led. Behold him there,
Father! Theodofred! no longer now
In darkness, from thy heavenly seat look down,
And see before thy grave thine enemy
In bonds, awaiting judgment at my hand!
 

Thus while the hero spake, Witiza stood
Listening in agony, with open mouth,
And head, half-raised, toward his sentence turn’d;
His eyelids stiffen’d and pursed up, — his eyes
Rigid, and wild, and wide; and when the King
Had ceased, amid the silence which ensued,
The dastard’s chains were heard, link against link
Clinking. At length upon his knees he fell,
And lifting up his trembling hands, outstretch’d
In supplication, — Mercy! he exclaim’d,
Chains, dungeons, darkness, — any thing- but
death!
I did not touch his life.
                    Roderick replied,
His hour, whenever it had come, had found
A soul prepared: he lived in peace with Heaven;
And life prolong’d for him, was bliss delay’d.
Jint life, in pain, and darkness, and despair,
For thee, all leprous as thou art with crimes,
Is mercy. — Take him hence, and let him see
The light of day no more!
                              Such Roderick was
When last I saw these courts, — his theatre
Of glory; — such when last I visited
My master’s grave! Ten years have hardly held
Their course, ten little years — break, break, old
heart — 
Oh, why art thou so tough?
                              As thus he spake,
They reach’d the church. The door before his
hand
Gave way; both blinded with their tears, they went
Straight to the tomb; and there Siverian knelt,
And bow’d his face upon the sepulchre,
Weeping aloud; while Roderick, overpower’d,
And calling upon earth to cover him,
Threw himself prostrate on his father’s grave.
 

Thus as they lay, an awful voice, in tones
Severe, address’d them. Who are ye, it said,
That with your passion thus, and on this night,
Disturb my prayers? Starting they rose; there
stood
A man before them of majestic form
And stature, clad in sackcloth, bare of foot,
Pale and in tears, with ashes on his head.
 




VII. RODERICK AND PELAYO.
 

‘TWAS not in vain that on her absent son,
Pelayo’s mother, from the bed of death,
Call’d for forgiveness, and in agony
Besought his prayers; all guilty as she was,
Sure he had not been human, if that cry
Had fail’d to pierce him. When he heard the tale,
He bless’d the messenger, even while his speech
Was faltering, — while from head to foot he shook
With icy feelings from his inmost heart
Effused. It changed the nature of his woe,
Making the burden more endurable:
The life-long sorrow that remain’d, became
A healing and a chastening grief, and brought
His soul, in close communion, nearer Heaven.
For he had been her first-born, and the love
Which at her breast he drew, and from her smiles,
And from her voice of tenderness imbibed,
Gave such unnatural horror to her crimes,
That when the thought came over him, it seem’d
As if the milk which with his infant life
Had blended thrill’d like poison through his frame.
It was a woe beyond all reach of hope,
Till with the dreadful tale of her remorse
Faith touch’d his heart; and ever from that day
Did he for her who bore him, night and morn,
Pour out the anguish of his soul in prayer:
But chiefly as the night return’d, which heard
Her last expiring groans of penitence,
Then through the long and painful hours, before
The altar, like a penitent himself,
He kept his vigils; and when Roderick’s sword
Subdued Witiza, and the land was free,
Duly upon her grave he offer’d up
His yearly sacrifice of agony
And prayer. This was the night, and he it was
Who now before Siverian and the King
Stood up in sackcloth.
                              The old man, from fear
Recovering and from wonder, knew him first.
It is the Prince! he cried, and bending down,
Embraced his knees. The action and the word
Awaken’d Roderick; he shook off the load
Of struggling thoughts, which, pressing on his
heart,
Held him like one entranced; yet, all untaught
To bend before the face of man, confused
Awhile he stood, forgetful of his part.
But when Siverian cried, My Lord, my Lord,
Now God be praised that I have found thee thus,
My Lord and Prince, Spain’s only hope and mine!
Then Roderick, echoing him, exclaim’d, My Lord,
And Prince, Pelayo! — and approaching near,
He bent his knee obeisant: but his head
Earthward inclined; while the old man, looking up
From his low gesture to Pelayo’s face,
Wept at beholding him for grief and joy.
 

Siverian! cried the chief, — of whom hath Death
Bereaved me, that thou eomest to Cordoba?
Children, or wire? — Or hath the merciless scythe
Of this abhorr’d and jealous tyranny
Made my house desolate at one wide sweep?
 

They are as thou couldst wish, the old man
replied,
Wert thou but lord of thine own house again,
And Spain were Spain once more. A tale of ill 
I bear, but one that touches not the heart
Like what thy tears forebode. The renegade
Numacian wooes thy sister, and she lends
To the vile slave, unworthily, her ear:
The Lady Gaudiosa hath in vain
Warn’d her of all the evils which await
A union thus accurs’d: she sets at nought
Her faith, her lineage, and thy certain wrath.
 

Pelayo, hearing him, remain’d awhile
Silent; then turning to his mother’s grave,
O thou poor dust, hath then the infectious taint
Survived thy dread remorse, that it should run
In Guisla’s veins? he cried; — I should have heard
This shameful sorrow any where but here?
Humble thyself, proud heart; thou, gracious
Heaven,
Be merciful! — it is the original flaw,
And what are we? — a weak, unhappy race,
Born to our sail inheritance of sin
And death! — He smote his forehead as he spake,
And from his head the ashes fell, like snow
Shaken from some dry beech-leaves, when a bird
Lights on the bending spray. A little while
In silence, rather than in thought, he stood
Passive beneath the sorrow: turning then,
And what doth Gaudiosa counsel me?
He ask’d the old man; for she hath ever been
My wise and faithful counsellor. — He replied,
The Lady Gaudiosa bade me say
She sees the danger which on every part
Besets her husband’s house. — Here she had
ceased;
But when my noble Mistress gave in charge,
How I should tell thee that in evil times
The bravest counsels ever are the best,
Then that high-minded Lady thus rejoin’d: — 
Whatever be my Lord’s resolve, he knows
I bear a mind prepared.
                              Brave spirits! cried
Pelayo, worthy to remove all stain
Of weakness from their sex! I should be less
Than man, if, drawing strength where others find
Their hearts most open to assault of fear,
I quail’d at danger. Never be it said
Of Spain, that in the hour of her distress
Her women were as heroes, but her men
Perform’d the woman’s part.
                                        Roderick at that
Look’d up, and taking up the word, exclaim’d,
O Prince, in better days the pride of Spain,
And prostrate as she lies, her surest hope,
Hear now my tale. The fire which seem’d extinct
Hath risen revigorate: a living spark
From Auria’s ashes, by a woman’s hand
Preserved and quicken’d, kindles far and wide
The beacon-flame o’er all the Asturian hills.
There hath a vow been offer’d up, which binds
Us and our children’s children to the work
Of holy hatred. In the name of Spain
That vow hath been pronounced, and register’d
Above, to be the bond whereby we stand
For condemnation or acceptance. Heaven
Received the irrevocable vow, and Earth
Must witness its fulfilment; Earth and Heaven
Call upon thee, Pelayo! Upon thee
The spirits of thy royal ancestors
Look down expectant; unto thee, from fields
Laid waste, and hamlets burnt, and cities sack’d,
The blood of infancy and helpless age
Cries out; thy native mountains call for thee,
Echoing from all their armed sons thy name.
And deem not thou that hot impatience goads
Thy countrymen to counsels immature.
Odoar and Urban from Visonia’s banks
Send me, their sworn and trusted messenger,
To summon thee, and tell thee in their name
That now the hour is come: For sure it seems,
Thus saith the Primate, Heaven’s high will to rear
Upon the soil of Spain a Spanish throne,
Restoring in thy native line, O Prince,
The sceptre to the Spaniard. Worthy son
Of that most ancient and heroic race,
Which with unweariable endurance still
Hath striven against its mightier enemies,
Roman or Carthaginian, Greek or Goth;
So often by superior arms oppress’d,
More often by superior arts beguiled;
Yet, amid all its sufferings, all the waste
Of sword and fire remorselessly employ’d,
Unconquer’d and unconquerable still;
Son of that injured and illustrious stock,
Stand forward thou, draw forth the sword of Spain,
Restore them to their rights, too long withheld,
And place upon thy brow the Spanish crown.
 

When Roderick ceased, the princely Mountaineer
Gazed on the passionate orator awhile,
With eyes intently fix’d, and thoughtful brow;
Then turning to the altar, he let fall
The sackcloth robe, which late, with folded arms,
Against his heart was press’d; and stretching forth
His hands toward the crucifix, exclaim’d,
My God and my Redeemer! where but here,
Before thy awful presence, in this garb,
With penitential ashes thus bestrown,
Could I so fitly answer to the call
Of Spain, and for her sake, and in thy name,
Accept the Crown of Thorns she proffers me?
 

  And where but here, said Roderick in his heart,
Could I so properly, with humbled knee
And willing soul, confirm my forfeiture?
The action follow’d on that secret thought:
He knelt, and took Pelayo’s hand, and cried,
First of the Spaniards, let me with this kiss
Do homage to thee here, my Lord and King!
With voice unchanged and steady countenance
He spake; but when Siverian follow’d him,
The old man trembled as his lips pronounced
The faltering vow; and rising he exclaim’d,
God grant thee, O my Prince, a better fate
Than thy poor kinsman’s, who in happier days
Received thy homage here! Grief choked his
speech,
And, bursting into tears, he sobb’d aloud.
Tears too adown Pelayo’s manly cheek
Roll’d silently. Roderick alone appear’d
Unmoved and calm; for now the royal Goth
Had offer’d his acecpted sacrifice,
And therefore in his soul he felt that peace
Which follows painful duty well perform’d,
Perfect and heavenly peace, — the peace of God.
 




VIII. ALPHONSO.
 

FAIN would Pelayo have that hour obey’d
The call, commencing his adventurous flight,
As one whose soul impatiently endured
His country’s thraldom, and in daily prayer
Imploring her deliverance, cried to Heaven,
How long, O Lord, how long! — But other thoughts
Curbing his spirit, made him yet awhile
Sustain the weight of bondage. Him alone,
Of all the Gothic baronage, the Moors
Watch’d with regard of wary policy,
Knowing his powerful name, his noble mind,
And how in him the old Iberian blood,
Of royal and remotest ancestry,
From undisputed source flow’d undefiled;
His mother’s after-guilt attainting not
The claim legitimate he derived from her,
Her first-born in her time of innocence.
He, too, of Chindasuintho’s regal line
Sole remnant now, drew after him the love
Of all true Goths, uniting in himself
Thus, by this double right, the general heart
Of Spain. For this the renegado crew,
Wretches in whom their conscious guilt and fear
Engender’d crudest hatred, still advised
The extinction of Pelayo’s house; but most
The apostate Prelate, in iniquity
Witiza’s genuine brother as in blood,
Orpas, pursued his life. He never ceased
With busy zeal, true traitor, to infuse
His deadly rancor in the Moorish chief;
Their only danger, ever he observed,
Was from Pelayo; root his lineage out,
The Caliph’s empire then would be secure,
And universal Spain, all hope of change
Being lost, receive the Prophet’s conquering law.
Then did the Arch-villain urge the Moor at once
To cut off future peril, telling him
Death was a trusty keeper, and that none
E’er broke the prison of the grave. But here
Keen malice overshot its mark; the Moor,
Who from the plunder of their native land
Had bought the recreant crew that join’d his arms,
Or cheaplier with their own possessions bribed
Their sordid souls, saw through the flimsy show
Of policy wherewith they sought to cloak
Old enmity and selfish aims: he scorn’d
To let their private purposes incline
H is counsels, and believing Spain subdued,
Smiled, in the pride of power and victory,
Disdainful at the thought of further strife.
Howbeit he held Pelayo at his court,
And told him that, until his countrymen
Submissively should lay their weapons down,
He from his children and paternal hearth
Apart must dwell; nor hope to see again
His native mountains and their vales beloved,
Till all the Asturian and Cantabrian hills
Had bow’d before the Caliph; Cordoba
Must be his nightly prison till that hour
This night, by special favor from the Moor
Ask’d and vouchsafed he past without the walls,
Keeping his yearly vigil; on this night,
Therefore, the princely Spaniard could not fly,
Being thus in strongest bonds by honor held;
Nor would he by his own escape expose
To stricter bondage, or belike to death,
Count Pedro’s son. The ancient enmity
Of rival houses from Pelayo’s heart
Had, like a thing forgotten, past away;
He pitied child and parent, separated
By the stern mandate of unfeeling power,
And almost with a father’s eyes beheld
The boy, his fellow in captivity.
For young Alphonso was in truth an heir
Of nature’s largest patrimony: rich
In form and feature, growing strength of limb,
A gentle heart, a soul affectionate,
A joyous spirit fill’d with generous thoughts,
And genius heightening and ennobling all;
The blossom of all manly virtues made
His boyhood beautiful. Shield, gracious Heaven,
In this ungenial season perilous,
Thus would Pelayo sometimes breathe in prayer
The aspirations of prophetic hope, 
Shield, gracious Heaven, the blooming tree! And let
This goodly promise, for thy people’s sake,
Yield its abundant fruitage.
 

                              When the Prince,
With hope, and fear, and grief, and shame, disturb’d,
And sad remembrance, and the shadowy light
Of days before him, thronging as in dreams,
Whose quick succession fill’d and overpower’d
Awhile the unresisting faculty,
Could, in the calm of troubled thoughts subdued,
Seek in his heart for counsel, his first care
Was for the boy; how best they might evade
The Moor, and renegade’s more watchful eye;
And leaving in some unsuspicious guise
The city, through what unfrequented track
Safeliest pursue with speed their dangerous way.
Consumed in cares like these, the fleeting hours
Went by. The lamps and tapers now grew pale,
And through the eastern window slanting fell
The roseate ray of morn. Within those walls
Returning day restored no cheerful sounds
Or joyous motions of awakening life;
But in the stream of light the speckled motes,
As if in mimicry of insect play,
Floated with mazy movement. Sloping down
Over the altar pass’d the pillar’d beam,
And rested on the sinful woman’s grave
As if it enter’d there, a light from Heaven.
So be it! cried Pelayo, even so!
As in a momentary interval,
When thought expelling thought, had left his mind
Open and passive to the influxes
Of outward sense, his vacant eye was there,
So be it, Heavenly Father, even so!
Thus may thy vivifying goodness shed
Forgiveness there; for let not thou the groans
Of dying penitence, nor my bitter prayers
Before thy mercy-seat, be heard in vain!
And thou, poor soul, who, from the dolorous house
Of weeping and of pain, dost look to me
To shorten and assuage thy penal term,
Pardon me that these hours in other thoughts
And other duties than this garb, this night
Enjoin, should thus have past! Our mother-land
Exacted of my heart the sacrifice;
And many a vigil must thy son perform
Henceforth in woods and mountain fastnesses,
And tented fields, outwatching for her sake
The starry host, and ready for the work
Of day, before the sun begins his course.
 

The noble Mountaineer, concluding then
With silent prayer the service of the night,
Went forth. Without the porch, awaiting him,
He saw Alphonso, pacing to and fro
With patient step and eye reverted oft.
He, springing forward when he heard the door
Move on its heavy hinges, ran to him,
And welcomed him with smiles of youthful love.
I have been watching yonder moon, quoth he,
How it grew pale and paler as the sun
Scatter’d the flying shades; but woe is me,
For on the towers of Cordoba the while
That baleful crescent glitter’d in the morn,
And with its insolent triumph seem’d to mock
The omen I had found. — Last night I dreamt
That thou wert in the field in arms for Spain,
And I was at thy side: the infidels
Beset us round, but we with our good swords
Hew’d out a way. Methought I stabb’d a Moor
Who would have slain thee; but with that I woke
For joy, and wept to find it but a dream.
 

Thus, as he spake, a livelier glow o’erspread
His cheek, and starting tears again suffused
The brightening lustre of his eyes. The Prince
Regarded him a moment steadfastly,
As if in quick resolve; then, looking round
On every side with keen and rapid glance,
Drew him within the church. Alphonso’s heart
Throbb’d with a joyful boding as he mark’d
The calmness of Pelayo’s countenance
Kindle with solemn thoughts, expressing now
High purposes of resolute hope. He gazed
All eagerly to hear what most he wish’d.
If, said the Prince, thy dream were verified,
And I indeed were in the field in arms
For Spain, wouldst thou be at Pelayo’s side?
If I should break these bonds, and fly to rear
Our country’s banner on our native hills,
Wouldst thou, Alphonso, share my dangerous
flight?
Dear boy, — and wilt thou take thy lot with me
For death, or for deliverance?
                              Shall I swear?
Replied the impatient boy; and laying hand
Upon the altar, on his knee he bent,
Looking towards Pelayo with such joy
Of reverential love, as if a God
Were present to receive the eager vow.
Nay, quoth Pelayo: what hast thou to do
With oaths? — Bright emanation as thou art,
It were a wrong to thy unsullied soul,
A sin to nature, were I to require
Promise or vow from thee! Enough for me
That thy heart answers to the stirring call.
Alphonso, follow thou in happy faith
Ahvay the indwelling voice that counsels thee;
And then, let fall the issue as it may,
Shall all thy paths be in the light of Heaven,
The peace of Heaven be with thee in all hours.
 

  How then, exclaim’d the boy, shall I discharge
The burden of this happiness, — how ease
My overflowing soul? — Oh gracious God,
Shall I behold my mother’s face again,
My father’s hall, — my native hills and vales,
And hear the voices of their streams again,
And free as I was born amid those scenes
Beloved, maintain my country’s freedom there,
Or, failing in the sacred enterprise,
Die as becomes a Spaniard.” — Saying- thus,
He lifted up his hands and eyes toward
The image of the Crucified, and cried,
O Thou who didst with thy most precious blood
Redeem us, Jesu! help us while we seek
Earthly redemption from this yoke of shame,
And misbelief, and death.
                              The noble boy
Then rose, and would have knelt again to clasp
Pelayo’s knees, and kiss his hand in act
Of homage; but the Prince, preventing this,
Bent over him in fatherly embrace,
And breathed a fervent blessing on his head.
 




IX. FLORINDA.
 

THERE sat a woman like a supplicant,
Muffled and cloak’d, before Pelayo’s gate,
Awaiting when he should return that morn.
She rose at his approach, and bow’d her head,
And, with a low and trembling utterance,
Besought him to vouchsafe her speech within
In privacy. And when they were alone,
And the doors closed, she knelt and clasp’d his
knees,
Saying, A boon! a boon! This night, O Prince,
Hast thou kept vigil for thy mother’s soul:
For her soul’s sake, and for the soul of him
Whom once, in happier days, of all mankind
Thou heldest for thy chosen bosom friend,
Oh, for the sake of his poor suffering soul,
Refuse me not!
 

                    How should I dare refuse,
Being thus adjured? he answer’d. Thy request
Is granted, woman, — be it what it may,
So it be lawful, and within the bounds
Of possible achievement: — aught unfit
Thou wouldst not with these adjurations seek.
But who thou art, I marvel, that dost touch
Upon that string, and ask in Roderick’s name!
She bared her face, and, looking up, replied,
Florinda! — Shrinking then, with both her hands
She hid herself, and bow’d her head abased
Upon her knee, — as one who, if the grave
Had oped beneath her, would have thrown herself,
Even like a lover, in the arms of Death.
 

Pelayo stood confused: he had not seen
Count Julian’s daughter since, in Roderick’s court,
Glittering in beauty and in innocence,
A radiant vision, in her joy she moved;
More like a poet’s dream, or form divine,
Heaven’s prototype of perfect womanhood,
So lovely was the presence, — than a thing
Of earth and perishable elements.
Now had he seen her in her winding-sheet,
Less painful would that, spectacle have proved;
For peace is with the dead, and piety
Bringeth a patient hope to those who mourn
O’er the departed; but this alter’d face,
Bearing its deadly sorrow character’d,
Came to him like a ghost, which in the grave
Could find no rest, He, taking her cold hand,
Raised her, and would have spoken; but his tongue
Fail’d in its office, and could only speak
In under tones compassionate her name.
 

The voice of pity soothed and melted her;
And when the Prince bade her be comforted,
Proffering his zealous aid in whatsoe’er
Might please her to appoint, a feeble smile
Pass’d slowly over her pale countenance,
Like moonlight on a marble statue. Heaven
Requite thee, Prince! she answer’d. All I ask
Is but a quiet resting-place, wherein
A broken heart, in prayer and humble hope,
May wait for its deliverance. Even this
My most unhappy fate denies me here.
Griefs which are known too widely and too well
I need not now remember. I could bear
Privation of all Christian ordinances;
The woe which kills hath saved me too, and made
A temple of this ruin’d tabernacle,
Wherein redeeming God doth not disdair.
To let his presence shine. And I could bear
To see the turban on my father’s brow,
Sorrow beyond all sorrows, — shame of shames,
Yet to be borne, while I with tears of blood,
And throes of agony, in his behalf
Implore and wrestle with offended Heaven.
This I have borne resign’d: but other ills,
And worse, assail me now; the which to bear,
If to avoid be possible, would draw
Damnation down. Orpas, the perjured Priest,
The apostate Orpas, claims me for his bride.
Obdurate as he is, the wretch profanes
My sacred woe, and wooes me to his bed,
The thing I am, — the living death thou seest!
 

Miscreant! exclaim’d Pelayo. Might I meet
That renegado, sword to cinneter,
In open field, never did man approach
The altar for the sacrifice in faith
More sure, than I should hew the villain down!
But how should Julian favor his demand?
Julian, who hath so passionately loved
His child, so dreadfully revenged her wrongs!
 

Count Julian, she replied, hath none but me,
And it hath, therefore, been his heart’s desire
To see his ancient line by me preserved.
This was their covenant when, in fatal hour
For Spain, and for themselves, in traitorous bond
Of union they combined. My father, stung
To madness, only thought of how to make
His vengeance sure; the Prelate, calm and cool,
When he renounced his outward faith in Christ,
Indulged at once his hatred of the King,
His inbred wickedness, and a haughty hope,
Versed as he was in treasons, to direct
The invaders by his secret policy,
And at their head, aided by Julian’s power,
Reign as a Moor upon that throne to which
The priestly order else had barr’d his way.
The African hath conquer’d for himself;
But Orpas coveteth Count Julian’s lands,
And claims to have the covenant perform’d.
Friendless, and worse than fatherless, I come
To thee for succor. Send me secretly,
For well I know all Faithful hearts must be
At thy devotion, — with a trusty guide
To guard me on the way, that I may reach
Some Christian land, where Christian rites are free,
And there discharge a vow, alas! too long,
Too fatally delay’d. Aid me in this
For Rode rick’s sake, Pelayo! and thy name
Shall be remember’d in my latest prayer.
 

Be comforted! the Prince replied; but when
He spake of comfort, twice did he break off
The idle words, feeling that earth had none
For grief so irremediable as hers.
At length he took her hand, and pressing it,
And forcing through involuntary tears
A mournful smile affectionate, he said,
Say not that thou art friendless while I live!
Thou couldst not to a readier ear have told
Thy sorrow’s, nor have ask’d in fitter hour
What for my country’s honor, for my rank,
My faith, and sacred knighthood, I am bound
In duty to perform; which not to do
Would show me undeserving of the names
Of Goth, Prince, Christian, even of Man. This day,
Lady, prepare to take thy lot with me,
And soon as evening closes meet me here.
Duties bring blessings with them, and I hold
Thy coming for a happy augury,
In this most awful crisis of my fate.
 




X. RODERICK AND FLORINDA.
 

WITH sword and breastplate, under rustic weeds
Conceal’d, at dusk Pelayo pass’d the gate,
Florinda following near, disguised alike.
Two peasants on their mules they seem’d, at eve
Returning from the town. Not distant far,
Alphonso by the appointed orange-grove,
With anxious eye and agitated heart,
Watch’d for the Prince’s coming. Eagerly
At every foot-fall through the gloom he strain’d
His sight, nor did he recognize him when
The Chieftain thus accompanied drew nigh:
And when the expected signal called him on,
Doubting this female presence, half in fear
Obey’d the call. Pelayo too perceived
The boy was not alone; he not for that
Delay’d the summons, but lest need should be,
Laying hand upon his sword, toward him bent
In act soliciting speech, and low of voice
Inquired, if friend or foe. Forgive me, cried
Alphonso, that I did not tell thee this,
Full as I was of happiness, before.
’Tis Hoya, servant of my father’s house,
Unto whose dutiful care and love, when sent
To this vile bondage, I was given in charge.
How could I look upon my lather’s face,
If I had in my joy deserted him,
Who was to me found faithful? — Right! replied
The Prince; and viewing him with silent joy,
Blessed the Bother, in his heart he said,
Who gave thee birth! but sure of womankind
Most blessed she whose hand her happy stars
Shall link with thine! and with that thought the
form
Of Hermesind, his daughter, to his soul
Came in her beauty.
 

                    Soon, by devious tracks,
They turn’d aside. The favoring moon arose,
To guide them on their flight through upland paths
Remote from frequentage, and dales retired,
Forest and mountain glen. Before their feet
The fire-flies, swarming in the woodland shade,
Sprung up like sparks, and twinkled round their
way;
The timorous blackbird, starting at their step,
Fled from the thicket with shrill note of fear;
And far below them in the peopled dell,
When all the soothing sounds of eye had ceased,
The distant watch-dog’s voice at times was heard,
Answering the nearer wolf. All through the night
Among the hills they travell’d silently;
Till when the stars were setting, at what hour
The breath of Heaven is coldest, they beheld
Within a lonely grove the expected fire,
Where Roderick and his comrade anxiously
Look’d for the appointed meeting. Halting there,
They from the burden and the bit relieved
Their patient bearers, and around the fire
Partook of needful food and grateful rest.
 

          Bright rose the flame replenish’d; it illumed
The cork-tree’s furrow’d rind, its rifts, and swells,
And redder scars, — and where its aged boughs
O’erbower’d the travellers, cast upon the leaves
A floating, gray, unrealizing gleam.
Alphonso, light of heart, upon the heath
Lay carelessly dispread, in happy dreams
Of home; his faithful Hoya slept beside.
Years and fatigue to old Siverian brought
Easy oblivion; and the Prince himself,
Yielding to weary nature’s gentle will,
Forgot his cares awhile. Florinda sat
Beholding Roderick with fix’d eyes intent,
Yet unregardant of the countenance
Whereon they dwelt; in other thoughts absorb’d,
Collecting fortitude for what she yearn’d,
Yet trembled to perform. Her steady look
Disturb’d the Goth, albeit he little ween’d
What agony awaited him that hour.
Her face, well nigh as changed as his, Avas now
Half-hidden, and the lustre of her eye
Extinct; nor did her voice awaken in him
One startling recollection when she spake,
So altered were its tones.
                              Father, she said,
All thankful as I am to leave behind
The unhappy walls of Cordoba, not less
Of consolation doth my heart receive
At sight of one to whom I may disclose
The sins which trouble me, and at his feet
Lay down repentantly, in Jesu’s name,
The burden of my spirit, in his name
Hear me, and pour into a wounded soul
The balm of pious counsel. — Saying thus,
She drew toward the minister ordain’d,
And kneeling by him, Father, dost thou know
The wretch who kneels beside thee? she inquired,
He answered, Surely we are each to each
Equally unknown.
                              Then said she, Here thou seest
One who is known too fatally for all,
The daughter of Count Julian. — Well it was
For Roderick that no eye beheld him now;
From head to foot a sharper pang than death
Thrill’d him; his heart, as at a mortal stroke,
Ceased from its functions: his breath fail’d, and
when
The power of life, recovering, set its springs
Again in action, cold and clammy sweat
Starting at every pore suffused his frame.
Their presence help’d him to subdue himself;
For else, had none been nigh, he would have fallen
Before Florinda prostrate on the earth,
And in that mutual agony belike
Both souls had taken flight. She mark’d him not,
For having told her name, she bow’d her head,
Breathing a short and silent prayer to Heaven,
While, as a penitent, she wrought herself
To open to his eye her hidden wounds.
 

Father, at length she said, all tongues amid
This general ruin shed their bitterness
On Roderick, load his memory with reproach,
And with their curses persecute his soul.
Why shouldst thou tell me this? exclaim’d the Goth,
From his cold forehead wiping, as he spake,
The death-like moisture; — why of Roderick’s
guilt
Tell me? Or thinkest thou I know it not?
Alas! who hath not heard the hideous tale
Of Roderick’s shame! Babes learn it from their
nurses,
And children, by their mothers unreproved,
Link their first execrations to his name.
Oh, it hath caught a taint of infamy,
That, like Iscariot’s, through all time shall last,
Reeking and fresh forever!
 

                              There! she cried,
Drawing her body backward where she knelt,
And stretching forth her arms with head upraised,
There! it pursues me still! — I came to thee,
Father, for comfort, and thou heapest fire
Upon my head. But hear me patiently,
And let me undeceive thee; self-abased,
Not to arraign another, do I come;
I come a self-accuser, self-condemn’d
To take upon myself the pain deserved;
For I have drank the cup of bitterness,
And having drank therein of heavenly grace,
I must not put away the cup of shame.
Thus as she spake she falter’d at the close,
And in that dying fall her voice sent forth
Somewhat of its original sweetness. Thou!
Thou self-abased! exclaim’d the astonish’d King;
Thou self-condemn’d! — The cup of shame for thee.
Thee — thee, Florinda! — But the very excess
Of passion check’d his speech, restraining thus
From further transport, which hail haply else
Master’d him; and he sat like one entranced,
Gazing upon that countenance so fallen,
So changed: her face, raised from its muffler now,
Was turn’d toward him, and the fire-light shone
Full on its mortal paleness; but the shade
Conceal’d the King.
 

                    She roused him from the spell
Which held him like a statue motionless.
Thou, too, quoth she, dost join the general curse,
Like one, who, when he sees a felon’s grave,
Casting a stone there as he passes by,
Adds to the heap of shame. Oh, what are we,
Frail creatures as we are, that we should sit
In judgment, man on man! and what were we,
If the All-merciful should mete to us
With the same rigorous measure wherewithal
Sinner to sinner metes! But God beholds
The secrets of the heart. — therefore his name
Is Merciful. Servant of God, see thou
The hidden things of mine, and judge thou then
In charity thy brother who hath fallen.
Nay, hear me to the end! I loved the King,
Tenderly, passionately, madly loved him.
Sinful it was to love a child of earth
With such entire devotion as I loved
Roderick, the heroic Prince, the glorious Goth!
And yet methought this was its only crime,
The imaginative passion seem’d so pure;
Quiet and calm like duty, hope nor fear
Disturb’d the deep contentment of that love;
He was the sunshine of my soul, and like
A flower, I lived and flourish’d in his light.
Oh, bear not with me thus impatiently!
No tale of weakness this, that in the act
Of penitence, indulgent to itself,
With garrulous palliation half repeats
The sin it ill repents. I will be brief,
Anil shrink not from confessing how the love
Which thus began in innocence, betray’d
My unsuspecting heart; nor me alone,
But him, before whom, shining as he shone
With whatsoe’er is noble, whatsoe’er
Is lovely, whatsoever good and great,
I was as dust and ashes, — him, alas!
This glorious being, this exalted Prince,
Even him, with all his royalty of soul,
Did this ill-omen’d, this accursed love,
To his most lamentable fall betray
And utter ruin. Thus it was: The King,
By counsels of cold statesmen ill-advised,
To an unworthy mate had bound himself
In politic wedlock. Wherefore should I tell
How Nature upon Egilona’s form,
Profuse of beauty, lavishing her gifts,
Left, like a statue from the graver’s hands,
Deformity and hollowness beneath
The rich external? For the love of pomp
And emptiest vanity, hath she not incurr’d
The grief and wonder of good men, the jibes
Of vulgar ribaldry, the reproach of all;
Profaning the most holy sacrament
Of marriage, to become chief of the wives
Of Abdalaziz, of the Infidel,
The Moor, the tyrant-enemy of Spain!
All know her now; but they alone who knew
What Roderick was, can judge his wretchedness.
To that, light spirit and unfeeling heart
In hopeless bondage bound. No children rose
From this unhappy union, towards whom
The springs of love, within his soul confined,
Might flow in joy and fulness; nor was he
One, like Witiza, of the vulgar crew,
Who in promiscuous appetite can find
All their vile nature seeks. Alas for man!
Exuberant health diseases him, frail worm!
And the slight bias of untoward chance
Makes his best virtue from the even line,
With fatal declination, swerve aside.
Ay, thou mayst groan for poor mortality,
Well, Father, mayst thou groan!
 

                              My evil fate
Made me an inmate of the royal house,
And Roderick found in me, if not a heart
Like his, — for who was like the heroic Goth?
One which at least felt his surpassing worth,
And loved him for himself. — A little yet
Bear with me, reverend Father, for I touch
Upon the point, and this long prologue goes,
As justice bids, to palliate his offence,
Not mine. The passion, which I fondly thought
Such as fond sisters for a brother feel,
Grew day by day, and strengthen’d in its growth,
Till the beloved presence had become
Needful as food or necessary sleep,
My hope, light, sunshine, life, and every thing.
Thus lapp’d in dreams of bliss, I might have lived
Contented with this pure idolatry,
Had he been happy; but I saw and knew
The inward discontent and household griefs
Which he subdued in silence; and alas!
Pity with admiration mingling then,
Alloy’d, and lower’d, and humanized my love,
Till to the level of my lowliness
It brought him down; and in this treacherous heart
Too often the repining thought arose,
That if Florinda had been Roderick’s Queen,
Then might domestic peace and happiness
Have bless’d his home and crown’d our wedded
loves.
Too often did that sinful thought recur,
Too feebly the temptation was repell’d.
 

  See, Father, I have probed my inmost soul;
Have search’d to its remotest source the sin;
And tracing it through all its specious forms
Of fair disguisement, I present it now,
Even as it lies before the eye of God,
Bare and exposed, convicted and condemn’d.
One eve, as in the bowers which overhang
The glen where Tagus rolls between his rocks
I roam’d alone, alone I met the King.
His countenance was troubled, and his speech
Like that of one whose tongue to light discourse
At fits constrain’d, betrays a heart disturb’d:
I too, albeit unconscious of his thoughts,
With anxious looks reveal’d what wandering words
In vain essay’d to hide. A little while
Did this oppressive intercourse endure,
Till our eyes met in silence, each to each
Telling their mutual tale, then consciously
Together fell abash’d. He took my hand,
And said, Florinda, would that thou and I
Earlier had met! Oh, what a blissful lot
Had then been mine, who might have found in
thee
The sweet companion and the friend endear’d,
A fruitful wife and crown of earthly joys!
Thou too shouldst then have been of womankind
Happiest, as now the loveliest. — And with that,
First giving way to passion first disclosed,
He press’d upon my lips a guilty kiss,
Alas! more guiltily received than given.
Passive and yielding, and yet self-reproach’d,
Trembling I stood, upheld in his embrace;
When coming steps were heard, and Roderick said,
Meet me to-morrow, I beseech thee, here,
Queen of my heart! Oh meet me here again,
My own Florinda, meet me here again!
Tongue, eye, and pressure of the impassion’d hand
Solicited and urged the ardent suit,
And from my hesitating, hurried lips
The word of promise fatally was drawn.
O Roderick, Roderick! hadst thou told me all
Thy purpose at that hour, from what a world
Of woe had thou and I — The bitterness
Of that reflection overcame her then,
And chok’d her speech. But Roderick sat the
while
Covering his face with both his hands close-press’d,
H is head bow’d down, his spirit to such point
Of sufferance knit, as one who patiently
Awaits the uplifted sword.
 

                              Till now, said she,
Resuming her confession, I had lived,
If not in innocence, yet self-deceived,
And of my perilous and sinful state
Unconscious. But this fatal hour reveal’d
To my awakening soul her guilt and shame:
And in those agonies with which remorse,
Wrestling with weakness and with cherish’d sin,
Doth triumph o’er the lacerated heart,
That night — that miserable night — I vow’d,
A virgin dedicate, to pass my life
Immured; and, like redeemed Magdalen,
Or that Egyptian penitent, whose tears
Fretted the rock, and moisten’d round her cave
The thirsty desert, so to mourn my fall.
The struggle ending thus, the victory
Thus, as I thought, accomplish’d, I believed
My soul was calm, and that the peace of Heaven
Descended to accept and bless my vow;
And in this faith, prepared to consummate
The sacrifice, I went to meet the King.
See, Father, what a snare had Satan laid!
For Roderick came to tell me that the Church
From his unfruitful bed would set him free,
And I should be his Queen.
O let me close
The dreadful tale! I told him of my vow;
And from sincere and scrupulous piety,
But more, I fear me, in that desperate mood
Of obstinate will perverse, the which, with pride,
And shame, and self-reproach, doth sometimes
make
A woman’s tongue, her own worst enemy,
Run counter to her dearest heart’s desire,
In that unhappy mood did I resist
All his most earnest prayers to let the power
Of holy Church, never more rightfully
Invoked, he said, than now in our behalf,
Release us from our fatal bonds. He urged
With kindling warmth his suit, like one whose
life
Hung on the issue; I dissembled not
My cruel self-reproaches, nor my grief,
Yet desperately maintain’d the rash resolve;
Till, in the passionate argument, he grew
Incensed, inflamed, and madden’d or possess’d — 
For Hell too surely at that hour prevail’d,
And with such subtile toils enveloped him,
That even in the extremity of guilt
No guilt he purported, but rather meant
An amplest recompense of life-long love
For transitory wrong, which fate perverse — 
Thus madly he deceived himself — compell’d,
And therefore stern necessity excused.
Here then, O Father, at thy feet I own
Myself the guiltier; for full well I knew
These were his thoughts, but vengeance master’d
me,
And in my agony I cursed the man
Whom I loved best.
                              Dost thou recall that curse?
Cried Roderick, in a deep and inward voice,
Still with his head depress’d, and covering still
Discountenance. Recall it? she exclaim’d;
Father, I come to thee because I gave
The reins to wrath too long, — because I wrought
His ruin, death, and infamy. — O God,
Forgive the wicked vengeance thus indulged,
As I forgive the King! — But teach me thou
What reparation more than tears and prayers
May now be made; — how shall I vindicate
His injured name, and take upon myself — 
Daughter of Julian, firmly he replied,
Speak not of that, I charge thee! On his fame
The Ethiop dye, fixed ineffaceably,
Forever will abide; so it must be,
So should be:. ’tis his rightful punishment;
And if to the full measure of his sin
The punishment hath fallen, the more our hope
That through the blood of Jesus he may find
That sin forgiven him.
 

                              Pausing then, he raised
His hand, and pointed where Siverian lay
Stretch’d on the heath. To that old man, said he,
And to the mother of the unhappy Goth,
Tell, if it please thee, — not what thou hast pour’d
Into my secret ear, but that the child
For whom they mourn with anguish unallay’d,
Sinn’d not from vicious will, or heart corrupt,
But fell by fatal circumstance betray’d.
And if in charity to them thou sayest
Something to palliate, something to excuse
An act of sudden frenzy when the Fiend
O’ercame him, thou wilt do for Roderick
All he could ask thee, all that car be done
On earth, and all his spirit could endure.
 

  Venturing towards her an imploring look,
Wilt thou join with me for his soul in prayer?

He said, and trembled as he spake. That voice
Of sympathy was like Heaven’s influence,
Wounding at once and comforting the soul.
O Father, Christ requite thee! she exclaim’d;
Thou hast set free the springs which withering
griefs
Have closed too long. Forgive me, for I thought
Thou wert a rigid and unpitying judge;
One whose stern virtue, feeling in itself
No (law of frailty, heard impatiently
Of weakness and of guilt. I wrong’d thee, Father!
With that she took his hand, and kissing it,
Bathed it with tears. Then in a firmer speech,
For Roderick, for Count Julian, and myself,
Three wretchedest of all the human race,
Who have destroyed each other and ourselves,
Mutually wrong’d and wronging, let us pray!
 




XI. COUNT PEDRO’S CASTLE.
 

TWELVE weary days with unremitting speed,
Shunning frequented tracks, the travellers
Pursued their way; the mountain path they chose,
The forest or the lonely heath wide-spread,
Where cistus shrubs sole seen exhaled at noon
Their fine balsamic odor all around;
Strow’d with their blossoms, frail as beautiful,
The thirsty soil at eve; and when the sun
Relumed the gladden’d earth, opening anew
Their stores exuberant, prodigal as frail,
Whiten’d again the wilderness. They left
The dark Sierra’s skirts behind, and cross’d
The wilds where Ana, in her native hills,
Collects her sister springs, and hurries on
Her course melodious amid loveliest glens,
With forest and with fruitage overbower’d.
These scenes profusely blest by Heaven they left,
Where o’er the hazel and the quince the vine
Wide-mantling spreads; and clinging round the
cork
And ilex, hangs amid their dusky leaves
Garlands of brightest hue, with reddening fruit
Pendent, or clusters cool of glassy green.
So holding on o’er mountain and o’er vale,
Tagus they cross’d, where, midland on his way,
The King of Rivers rolls his stately stream;
And rude Alverches wide and stony bed,
And Duero distant far, and many a stream
And many a field obscure, in future war
For bloody theatre of famous deeds
Foredoom’d; and deserts where, in years to come,
Shall populous towns arise, and crested towers,
And stately temples rear their heads on high.
 

  Cautious, with course circuitous they shunn’d
The embattled city, which, in eldest time,
Thrice-greatest Hermes built, so fables say,
Now subjugate, but fated to behold
Erelong the heroic Prince (who, passing now
Unknown and silently the dangerous track,
Turns thither his regardant eye) come down
Victorious from the heights, and bear abroad
Her banner’d Lion, symbol to the Moor
Of rout and death through many an age of blood.
Lo, there the Asturian hills! Far in the west,
Huge Rabanal and Foncebadon huge,
Precminent, their giant hulk display,
Darkening with earliest shade, the distant vales
Of Leon, and with evening premature.
Far in Cantabria eastward, the long line
Extends beyond the reach of eagle’s eye,
When buoyant in mid-heaven the bird of Jove
Soars at his loftiest pitch. In the north, before
The travellers the Erbasian mountains rise,
Bounding the land beloved, their native land.
 

How then, Alphonso, did thy eager soul
Chide the slow hours and painful way, which
seem’d
Lengthening to grow before their lagging pace!
Youth of heroic thought and high desire,
’Tis not the spur of lofty enterprise
That with unequal throbbing hurries now
The unquiet heart, now makes it sink dismay’d;
’Tis not impatient joy which thus disturbs
In that young breast the healthful spring of life;
Joy and ambition have forsaken him.
His soul is sick with hope. So near his home,
So near his mother’s arms; — alas! perchance
The long’d-for meeting may be yet far off
As earth from heaven. Sorrow, in these long
months
Of separation, may have laid her low;
Or what if at his flight the bloody Moor
Hath sent his ministers of slaughter forth,
And he himself should thus have brought the sword
Upon his father’s head? — Sure Hoya too
The same dark presage feels, the fearful boy
Said in himself; or wherefore is his brow
Thus overcast with heaviness, and why
Looks he thus anxiously in silence round?
 

Just then that faithful servant raised his hand,
And turning to Alphonso with a smile,
He pointed where Count Pedro’s towers far off
Peer’d in the dell below; faint was the smile.
And while it sat upon his lips, his eye
Retain’d its troubled speculation still.
For long had he look’d wistfully in vain,
Seeking where far or near he might espy
From whom to learn if time or chance had wrought
Change in his master’s house: but on the hills
Nor goatherd could he see, nor traveller,
Nor huntsman early at his sports afield,
Nor angler following up the mountain glen
His lonely pastime; neither could he hear
Carol, or pipe, or shout of shepherd’s boy,
Nor woodman’s axe, for not a human sound
Disturb’d the silence of the solitude.
 

  Is it the spoiler’s work? At yonder door
Behold the favorite kidling bleats unheard;
The next stands open, and the sparrows there
Boldly pass in and out. Thither he turn’d
To seek what indications were within;
The chestnut-bread was on the shelf, the churn,
As if in haste forsaken, full and fresh;
The recent lire had moulder’d on the hearth;
And broken cobwebs mark’d the whiter space
Where from the wall the buckler and the sword
Had late been taken down. Wonder at first
Had mitigated fear; but Hoya now
Return’d to tell the symbols of good hope,
And they prick’d forward joyfully. Erelong
Perceptible above the ceaseless sound
Of yonder stream, a voice of multitudes,
As if in loud acclaim, was heard far off;
And nearer as they drew, distincter shouts
Came from the dell, and at Count Pedro’s gate
The human swarm were seen, — a motley group,
Maids, mothers, helpless infancy, weak age,
And wondering children, and tumultuous boys,
Hot youth, and resolute manhood gather’d there,
In uproar all. Anon the moving mass
Falls in half circle back; a general cry
Bursts forth; exultant arms are lifted up,
And caps are thrown aloft, as through the gate
Count Pedro’s banner came. Alphonso shriek’d
For joy, and smote his steed and gallop’d on.
 

  Fronting the gate, the standard-bearer holds
His precious charge. Behind, the men divide
In order’d files; green boyhood presses there,
And waning eld, pleading a youthful soul,
Entreats admission. All is ardor here,
Hope, and brave purposes, and minds resolved.
Nor where the weaker sex is left apart
Doth aught of fear find utterance, though perchance
Some paler cheeks might there be seen, some eyes
Big with sad bodings and some natural tears.
Count Pedro’s war-horse in the vacant space
Strikes with impatient hoof the trodden turf,
And gazing round upon the martial show,
Proud of his stately trappings, flings his head,
And snorts and champs the bit, and neighing shrill
Wakes the near echo with his voice of joy.
The page beside him holds his master’s spear,
And shield, and helmet. In the castle-gate
Count Pedro stands, his countenance resolved,
Put mournful, for Favinia on his arm
Hung, passionate with her fears, and held him back.
Go not, she cried, with this deluded crew?
She hath not, Pedro, with her frantic words
Bereft thy faculty, — she is crazed with grief,
And her delirium hath infected these:
But, Pedro, thou art calm; thou dost not share
The madness of the crowd; thy sober mind
Surveys the danger in its whole extent,
And sees the certain ruin, — for thou know’st
I know thou hast no hope. Unhappy man,
Why then for this most desperate enterprise
Wilt thou devote thy son, thine only child?
Not for myself I plead, nor even for thee;
Thou art a soldier, and thou canst not fear
The face of death; and I should welcome it
As the best visitant whom Heaven could send.
Not for our lives I speak then, — were they worth
The thought of preservation; — Nature soon
Must call for them; the sword that should cut short
Sorrow’s slow work were merciful to us.
But spare Alphonso! there is time and hope
In store for him. O thou who gavest him life,
Seal not his death, his death and mine at once!
 

          Peace! he replied: thou know’st there is no
choice;
I did not raise the storm; I cannot turn
Its course aside! but where yon banner goes
Thy Lord must not be absent! Spare me then,
Favinia, lest I hear thy honor’d name
Now first attainted with deserved reproach.
The boy is in God’s hands. He who of yore
Walk’d with the sons of Judah in the fire,
And from the lions’ den drew Daniel forth
Unhurt, can save him, — if it be his will.
 

          Even as he spake, the astonish’d troop set up
A shout of joy which rung through all the hills.
Alphonso heeds not how they break their ranks
And gather round to greet him; from his horse
Precipitate and panting off he springs. — 
Pedro grew pale, and trembled at his sight;
Favinia clasp’d her hands, and looking up
To Heaven as she embraced the boy, exclaim’d,
Lord God, forgive me for my sinful fears;
Unworthy that I am, — my son, my son!
 




XII. THE VOW.
 

ALWAYS I knew thee for a generous foe,
Pelayo! said the Count; and in our time
Of enmity, thou too, I know, didst feel
The feud between us was but of the house,
Not of the heart. Brethren in arms henceforth
We stand or fall together; nor will I
Look to the event with one misgiving thought,
That were to prove myself unworthy now
Of Heaven’s benignant providence, this hour,
Scarcely by less than miracle, vouchsafed.
I will believe that we have days in store
Of hope, now risen again as from the dead,
Of vengeance, — of portentous victory,
Yea, maugre all unlikelihoods, — of peace.
Let us then here indissolubly knit
Our ancient houses, that those happy days,
When they arrive, may find us more than friends,
And bound by closer than fraternal ties.
Thou hast a daughter, Prince, to whom my heart
Yearns now, as if in winning infancy
Her smiles had been its daily food of love.
I need not tell thee what Alphonso is,
Thou know’st the boy
Already had that hope,
Replied Pelayo, risen within my soul.
O Thou, who, in thy mercy, from the house
Of Moorish bondage hast deliver’d us,
Fulfil the pious purposes for which
Here, in thy presence, thus we pledge our hands!
 

   Strange hour to plight espousals! yielding half
To superstitious thoughts, Favinia cried,
And these strange witnesses! — The times are
strange,
With thoughtful speech composed her Lord replies;
And what thou seest accords with them. This day
Is wonderful; nor could auspicious Heaven
With fairer or with fitter omen gild
Our enterprise, when, strong in heart and hope,
We take the field, preparing thus for works
Of piety and love. Unwillingly
I yielded to my people’s general voice,
Thinking that she who with her powerful words
To this excess had roused and kindled them,
Spake from the spirit of her griefs alone,
Not with prophetic impulse. Be that sin
Forgiven me! and the calm and quiet faith
Which, in the place of incredulity,
Hath fill’d me, now that seeing I believe,
Doth give of happy end to righteous cause
A presage, not presumptuous, but assured.
 

  Then Pedro told Pelayo how from vale
To vale the exalted Adosinda went,
Exciting sire and son, in holy war
Conquering or dying, to secure their place
In Paradise; and how reluctantly,
And mourning for his child by his own act
Thus doom’d to death, he bade with heavy heart
His banner be brought forth. Devoid alike
Of purpose and of hope himself, he meant
To inarch toward the western Mountaineers,
Where Odoar by his counsel might direct
Their force conjoin’d. Now, said he, we must
haste
To Cangas, there, Pelayo, to secure,
With timely speed, I trust in God thy house.
 

          Then looking to his men, he cried, Bring forth
The armor which in Wamba’s wars I wore.
Alphonso’s heart leapt at the auspicious words.
Count Pedro mark’d the rising glow of joy,
Doubly to thee, Alphonso, he pursued,
This day above all other days is blest,
From whence, as from a birth-day, thou wilt date
Thy life in arms!
 

                              Rejoicing in their task,
The servants of the house, with emulous love,
Dispute the charge. One brings the cuirass, one
The buckler; this exultingly displays
The sword; his comrade lifts the helm on high;
The greaves, the gauntlets they divide; a spur
Seems now to dignify the officious hand
Which for such service bears it to his Lord.
Greek artists in the imperial city forged
That splendid armor, perfect in their craft;
With curious skill they wrought it, framed alike
To shine amid the pageantry of war,
And for the proof of battle. Many a time
Alphonso from his nurse’s lap had stretch’d
His infant hands toward it eagerly,
Where gleaming to the central fire it hung
High in the hall; and many a time had wish’d,
With boyish ardor, that the day were come
When Pedro to his prayers would grant the boon,
His dearest heart’s desire. Count Pedro then
Would smile, and in his heart rejoice to see
The noble instinct manifest itself.
Then, too, Favinia, with maternal pride,
Would turn her eyes exulting to her Lord,
And in that silent language bid him mark
His spirit in his boy; all danger then
W as distant, and if secret forethought faint
Of manhood’s perils, and the chance of war,
Hateful to mothers, pass’d across her mind,
The ill remote gave to the present hour
A heighten’d feeling of secure delight.
 

  No season this for old solemnities,
For wassailry and sport; — the bath, the bed,
The vigil, — all preparatory rites
Omitted now, — here, in the face of Heaven,
Before the vassals of his father’s house,
With them in instant peril to partake
The chance of life or death, the heroic boy
Dons his first arms; the coated scales of steel
Which o’er the tunic to his knees depend,
The hose, the sleeves of mail; bareheaded then
He stood. But when Count Pedro took the spurs,
And bent his knee in service to his son,
Alphonso from that gesture half drew back,
Starting in reverence, and a deeper hue
Spread o’er the glow of joy which flush’d his
cheeks.
Do thou the rest, Pelayo! said the Count;
So shall the ceremony of this hour
Exceed in honor what in form it lacks.
The Prince from Hoya’s faithful hand receiv’d
The sword; he girt it round the youth, and drew
And placed it in his hand; unsheathing then
His own good falchion, with its burnish’d blade
He touch’d Alphonso’s neck, and with a kiss
Gave him his rank in arms.
 

                              Thus long the crowd
Had look’d intently on, in silence hush’d;
Loud and continuous now with one accord,
Shout following shout, their acclamations rose;
Blessings were breathed from every heart, and joy.
Powerful alike in all, which, as with force
Of” an inebriating cup, inspired
The youthful, from the eye of age drew tears.
The uproar died away, when, standing forth,
Roderick, with lifted hand, besought a pause
For speech, and moved towards the youth. I, too,
Young Baron, he began, must do my part;
Not with prerogative of earthly power,
But as the servant of the living God,
The God of Hosts. This day thou promisest
To die, when honor calls thee, for thy faith.
For thy liege Lord, and for thy native land;
The duties which at birth we all contract,
Are by the high profession of this hour
Made thine especially. Thy noble blood,
The thoughts with which thy childhood hath
been led,
And thine own noble nature more than all,
Are sureties for thee. But these dreadful times
Demand a further pledge; for it hath pleased
The Highest, as he tried his Saints of old.
So in the fiery furnace of his wrath
To prove and purify the sons of Spain;
And they must knit their spirits to the proof,
Or sink, forever lost. Hold forth thy sword,
Young Baron, and before thy people take
The vow which, in Toledo’s sacred name,
Poor as these weeds bespeak me, I am here
To minister with delegated power.
 

  With reverential awe was Roderick heard
By all, so well authority became
That mien, and voice, and countenance austere.
Pelayo with complacent eye beheld
The unlook’d-for interposal, and the Count
Bends toward Alphonso his approving head.
The youth, obedient, loosen’d from his belt
The sword, and looking, while his heart beat fast,
To Roderick, reverently expectant stood.
 

  O noble youth, the Royal Goth pursued.
Thy country is in bonds; an impious foe
Oppresses her; he brings with him strange laws,
Strange language, evil customs, and false faith,
And forces them on Spain. Swear that thy soul
Will make no covenant with these accursed,
But that the sword shall he from this day forth
Thy children’s portion, to be handed down
From sire to son, a sacred heritage,
Through every generation, till the work
Be done, and this insulted land hath drunk
In sacrifice the last invader’s blood.
 

  Bear witness, ancient Mountains! cried the
youth,
And ye, my native Streams, who hold your course
Forever; — this dear Earth, and yonder Sky,
Be witness! for myself I make the vow,
And for my children’s children. Here I stand
Their sponsor, binding them in sight of Heaven,
As by a new baptismal sacrament,
To wage hereditary, holy war,
Perpetual, patient, persevering war,
Till not one living enemy pollute
The sacred soil of Spain.
 

                              So, as he ceased,
While yet toward the clear, blue firmament
His eyes were raised, he lifted to his lips
The sword, with reverent gesture bending then,
Devoutly kiss’d its cross.
                              And ye! exclaimed
Roderick, as, turning to the assembled troop,

He motion’d with authoritative hand,
Ye children of the hills and sons of Spain!
 

  Through every heart the rapid feeling ran,
For us! they answer’d all with one accord,
And at the word they knelt: People and Prince,
The young and old, the father and the son,
At once they knelt; with one accord they cried,
For us, and for our seed! with one accord
They cross’d their fervent arms, and with bent head
Inclined toward that awful voice from whence
The inspiring impulse came. The Royal Goth
Made answer, — I receive your vow for Spain
And for the Lord of Hosts: your cause is good;
Go forward in his spirit and his strength.
 

  Ne’er in his happiest hours had Roderick
With such commanding majesty dispensed
His princely gifts, as dignified him now,
When, with slow movement, solemnly upraised,
Toward the kneeling troop he spread his arms,
As if the expanded soul diffused itself,
And carried to all spirits with the act
Its effluent inspiration. Silently
The people knelt, and when they rose, such awe
Held them in silence, that the eagle’s cry,
Who far above them, at her highest flight
A speck scarce visible, gyred round and round,
Was heard distinctly; and the mountain stream,
Which from the distant glen sent forth its sounds
Wafted upon the wind, grew audible
In that deep hush of feeling, like the voice
Of waters in the stillness of the night.
 




XIII. COUNT EUDON.
 

THAT awful silence still endured, when one,
Who to the northern entrance of the vale
Had turn’d his casual eye, exclaim’d, The Moors!
For from the forest verge a troop were seen
Hastening toward Pedro’s hall. Their forward
speed
Was check’d when they beheld his banner spread,
And saw his order’d spears in prompt array,
Marshalled to meet their coming. But the pride
Of power and insolence of long command
Prick’d on their Chief presumptuous: We are
come
Late for prevention, cried the haughty Moor,
But never time more fit for punishment!
These unbelieving slaves must feel and know
Their master’s arm! — On, faithful Mussulman,
On — on, — and hew down the rebellious dogs!
Then, as he spurr’d his steed, Allah is great!
Mahommed is his Prophet! he exclaim’d,
And led the charge.
                    Count Pedro met the Chief
In full career; ne bore him from his horse
A full spear’s length upon the lance transfix’d;
Then leaving in his breast the mortal shaft,
Pass’d on, and, breaking through the turban’d files,
Open’d a path. Pelayo, who that day
Fought in the ranks afoot, for other war
Yet unequipp’d, pursued and smote the foe,
But ever on Alphonso, at his side,
Retained a watchful eye. The gallant boy
Gave his good sword that hour its earliest taste
Of Moorish blood, — that sword, whose hungry
edge,
Through the fair course of all his glorious life,
From that auspicious day, was led so well.
Cheap was the victory now for Spain achieved;
For the first fervor of their zeal inspired
The Mountaineers, — the presence of their Chiefs,
The sight of all dear objects, all dear ties,
The air they breathed, the soil whereon they trod,
Duty, devotion, faith, and hope, and joy.
And little had the misbelievers ween’d
In such impetuous onset to receive
A greeting deadly as their own intent;
Victims they thought to find, not men prepared
And eager for the tight; their confidence
Therefore gave way to wonder, and dismay
Effected what astonishment began.
Scatter’d before the impetuous Mountaineers,
Buckler, and spear, and cimeter they dropp’d,
As in precipitate rout they fled before
The Asturian sword: the vales, and hills, and
rocks,
Received their blood, and where they fell the
wolves
At evening found them.
                              From the fight apart
Two Africans had stood, who held in charge
Count Eudon. When they saw their countrymen
Falter, give way, and fly before the foe,
One turn’d toward him with malignant rage,
And saying, Infidel! thou shalt not live
To join their triumph! aim’d against his neck
The moony falchion’s point. His comrade raised
A hasty hand, and turn’d its edge aside,
Yet so that o’er the shoulder glancing down,
It scarr’d him as it pass’d. The murderous Moor,
Not tarrying to secure his vengeance, fled;
While he of milder mood, at Eudon’s feet
Fell and embraced his knees. The mountaineer
Who found them thus, withheld at Eudon’s voice
His wrathful hand, and led them to his Lord.
 

  Count Pedro, and Alphonso, and the Prince
Stood on a little rocky eminence
Which overlook’d the vale. Pedro had put
His helmet off, and with sonorous horn
Blew the recall; for well he knew what thoughts,
Calm as the Prince appear’d and undisturb’d,
Lay underneath his silent fortitude;
And how at this eventful juncture speed
Imported more than vengeance. Thrice he sent
The long-resounding signal forth, which rung
From hill to hill, reechoing far and wide.
Slow and unwillingly his men obey’d
The swelling horn’s reiterated call;
Repining that a single foe escaped
The retribution of that righteous hour.
With lingering step reluctant from the chase
They turn’d, — their veins full-swollen, their sinews strung
For battle still, their hearts unsatisfied;
Their swords were dropping still with Moorish
blood,
And where they wiped their reeking brows, the
stain
Of Moorish gore was left. But when they came
Where Pedro, with Alphonso at his side,
Stood to behold their coming, then they press’d,
All emulous, with gratulation round.
Extolling, for his deeds that day display’d.
The noble boy. Oh! when had Heaven, they said,
With such especial favor manifest
Illustrated a first essay in arms!
They bless’d the father from whose loins he sprung,
The mother at whose happy breast he fed;
And pray’d that their young hero’s fields might be
Many, and all like this.
                             Thus they indulged
The honest heart, exuberant of love,
When that loquacious joy at once was check’d,
For Eudon and the Moor were brought before
Count Pedro. Both came fearfully and pale,
But with a different fear: the African
Felt, at this crisis of his destiny,
Such apprehension as without reproach
Might blanch a soldier’s chcck, when life and death
Hang on another’s will, and helplessly
He must abide the issue. But the thoughts
Which quail’d Count Eudon’s heart, and made his
limbs
Quiver, were of his own unworthiness,
Old enmity, and that he stood in power
Of hated and hereditary foes.
I came not with them willingly! he cried,
Addressing Pedro and the Prince at once,
Rolling from each to each his restless eyes
Aghast, — the Moor can tell I had no choice;
They forced me from my castle: — in the fight
They would have slain me: — sec, I bleed! The Moor
Can witness that a Moorish cimeter
Inflicted this: — he saved me from worse hurt: — 
I did not come in arms: — he knows it all;
Speak, man, and let the truth be known to clear
My innocence!
 

                    Thus as he ceased, with fear
And rapid utterance, panting open-mouth’d,
Count Pedro half repress’d a mournful smile,
Wherein compassion seem’d to mitigate
His deep) contempt. Methinks, said he, the Moor
Might with more reason look himself to find
An intercessor, than be call’d upon
To play the pleader’s part. Didst thou then save
The Baron from thy comrades?
                              Let my Lord
Show mercy to me, said the Mussulman,
As I am free from falsehood. We were left,
I and another, holding him in charge;
My fellow would have slain him when he saw
How the fight fared; I turn’d the cimeter
Aside, and trust that life will be the meed
For life by me preserved.
                              Nor shall thy trust.,
Rejoin’d the Count, be vain. Say further now,
From whence ye came; — your orders, what- — what force
In Gegio; and if others like yourselves
Are in the field.
                    The African replied,
We came from Gegio, order’d to secure
This Baron on the way, and seek thee here
To bear thee hence in bonds. A messenger
From Cordoba, whose speed denoted well
He came with urgent tidings, wa s the cause
Of this our sudden movement. We went forth
Three hundred men; an equal force was sent
For Cangas, on like errand, as I ween.
Four hundred in the city then were left.
If other force be moving from the south,
I know not, save that all appearances
Denote alarm and vigilance
                              The Prince
Fix’d upon Eudon then his eye severe;
Baron, he said, the die of war is cast;
What part art thou prepared to take? against,
Or with the oppressor?
                              Not against my friends,
Not against you! — the irresolute wretch replied,
Hasty, yet faltering in his fearful speech;
But, — have ye weigh’d it well? — It is not yet
Too late, — their numbers, — their victorious force,
Which hath already trodden in the dust
The sceptre of the Goths: — the throne destroy’d,
Our towns subdued, — our country overrun,
The people to the yoke of their new Lords
Resign’d in peace — Can I not mediate?
Were it not batter through my agency
To gain such terms, — such honorable terms? — 
 

  Terms! cried Pelayo, cutting short at once
That dastard speech, and cheeking, ere it grew
Too powerful for restraint, the incipient wrath
Which in indignant murmurs breathing round,
Rose like a gathering storm, learn thou what terms
Asturias, this day speaking by my voice,
Doth constitute to be the law between
Thee and thy Country. Our portentous age,
As with an earthquake’s desolating force,
Hath loosen’d and disjointed the whole frame
Of social order, and she calls not now
For service with the force of sovereign will.
That which was common duty in old times,
Becomes an arduous, glorious virtue now;
And every one, as between Hell and Heaven,
In free election must be left to choose.
Asturias asks not of thee to partake
The cup which we have pledged; she claims from
none
The dauntless fortitude, the mind resolved,
Which only God can give; — therefore such peace
As thou canst find where all around is war,
She leaves thee to enjoy. But think not, Count,
That because thou art weak, one valiant arm,
One generous spirit must be lost to Spain!
The vassal owes no service to the Lord
Who to his Country doth acknowledge none.
The summons which thou hast not heart to give,
I and Count Pedro over thy domains
Will send abroad; the vassals who were thine
Will fight beneath our banners, and our wants
Shall from thy lands, as from a patrimony
Which hath reverted to the common stock,
Be fed: such tribute, too, as to the Moors
Thou rendcrest, we will take It is the price
Which in this land for weakness must be paid
While evil stars prevail. And mark me, Chief!
Fear is a treacherous counsellor! I know
Thou thinkest that beneath his horses’ hoofs
The Moor will trample our poor numbers down;
But join not, in contempt of us and Heaven,
His multitudes! for if thou shouldst be found
Against thy country, on the readiest tree
Those recreant bones shall rattle in the wind,
‘When the birds have left them bare.
                              As thus he spake,
Count Eudon heard and trembled: every joint
Was loosen’d, every fibre of his flesh
Thrill’d, and from every pore effused, cold sweat
Clung on his quivering limbs. Shame forced it
forth,
Envy, and inward consciousness, and fear
Predominant, which stifled in his heart
Hatred and rage. Before his livid lips
Could shape to utterance their essay’d reply,
Compassionately Pedro interposed.
Go, Baron, to the Castle, said the Count;
There let thy wound be look’d to, and consult
Thy better mind at leisure. Let this Moor
Attend upon thee there, and when thou wilt,
Follow thy fortunes — To Pelayo then
He turn’d, and saying, All-too-long, O Prince,
Hath this unlook’d-for conflict held thee here,
He bade his gallant men begin their march.
 

          Flush’d with success, and in auspicious hour,
The Mountaineers set forth. Blessings and prayers
Pursued them at their parting, and the tears
Which fell were tears of fervor, not of grief.
The sun was verging to the western slope
Of Heaven, but they till midnight traveil’d on;
Renewing then at early dawn their way,
They held their unremitting course from morn
Till latest eve, such urgent cause impell’d;
And night had closed around, when to the vale
Where Sella in her ampler bed receives
Pionia’s stream they came. Massive and black
Pelayo’s castle there was seen; its lines
And battlements against the deep blue sky
Distinct in solid darkness visible.
No light is in the tower. Eager to know
The worst, and with that fatal certainty
To terminate intolerable dread,
He spurr’d his courser forward. All his fears
Too surely are fulfill’d, — for open stand
The doors, and mournfully at times a dog
Fills with his howling the deserted hall.
A moment overcome with wretchedness,
Silent Pelayo stood! recovering then,
Lord God, resign’d he cried, thy will be done!
 




XIV. THE RESCUE.
 

COUNT, said Pelayo, Nature hath assign’d
Two sovereign remedies for human grief;
Religion, surest, firmest, first and best,
Strength to the weak, and to the wounded balm;
And strenuous action next. Think not I came
With unprovided heart. My noble wife,
In the last solemn words, the last farewell
With which she charged her secret messenger,
Told me that whatsoe’er was my resolve,
She bore a mind prepared. And well I know
The evil, be it what it may, hath found
In her courage equal to the hour.
Captivity, or death, or what worse pangs,
She in her children may be doom’d to feel,
Will never make that steady soul repent
Its virtuous purpose. I, too, did not cast
.My single life into the lot, but knew
These dearer pledges on the die were set;
And if the worst have fallen, I shall but bear
That in my breast, which, with transfiguring power
Of piety, makes chastening sorrow take
The form of hope, and sees, in Death, the friend
And the restoring Angel. We must rest
Perforce, and wait what tidings night may bring,
Haply of comfort. Ho, there! kindle fires,
And sec if aught of hospitality
Can yet within these mournful walls be found!
 

  Thus while he spake, lights were descried far off
Moving among the trees, and coming sounds
Were heard as of a distant multitude.
Anon a company of horse and foot,
Advancing in disorderly array,
Came up the vale; before them and beside
Their torches flash’d on Sella’s rippling stream;
Now gleam’d through chestnut groves, emerging
now,
O’er their huge boughs and radiated leaves
Cast broad and bright a transitory glare.
That sight inspired with strength the mountaineers;
All sense of weariness, all wish for rest
At once were gone; impatient in desire
Of second victory alert they stood;
And when the hostile symbols, which from far
Imagination to their wish had shaped,
Vanish’d in nearer vision, high-wrought hope
Departing, left the spirit pall’d and blank.
No turban’d race, no sons of Africa
Were they who now came winding up the vale,
As waving wide before their horses’ feet
The torch-light floated, with its hovering glare
Blackening the incumbent and surrounding night.
Helmet and breastplate glitter’d as they came,
And spears erect; and nearer as they drew
Were the loose folds of female garments seen
On those who led the company. Who then
Had stood beside Pelayo, might have heard
The beating of his heart.
 

                              But vainly there
Sought he with wistful eye the well-known forms
Beloved; and plainly might it now be seen,
That from some bloody conflict they return’d
Victorious, — for at every saddle-bow
A gory head was hung. Anon, they stopp’d,
Levelling, in quick alarm, their ready spears.
Hold! who goes there? cried one. A hundred
tongues — 
Sent forth with one accord the glad reply,
Friends and Asturians. Onward moved the
lights,
The people knew their lord.
 

                              Then what a shout
Rung through the valley! From their clay-built
nests,
Beneath the overbrowing battlements,
Now first disturb’d, the affrighted martins flew,
And uttering notes of terror short and shrill,
Amid the yellow glare and lurid smoke
Wheel’d giddily. Then plainly was it shown
How well the vassals loved their generous lord,
How like a father the Asturian Prince
Was dear. They crowded round; they clasp’d
his knees;
They snatch’d his hand; they fell upon his neck,
They wept; — they blest Almighty Providence,
Which had restored him thus from bondage free;
God was with them and their good cause, they said;
His hand was here. — His shield was over them,
His spirit was abroad, — His power displayed;
And pointing to their bloody trophies then.
They told Pelayo, there he might behold
The first fruits of the harvest they should soon
Reap in the field of war! Benignantly,
With voice, and look, and gesture, did the Prince
To these warm greetings of tumultuous joy
Respond; and sure, if at that moment aught
Could for a while have overpower’d those fears
Which, from the inmost heart, o’er all his frame
Diffused their chilling influence, worthy pride,
And sympathy of love, and joy, and hope,
Had then possess’d him wholly. Even now
His spirit rose; the sense of power, the sight
Of his brave people, ready where he led
To fight their country’s battles, and the thought
Of instant action, and deliverance,
If Heaven, which thus far had protected him,
Should favor still, — revived his heart, and gave
Fresh impulse to its spring. In vain he sought,
Amid that turbulent greeting, to inquire
Where Gaudiosa was, his children where,
Who call’d them to the field, who captain’d them;
And how these women, thus with arms and death
Environ’d, came amid their company;
For yet, amid the fluctuating light
And tumult of the crowd, he knew them not.
 

  Guisla was one. The Moors had found in her
A willing and concerted prisoner.
Gladly to Gegio, to the renegade,
On whom her loose and shameless love was bent,
Had she set forth; and in her heart she curs’d
The busy spirit, who, with powerful call
Rousing Pelayo’s people, led them on
In quick pursual, and victoriously
Achieved the rescue, to her mind perverse
Unwelcome as unlook’d for. With dismay
She recognized her brother, dreaded now
More than he once was dear; her countenance
Was turn’d toward him, — not with eager joy
To court his sight, and meeting its first glance,
Exchange delightful welcome, soul with soul:
Hers was the conscious eye, that cannot choose
But look to what it fears. She could not shun
His presence, and the rigid smile constrain’d,
With which she coldly dress’d her features, ill
Conceal’d her inward thoughts, and the despite
Of obstinate guilt and unrepentant shame.
Sullenly thus, upon her mule she sat,
Waiting the greeting which she did not dare
Bring on. But who is she that, at her side,
Upon a stately war-horse eminent,
Holds the loose rein with careless hand? A helm
Presses the clusters of her flaxen hair;
The shield is on her arm; her breast is mail’d;
A sword-belt is her girdle, and right well
It may be seen that sword hath done its work
To-day, for upward from the wrist her sleeve
Is stiff with blood. An unregardant eye,
As one whose thoughts were not of earth, she east
Upon the turmoil round. One countenance
So strongly mark’d, so passion-worn, was there,
That it recall’d her mind. Ha! Maccabee!
Lifting her arm, exultingly she cried,
Did I not tell thee we should meet in joy?
Well, Brother, hast thou done thy part, — I, too,
Have not been wanting! Now be His the praise
From whom the impulse came!
 

                              That startling call,
That voice so well remember’d, touch’d the Goth
With timely impulse now; for he had seen
His Mother’s face, — and at her sight, the past
And present mingled like a frightful dream,
Which from some dread reality derives
Its deepest horror. Adosinda’s voice
Dispersed the waking vision. Little deem’d
Rusilla, at that moment, that the child,
For whom her supplications day and night
Were offer’d, breathed the living air. Her heart
Was calm; her placid countenance, though grief
Deeper than time had left its traces there,
Retain’d its dignity serene; yet, when
Siverian, pressing through the people, kiss’d
Her reverend hand, some quiet tears ran down.
As she approach’d the Prince, the crowd made way
Respectful. The maternal smile which bore
Her greeting, from Pelayo’s heart at once
Dispell’d its boding. What he would have ask’d
She knew, and bending from her palfrey down,
Told him that they for whom he look’d were safe,
And that in secret he should hear the rest.
 




XV. RODERICK AT CANGAS.
 

How calmly gliding through the dark-blue sky
The midnight Moon ascends! Her placid beams
Through thinly-scatter’d leaves and boughs grotesque,
Mottle with mazy shades the orchard slope;
Here, o’er the chestnut’s fretted foliage, gray
And massy, motionless they spread; here shine
Upon the crags, deepening with blacker night
Their chasms; and there the glittering argentry
Ripples and glances on the confluent streams.
A lovelier, purer light than that of day
Rests on the hills; and oh, how awfully
Into that deep and tranquil firmament
The summits of Auseva rise serene!
The watchman on the battlements partakes
The stillness of the solemn hour; he feels
The silence of the earth, the endless sound
Of flowing water soothes him, and the stars,
Which in that brightest moonlight well nigh
quench’d — 
Scarce visible, as in the utmost depth
Of yonder sapphire infinite, are seen,
Draw on, with elevating influence,
Toward eternity the attemper’d mind.
Musing on worlds beyond the grave he stands,
And to the Virgin Mother silently
Prefers her hymn of praise.
 

                              The mountaineers
Before the castle, round their mouldering fires,
Lie on the hearth outstretch’d. Pelayo’s hall
Is full, and he upon his careful couch
Hears all around the deep and long-drawn breath
Of sleep; for gentle night hath brought to these
Perfect and undisturb’d repose, alike
Of corporal powers and inward faculty.
Wakeful the while he lay, yet more by hope
Than grief or anxious thoughts possess’d, — though
grief
For Guisla’s guilt, which freshen’d in his heart
The memory of their wretched mother’s crime,
Still made its presence felt, like the dull sense
Of some perpetual inward malady:
And the whole peril of the future lay
Before him clearly seen. He had heard all;
How that unworthy sister, obstinate
In wrong and shameless, rather seem’d to woo
The upstart renegado than to wait
His wooing; how, as guilt to guilt led on,
Spurning at gentle admonition first,
When Gaudiosa hopelessly forbore
From further counsel, then in sullen mood
Resentful, Guisla soon began to hate
The virtuous presence before which she felt
Her nature how inferior, and her fault
How foul. Despiteful thus she grew, because
Humbled, yet unrepentant. Who could say
To what excess bad passions might impel
A woman thus possess’d? She could not fail
To mark Siverian’s absence, for what end
Her conscience but too surely had divined;
And Gaudiosa, well aware that all.
To the vile paramour was thus made known,
Had to safe hiding-place, with timely fear,
Removed her children. Well the event had proved
H ow needful was that caution; for at night
She sought the mountain solitudes, and morn
Behold Numacian’s soldiers at the gate.
Yet did not sorrow in Pelayo’s heart
For this domestic shame prevail that hour,
Nor gathering danger weigh his spirit down.
The anticipated meeting put to flight
These painful thoughts: to-morrow will restore
All whom his heart holds dear; his wife beloved,
No longer now remember’d for regret,
Is present to his soul with hope and joy;
His inward eye beholds Favila’s form
In opening youth robust, and Hermesimd,
His daughter, lovely as a budding rose;
Their images beguile the hours of night,
Till with the earliest morning he may seek
Their secret hold.
 

                              The nightingale not yet
Had ceased her song, nor had the early lark
Her dewy nest forsaken, when the Prince
Upward beside Pionia took his way
Toward Auseva. Heavily to him,
Impatient for the morrow’s happiness,
Long night had linger’d; but it seem’d more long
To Roderick’s aching heart. He, too, had watch’d
For dawn, and seen the earliest break of day,
And heard its earliest sounds; and when the Prince
Went forth, the melancholy man was seen
With pensive pace upon Pionia’s side
Wandering alone and slow. For he had left
The wearying place of his unrest, that morn
With its cold dews might bathe his throbbing brow,
And with its breath allay the feverish heat
That burnt within. Alas! the gales of morn
Reach not the fever of a wounded heart!
How shall he meet his Mother’s eye, how make
His secret known, and from that voice revered
Obtain forgiveness, — all that he has now
To ask, ere on the lap of earth in peace
He lay his head resign’d? In silent prayer
He supplicated Heaven to strengthen him
Against that trying hour, there seeking aid
Where all who seek shall find; and thus his soul
Received support, and gather’d fortitude,
Never than now more needful, for the hour
Was nigh. He saw Siverian drawing near,
And with a dim hut quick foreboding met
The good old man; yet when he heard him say,
My Lady sends to seek thee, like a knell
To one expecting and prepared for death,
But fearing the dread point that hastens on,
It smote his heart. He follow’d silently,
And knit his suffering spirit to the proof.
 

  He went resolved to tell his Mother all,
Fall at her feet, and drinking the last dregs
Of bitterness, receive the only good
Earth had in store for him. Resolved for this
He went; yet was it a relief to find
That painful resolution must await
A fitter season, when no eye but Heaven’s
Might witness to their mutual agony.
Count Julian’s daughter with Rusilla sat;
Both had been weeping, both were pale, but calm.
With head as for humility abased
Roderick approach’d, and bending, on his breast
He cross’d his humble arms. Rusilla rose
In reverence to the priestly character,
And with a mournful eye regarding him,
Thus she began: — Good Father, I have heard
From my old faithful servant and true friend,
Thou didst reprove the inconsiderate tongue,
That in the anguish of its spirit pour’d
A curse upon my poor unhappy child.
O Father Maceabee, this is a hard world,
And hasty in its judgments! Time has been,
When not a tongue within the Pyrenees
Dared whisper in dispraise of Roderick’s name,
Lest, if the conscious air had caught the sound,
The vengeance of the honest multitude
Should fall upon the traitorous head, or brand
For life-long infamy the lying lips.
Now, if a voice be raised in his behalf,
’Tis noted for a wonder, and the man
Who utters the strange speech shall be admired
For such excess of Christian charity.
Thy Christian charity hath not been lost;
Father, I feel its virtue: — it hath been
Balm to my heart; — with words and grateful
tears,
All that is left me now for gratitude,
I thank thee, and beseech thee in thy prayers
That thou wilt still remember Roderick’s name.
 

  Roderick so long had to this hour look’d on,
That when the actual point of trial came,
Torpid and numb’d it found him; cold he grew,
And as the vital spirits to the heart
Retreated o’er his wither’d countenance,
Deathy and damp, a whiter paleness spread.
Unmoved the while, the inward feeling seem’d,
Even in such dull insensibility
As gradual age brings on, or slow disease,
Beneath whose progress lingering life survives
The power of suffering. Wondering at himself,
Yet gathering confidence, he raised his eyes,
Then slowly shaking as he bent his head,
O venerable Lady, he replied,
If aught may comfort that unhappy soul,
It must be thy compassion, and thy prayers.
She whom he most hath wrong’d, she who alone
On earth can grant forgiveness for his crime,
She hath forgiven him; and thy blessing now
W ere all that he could ask, — all that could bring
Profit or consolation to his soul,
If he hath been, as sure we may believe,
A penitent sincere.
                              Oh, had he lived,
Replied Rusilla, never penitence
Had equall’d his! full well I know his heart,
Vehement in all things. He would on himself
Have wreak’d such penance as had reach’d the
height
Of fleshly suffering — yea, which being told
With its portentous rigor should have made
The memory of his fault, o’erpower’d and lost
In shuddering pity and astonishment,
Fade like a feebler horror. Otherwise
Seem’d good to Heaven. I murmur not, nor doubt
The boundless mercy of redeeming love.
For sure I trust that not in his offence
Harden’d and reprobate was my lost son,
A child of wrath, cut off! — that dreadful thought,
Not even amid the first fresh wretchedness,
When the ruin burst around me like a flood,
Assail’d my soul. I ever deem’d his fall
An act of sudden madness; and this day
Hath in unlook’d-for confirmation given
A livelier hope, a more assured faith.
Smiling benignant then amid her tears,
She took Florinda by the hand, and said,
I little thought that I should live to bless
Count Julian’s daughter! She hath brought to me
The last, the best, the only comfort earth
Could minister to this afflicted heart,
And my gray hairs may now onto the grave
Go down in peace.
                    Happy, Florinda cried,
Are they lor whom the grave hath pence in store!
The wrongs they have sustain’d, the woes they
hear,
Pass not that holy threshold, where Death heals
The broken heart. O Lady, thou mayst trust
In humble hope, through Him who on the Cross
Gave his atoning blood for lost mankind,
To meet beyond the grave thy child forgiven.
I too with Roderick there may interchange
Forgiveness. But the grief which wastes away
This mortal frame, hastening the happy hour
Of my enlargement, is but a light part
Of what my soul endures! — that grief hath lost
Its sting: — I have a keener sorrow here,
One which, — but God forefend that dire event,
May pass with me the portals of the grave,
And with a thought, like sin which cannot die,
Imbitter Heaven. My father hath renounced
His hope in Christ! It was his love for me
Which drove him to perdition — I was horn
To ruin all who loved me, — all I loved!
Perhaps I sinn’d in leaving him; — that fear
Rises within me to disturb the peace
Which I should else have found.
 

                              To Roderick then
The pious mourner turn’d her suppliant eyes:
O Father, there is virtue in thy prayers!
I do beseech thee offer them to Heaven
In his behalf! For Roderick’s sake, for mine,
Wrestle with Him whose name is Merciful,
That Julian may with penitence be touch’d,
And clinging to the Cross, implore that grace
Which ne’er was sought in vain. For Roderick’s
sake
And mine, pray for him! We have been the cause
Of his offence! What other miseries
May from that same unhappy source have risen,
Are earthly, temporal, reparable all;
But if a soul be lost through our misdeeds,
That were eternal evil! Pray for him,
Good Father Maccabee, and be thy prayers
More fervent, as the deeper is the crime.
 

  While thus Florinda spake, the dog who lay
Before Rusilla’s feet, eyeing him long
And wistfully, had recognized at length,
Changed as he was and in those sordid weeds,
His royal master. And he rose and lick’d
His wither’d hand, and earnestly look’d up
With eyes whose human meaning did not need
The aid of speech; and moan’d, as if at once
To court and chide the long-withheld caress.
A feeling uncommix’d with sense of guilt
Or shame, yet painfulest, thrill’d through the King;
But he to self-control now long inured,
Repress’d his rising heart, nor other tears,
Full as his struggling bosom was, let fall
Than seem’d to follow on Florinda’s words.
Looking toward her then, yet so that still
He shunn’d the meeting of her eye, he said,
Virtuous and pious as thou art, and ripe
For Heaven, O Lady, I must think the man
Hath not by his good Angel been cast off
For whom thy supplications rise. The Lord,
Whose justice doth in its unerring course
Visit the children for the sire’s offence,
Shall He not in his boundless mercy hear
The daughter’s prayer, and for her sake restore
The guilty parent? My soul shall with thine
In earnest and continual duty join.
How deeply, how devoutly, He will know
To whom the cry is raised!
 

                              Thus having said,
Deliberately, in self-possession still,
Himself from that most painful interview
Dispeeding, he withdrew. The watchful dog
Follow’d his footsteps close. But he retired
Into the thickest grove; there yielding way
To his o’erburden’d nature, from all eyes
Apart, he cast himself upon the ground,
And threw his arms around the dog, and cried,
While tears stream’d down, Thou, Theron, then
hast known
Thy poor lost master, — Theron, none but thou!
 




XVI. COVADONGA.
 

MEANTIME Pelayo up the vale pursued
Eastward his way, before the sun had climb’d
Auseva’s brow, or shed his silvering beams
Upon Europa’s summit, where the snows
Through all revolving seasons hold their seat.
A happy man he went, his heart at rest,
Of hope, and virtue, and affection full,
To all exhilarating influences
Of earth and heaven alive. With kindred joy
He heard the lark, who from her airy height,
On twinkling pinions poised, pour’d forth profuse,
In thrilling sequence of exuberant song,
As one whose joyous nature overflow’d
With life and power, her rich and rapturous strain.
The early bee, buzzing along the way,
From flower to flower, bore gladness on its wing
To his rejoicing sense; and he pursued,
With quicken’d eye alert, the frolic hare,
Where from the green herb in her wanton path
She brush’d away the dews. For he long time,
Far from his home and from his native hills,
Had dwelt in bondage; and the mountain breeze,
Which he had with the breath of infancy
Inhaled, such impulse to his heart restored,
As if the seasons had roll’d back, and life
Enjoy’d a second spring.
 

                    Through fertile fields
He went, by cots with pear-trees overbower’d,
Or spreading to the sun their trellised vines;
Through orchards now, and now by thy my banks,
Where wooden hives in some warm nook were hid
From wind and shower; and now through shadowy
paths,
Where hazels fringed Pionia’s vocal stream;
Till where the loftier hills to narrower bound
Confine the vale, he reach’d those huts remote,
Which should hereafter to the noble line
Of Soto origin and name impart;
A gallant lineage, long in fields of war
And faithful chronicler’s enduring page
Blazon’d; but most by him illustrated,
Avid of gold, yet greedier of renown,
Whom not the spoils of Atabalipa
Could satisfy insatiate, nor the fame
Of that wide empire overthrown appease;
But he to Florida’s disastrous shores
In evil hour his gallant comrades led,
Through savage woods and swamps, and hostile
tribes,
The Apalachian arrows, and the snares
Of wilier foes, hunger, and thirst, and toil;
Till from ambition’s feverish dream the touch
Of Death awoke him; and when he had seen
The fruit of all his treasures, all his toil,
foresight, and long endurance, fade away,
Earth to the restless one refusing rest,
In the great river’s midland bed he left
His honor’d bones.
 

                    A mountain rivulet,
Now calm and lovely in its summer course,
Held by those huts its everlasting way
Towards Pionia. They, whose flocks and herds
Drink of its water, call it Deva. Here
Pelayo southward up the ruder vale
Traced it, his guide unerring. Amid heaps
Of mountain wreck, on either side thrown high,
The wide-spread traces of its wintry might,
The tortuous channel wound; o’er beds of sand
Here silently it flows; here, from the rock
Rebutted, curls and eddies; plunges here
Precipitate; here roaring among crags,
It leaps, and foams, and whirls, and hurries on.
Gray alders here and bushy hazels hid
The mossy side; their wreath’d and knotted feet,
Bared by the current, now against its force
Repaying the support they found, upheld
The bank secure. Here, bending to the stream,
The birch fantastic stretch’d its rugged trunk,
Tall and erect from whence, as from their base,
Each like a tree, its silver branches grew.
The cherry here hung, for the birds of heaven,
Its rosy fruit on high. The elder there
Its purple berries o’er the water bent,
Heavily hanging. Here, amid the brook,
Gray as the stone to which it clung, half root,
Half trunk, the young ash rises from the rock;
And there its parent lifts a lofty head,
And spreads its graceful boughs; the passing wind
With twinkling motion lifts the silent leaves,
And shakes its rattling tufts.
 

                              Soon had the Prince
Behind him left the farthest dwelling-place
Of man; no fields of waving corn were here,
Nor wicker storehouse for the autumnal grain,
Vineyard, nor bowery fig, nor fruitful grove;
Only the rocky vale, the mountain stream,
Incumbent crags, and lulls that over hills
Arose on either hand, here hung with woods,
Here rich with heath, that o’er some smooth
ascent
Its purple glory spread, or golden gorse;
Bare here, and striated with many a hue,
Scored by the wintry rain; by torrents here
Riven, and with overhanging rocks abrupt.
Pelayo upward as he cast his eyes
Where crags loose-hanging o’er the narrow pass
Impended, there beheld his country’s strength
Insuperable, and in his heart rejoiced.
Oh that the Mussulman were here, he cried,
With all his myriads! While thy day endures,
Moor! thou mayst lord it in the plains; but here
Hath nature, for the free and brave, prepared
A sanctuary, where no oppressor’s power,
No might of human tyranny, can pierce
 

  The tears which started then sprang not alone
From lofty thoughts of elevating joy;
For love and admiration had their part,
And virtuous pride. Here then thou hast retired,
My Gaudiosa! in his heart he said;
Excellent woman! ne’er was richer boon
By fate benign to favor’d man indulged,
Than when thou wert, before the face of Heaven,
Given me to be my children’s mother, brave
And virtuous as thou art! Here thou hast fled,
Thou, who wert nursed in palaces, to dwell
In rocks and mountain caves! — The thought was
proud,
Yet not without a sense of inmost pain;
For never had Pelayo, till that hour,
So deeply felt the force of solitude.
High over head, the eagle soar’d serene,
And the gray lizard, on the rocks below,
Bask’d in the sun: no living creature else,
In this remotest wilderness, was seen;
Nor living voice was there, — only the flow
Of Deva, and the rushing of its springs,
Long in the distance heard, which nearer now,
With endless repercussion deep and loud,
Throbb’d on the dizzy sense.
 

                              The ascending vale,
Long straiten’d by the narrowing mountains,
here
Was closed. In front, a rock, abrupt and bare,
Stood eminent, in height exceeding far
All edifice of human power, by King,
Or Caliph, or barbaric Sultan rear’d,
Or mightier tyrants of the world of old,
Assyrian or Egyptian, in their pride;
Yet, far above, beyond the reach of sight,
Swell after swell, the heathery mountain rose
Here, in two sources, from the living rock
The everlasting springs of Deva gush’d.
Upon a smooth and grassy plat below,
By nature there, as for an altar, dress d,
They join’d their sister stream, which from the
earth
Well’d silently. In such a scene, rude man,
With pardonable error, might have knelt,
Feeling a present Deity, and made
His offering to the fountain Nymph devout
The arching rock disclosed, above the springs,
A cave, where hugest son of giant birth,
That e’er of old in forest of romance
‘Gainst knights and ladies waged discourteous war,
Erect within the portal, might have stood.
The broken stone allow’d for hand and loot
No dillicult ascent, above the base
In height a tall man’s stature, measured thrice.
No holier spot than Covadonga Spain
Boasts in her wide extent, though all her realms
Be with the noblest blood of martyrdom,
In elder or in later days, enrich’d,
And glorified with tales of heavenly aid
By many a miracle made manifest;
Nor in the heroic annals of her fame
Doth she show forth a scene of more renown.
Then, save the hunter, drawn in keen pursuit
Beyond his wonted haunts, or shepherd’s boy,
Following the pleasure of his straggling flock,
None knew the place.
 

                              Pelayo, when he saw
Those glittering sources and their sacred cave,
Took from his side the bugle, silver-tipt,
And with a breath long drawn, and slow expired,
Sent forth that strain, which, echoing from the
walls
Of Cangas, wont to tell his glad return
When from the chase he came. At the first sound
Favila started in the cave, and cried,
My father’s horn! — A sudden flush suffused
Hermesind’s cheek, and she with quicken’d eye
Look’d eager to her mother silently;
But Gaudiosa trembled and grew pale,
Doubting her sense deceived. A second time
The bugle breathed its well-known notes abroad;
And Hermesind around her mother’s neck
Threw her white arms, and earnestly exclaim’d,
’Tis he! — But when a third and broader blast
Rung in the echoing archway, ne’er did wand,
With magic power endued, call up a sight
So strange, as sure in that wild solitude
It seem’d, when from the bowels of the rock
The mother and her children hastened forth;
She in the sober charms and dignity
Of womanhood mature, nor verging yet
Upon decay; in gesture like a Queen,
Such inborn and habitual majesty
Ennobled all her steps — or Priestess, chosen
Because within such faultless work of Heaven
Inspiring Deity might seem to make
Its habitation known, — Favila such
In form and stature as the Sea Nymph’s son,
When that wise Centaur from his cave well pleased
Beheld the boy divine his growing strength
Against some shaggy lionet essay,
And fixing in the half-grown mane his hands,
Roll with him in fierce dalliance intertwined.
But like a creature of some higher sphere
His sister came; she scarcely touch’d the rock,
So light was Hermesind’s aerial speed.
Beauty, and grace, and innocence in her
In heavenly union shone. One who had held
The faith of elder Greece, would sure have thought
She was some glorious nymph of seed divine,
Oread or Dryad, of Diana’s train
The youngest and the loveliest: yea, she seem’d
Angel, or soul beatified, from realms
Of bliss, on errand of parental love,
To earth re-sent, — if tears and trembling limbs
With such celestial natures might consist.
 

  Embraced by all, in turn embracing each,
The husband and the father for a while
Forgot his country and all things beside:
Life hath few moments of such pure delight,
Such foretaste of the perfect joy of Heaven.
And when the thought recurr’d of sufferings past,
Perils which threaten’d still, and arduous toil
Yet to be undergone, remember’d griefs
Heighten’d the present happiness; and hope
Upon the shadows of futurity
Shone like the sun upon the morning mists,
When driven before his rising rays they roll,
And melt, and leave the prospect bright and clear.
 

  When now Pelayo’s eyes had drank their fill
Of love from those dear faces, he went up
To view the hiding-place. Spacious it was
As that Sicilian cavern in the hill,
Wherein earth-shaking Neptune’s giant son
Duly at eve was wont to fold his flock,
Ere the wise Ithacan, over that brute force
By wiles prevailing, for a life-long night
Seel’d his broad eye. The healthful air had here
Free entrance, and the cheerful light of heaven;
But at the end, an opening in the floor
Of rock disclosed a wider vault below,
Which never sunbeam visited, nor breath
Of vivifying morning came to cheer.
No light was there but that which from above
In dim reflection fell, or found its way,
Broken and quivering, through the glassy stream,
Where through the rock it gush’d. That shadowy
light
Sufficed to show, where from their secret bed
The waters issued; with whose rapid course,
And with whose everlasting cataracts
Such motion to the chill, damp atmosphere
Was given, as if the solid walls of rock
Were shaken with the sound.
                              Glad to respire
The upper air, Pelayo hasten’d back
From that drear den. Look! Hermesind exclaim’d,
Taking her father’s hand; thou hast not seen
My chamber: — See! — did ever ringdove choose
In so secure a nook her hiding-place,
Or build a warmer nest. ’Tis fragrant too,
As warm, and not more sweet than soft; for thyme
And myrtle with the elastic heath are laid,
And, over all, this dry and pillowy moss,
Smiling she spake. Pelayo kiss’d the child,
And, sighing, said within himself, I trust
In Heaven, whene’er thy May of life is come,
Sweet bird, that thou shalt have a blither bower!
Fithier, he thought, such chamber might beseem
Some hermit of Hilarion’s school austere,
Or old Antonius, he who from the hell
Of his bewilder’d phantasy saw fiends
In actual vision, a foul throng grotesque
Of all horrific shapes and forms obscene
Crowd in broad day before his open eyes.
That feeling east a momentary shade
Of sadness o’er his soul. But deeper thoughts,
If he might have foreseen the things to come,
Would there have fill’d him; lor within that
cave
His own remains were one day doom’d to find
Their final place of rest; and in that spot,
Where that dear child with innocent delight
Had spread her mossy couch, the sepulchre
Shall in the consecrated roek be hewn,
Where with Alphonso, her beloved lord,
Laid side by side, must Hermesind partake
The everlasting marriage-bed, when he,
Leaving a name perdurable on earth,
Hath changed his earthly for a heavenly crown.
Dear child, upon that fated spot she stood,
In all the beauty of her opening youth,
In health’s rich bloom, in virgin innocence,
While her eyes sparkled and her heart o’erflow’d
With pure and perfect joy of filial love.
 

  Many a slow century since that day hath fill’d
Its course, and countless multitudes have trod
With pilgrim feet that consecrated cave;
Yet not in all those ages, amid all
The untold concourse, hath one breast been swollen
With such emotions as Pelayo felt
That hour. O Gaudiosa, he exclaim’d,
And thou couldst seek for shelter here, amid
This awful solitude, in mountain caves!
Thou noble spirit! Oh, when hearts like thine
Grow on this sacred soil, would it not be
In me, thy husband, double infamy,
And tenfold guilt, if I despair’d of Spain?
In all her visitations, favoring Heaven
Hath left her still the unconquerable mind;
And thus being worthy of redemption, sure
Is she to be redeem’d.
 

                              Beholding her
Through tears he spake, and press’d upon her lips
A kiss of deepest love. Think ever thus,
She answer’d, and that faith will give the power
In which it trusts. When to this mountain hold
These children, thy dear images, I brought,
I said within myself, Where should they fly
But to the bosom of their native hills?
I brought them here as to a sanctuary,
Where, for the temple’s sake, the indwelling God
Would guard his supplicants. O my dear Lord,
Proud as I was to know that they were thine,
Was it a sin if I almost believed,
That Spain, her destiny being link’d with theirs,
Must save the precious charge?
 

                              So let us think,
The chief replied, so feel, and teach, and act.
Spain is our common parent: let the sons
Be to the parent true, and in her strength
And Heaven, their sure deliverance they will
find.
 




XVII. RODERICK AND SIVERIAN.
 

O holiest Mary, Maid and Mother! thou
In Covadonga, at thy roeky shrine,
Hast witness’d whatsoe’er of human bliss
Heart can conceive most perfeet! Faithful love,
Long cross’d by envious stars, hath there attain’d

Its crown, in endless matrimony given;
The youthful mother there hath to the font
Her first-born borne, and there, with deeper sense
Of gratitude for that dear babe redeem’d
From threatening death, return’d to pay her vows.
But ne’er on nuptial, nor baptismal day,
Nor from their grateful pilgrimage discharged,
Did happier group their way down Deva’s vale
Rejoicing hold, than this blest family,
O’er whom the mighty Spirit of the Land
Spread his protecting wings. The children, free

In youthheads happy season from all cares
That might disturb the hour, yet capable
Of that intense and unalloyed delight
Which childhood feels when it enjoys again
The dear parental presence long deprived;
Nor were the parents now less bless’d than they,
Even to the height of human happiness;
For Gaudiosa and her Lord that hour
Let no misgiving thoughts intrude: she fix’d
Her hopes on him, and his were fix’d on Heaven,
And hope in that courageous heart derived
Such rooted strength and confidence assured
In righteousness, that ’twas to him like faith — 
An everlasting sunshine of the soul,
Illumining and quickening all its powers.
 

  But on Pionia’s side meantime a heart
As generous, and as full of noble thoughts,
Lay stricken with the deadliest bolts of grief.
Upon a smooth gray stone sat Roderick there;
The wind above him stirr’d the hazel boughs,
And murmuring at his feet the river ran.
He sat with folded arms and head declined
Upon his breast, feeding on bitter thoughts,
Till nature gave him in the exhausted sense
Of woe a respite something like repose;
And then the quiet sound of gentle winds
And waters with their lulling consonance
Beguiled him of himself. Of all within
Oblivious there he sat, sentient alone
Of outward nature, — of the whispering leaves
That soothed his ear, — the genial breath of Heaven
That fann’d his cheek, — the stream’s perpetual
flow,
That, with its shadows and its glancing lights,
Dimples and thread-like motions infinite,
Forever varying and yet still the same,
Like time toward eternity, ran by.
Resting his head upon his master’s knees,
Upon the bank beside him Theron lay.
What matters change of state and circumstance.
Or lapse of years, with all their dread events,
To him? What matters it that Roderick wears
The crown no longer, nor the sceptre wields?
It is the dear-loved hand, whose friendly touch
Had flatter’d him so oft; it is the voice,
At whose glad summons to the field so oft
From slumber he had started, shaking off
Dreams of the chase, to share the actual joy;
The eye, whose recognition he was wont
To watch and welcome with exultant tongue
 

  A coming step, unheard by Roderick, roused
His watchful ear, and turning he beheld
Siverian. Father, said the good old man,
As Theron rose and fawn’d about his knees,
Hast thou some charm, which draws about thee thus
The hearts of all our house, — even to the beast
That lacks discourse of reason, but too oft,
With uncorrupted feeling and dumb faith,
Puts lordly man to shame? — The king replied,
’Tis that mysterious sense by which mankind
To fix their friendships and their loves are led,
And which with fainter influence doth extend
To such poor things as this. As we put off
The cares and passions of this fretful world,
It may be too that we thus far approach
To elder nature, and regain in part
The privilege through sin in Eden lost.
The timid hare soon learns that she may trust
The solitary penitent, and birds
Will light upon the hermit’s harmless hand.
 

  Thus Roderick answer’d in excursive speech,
Thinking to draw the old man’s mind from what
Might touch him else too nearly, and himself
Disposed to follow on the lure he threw,
As one whom such imaginations led
Out of the world of his own miseries.
But to regardless ears his words were given,
For on the dog Siverian gazed the while,
Pursuing his own thoughts. Thou hast not felt,
Exclaim’d the old man, the earthquake and the
storm;
The kingdom’s overthrow, the wreck of Spain,
The ruin of thy royal master’s house,
Have reach’d not thee! — Then turning to the King,
When the destroying enemy drew nigh
Toledo, he continued, and we fled
Before their fury, even while her grief
Was fresh, my Mistress would not leave behind
This faithful creature. Well we knew she thought
Of Roderick then, although she named him not;
For never since the fatal certainty
Fell on us all, hath that unhappy name,
Save in her prayers, been known to pass her lips
Before this day. She names him now, and weeps;
But now her tears are tears of thankfulness;
For blessed hath thy coming been to her
And all who loved the King.
                              His faltering voice
Here fail’d him, and he paused: recovering soon,
When that poor injured Lady, he pursued,
Did in my presence to the Prince absolve
The unhappy King — 
                    Absolve him! Roderick cried,
And in that strong emotion turn’d his face
Sternly toward Siverian, for the sense
Of shame and self-reproach drove from his mind
All other thoughts. The good old man replied,
Of human judgments humanly I speak.
Who knows not what Pelayo’s life hath been?
Not happier in all dear domestic ties,
Than worthy for his virtue of the bliss
Which is that virtue’s fruit; and yet did he
Absolve, upon Florinda’s tale, the King.
Siverian, thus he said, what most I hoped,
And still within my secret heart believed,
Is now made certain. Roderick hath been 
More sinn’d against than sinning. And with that
He clasp’d his hands, and, lifting them to Heaven,
Cried, Would to God that he were yet alive!
For not more gladly did I draw my sword
Against Witiza in our common cause,
Than I would fight beneath his banners now,
And vindicate his name!
                              Did he say this?
The Prince? Pelayo? in astonishment
Roderick exclaim’d. — He said it, quoth the old
man.
None better knew his kinsman’s noble heart,
None loved him better, none bewail’d him more:
And as he fell, like me, for his reproach
A deeper grief than for his death, even so
He cherish’d in his heart the constant thought
Something was yet untold, which, being known,
Would palliate his offence, and make the fall
Of one, til] then, so excellently good,
Less monstrous, less revolting to belief,
More to be pitied, more to be forgiven.
 

  While thus he spake, the fallen King felt his face
Burn, and his blood flow fast. Down, guilty
thoughts!
Firmly he said within his soul; lie still,
Thou heart of flesh! I thought thou hadst been
quell’d,
And quell’d thou shalt be! Help me, O my God,
That I may crucify this inward foe!
Yea, thou hast help’d me, Father! I am strong,
O Savior, in thy strength.
                              As he breath’d thus
His inward supplications, the old man
Eyed him with frequent and unsteady looks,
He had a secret trembling on his lips,
And hesitated, still irresolute
In utterance to imbody the dear hope:
Fain would he have it strengthen’d and assured
By this concording judgment, yet he fear’d
To have it chill’d in cold accoil. At length
Venturing, he brake with interrupted speech
The troubled silence. Father Maccabee,
I cannot rest till I have laid my heart
Open before thee. When Pelayo wish’d
That his poor kinsman were alive to rear
His banner once again, a sudden thought — 
A hope — a fancy — what shall it be call’d?
Possess’d me, that perhaps the wish might see
Its glad accomplishment, — that Roderick lived,
And might in glory take the field once more
For Spain. — I see thou startest at the thought!
Yet spurn it not with hasty unbelief,
As though ‘twere utterly beyond the scope
Of possible contingency. I think
That I have calmly satisfied myself
How this is more than idle fancy, more
Than mere imaginations of a mind
Which from its wishes builds a baseless faith.
H — is horse, his royal robe, his horned helm,
His mail and sword were found upon the field;
But if King Roderick had in battle fallen,
That sword, I know, would only have been found
Clinch’d in the hand which, living, knew so well
To wield the dreadful steel! Not in the throng
Confounded, nor amid the torpid stream,
Opening with ignominious arms a way
For flight, would he have perish’d! Where the
strife
Was hottest, ring’d about with slaughter’d foes,
Should Roderick have been found: by this sure
mark
Ye should have known him, if nought else remain’d,
That his whole body had been gored with wounds,
And quill’d with spears, as if the Moors had felt
That in his single life the victory lay,
More than in all the host!
                                              Siverian’s eyes
Shone with a youthful ardor while he spake;
His gathering brow grew stern: and as he raised
His arm, a warrior’s impulse character’d
The impassion’d gesture. But the King was calm,
And heard him with unchanging countenance;
For he had taken his resolve, and felt
Once more the peace of God within his soul,
As in that hour when by his father’s grave
He knelt before Pelayo.
                             Soon the old man
Pursued in calmer tones — Thus much I dare
Believe, that Roderick fell not on that day
When treason brought about his overthrow.
If yet he live, for sure I think I know
His noble mind, ’tis in some wilderness,
Where, in some savage den inhumed, he drags
The weary loud of life, and on his flesh,
As on a mortal enemy, inflicts
Fierce vengeance with immitigable hand.
Oh that I knew but where to bend my way
In his dear search! my voice perhaps might reach
His heart, might reconcile him to himself,
Restore him to his mother ere she dies,
His people and his country: with the sword,
Them and his own good name should he redeem.
Oh might I but behold him once again
Leading to battle these intrepid bands,
Such as he was, — yea, rising from his fall
More glorious, more beloved! Soon, I believe,
Joy would accomplish then what grief hath fail’d
To do with this old heart, and I should die
Clasping his knees with such intense delight,
That when I woke in Heaven, even Heaven
itself
Could have no higher happiness in store.
 

  Thus fervently he spake, and copious tears
Ran down his cheeks. Full oft the Royal Goth,
Since he came forth again among mankind,
Had trembled lest some curious eye should read 
His lineaments too closely; now he long’d
To fall upon the neck of that old man,
And give his full heart utterance. But the sense
Of duty, by the pride of self-control
Corroborate, made him steadily repress
His yearning nature. Whether Roderick live,
Paying in penitence the bitter price
Of sin, he answered, or if earth bath given
Rest to his earthly part, is only known
To him and Heaven. Dead is he to the world;
And let not these imaginations rob
His soul of thy continual prayers, whose aid
Too surely, in whatever world, he needs.
The faithful love that mitigates his fault,
Heavenward address’d, may mitigate his doom.
Living or dead, old man, be sure his soul,
It were unworthy else, — doth hold with thine
Entire communion! Doubt not he relies
Firmly on thee, as on a father’s love,
Counts on thy offices, and joins with thee
In sympathy and fervent act of faith,
Though regions, or though worlds, should intervene.
Lost as he is, to Roderick this must be
Thy first, best, dearest duty; next must be
To hold right onward in that noble path,
Which he would counsel, could his voice be heard.
Now therefore aid me, while I call upon
The Leaders and the People, that this day
We may acclaim Pelayo for our King.
 




XVIII. THE ACCLAMATION.
 

Now, when from Covadonga, down the vale
Holding his way, the princely mountaineer
Came with that happy family in sight
Of Cangas and his native towers, far off
He saw before the gate, in fair array,
The assembled land. Broad banners were display’d,
And spears were sparkling to the sun; shields shone,
And helmets glitter’d, and the blaring horn,
With frequent sally of impatient joy,
Provoked the echoes round. Well he areeds,
From yonder ensigns and augmented force,
That Odoar and the Primate from the west
Have brought their aid; but wherefore all were
thus
Instructed as for some great festival, 
He found not, till Favila’s quicker eye
Catching the ready buckler, the glad boy
Leap’d up, and clapping his exultant hands,
Shouted, King! King! my father shall be King
This day! Pelayo started at the word,
And the first thought which smote him brought a
sigh
For Roderick’s fall; the second was of hope,
Deliverance for his country, for himself
Enduring fame, and glory for his line.
That high prophetic forethought gather’d strength,
As looking- to his honor’d mute, he read
Her soul’s accordant augury; her eyes
Brighten’d; the quicken’d action of the blood
Tinged with a deeper hue her glowing cheek,
And on her lips there sat a smile which spake
‘The honorable pride of perfect love,
Rejoicing, for her husband’s sake, to share
Thu lot he chose, the perils he defied,
The lofty fortune which their faith foresaw.
 

  Roderick, in front of all the assembled troops,
Held the broad buckler, following to the end
That steady purpose to the which his zeal
Had this day wrought the Chiefs. Tall as himself,
Erect it stood beside him, and his hands
Hung resting on the rim. This was an hour
That sweeten’d life, repaid and recompensed
All losses; and although it could not heal
All griefs, yet laid them for a while to rest.
The active, agitating joy that fill’d
The vale, that with contagious influence spread
Through all the exulting mountaineers, that gave
New ardor to all spirits, to all breasts
Inspired fresh impulse of excited hope,
Moved every longue, and strengthen’d every
limb,
That joy which every man reflected saw
From every face of all the multitude,
And heard in every voice, in every sound,
Reach’d not the King. Aloof from sympathy,
He from the solitude of his own soul
Beheld the busy scene. None shared or knew
His deep and incommunicable joy;
None but that heavenly Father, who alone
Beholds the struggles of the heart, alone
Sees and rewards the secret sacrifice.
 

  Among the chiefs conspicuous, Urban stood,
He whom, with well-weigh’d choice, in arduous
time,
To arduous office the consenting Church
Had call’d when Sindered, fear-smitten, fled:
Unfaithful shepherd, who for life alone
Solicitous, forsook his flock, when most
In peril and in suffering they required
A pastor’s care. Far off at Rome he dwells
In ignominious safety, while the Church
Keeps in her annals the deserter’s name,
But from the service, which with daily zeal
Devout her ancient prelacy recalls,
Blots it, unworthy to partake her prayers.
Urban, to that high station thus being call’d,
From whence disanimating fear had driven
The former primate, for the general weal
Consulting first, removed with timely care
The relics and the written works of Saints,
Toledo’s choicest treasure, prized beyond
All wealth, their living and their dead remains;
These to the mountain fastnesses he bore
Of unsubdued Cantabria, there deposed,
One day to be the boast of yet unbuilt
Oviedo, and the dear idolatry
Of multitudes unborn. To things of state
Then giving thought mature, he held advice
With Odoar, whom of counsel competent
And firm of heart he knew. What, then they
plann’d,
Time and the course of overruled events
To earlier act had ripen’d, than their hope
Had ever in its gladdest dream proposed;
And here by agents unforeseen, and means
Beyond the scope of foresight brought about,
This day they saw their dearest heart’s desire
Accorded them; all-able Providence
Thus having ordered all, that Spain this hour
With happiest omens, and on surest base,
Should from its ruins rear again her throne.
 

  For acclamation and for sacring now
One form must serve, more solemn for the breach
Of old observances, whose absence here
Deeplier impress’d the heart, than all display
Of regal pomp and wealth pontifical,
Of-vestments radiant with their gems, and stiff
With ornature of gold; the glittering train,
The long procession, and the full-voiced choir.
This day the forms of piety and war
In strange but fitting union must combine.
Not in his alb, and cope, and orary,
Came Urban now, nor wore he mitre here,
Precious or auriphrygiate; bare of head
He stood, all else in arms complete, and o’er
His gorget’s iron rings the pall was thrown
Of wool undyed, which on the Apostle’s tomb
Gregory had laid, and sanctified with prayer;
That from the living Pontiff and the dead,
Replete with holiness, it might impart
Doubly derived its grace. One Page beside
Bore his broad-shadow’d helm; another’s hand
Held the long spear, more suited in these times
For Urban, than the crosier richly wrought
With silver foliature, the elaborate work
Of Grecian or Italian artist, train’d
In the eastern capital, or sacred Rome,
Still o’er the west predominant, though fallen.
Better the spear befits the shepherd’s hand
When robbers break the fold. Now he had laid
The weapon by, and held a natural cross
Of rudest form, imped’d, even as it grew
On the near oak that morn.
 

                                Mutilate alike
Of royal rites was this solemnity.
Where was the rubied crown, the sceptre where,
And where the golden pome, the proud array
Of ermines, aureate vests, and jewelry,
With all which Leuvigild for after kings
Left, ostentatious of his power? The Moor
Had made his spoil of these, and on the field
Of Xeres, where contending multitudes
Had trampled it beneath their bloody feet,
The standard of the Goths forgotten lay
Defiled, and rotting there in sun and rain.
Utterly is it lost; nor evermore
Herald or antiquary’s patient search
Shall from forgetfulness avail to save
Those blazon’d arms, so fatally of old
Renown’d through all the affrighted Occident.
That banner, before which imperial Rome
First to a conqueror bow’d her head abased;
Which when the dreadful Hun, with all his powers,
Came like a deluge rolling o’er the world,
Made head, and in the front of battle broke
His force, till then resistless; which so oft
Had with alternate fortune braved the Frank;
Driven the ‘Byzantine from the furthest shores
Of Spain, long lingering there, to final flight;
And of their kingdoms and their name despoil’d
The Vandal, and the Alan, and the Sueve;
Blotted from human records is it now
As it had never been. So let it rest
With things forgotten! But Oblivion ne’er
Shall cancel from the historic roll, nor Time,
Who changeth all, obscure that fated sign,
Which brighter now than mountain snows at noon
To the bright sun displays its argent field.
 

  Rose not the vision then upon thy soul,
O Roderick, when within that argent field
Thou saw’st the rampant Lion, red as if
Upon some noblest quarry he had roll’d,
Rejoicing in his satiate rage, and drunk
With blood and fury? Did the auguries
Which open’d on thy spirit bring with them
A perilous consolation, deadening heart
And soul, yea, worse than death — that thou
through all
Thy checker’d way of life, evil and good,
Thy errors and thy virtues, hadst but been
The poor, mere instrument of things ordain’d,
Doing or suffering, impotent alike
To will or act, — perpetually bemoek’d
With semblance of volition, yet in all
Blind worker of the ways of destiny!
That thought intolerable, which in the hour
Of woe indignant conscience had repell’d,
As little might it find reception now,
When the regenerate spirit self-approved
Beheld its sacrifice complete. With faith
Elate, he saw the banner’d Lion float
Refulgent, and recall’d that thrilling shout
Which he had heard when on Romano’s grave
The joy of victory woke him from his dream,
And sent him with prophetic hope to work
Fulfilment of the great events ordain’d,
There in imagination’s inner world
Prefigured to his soul.
 

                            Alone, advanced
Before the ranks, the Goth in silence stood,
While from all voices round, loquacious joy
Mingled its buzz continuous with the blast
Of horn, shrill pipe, and tinkling cymbals’ clash,
And sound of deafening drum. But when the Prince
Drew nigh, and Urban, with the Cross upheld,
Stepp’d forth to meet him, all at once were still’d
With instantaneous hush; as when the wind,
Before whose violent gusts the forest oaks,
Tossing like billows their tempestuous heads,
Roar like a raging sea, suspends its force,
And leaves so dead a calm that not a leaf
Moves on the silent spray. The passing air
Bore with it from the woodland undisturb’d
The ringdove’s wooing, and the quiet voice
Of waters warbling near.
 

                                        Son of a race
Of Heroes and of Kings! the Primate thus
Address’d him, Thou in whom the Gothic blood,
Mingling with old Iberia’s, hath restored
To Spain a ruler of her native line,
Stand forth, and in the face of God and man
Swear to uphold the right, abate the wrong,
With equitable hand, protect the Cross
Whereon thy lips this day shall seal their vow,
And underneath that hallow’d symbol, wage
Holy and inextinguishable war
Against the accursed nation that usurps
Thy country’s sacred soil!
 

                            So speak of me
Now and forever, O my countrymen!
Replied Pelayo; and so deal with me
Here and hereafter, thou Almighty God,
In whom I put my trust!
Lord God of Hosts,
Urban pursued, of Angels and of Men
Creator and Disposer, King of Kings,
Ruler of Earth and Heaven, — look down this day,
And multiply thy blessings on the head
Of this thy servant, chosen in thy sight!
Be thou his counsellor, his comforter,
His hope, his joy, his refuge, and his strength;
Crown him with justice, and with fortitude;
Defend him with thine all-sufficient shield;
Surround him every where with the right hand
Of thine all-present power, and with the might
Of thine omnipotence; send in his aid
Thy unseen Angels forth, that potently
And royally against all enemies
He may endure and triumph! Bless the land
O’er which he is appointed; bless thou it
With the waters of the firmament, the springs
Of the low-lying deep, the fruits which Sun
And Moon mature for man, the precious stores
Of the eternal hills, and all the gifts
Of Earth, its wealth and fulness!
 

                                               Then he took
Pelayo’s hand, and on his finger placed
The mystic circlet. — With this ring, O Prince,
To our dear Spain, who like a widow now
Mourneth in desolation, I thee wed 
For weal or woe thou takest her, till death
Dispart the union. Be it blest to her,
To thee, and to thy seed!
 

                             Thus when he ceased,
He gave the awaited signal. Roderick brought
The buckler: Eight for strength and stature chosen
Came to their honor’d office: Round the shield
Standing, they lower it for the Chieftain’s feet,
Then, slowly raised upon their shoulders, lift
The steady weight. Erect Pelayo stands,
And thrice he brandishes the burnish’d sword,
While Urban to the assembled people cries,
Spaniards, behold your King! The multitude
Then sent forth all their voice with glad acclaim,
Raising the loud Real; thrice did the word
Ring through the air, and echo from the walls
Of Cangas. Far and wide the thundering shout,
Rolling among reduplicating rocks,
Peal’d o’er the hills, and up the mountain vales.
The wild ass starting in the forest glade
Ran to the covert; the affrighted wolf
Skulk’d through the thicket to a closer brake;
The sluggish bear, awakened in his den,
Housed up and answer’d with a sullen growl,
Low-breathed and long; and at the uproar seared,
The brooding eagle from her nest took wing.
 

  Heroes and Chiefs of old! and ye who bore
Finn to the last your part in that dread strife,
When Julian and Witiza’s viler race
Betray’d their country, hear ye from yon Heaven
The joyful acclamation which proclaims
That Spain is born again! O ye who died
In that disastrous field, and ye who fell
Embracing with a martyr’s love your death
Amid the flames of Auria; and all ye
Victims innumerable, whose cries unheard
On earth, but heard in Heaven, from all the land
Went up for vengeance; not in vain ye cry
Before the eternal throne! — Rest, innocent blood!
Vengeance is due, and vengeance will he given.
Rest, innocent blood? The appointed age is come!
The star that harbingers a glorious day
Hath risen! Lo there the Avenger stands! Lo, there
He brandishes the avenging sword! Lo, there
The avenging banner spreads its argent field
Refulgent with auspicious light! — Rejoice,
O Leon, for thy banner is displayed;
Rejoice with all thy mountains, and thy vales
And streams! And thou, O Spain, through all thy
realms,
For thy deliverance cometh! Even now,
As from all sides the miscreant hosts move on;
From southern Betis; from the western lands,
Where through redundant vales smooth Minho
flows,
And Douro pours through vine-clad hills the wealth
Of Leon’s gathered waters; from the plains
Burgensian, in old time Vardulia call’d,
But in their castellated strength erelong
To be design’d Castillo, a deathless name;
From midland regions where Toledo reigns
Proud city on her royal eminence,
And Tagus bends his sickle round the scene
Of Roderick’s fall; from rich Rioja’s fields;
Dark Ebro’s shores; the walls of Salduba,
Seat of the Sedetanians old, by Rome
Caesarian and August denominate,
Now Zaragoza, in this later time
Above all cities of the earth renown’d
For duty perfectly perform’d; — East, West,
And South, where’er their gather’d multitudes,
Urged by the speed of vigorous tyranny,
With more than with commeasurable strength
Haste to prevent the danger, crush the hopes
Of rising Spain, and rivet round her neck
The eternal yoke, — the ravenous fowls of heaven
Flock there presentient of their food obscene,
Following the accursed armies, whom too well
They know their purveyors long. Pursue their
inarch,
Ominous attendants! Ere the moon hath fill’d
Her horns, these purveyors shall become the prey,
And ye on Moorish, not on Christian flesh
Wearying your beaks, shall clog your scaly feet
With foreign gore. Soon will ye learn to know,
Followers and harbingers of blood, the flag
Of Leon where it bids you to your feast!
Terror and flight shall with that flag go forth,
And Havock and the Dogs of War and Death
Thou Covadonga with the tainted stream
Of Deva, and this now rejoicing vale,
Soon its primitial triumphs wilt behold!
Nor shall the glories of the noon be less
Than such miraculous promise of the dawn:
Witness Clavijo, where the dreadful cry
Of Santiago, then first heard o’erpower’d
The Akbar, and that holier name blasphemed
By misbelieving lips! Simaneas, thou
Be witness! And do ye your record bear,
Tolosan mountains, where the Almohade
Beheld his myriads scatter’d and destroy’d,
Like locusts swept before the stormy North!
Thou too, Salado, on that later day
When Africa received her final foil,
And thy swollen stream incarnadined, roll’d back
The invaders to the deep, — there shall they toss
Till, on their native Mauritanian shore,
The waves shall east their bones to whiten there.
 




XIX. RODERICK AND RUSILLA.
 

WHEN all had been perform’d, the royal Goth
Look’d up towards the chamber in the tower,
Where, gazing on the multitude below,
Alone Rusilla stood, He met her eye,
For it was singling him amid the crowd;
Obeying then the hand which beckon’d him,
He went with heart prepared, nor shrinking now,
But arm’d with sell-approving thoughts that hour.
Entering in tremulous haste, he closed the door,
And turn’d to clasp her knees; but lo, she spread
Her arms, and catching him in close embrace,
Fell on his neck, and cried, My Son, my Son!
Erelong, controlling that first agony
With effort of strong will, backward she bent,
And gazing on his head, now shorn and gray,
And on his furrow’d countenance, exclaim’d,
Still, still my Roderick! the same noble mind!
The same heroic heart! Still, still my Son! — 
Changed, — yet not wholly fallen, — not wholly
lost,
He cried, — not wholly in the sight of Heaven
Unworthy, O my Mother, nor in thine!
She lock’d her arms again around his neck,
Saying, Lord, let me now depart in peace!
And bow’d her head again, and silently
Gave way to tears.
 

                        When that first force was spent,
And passion in exhaustment found relief,
I knew thee, said Rusilla, when the dog
Rose from my feet, and lick’d his master’s hand.
All flash’d upon me then; the instinctive sense
That goes unerringly where reason fails,
The voice, the eye, — a mother’s thoughts are
quick,
Miraculous as it seem’d, — Siverian’s tale,
Florinda’s, — every action, — every word,
Each strengthening each, and all confirming all,
Reveal’d thee, O my Son! hut I restrain’d
My heart, and yielded to thy holier will
The thoughts which rose to tempt a soul not yet
Wean’d wholly from the world.
 

                             What thoughts? replied
Roderick. That I might see thee yet again
Such as thou wert, she answer’d; not alone
To Heaven and me restored, but to thyself,
Thy Crown, — thy Country, — all within thy
reach;
Heaven so disposing all things, that the means
Which wrought the ill, might work the remedy.
Methought I saw thee once again the hope,
The strength, — the pride of Spain! The miracle
Which I beheld made all things possible.
I know the inconstant people, how their mind,
With every breath of good or ill report,
Fluctuates, like summer corn before the breeze;
Quick in their hatred, quicker in their love,
Generous and hasty, soon would they redress
All wrongs of former obloquy. — I thought
Of happiness restored, — the broken heart
Heal’d, — and Count Julian, for his daughter’s
sake,
Turning in thy behalf against the Moors
His powerful sword: — all possibilities,
That could be found or fancied, built a dream
Before me; such as easiest might illude
A lofty spirit train’d in palaces,
And not alone amid the flatteries
Of youth with thoughts of high ambition fed
When all is sunshine, but through years of woe,
When sorrows sanctified their use, upheld
By honorable pride and earthly hopes.
I thought I yet might nurse upon my knee
Some young Theodofred, and see in him
Thy Father’s image and thine own renew’d,
And love to think the little hand which there
Flay’d with the bauble should in after days
Wield the transmitted sceptre; — that through him
The ancient seed should be perpetuate,
That precious seed revered so long, desired
So dearly, and so wondrously preserved.
 

  Nay, he replied, Heaven hath not with its bolts
Scathed the proud summit of the tree, and left
The trunk unflaw’d; ne’er shall it clothe its boughs
Again, nor push again its scions forth,
Head, root, and branch, all mortified alike!
Long ere these locks were shorn had I cut off
The thoughts of royalty! Time might renew
Their growth, as for Manoah’s captive son,
And I too on the miscreant race, like him,
Might prove my strength regenerate; but the hour,
When, in its second best nativity,
My sou] was born again through grace, this heart
Died to the world. Dreams such as thine pass now
Like evening clouds before me; if I think
How beautiful they seem, ’tis but to feel
How soon they fade, how fast the night shuts in.
But in that World to which my hopes look on,
Time enters not, nor Mutability;
Beauty and goodness are unfading there;
Whatever there is given us to enjoy,
That we enjoy forever, still the same.
Much might Count Julian’s sword achieve for Spain
And me, but more will his dear daughter’s soul
Effect in Heaven; and soon will she be there,
An Angel at the throne of Grace, to plead
In his behalf and mine.
                                       I knew thy heart,
She answer’d, and subdued the vain desire,

It was the World’s last effort. Thou hast chosen
The better part. Yes, Roderick, even on earth
There is a praise above the monarch’s fame,
A higher, holier, more enduring praise,
And this will yet be thine!
 

                                          O tempt me not,
Mother! he cried; nor let ambition take
That specious form to cheat us! What but this,
Fallen as I am, have I to offer Heaven?
The ancestral sceptre, public fame, content
Of private life, the general good report,
Power, reputation, happiness, — whate’er
The heart of man desires to constitute
His earthly weal, — unerring Justice claim’d
In forfeiture. I with submitted soul
Bow to the righteous law and kiss the rod.
Only while thus submitted, suffering thus,
Only while offering up that name on earth,
Perhaps in trial offer’d to my choice,
Could I present myself before thy sight;
Thus only could endure myself, or fix
My thoughts upon that fearful pass, where Death
Stands in the Gate of Heaven! — Time passes on,
The healing work of sorrow is complete;
All vain desires have long been weeded out,
All vain regrets subdued; the heart is dead,
The soul is ripe and eager for her birth.
Bless me, my Mother! and come when it will
The inevitable hour, we die in peace.
 

  So saying, on her knees he bow’d his head;
She raised her hands to Heaven and blest her child
Then bending forward, as he rose, embraced
And clasp’d him to her heart, and cried, Once more
Theodofred, with pride behold thy son!
 




XX. THE MOORISH CAMP.
 

THE times are big with tidings; every hour
From east, and west, and south, the breathless
scouts
Bring swift alarums in; the gathering foe,
Advancing from all quarters to one point,
Close their wide crescent. Nor was aid of fear
To magnify their numbers needed now;
They came in myriads. Africa had pour’d
Fresh shoals upon the coast of wretched Spain;
Lured from their hungry deserts to the scene
Of spoil, like vultures to the battle-field,
Fierce, unrelenting, habited in crimes,
Like bidden guests the mirthful ruffians flock
To that free feast which in their Prophet’s name
Rapine and Lust proclaim’d. Nor wore the chiefs
Of victory less assured, by long success
Elate, and proud of that o’erwhelming strength,
Which, surely they believed, as it had roll’d
Thus far uncheck’d, would roll victorious on,
Till, like the Orient, the subjected West
Should bow in reverence at Mahommed’s name;
And pilgrims, from remotest Arctic shores,
Tread with religious feet the burning sands
Of Araby, and Mecca’s stony soil.
Proud of his part in Roderick’s overthrow,
Their leader Abulcacem came, a man
Immitigable, long in war renown’d.
Here Magned comes, who on the conquer’d walls
Of Cordoba, by treacherous fear betray’d,
Planted the moony standard: Ibrahim here,
He, who, by Genii and in Darro’s vales,
Had for the Moors the fairest portion won
Of all their spoils, fairest and best maintain’d,
And to the Alpuxarras given in trust
His other name, through them preserved in song.
Here too Alcahinan, vaunting his late deeds
At Auria, all her children by the sword
Cut off, her bulwarks razed, her towers laid low,
Her dwellings by devouring flames consumed,
Bloody and hard of heart, he little ween d,
Vain-boastful chief! that from those fatal flames
The fire of retribution had gone forth,
Which soon should wrap him round.
                                   The renegades
Here too were seen, Ebba and Sisibert;
A. spurious brood, but of their parent’s crimes
True heirs, in guilt begotten, and in ill
Train’d up. The same unnatural rage that turn’d
Their swords against their country, made them seek,
Unmindful of their wretched mother’s end,
Pelayo’s life. No enmity is like
Domestic hatred. For his blood they thirst,
As if that sacrifice might satisfy
Witiza’s guilty ghost, efface the shame
Of their adulterous birth, and one crime more
Crowning a hideous course, emancipate
Thenceforth their spirits from all earthly fear.
This was their only care; but other thoughts
Were rankling in that elder villain’s mind,
Their kinsman Orpas, he of all the crew
Who in this fatal visitation fell,
The foulest and the falsest wretch that e’er
Renounced his baptism. From his cherish’d views
Of royalty cut off, he coveted
Count Julian’s wide domains, and hopeless now
To gain them through the daughter, laid his toils
Against the father’s life, — the instrument
Of his ambition first, and now design’d
Its victim. To this end, with cautious hints,
At favoring season ventured, he possess’d
The leader’s mind; then, subtly fostering
The doubts himself had sown, with bolder charge
He bade him warily regard the Count,
Lest underneath an outward show of faith
The heart uncircumcised were Christian still;
Else, wherefore had Florinda not obey’d
Her dear-loved sire’s example, and embraced
The saving truth? Else, wherefore was her hand,
Plighted to him so long, so long withheld,
Till she had found a fitting hour to fly
With that audacious Prince, who now, in arms,
Defied the Caliph’s power; — for who could doubt
That in his company she fled, perhaps
The mover of his flight? What if the Count
Himself had plann’d the evasion which he feign’d
In sorrow to condemn? What if she went,
A pledge assured, to tell the mountaineers
That when they met the Mussulmen in the heat
Of fight, her father, passing to their side.
Would draw the victory with him? — Thus he
breathed
Fiend-like in Abulcacem’s car his schemes
Of murderous malice; and the course of things,
Erelong, in part approving his discourse,
Aided his aim, and grave his wishes weight.
For scarce on the Asturian territory
Had they set foot, when, with the speed of fear,
Count Eudon, nothing doubting that their force
Would like a flood sweep all resistance down,
Hasten’d to plead his merits; — he alone,
Found faithful in obedience through reproach
And danger, when the madden’d multitude
Hurried their chiefs along, and high and low
With one infectious frenzy seized, provoked
The invincible in arms. Pelayo led
The raging crew, — he doubtless the prime spring
Of all these perilous movements; and ’twas said
He brought the assurance of a strong support,
Count Julian’s aid, for in his company
From Cordoba, Count Julian’s daughter came.
 

  Thus Eudon spake before the assembled chiefs;
When instantly a stern and wrathful voice
Replied, I know Pelayo never made
That senseless promise! He who raised the tale
Lies foully; but the bitterest enemy
That ever hunted for Pelayo’s life
Hath never with the charge of falsehood touch’d
His name.
                              The Baron had not recognized
Till then, beneath the turban’s shadowing folds,
Julian’s swart visage, where the fiery skies
Of Africa, through many a year’s long course,
Had set their hue inburnt. Something he sought
In quick excuse to say of common fame,
Lightly believed and busily diffused,
And that no enmity had moved his speech
Repeating rumor’s tale. Julian replied,
Count Eudon, neither for thyself nor me
Excuse is needed here. The path I tread
Is one wherein there can be no return,
No pause, no looking back! A choice like mine
For time and for eternity is made,
Once and forever! and as easily
The breath of vain report might build again
The throne which my just vengeance overthrew,
As in the Caliph and his Captain’s mind
Affect the opinion of my well-tried truth.
The tidings which thou givest me of my child
Touch me more vitally; bad though they be,
A secret apprehension of aught worse
Makes me with joy receive them.
Then the Count
To Abulcacem turn’ll his speech, and paid,
I pray thee, Chief, give me a messenger
By whom I may to this unhappy child
Despatch a lather’s bidding, such as yet
May win her back. What I would say requires
No veil of privacy; before ye all
The errand shall be given.
                                                Boldly he spake,
Yet wary in that show of open truth,
For well he knew what dangers girt him round
Amid the faithless race. Blind with revenge,
For them in madness had he sacrificed
His name, his baptism, and his native land,
To feel, still powerful as he was, that life Hung on their jealous favor. But his heart
Approved him now, where love, too long restrain’d,
Resumed its healing influence, leading him
Right on with no misgiving. Chiefs, he said,
Hear me, and let your wisdom judge between
Me and Prince Orpas! — Known it is to all,
Too well, what mortal injury provoked
My spirit to that vengeance which your aid
So signally hath given. A covenant
We made when first our purpose we combined,
That he should have Florinda for his wife,
My only child; so should she be, I thought,
Revenged and honor’d best. My word was given
Truly, nor did I cease to use all means
Of counsel or command, entreating her
Sometimes with tears, seeking sometimes with
threats
Of an offended father’s curse to enforce
Obedience; that, she said, the Christian law
Forbade; moreover she had vow’d herself
A servant to the Lord. In vain I strove
To win her to the Prophet’s saving faith,
Using perhaps a rigor to that end
Beyond permitted means, and to my heart,
Which loved her dearer than its own life-blood,
Abhorrent. Silently she suffer’d all;
Or, when I urged her with most vehemence,
Only replied, I knew her fix’d resolve,
And craved my patience but a little while,
Till death should set her free. Touch’d as I was
I yet persisted, till at length, to escape
The ceaseless importunity, she fled:
And verily I fear’d, until this hour,
My rigor to some fearfuler resolve
Than flight, had driven my child. Chiefs, I
appeal
To each and all, and, Orpas, to thyself
Especially, if, having thus essay’d
All means that law and nature have allow’d
To bend her will, I may not rightfully
Hold myself free, that promise being void
Which cannot be fulfill’d.
 

                                    Thou sayest then,
Orpas replied, that from her false belief
Her stubborn opposition drew its force.
I should have thought that from the ways corrupt
Of these idolatrous Christians, little care
Might have sufficed to wean a duteous child,
The example of a parent so beloved
Leading the way; and yet I will not doubt
Thou didst enforce with all sincerity
And holy zeal upon thy daughter’s mind
The truths of Islam.
 

                                    Julian knit his brow,
And scowling on the insidious renegade,
He answer’d, By what reasoning my poor mind
Was from the old idolatry reclaim’d,
None better knows than Seville’s mitred chief,
Who first renouncing errors which he taught,
Led me his follower to the Prophet’s pale.
Thy lessons I repeated as I could;
Of graven images, unnatural vows,
False records, tabling creeds, and juggling priests,
Who, making sanctity the cloak of sin,
Laugh’d at the fools on whose credulity
They fatten’d. To these arguments, whose worth
Prince Orpas, least of all men, should impeach,
I added, like a soldier bred in arms,
And to the subtleties of schools unused,
The flagrant fact, that Heaven with victory,
Where’er they turn’d, attested and approved
The chosen Prophet’s arms. If thou wert still
The mitred Metropolitan, and I
Some wretch of Arian or of Hebrew race,
Thy proper business then might be to pry
And question me for lurking flaws of faith.
We Mussulmen, Prince Orpas, live beneath
A wiser law, which with the iniquities
Of thine old craft, hath abrogated this
Its foulest practice!
 

                             As Count Julian ceased,
From underneath his black and gather’d brow
There went a look, which with these wary words
Bore to the heart of that false renegade
Their whole envenom’d meaning. Haughtily
Withdrawing then his alter’d eyes, he said,
Too much of this! Return we to the sum
Of my discourse. Let Abulcacem say,
In whom the Caliph speaks, if with all faith
Having essay’d in vain all means to win
My child’s consent, I may not hold henceforth
The covenant discharged.
 

                              The Moor replied,
Well hast thou said, and rightly mayst assure
Thy daughter that the Prophet’s holy law
Forbids compulsion. Give thine errand now;
The messenger is here.
 

                              Then Julian said,
Go to Pelayo, and from him entreat
Admittance to my child, where’er she be.
Say to her, that her father solemnly
Annuls the covenant with Orpas pledged,
Nor with solicitations, nor With threats,
Will urge her more, nor from that liberty
Of faith restrain her, which the Prophet’s law,
Liberal as Heaven from whence it came, to all
Indulges. Tell her that her father says
His days are number’d, and beseeches her
By that dear love, which from her infancy
Still he hath borne her, growing as she grew,
Nursed in our weal and strengthen’d in our woe,
She will not in the evening of his life
Leave him forsaken and alone. Enough
Of sorrow, tell her, have her injuries
Brought on her father s head; let not her act
Thus aggravate the burden. Tell her, too,
That when he pray’d her to return, he wept
Profusely as a child; but bitterer tears
Than ever fell from childhood’s eyes, were those
Which traced his hardy cheeks.
 

                              With faltering voice
He spake, and after he had ceased from speech
His lip was quivering still. The Moorish chief
Then to the messenger his bidding gave.
Say, cried he, to these rebel infidels,
Thus Abuleacem, in the Caliph’S name
Exhorteth them: Repent and be forgiven!
Nor think to slop the dreadful storm of war,
Which, conquering and to conquer, must fulfil
Its destined circle, rolling eastward now,
Back from the subjugated west, to sweep
Thrones and dominions down, till in the bond
Of unity all nations join, and Earth
Acknowledge, as she sees one Sun in heaven,
One God, one Chief, one Prophet, and one Law.
Jerusalem, the holy City, bows
To holier Mecca’s creed; the Crescent shines
Triumphant o’er the eternal pyramids;
On the cold altars of the worshippers
Of Fire, moss grows, and reptiles leave their slime;
The African idolatries are fallen,
And Europe’s senseless gods of stone and wood
Have had their day. Tell these misguided men,
A moment for repentance yet is left,
And mercy the submitted neck will spare
Before the sword is drawn; but once unsheath’d,
Let Auria witness how that dreadful sword
Accomplished its work! They little know
The Moors, who hope in battle to withstand
Their valor, or in flight escape their rage!
Amid our deserts, we hunt down the birds
Of heaven, — wings do not save them! Nor shall
rocks,
And holds, and fastnesses, avail to save
These mountaineers. Is not the Earth the Lord’s?
And we, his chosen people, whom he sends
To conquer and possess it in his name?
 




XXI. THE FOUNTAIN IN THE FOREST.
 

THE second eve had closed upon their march
Within the Asturian border, and the Moors
Had pitch’d their tents amid an open wood
Upon the mountain side. As day grew dim,
Their scatter’d fires shone with distincter light
Among the trees, above whose top the smoke
Diffused itself, and stain’d the evening sky.
Erelong the stir of occupation ceased,
And all the murmur of the busy host,
Subsiding, died away, as through the camp
The crier, from a knoll, proclaim’d the hour
For prayer appointed, and with sonorous voice,
Thrice, in melodious modulation full,
Pronounced the highest name. There is no God
But God, he cried; there is no God but God!
Mahommed is the Prophet of the Lord!
Come ye to prayer! to prayer! The Lord is
great!
There is no God but God! — Thus he pronounced
His ritual form, mingling with holiest truth
The audacious name accursed. The multitude
Made their ablutions in the mountain stream
Obedient, then their faces to the earth
Bent in formality of easy prayer.
 

  An arrow’s flight above that mountain stream
There was a little glade, where underneath
A long, smooth, mossy stone a fountain rose.
An oak grew near, and with its ample boughs
O’ercanopied the spring; its fretted roots
Emboss’d the bank, and on their tufted bark
Grew plants which love the moisture and the
shade;
Short ferns, and longer leaves of wrinkled green
Which bent toward the spring, and when the wind
Made itself felt, just touch’d with gentle dip
The glassy surface, ruffled ne’er but then,
Save when a bubble rising from the depth
Burst, and with faintest circles mark’d its place,
Or if an insect skimm’d it with its wing,
Or when in heavier drops the gather’d rain
Fell from the oak’s high bower. The mountain roe,
When, having drank there, he would bound
across,
Drew up upon the bank his meeting feet,
And put forth half his force. With silent lapse
From thence through mossy banks the water stole,
Then murmuring hastened to the glen below.
Diana might have loved in that sweet spot
To take her noontide rest; and when she stoop’d
Hot from the chase to drink, well pleased had seen
Her own bright crescent, and the brighter face
It crown’d, reflected there
                                                Beside that spring
Count Julian’s tent was pitch’d upon the glade;
There his ablutions Moor-like he perform’d,
And Moor-like knelt in prayer, bowing his head
Upon the mossy bank. There was a sound
Of voices at the tent when he arose.
And lo! with hurried step a woman came
Toward him; rightly’ then his heart presaged,
And ere he could behold her countenance,
Florinda knelt, and with uplifted arms
Embraced her sire. He raised her from the ground,
Kiss’d her, and clasp’d her to his heart, and said,
Thou hast not then forsaken me, my child!
Howe’er the inexorable will of Fate
May, in the world which is to come, divide
Our everlasting destinies, in this
Thou wilt not, O my child, abandon me!
And then, with deep and interrupted voice,
Nor seeking to restrain his copious tears,
My blessing be upon thy head, he cried,
A father’s blessing! Though all faiths were false.
It should not lose its worth! — She lock’d her hands
Around his neck, and gazing in his face
Through streaming tears, exclaim’d, Oh, never
more,
Here or hereafter, never let us part!
And breathing then a prayer in silence forth,
The name of Jesus trembled on her tongue.
Whom hast thou there? cried Julian, and drew
back,
Seeing that near them stood a meagre man
In humble garb, who reseed with raised hands
On a long staff, bending his head like one
Who, when he hears the distant vesper-bell,
Halts by the way, and, all unseen of men,
Offers his homage in the eye of Heaven.
She answered, Let not my dear lather frown
In anger on his child! Thy messenger
Told me that I should be restrain’d no more
From liberty of faith, which the new law
Indulged to all; how soon my hour might come
I knew not, and although that hour will bring
Few terrors, yet methinks I would not be
Without a Christian comforter in death.
 

  A Priest! exclaimed the Count, and drawing
back,
Stoop’d for his turban, that he might not lack
Some outward symbol of apostasy;
For still in war his wonted arms he wore,
Nor for the cimeter had changed the sword
Accustomed to his hand. He covered now
His short, gray hair, and under the white folds,
His swarthy brow, which gather’d as he rose,
Darken’d. Oh, frown not thus! Florinda said;
A kind and gentle counsellor is this,
One who pours balm into a wounded soul,
And mitigates the griefs he cannot heal.
I told him I had vow’d to pass my days
A servant of the Lord, yet that my heart,
Hearing the message of thy love, was drawn
With powerful yearnings back. Follow thy
heart — 
It answers to the call of duty here,
He said, nor canst thou better serve the Lord
Than at thy father’s side.
                                                Count Julian’s brow,
While thus she spake, insensibly relax’d.
A Priest, cried he, and thus with even hand
Weigh vows and natural duty in the scale?
In what old heresy hath he been train’d?
Or in what wilderness hath he escaped
The domineering Prelate’s fire and sword?
Come hither, man, and tell me who thou art!
 

  A sinner, Roderick, drawing nigh, replied,
Brought to repentance by the grace of God,
And trusting for forgiveness through the blood
Of Christ in humble hope.
                                                A smile of scorn
Julian assumed, but merely from the lips
It came; for he was troubled while he gazed
On the strong countenance and thoughtful eye
Before him. A new law hath been proclaim’d,
Said he, which overthrows in its career
The Christian altars of idolatry.
What think’st thou of the Prophet? — Roderick
Made answer, I am in the Moorish camp,
And he who asketh is a Mussulman.
How then should I reply? — Safely, rejoin’d
The renegade, and freely mayst thou speak
To all that Julian asks. Is not the yoke
Of Mecca easy, and its burden light?
Spain hath not found it so, the Goth replied,
And groaning, turn’d away his countenance.
 

  Count Julian knit his low, and stood awhile
Regarding him with meditative eye
In silence. Thou art honest too! he cried;
Why, ’twas in quest of such a man as this
That the old Grecian search’d by lantern light,
In open day, the city’s crowded streets;
So rare he deem’d the virtue. Honesty,
And sense of natural duty in a Priest!
Now for a miracle, ye Saints of Spain!
I shall not pry too closely for the wires,
For, seeing what I sec, ye have me now
In the believing mood!
                                                O blessed Saints,
Florinda cried, ’tis from the bitterness,
Not from the hardness of the heart, he speaks!
Hear him! and in your goodness give the scoff
The virtue of a prayer! So saying, she raised
Her hands, in fervent action clasp’d, to Heaven,
Then as still clasp’d, they fell, toward her sire
She turn’d her eyes, beholding him through tears
The look, the gesture, and that silent woe,
Soften’d her father’s heart, which in this hour
Was open to the influences of love.
Priest, thy vocation were a blessed one,
Said Julian, if its mighty power were used
To lessen human misery, not to swell
The mournful sum, already all-too-great.
If, as thy former counsel should imply,
Thou art not one who would for his craft’s sake
Fret with corrosives and inflame the wound,
Which the poor sufferer brings to thee in trust
That thou with virtuous balm wilt bind it up,
If, as I think, thou art not one of those
Whose villany makes honest men turn Moors,
Thou then wilt answer with unbias’d mind
What I shall ask thee, and exorcise thus
The sick and feverish conscience of my child,
From inbred phantoms, fiend-like, which possess
Her innocent spirit. Children we are all
Of one great Father, in whatever clime
Nature or chance hath cast the seeds of life,
All tongues, all colors; neither after death
Shall we be sorted into languages
And tints, — white, black, and tawny, Greek and Goth,
Northmen and offspring of hot Africa,
The All-Father, He in whom we live and move,
He the indifferent Judge of all, regards
Nations, and hues, and dialects alike;
According to their works shall they he judged,
When even-handed Justice in the scale
Their good and evil weighs. All creeds, I ween,
Agree in this, and hold it orthodox.
 

  Roderick, perceiving here that Julian paused,
As if he waited for acknowledgment
Of that plain truth, in motion of assent
Inclined his brow complacently, and said,
Even so: What follows? — This, resumed the Count;
That creeds, like colors, being but accident,
Are therefore in the scale imponderable;
Thou seest my meaning; — That from every faith,
As every clime, there is a way to Heaven;
And thou and I may meet in Paradise.
 

  Oh grant it, God! cried Roderick fervently,
And smote his breast. Oil grant it, gracious God!
Through the dear blood of Jesus, grant that he
And I may meet, before the mercy-throne!
That were a triumph of Redeeming Love,
For which admiring Angels would renew
Their hallelujahs through the choir of Heaven!
Man! quoth Count Julian, wherefore art thou
moved
To this strange passion? I require of thee
Thy judgment, not thy prayers!
                                                Be not displeased!
In gentle voice subdued the Goth replies;
A prayer, from whatsoever lips it flow,
By thine own rule should find the way to Heaven,
So that the heart in its sincerity
Straight forward breathe it forth. I, like thyself,
Am all untrain’d to subtilties of speech,
Nor competent of this great argument
Thou openest; and perhaps shall answer thee
Wide of the words, but to the purport home.
There are to whom the light of gospel truth
Hath never reach’d; of such I needs must deem
As of the sons of men who had their day
Before the light was given. But, Count, for those
Who, born amid the light, to darkness turn,
Wilful in error, — I dare only say,
God doth not leave the unhappy soul without
An inward monitor, and till the grave
Open, the gate of mercy is not closed
 

  Priest-like! the renegade replied, and shook
His head in scorn. What is not in the craft
Is error, and for error there shall be
No mercy found in Him whom yet ye name
The Merciful!
                                                Now God forbid, rejoin’d
The fallen King, that one who stands in need
Of mercy for his sins should argue thus
Of error! Thou hast said that thou and I,
Thou dying in name a Mussulman, and I
A servant of the Cross, may meet in Heaven.
Time was when in our fathers’ ways we walk’d
Regardlessly alike; faith being to each — 
For so far thou hast reason’d rightly — like
Our country’s fashion and our mother-tongue,
Of mere inheritance, — no thing of choice
In judgment fix’d, nor rooted in the heart.
Me have the arrows of calamity
Sore stricken; sinking underneath the weight
Of sorrow, yet more heavily oppress’d
Beneath the burden of my sins, I turn’d
In that dread hour to Him who from the Cross
Calls to the heavy-laden. There I found
Relief and comfort; there I have my hope,
My strength, and my salvation; there, the grave
Ready beneath my feet, and Heaven in view,
I to the King of Terrors say, Come, Death,
Come quickly! Thou too wert a stricken deer,
Julian, — God pardon the unhappy hand
That wounded thee! — but whither didst thou go
For healing? Thou hast turn’d away from Him,
Who saith, Forgive, as ye would be forgiven;
And, that the Moorish sword might do thy work,
Received the creed of Mecca: with what fruit
For Spain, let tell her cities sack’d, her sons
Slaughter’d, her daughters than thine own dear
child
More foully wrong’d, more wretched! For thyself,
Thou hast had thy till of vengeance, and, perhaps,
The cup was sweet; but it hath left behind
A bitter relish! Gladly would thy soul
Forget the past; as little canst thou bear
To send into futurity thy thoughts.
And for this Now, what is it, Count, but fear,
However bravely thou mayst bear thy front,
Danger, remorse, and stinging obloquy?
One only hope, one only remedy,
One only refuge yet remains. — My life
Is at thy mercy, Count! Call, if thou wilt,
Thy men, and to the Moors deliver me!
Or strike thyself! Death were from any hand
A welcome gift; from thine, and in this cause,
A boon indeed! My latest words on earth
Should tell thee that all sins may be effaced,
Bid thee repent, have faith, and be forgiven!
Strike, Julian, if thou wilt, and send my soul
To intercede for thine, that we may meet,
Thou, and thy child, and I, beyond the grave.
 

  Thus Roderick spake, and spread his arms as if
He offer’d to the sword his willing breast,
With looks of passionate persuasion fix’d
Upon the Count, who, in his first access
Of anger, seem’d as though he would have call’d
His guards to seize the Priest. The attitude
Disarm’d him, and that fervent zeal sincere,
And more than both, the look and voice, which
like
A mystery troubled him. Florinda too
Hung on his arm with both her hands, and cried,
O father, wrong him not! he speaks from God!
Life and salvation are upon his tongue!
Judge thou the value of that faith whereby,
Reflecting on the past, I murmur not,
And to the end of all look on with joy
Of hope assured!
                                                Peace, innocent! replied
The Count, and from her hold withdrew his arm;
Then, with a gather’d brow of mournfulness
Rather than wrath, regarding Roderick, said,
Thou preachest that all sins may be effaced;
Is there forgiveness, Christian, in thy creed
For Roderick’s crime? — For Roderick and for thee,
Count Julian, said the Goth, and, as he spake,
Trembled through every fibre of his frame,
The gate of Heaven is open. Julian threw
H is wrathful hand aloft, and cried, Away!
Earth could not hold us both, nor can one Heaven
Contain my deadliest enemy and me!
 

  My father, say not thus! Florinda cried;
I have forgiven him! I have pray’d for him!
For him, for thee, and for myself I pour
One constant prayer to Heaven! In passion then
She knelt, and bending back, with arms and face
Raised toward the sky, the supplicant exclaim’d,
Redeemer, heal his heart! It is the grief
Which festers there that hath bewilder’d him!
Save him, Redeemer! by thy precious death
Save, save him, O my God! Then on her face
She fell, and thus with bitterness pursued
In silent throes her agonizing prayer.
 

  Afflict not thus thyself, my child, the Count
Exclaim d; O dearest, be thou comforted;
Set but thy heart at rest, I ask no more!
Peace, dearest, peace! — and weeping as he spake,
He knelt to raise her. Roderick also knelt;
Be comforted, he cried, and rest in faith
That God will hear thy prayers! they must be
heard.
He who could doubt the worth of prayers like thine,
May doubt of all things! Sainted as thou art
In sufferings here, this miracle will be
Thy work and thy reward!
                                                Then, raising her,
They seated her upon the fountain’s brink,
And there beside her sat. The moon had risen,
And that fair spring lay blackened half in shade,
Half like a burnish’d mirror in her light.
By that reflected light Count Julian saw
That Roderick’s face was bathed with tears, and
pale
As monumental marble. Friend, said he,
Whether thy faith he fabulous, or sent
Indeed from Heaven, its dearest gift to man,
Thy heart is true: and had the mitred Priest
Of Seville been like thee, or hadst thou held
The place he fill’d; — but this is idle talk,
Things are as they will be; and we, poor slaves,
Fret in the harness as we may, must drag
The Car of Destiny where’er she drives,
Inexorable and blind!
                                                Oh wretched man!
Cried Roderick, if thou seekest to assuage
Thy wounded spirit with that deadly drug,
Hell’s subtlest venom; look to thine own heart,
‘Where thou hast Will and Conscience to belie
This juggling sophistry, and lead thee yet
Through penitence to Heaven!
                                                Whate’er it be
That governs us, in mournful tone the Count
Replied, Fate, Providence, or Allah’s will,
Or reckless Fortune, still the effect the same,
A world of evil and of misery!
Look where we will, we meet it; wheresoe’er
We go, we bear it with us. Here we sit
Upon the margin of this peaceful spring,
And oh! what volumes of calamity
Would he unfolded here, if either heart
Laid open its sad records! Tell me not
Of goodness! Either in some freak of power
This frame of things was fashion’d, then east off
To take its own wild course, the sport of chance;
Or the bad Spirit o’er the Good prevails,
And in the eternal conflict hath arisen
Lord of the ascendant!
                                                Rightly wouldst thou say,
Were there no world but this! the Goth replied.
The happiest child of earth that e’er was mark ‘d
To be the minion of prosperity,
Richest in corporal gifts and wealth of mind,
Honor and fame attending him abroad,
Peace and all dear domestic joys at home,
And sunshine till the evening of his days
Closed in without a cloud, — even such a man
Would from the gloom and horror of his heart
Confirm thy fatal thought, were this world all!
Oh! who could bear the haunting mystery,
If death and retribution did not solve
The riddle, and to heavenliest harmony
Reduce the seeming chaos! — Here we see
The water at its well-head; clear it is,
Not more transpicuous the invisible air;
Pure as an infant’s thoughts; and here to life
And good directed all its uses serve.
The herb grows greener on its brink; sweet flowers
Bend o’er the stream that feeds their freshened
roots;
The red-breast loves it for his wintry haunts;
And when the buds begin to open forth,
Builds near it with his mate their brooding nest;
The thirsty stag, with widening nostrils, there
Invigorated draws his copious draught;
And there, amid its flags, the wild boar stands,
Nor suffering wrong nor meditating hurt.
Through woodlands wild and solitary fields,
Unsullied thus it holds its bounteous course;
But when it reaches the resorts of men,
The service of the city there defiles
The tainted stream; corrupt and foul it flows
Through loathsome banks and o’er a bed impure,
Till in the sea, the appointed end to which
Through all its way it hastens, ’tis received,
And, losing all pollution, mingles there
In the wide world of waters. So is it
With the great stream of things, if all were seen;
Good the beginning, good the end shall be,
And transitory evil only make
The good end happier. Ages pass away,
Thrones fall, and nations disappear, and worlds
Grow old and go to wreck; the soul alone
Endures, and what she chooseth for herself,
The arbiter of her own destiny,
That only shall be permanent.
 

                                                But guilt,
And all our suffering? said the Count. The Goth
Replied, Repentance taketh sin away,
Death remedies the rest. — Soothed by the strain
Of such discourse, Julian was silent then,
And sat contemplating. Florinda too
Was calm’d. If sore experience may be thought
To teach the uses of adversity,
She said, alas! who better learn’d than I
In that sad school! Methinks, if ye would know
How visitations of calamity
Affect the pious soul, ’tis shown ye there!
Look yonder at that cloud, which, through the sky
Sailing alone, doth cross, in her career,
The rolling Moon! I watch’d it as it came,
And deem’d the deep opake would blot her beams;
But, melting like a wreath of snow, it hangs
In folds of wavy silver round, and clothes
The orb with richer beauties than her own,
Then passing, leaves her in her light serene
Thus having said, the pious sufferer sat,
Beholding with fix’d eyes that lovely orb,
Till quiet tears confused in dizzy light
The broken moonbeams. They too by the toil
Of spirit, as by travail of the day
Subdued, were silent, yielding to the hour.
The silver cloud diffusing slowly past,
And now into its airy elements
Resolved is gone; while through the azure depth
Alone in heaven the glorious Moon pursues
Her course appointed, with indifferent beams
Shining upon the silent hills around,
And the dark tents of that unholy host,
Who, all unconscious of impending fate,
Take their last slumber there. The camp is still;
The fires have mouldered, and the breeze which stirs
The soft and snowy embers, just lays bare
At times a red and evanescent light,
Or for a moment wakes a feeble flame.
They by the fountain hear the stream below,
Whose murmurs, as the wind arose or fell,
Fuller or fainter reach the ear attuned.
And now the nightingale, not distant far,
Began her solitary song, and pour’d
To the cold moon a richer, stronger strain
Than that with which the lyric lark salutes
The new-born day. Her deep and thrilling song
Seem’d with its piercing melody to reach
The soul, and in mysterious unison
Blend with all thoughts of gentleness and love.
Their hearts were open to the healing power
Of nature; and the splendor of the night,
The flow of waters, and that sweetest lay
Came to them like a copious evening dew
Falling on vernal herbs which thirst for rain.
 




XXII. THE MOORISH COUNCIL.
 

THUS they beside the fountain sat, of food
And rest forgetful, when a messenger
Summon’d Count Julian to the Leader’s tent.
In council there, at that late hour, he found
The assembled Chiefs, on sudden tidings call’d
Of unexpected weight from Cordoba.
Jealous that Abdalaziz had assumed
A regal state, affecting in his court
The forms of Gothic sovereignty, the Moors,
Whom artful spirits of ambitious mould
Stirr’d up, had risen against him in revolt:
And he who late had in the Caliph’s name
Ruled from the Ocean to the Pyrenees,
A mutilate and headless carcass now,
From pitying hands received beside the road
A hasty grave, scarce hidden there from dogs
And ravens, nor from wintry rains secure.
She, too, who in the wreck of Spain preserved
Her queenly rank, the wife of Roderick first,
Of Abdalaziz after, and to both
Alike unhappy, shared the ruin now
Her counsels had brought on; for she had led
The infatuate Moor, in dangerous vauntery,
To these aspiring forms, — so should he gain
Respect and honor from the Mussulman,
She said, and that the obedience of the Goths
Follow’d the sceptre. In an evil hour
She gave the counsel, and in evil hour
He lent a willing ear; the popular rage
Fell on them both; and they to whom her name
Had been a mark for mockery and reproach,
Shudder’d with human horror at her fate.
Ayub was heading the wild anarchy;
But where the cement of authority
Is wanting, all things there are dislocate:
The mutinous soldiery, by every cry
Of rumor set in wild career, were driven
By every gust of passion, setting up
One hour, what in the impulse of the next,
Equally unreasoning, they destroy’d; thus all
Was in misrule where uproar gave the law,
And ere from far Damascus they could learn
The Caliph’s pleasure, many a moon must pass.
What should be done? should Abulcacem march
To Cordoba, and in the Caliph’s name
Assume the power which to his rank in arms
Rightly devolved, restoring thus the reign
Of order? or pursue, with quicken’d speed,
The end of this great armament, and crush
Rebellion first, then to domestic ills
Apply’ his undivided mind and foree
Victorious? What, in this emergency,
Was Julian’s counsel, Abuleaeem ask’d;
Should they accomplish soon their enterprise?
Or would the insurgent infidels prolong
The contest, seeking by protracted war
To weary them, and trusting in the strength
Of these wild hills?
                                                Julian replied, The Chief
Of this revolt is wary, resolute,
Of approved worth in war: a desperate part
He for himself deliberately hath chosen,
Confiding in the hereditary love
Borne to him by these hardy mountaineers — 
A love which his own noble qualities
Have strengthen’d so that every heart is his.
When ye can bring them to the open proof
Of battle, ye will find them in his cause
Lavish of life; but well they know the strength
Of their own fastnesses, the mountain paths
Impervious to pursuit, the vantages
Of rock, and pass, and woodland, and ravine;
And hardly will ye tempt them to forego
These natural aids wherein they put their trust
As in their stubborn spirit, each alike
Deem’d by themselves invincible, and so
By Roman found and Goth — beneath whose sway
Slowly persuaded rather than subdued
They came, and still through every change retain’d
Their manners obstinate and barbarous speech.
My counsel, therefore, is, that we secure
With strong increase of force the adjacent posts,
And chiefly Gegio, leaving them so mann’d
As may abate the hope of enterprise,
Their strength being told. Time, in a strife like
this,
Becomes the ally of those who trust in him:
Make then with Time your covenant. Old feuds
May disunite the chiefs: some may be gain’d
By fair entreaty, others by the stroke
Of nature, or of policy, cut off.
This was the counsel which in Cordoba
I offer’d Abdalaziz: in ill hour
Rejecting it, he sent upon this war
His father’s faithful friend! Dark are the ways
Of Destiny! Had I been at his side,
Old Muza would not now have mourn’d his age
Left childless, nor had Ayub dared defy
The Caliph’s represented power. The case
Calls for thine instant presence, with the weight
Of thy legitimate authority.
 

  Julian, said Orpas, turning from beneath
His turban to the Count a crafty eye,
Thy daughter is return’d; doth she not bring
Some tidings of the movements of the foe?
The Count replied, When child and parent meet
First reconciled from discontents which wrung
The hearts of both, ill should their converse be
Of warlike matters! There hath been no time
For such inquiries, neither should I think
To ask her touching that for which I know
She hath neither eye nor thought.
 

                                                There was a time — 
Orpas with smile malignant thus replied — 
When in the progress of the Caliph’s arms
Count Julian’s daughter had an interest
Which touch’d her nearly! But her turn is served,
And hatred of Prince Orpas may beget
Indifference to the cause. Yet Destiny
Still guideth to the service of the faith
The wayward heart of woman; for as one
Delivered Roderick to the avenging sword,
So hath another at this hour betray’d
Pelayo to his fall. His sister came
At nightfall to my tent a fugitive.
She tells me that, on learning our approach,
The rebel to a cavern in the hills
Had sent his wife and children, and with them
Those of his followers, thinking, there conceal’d,
They might be safe. She, moved by injuries
Which stung her spirit, on the way escaped,
And for revenge will guide us. In reward
She asks her brother’s forfeiture of lands
In marriage with Numacian: something too
Touching his life, that for her services
It might be spared, she said; — an after-thought
To salve decorum, and if conscience wake,
Serve as a sop; but when the sword shall smite
Pelayo and his dangerous race, I ween,
That a thin kerchief will dry all the tears
The Lady Guisla sheds!
                                                ’Tis the old taint!
Said Julian mournfully; from her mother’s womb
She brought the inbred wickedness which now
In ripe infection blossoms. Woman, woman,
Still to the Goths art thou the instrument
Of overthrow; thy virtue and thy vice
Fatal alike to them!
                                                Say rather, cried
The insidious renegade, that Allah thus
By woman punisheth the idolatry
Of those who raise a woman to the rank
Of godhead, calling on their Mary’s name
With senseless prayers. In vain shall they invoke
Her trusted succor now! Like silly birds,
By fear betray’d, they fly into the toils;
And this Pelayo, who, in lengthen’d war
Baffling our force, has thought perhaps to reign
Prince of the Mountains, when we hold his wife
And offspring at our mercy, must himself
Come to the lure.
                                       Enough, the Leader said;
This unexpected work of favoring Fate
Opens an easy way to our desires,
And renders further counsel needless now.
Great is the Prophet whose protecting power
Goes with the faithful forth! The rebels’ days
Are number’d; Allah hath deliver’d them
Into our hands!
                                       So saying he arose;
The Chiefs withdrew; Orpas alone remain’d
Obedient to his indicated will.
The event, said Abulcaecin, hath approved
Thy judgment in all points; his daughter comes
At the first summons, even as thou saidst;
Her errand with the insurgents done, she brings
Their well-concerted project back, a safe
And unexpected messenger; — the Moor — 
The shallow Moor — must see and not perceive;
Must hear and understand not; yea, must bear,
Poor easy fool, to serve their after-mirth,
A part in his own undoing! But just Heaven
With this unlook’d-for incident hath marr’d
Their complots, and the sword shall cut this web
Of treason.
                              Well, the renegade replied,
Thou knowest Count Julian’s spirit, quick in wiles,
In act audacious. Baffled now, he thinks
Either by instant warning to apprize
The rebels of their danger, or preserve
The hostages when fallen into our power,
Till secret craft contrive, or open force
Win their enlargement. Haply, too, he dreams
Of Cordoba, the avenger and the friend
Of Abdalaziz, in that cause to arm
Moor against Moor, preparing for himself
The victory o’er the enfeebled conquerors.
Success in treason hath imbolden’d him,
And power but serves him for fresh treachery,
false
To Roderick first, and to the Caliph now.
 

  The guilt, said Abulcacem, is confirm’d,
The sentence past; all that is now required
Is to strike sure and safely. He hath with him
A veteran force devoted to his will,
Whom to provoke were perilous; nor less
Of peril lies there in delay: what course
Between these equal dangers should we steer?
 

  They have been train’d beneath him in the wars
Of Africa, the renegade replied;
Men are they, who, from their youth up, have
found
Their occupation and their joy in arms;
Indifferent to the cause for which they fight,
But faithful to their leader, who hath won
By license largely given, yet temper’d still
With exercise of firm authority,
Their whole devotion. Vainly should we seek
By proof of Julian’s guilt to pacify
Such martial spirits, unto whom all creeds
And countries are alike; but take away
The head, and forthwith their fidelity
Goes at the market price. The act must be
Sudden and secret; poison is too slow.
Thus it may best be done; the Mountaineers,
Doubtless, erelong will rouse us with some spur
Of sudden enterprise; at such a time
A trusty minister approaching him
May smite him, so that all shall think the spear
Comes from the hostile troops.
                                           Right counsellor!
Cried Abulcacem, thou shalt have his lands,
The proper meed of thy fidelity:
His daughter thou mayst take or leave. Go now
And find a faithful instrument to put
Our purpose in effect! — And when ’tis done,
The Moor, as Orpas from the tent withdrew,
Muttering pursued, — look for a like reward
Thyself! That restless head of wickedness
In the grave will brood no treasons. Other babes
Scream when the Devil, as they spring to life,
Infects them with his touch; but thou didst stretch
Thine arms to meet him, and, like mother’s milk,
Suck the congenial evil! Thou hast tried
Both laws, and, were there aught to gain, wouldst
prove
A third as readily; but when thy sins
Are weigh’d, twill be against an empty scale,
And neither Prophet will avail thee then!
 




XXIII. THE VALE OF COVADONGA.
 

THE camp is stirring, and ere day hath dawn’d
The tents are struck. Early they rise whom Hope
Awakens, and they travel fast with whom
She goes companion of the way. By noon
Hath Abulcacem in his speed attain’d
The Vale of Cangas. Well the trusty scouts
Observe his march, and, fleet as mountain roes,
From post to post, with instantaneous speed,
The warning bear: none else is nigh: the vale
Hath been deserted, and Pelayo’s hall
Is open to the foe, who on the tower
Hoist their white signal-flag. In Sella’s stream
The misbelieving multitudes perform,
With hot and hasty hand, their noontide rite,
Then hurryingly repeat the Impostor’s prayer.
Here they divide; the Chieftain halts with half
The host, retaining Julian and his men,
Whom where the valley widen’d he disposed,
Liable to first attack, that so the deed
Of murder plann’d with Orpas might be done.
The other force the Moor Alcahman led,
Whom Guisla guided up Pionia’s stream
Eastward to Soto. Ibrahim went with him,
Proud of Granada’s snowy heights subdued,
And boasting of his skill in mountain war;
Yet sure he deem’d an easier victory
Awaited him this day. Little, quoth he,
Weens the vain Mountaineer, who puts his trust
In dens and rocky fastnesses, how close
Destruction is at hand! Belike he thinks
The Humma’s happy wings have shadow’d him,
And therefore Fate with royalty must crown
His chosen head! Pity the cimeter
With its rude edge so soon should interrupt
The pleasant dream
                                     There can be no escape
For those who in the cave seek shelter, cried
Alcahman; yield they must, or from their holes
Like bees we smoke them out. The Chief perhaps
May reign awhile King of the wolves and bears,
Till his own subjects hunt him down, or kites
And crows divide what hunger may have left
Upon his ghastly limbs. Happier for him
That destiny should this day to our hands
Deliver him; short would be his sufferings then;
And we right joyfully should in one hour
Behold our work accomplish’d, and his race
Extinct.
              Thus these, in mockery and in thoughts
Of bloody triumph, to the future blind,
Indulged the scornful vein; nor deem’d that they
Whom to the sword’s unsparing edge they doom’d,
Even then in joyful expectation pray’d
To Heaven for their approach, and, at their post
Prepared, were trembling with excess of hope.
Here in these mountain straits the Mountaineer
Had felt his country’s strength insuperable;
Here he had pray’d to sec the Mussulman
With all his myriads; therefore had he look’d
To Covadonga as a sanctuary
Apt for concealment, easy of defence;
And Guisla’s flight, though to his heart it sent
A pang more poignant for their mother’s sake,
Yet did it further in its consequence
His hope and project, surer than decoy
Well-laid, or best-concerted stratagem.
That sullen and revengeful mind, he knew,
Would follow to the extremity of guilt
Its long fore-purposed shame: the toils were laid,
And she who by the Mussulmen full sure
Thought on her kindred her revenge to wreak,
Led the Moors in.
 

                             Count Pedro and his son
Were hovering with the main Asturian force
In the wider vale to watch occasion there,
And with hot onset when the alarm began
Pursue the vantage. In the fated straits
Of Deva had the King disposed the rest:
Amid the hanging woods, and on the cliffs,
A long mile’s length on either side its bed,
They lay. The lever, and the axe and saw
Had skilfully been plied; and trees and stones,
A dread artillery, ranged on crag, and shelf,
And steep descent, were ready at the word
Precipitate to roll resistless down.
The faithful maiden not more wistfully
Looks for the day that brings her lover home;
Scarce more impatiently the horse endures
The rein, when loud and shrill the hunter’s horn
Rings in his joyous ears, than at their post
The Mountaineers await their certain prey;
Yet mindful of their Prince’s order, oft
And solemnly enforced, with eagerness
Subdued by minds well-master’d, they expect
The appointed signal.
                                    Hand must not be raised,
Foot stirr’d, nor voice be utter’d, said the Chief,
Till the word pass: impatience would mar all.
God hath deliver’d over to your hands
His enemies and ours, so we but use
The occasion wisely. Not till the word pass
From man to man transmitted, “In the name
‘‘Of God, for Spain and Vengeance!” let a hand
Be lifted; on obedience all depends.
Their march below with noise of horse and foot,
And haply with the clang of instruments,
Might drown all other signal, this is sure;
But wait it calmly; it will not be given
Till the whole line hath enter’d in the toils.
Comrades, be patient, so shall none escape
Who once set foot within these straits of death.
Thus had Pelayo on the Mountaineers
With frequent and impressive charge enforced
The needful exhortation. This alone
He doubted, that the Mussulmen might see
The perils of the vale, and warily
Forbear to enter. But they thought to find,
As Guisla told, the main Asturian force
Seeking concealment there, no other aid
Soliciting from these their native hills;
And that, the babes and women having fallen
In thraldom, they would lay their weapons down,
And supplicate forgiveness for their sake.
Nor did the Moors perceive in what a strait
They enter’d; for the morn had risen o’ercast,
And when the Sun had reach’d the height ofheaven,
Dimly his pale and beamless orb was seen
Moving through mist. A soft and gentle rain,
Scarce heavier than the summer’s evening dew,
Descended, — through so still an atmosphere,
That every leaf upon the moveless trees
Was studded o’er with rain-drops, bright and full,
None falling till from its own weight o’erswollen
The motion catnc.
                          Low on the mountain side
The fleecy vapor hung, and in its veil,
With all their dreadful preparations, wrapp’d
The Mountaineers; — in breathless hope they lay,
Some blessing God in silence for the power
This day vouchsafed; others with fervency
Of prayer and vow invoked the Mother-Maid,
Beseeching her that in this favoring hour
She would be strongly with them. From below,
Meantime, distinct they heard the passing tramp
Of horse and foot, continues as the sound
Of Deva’s stream, and barbarous tongues commix’d
With laughter, and with frequent shouts, — for all
Exultant came, expecting sure success;
Blind wretches, over whom the ruin hung!
 

  They say, quoth one, that though the Prophet’s
soul
Doth, with the black-eyed Houris bathe in bliss,
Life hath not left his body, which bears up
By its miraculous power the holy tomb,
And holds it, at Medina, in the air,
Buoyant between the temple’s floor and roof;
And there the Angels fly to him with news
From East, West, North, and South, of what befalls
His faithful people. If, when he shall hear
The talc of this day’s work, he should, for joy,
Forget that he is dead, and walk abroad,
It wore as good a miracle as when
He sliced the moon! Sir Angel, hear me now,
Whoe oe’er thou be’st who art about to speed
From Spain to Araby! when thou hast got
The Prophet’s ear, be sure thou tellest him
How bravely Ghauleb did his part to-day,
And with what special reverence he alone
Desired thee to commend him to his grace!
Fie on thee, scoffer that thou art! replied
His comrade; thou wilt never leave these gibes
Till some commission’d arrow through the teeth
Shall nail the offending tongue. Hast thou not
heard
How, when our clay is leaven’d first with life,
The ministering Angel brings it from that spot
Whereon ’tis written in the eternal book
That soul and body must their parting take,
And earth to earth return? How knowest thou
But that the spirit who compounded thee,
To distant Syria from this very vale
Bore thy component dust, and Azrael here
Awaits thee at this hour? — Little thought he
Who spake, that, in that valley, at that hour,
One death awaited both!
                                                Thus they pursued
Toward the cave their inauspicious way.
Weak childhood there, and ineffective age,
In the chambers of the rock, were placed secure;
But of the women, all whom with the babes
Maternal care detain’d not, were aloft
To aid in the destruction; by the side
Of fathers, brethren, husbands, station’d there,
They watch and pray. Pelayo in the cave,
With the venerable primate, took his post.
Ranged on the rising cliffs, on either hand,
Vigilant sentinels, with eye intent,
Observe his movements, when to take the word
And pass it forward. He, in arms complete,
Stands in the portal; a stern majesty
Reign’d in his countenance severe that hour,
And in his eye a deep and dreadful joy
Shone, as advancing up the vale he saw
The Moorish banners. God hath blinded them 
He said; the measure of their crimes is full
O Vale of Deva, famous shalt thou be
From this day forth forever; and to these
Thy springs shall unborn generations come
In pilgrimage, and hallow with their prayers
The cradle of their native monarchy!
 

  There was a stirring in the air; the sun
Prevail’d, and gradually the brightening mist
Began to rise and melt. A jutting crag
Upon the right projected o’er the stream,
Not farther from the cave than a strong hand
Expert, with deadly aim, might cast the spear,
Or a strong voice, pitch’d to full compass, make
Its clear articulation heard distinct.
A venturous dalesman, once ascending there
To rob the eagle’s nest, had fallen, and hung
Among the heather, wondrously preserved:
Therefore had he with pious gratitude
Placed on that overhanging brow a Cross,
Tall as the mast of some light fisher’s skiff,
And from the vale conspicuous. As the Moors
Advanced, the Chieftain in the van was seen,
Known by his arms, and from the crag a voice
Pronounced his name, — Alcahman! hoa, look up,
Alcahman! As the floating mist drew up,
It had divided there, and open’d round
The Cross; part clinging to the rock beneath,
Hovering and waving part in fleecy folds,
A canopy of silver light condensed
To shape and substance. In the midst there stood
A female form, one hand upon the Cross,
The other raised in menacing act; below
Loose flow’d her raiment, but her breast was arm’d,
And helmeted her head. The Moor turn’d pale,
For on the walls of Auria he had seen
That well-known figure, and had well believed
She rested with the dead. What, hoa! she cried,
Alcalnnan! In the name of all who fell
At Auria in the massacre, this hour
I summon thee before the throne of God
To answer for the innocent blood! This hour,
Moor, Miscreant, Murderer, Child of Hell, this hour
I summon thee to judgment! — In the name
Of God! for Spain and Vengeance!
 

                                                Thus she closed
Her speech; for taking from the Primate’s hand
That oaken cross which at the sacring rites
Had served for crosier, at the cavern’s mouth,
Pelayo lifted it and gave the word.
From voice to voice on either side it pass’d
With rapid repetition, — In the name
Of God! for Spain and Vengeance! and forthwith,
On cither side, along the whole defile,
The Asturians, shouting in the name of God,
Set the whole ruin loose! Huge trunks and stones,
And loosen’d crags, down, down they roll’d with
rush,
And bound, and thundering force. Such was the
fall,
As when some city, by the laboring earth
Heaved from its strong foundations, is cast down,
And all its dwellings, towers, and palaces,
In one wide desolation prostrated.
From end to end of that long strait, the crash
Was heard continuous, and, commix’d with sounds
More dreadful, shrieks of horror, and despair,
And death, — the wild and agonizing cry
Of that whole host in one destruction whelm’d.
Vain was all valor there, all martial skill;
The valiant arm is helpless now; the feet
Swift in the race avail not now to save;
They perish; all their thousands perish there,
Horsemen and infantry, they perish all,
The outward armor and the bones within
Broken, and bruised, and crush’d. Echo prolong’d
The long uproar: a silence then ensued,
Through which the sound of Deva’s stream was
heard,
A lonely voice of waters, wild and sweet;
The lingering groan, the faintly-utter’d prayer,
The louder curses of despairing death,
Ascended not so high. Down from the cave
Pelayo hastes; the Asturians hasten down;
Fierce and immitigable down they speed
On all side; and along the vale of blood
The avenging sword did mercy’s work that hour.
 




XXIV. RODERICK AND COUNT JULIAN.
 

Thou hast been busy, Death! this day, and yet
But half thy work is done; the Gates of Hell
Are throng’d, yet twice ten thousand spirits more,
Who from their warm and healthful tenements
Fear no divorce, must, ere the sun go down,
Enter the world of woe! The Gate of Heaven
Is open too, and Angels round the throne
Of Mercy on their golden harps this day
Shall sing the triumphs of Redeeming Love.
 

  There was a Church at Cangas dedicate
To that Apostle unto whom his Lord
Had given the keys — a humble edifice,
Whose rude and time-worn structure suited well
That vale among the mountains. Its low roof
With stone plants and with moss was overgrown,
Short fern, and richer weeds, which from the eaves
Hung their long tresses down. White lichens
clothed
The sides, save where the ivy spread, which bower’d
The porch, and clustering round the pointed wall,
Wherein two bells, each open to the wind,
Hung side by side, threaded with hairy shoots
The double niche; and climbing to the cross,
Wreathed it, and half conceal’d its sacred form
With bushy tufts luxuriant. Here in the font — 
Borne hither with rejoicing and with prayers
Of all the happy land, who saw in him
The lineage of their ancient Chiefs renew’d — 
The Prince had been immersed: and here within
An oaken galilee, now black with age,
His old Iberian ancestors were laid.
 

  Two stately oaks stood nigh, in the full growth
Of many a century. They had flourish’d there
Before the Gothic sword was felt in Spain,
And when the ancient sceptre of the Goths
Was broken, there they flourish’d still. Their
boughs,
Mingled on high, and stretching wide around,
Form’d a deep shade, beneath which canopy,
Upon the ground Count Julian’s board was spread;
For to his daughter he had left his tent,
Pitched for her use hard by. He at the board
Sat with his trusted Captains, Gunderick,
Felix and Miro, Theudered and Paul,
Basil and Cottila, and Virimar,
Men through all fortunes faithful to their Lord,
And to that old and tried fidelity,
By personal love and honour held in ties
Strong as religious bonds. As there they sate,
In the distant vale a rising dust was seen.
And frequent flash of steel,.. the flying fight
Of men who, by a fiery foe pursued,
Put forth their coursers at full speed, to reach
The aid in which they trust. Up sprung the Chiefs,
And hastily taking helm and shield, and spear,
Sped to their post.
            Amid the chestnut groves
On Sella’s side, Alphonso had in charge
To watch the foe; a prowling band came nigh,
Whom with the ardour of impetuous youth
He charged and followed them in close pursuit:
Quick succours join’d them; and the strife grew hot,
Ere Pedro hastening to bring off his son,
Or Julian and his Captains,.. bent alike
That hour to abstain from combat, (for by this
Full sure they deem’d Alcahman had secured
The easy means of certain victory,)..
Could reach the spot. Both thus in their intent
According, somewhat had they now allay’d
The fury of the fight, though still spears flew,
And strokes of sword and mace were interchanged,
When passing through the troop a Moor came up
On errand from the Chief, to Julian sent;
A fatal errand fatally perform’d
For Julian, for the Chief, and for himself,
And all that host of Musselmen he brought;
For while with well-dissembled words he lured
The warrior’s ear, the dexterous ruffian mark’d
The favouring moment and unguarded place,
And plunged a javelin in his side. The Count,
Fell, but in falling called to Cottila,
Treachery! the Moor! the Moor!..He too on whom
He call’d had seen the blow from whence it came,
And seized the murderer. Miscreant! he exclaim’d,
Who set thee on? The Musselman, who saw
His secret purpose baffled, undismayed,
Replies, What I have done is authorized;
To punish treachery and prevent worse ill
Orpas and Abuleacem sent me here;
The service of the Caliph and the Faith
Required the blow.
                        The Prophet and the Fiend
Reward thee then! cried Cottila; meantime
Take thou from me thy proper earthly meed;
Villain!.. and lifting as be spake the sword,
He smote him on the neck: the trenchant blade
Through vein and artery pass’d and yielding bone;
And on the shoulder, as the assassin dropt,
His head half-severed fell. The curse of God
Fall on the Caliph and the Faith and thee!
Stamping for anguish, Cottila pursued;
African dogs, thus is it ye requite
Our services?.. But dearly shall ye pay
For this day’s work!.. O Fellow-soldiers, here,
Stretching his hands toward the host, he cried,
Behold your noble leader basely slain!
He who for twenty years hath led us forth
To war, and brought us home with victory.
Here he lies foully murdered,.. by the Moors...
Those whom he trusted, whom he served so well
Our turn is next! but neither will we wait
Idly, nor tamely fall!
                        Amid the grief,
Tumult, and rage, of those who gather’d round,
When Julian could be heard, I have yet life,
He said, for vengeance. Virimar, speed thou
To yonder Mountaineers, and tell their Chiefs
That Julian’s veteran army joins this day
Pelayo’s standard! The command devolves
On Gunderick. Fellow-soldiers, who so well
Redress’d the wrongs of your old General,
Ye will not let his death go unrevenged!..
Tears then were seen on many an iron cheek,
And groans were heard from many a resolute heart,
And vow’s with imprecations mix’d went forth,
And curses check’d by sobs. Bear me apart,
Said Julian, with a faint and painful voice,
And let me see my daughter ere I die.
 

  Scarce had he spoken when the pitying throng
Divide before her. Eagerly she came;
A deep and fearful lustre in her eye,
A look of settled woe,.. pale, deadly pale,
Yet to no lamentations giving way,
Nor tears nor groans;.. within her breaking heart
She bore the grief, and kneeling solemnly
Beside him, raised her aweful hands to heaven,
And cried, Lord God! be with him in this hour
Two things have I to think of, O my child,
Vengeance and thee; said Julian. For the first
I have provided: what remains of life
As best may comfort thee may so be best
Employ’d; let me be borne within the church,
And thou, with that good man who follows thee,
Attend me there.
 

                 Thus when Florinda heard
Her father speak, a gleam of heavenly joy
Shone through the anguish of her countenance.
O gracious God, she cried, my prayers are heard;
Now let me die!.. They raised him from the earth;
He, knitting as they lifted him his brow,
Drew in through open lips and teeth firm-closed
His painful breath, and on the lance laid hand,
Lest its long shaft should shake the mortal wound.
Gently his men with slow and steady step
Their suffering burthen bore, and in the Church
Before the altar laid him down, his head
Upon Florinda’s knees — Now, friends, said he,
Farewell. I ever hoped to meet my death
Among ye, like a soldier,.. but not thus!
Go join the Asturians; and in after years,
When of your old commander ye shall talk,
How -well he loved his followers, what he was
In battle, and how basely he was slain,
Let not the tale its fit completion lack,
But say how bravely was his death revenged.
Vengeance! in that good word doth Julian make
His testament; your faithful swords must give
The will its full performance. Leave me now,
I have done with worldly things. Comrades, farewell,
And love my memory!
 

                          They with copious tears
Of burning anger, grief exasperating
Their rage, and fury giving force to grief,
Hasten’d to form their ranks against the Moors.
Julian meantime toward the altar turn’d
His languid eyes: That Image, is it not
St. Peter, he inquired, he who denied
His Lord and was forgiven?.. Roderick rejoin’d.
It is the Apostle; and may that same Lord,
O Julian, to thy soul’s salvation bless
The seasonable thought
The dying Count
Then fix’d upon the Goth his earnest eyes,
No time, said he, is this for bravery,
As little for dissemblance. I would fain
Die in the faith wherein my fathers died,
Whereto they pledged me in mine infancy...
A soldier’s habits, he pursued, have steel’d
My spirit, and perhaps I do not fear
This passage as I ought. But if to feel
That I have sinn’d, and from my soul renounce
The Impostor’s faith, which never in that soul
Obtain’d a place,.. if at the Saviour’s feet,
Laden with guilt, to cast myself and cry,
Lord, I believe! help thou my unbelief!..
If this in the sincerity of death
Sufficeth,.. Father, let me from thy lips
Receive the assurances with which the Church
Doth bless the dying Christian.
 

                                     Roderick raised
His eyes to Heaven, and crossing on his breast
His open palms, Mysterious are thy ways
And merciful, O gracious Lord! he cried,
Who to this end hast thus been pleased to lead
My wandering steps! O Father, this thy son
Hath sinn’d and gone astray: but hast not Thou
Said, When the sinner from his evil ways
Turneth, that he shall save his soul alive,
And Angels at the sight rejoice in Heaven?
Therefore do I, in thy most holy name,
Into thy family receive again
Him who was lost, and in that name absolve
The Penitent.... So saying on the head
Of Julian solemnly he laid his hands.
Then to the altar tremblingly he turn’d,
And took the bread, and breaking it, pursued,
Julian! receive from me the Bread of Life!
In silence reverently the Count partook
The reconciling rite, and to his lips
Roderick then held the consecrated cup.
 

  Me too! exclaim’d Florinda, who till then
Had listen’d speechlessly; Thou Man of God,
I also must partake! The Lord hath heard
My prayers! one sacrament,.. one hour,.. one grave,..
One resurrection!
 

                   That dread office done,
Count Julian with amazement saw the Priest
Kneel down before him. By the sacrament
Which we have here partaken, Roderick cried,
In this most aweful moment; by that hope,..
That holy faith which comforts thee in death,
Grant thy forgiveness, Julian, ere thou diest!
Behold the man who most hath injured thee!
Roderick, the wretched Goth, the guilty cause
Of all thy guilt,.. the unworthy instrument
Of thy redemption,.. kneels before thee here,
And prays to be forgiven!
 

                                     Roderick! exclaim’d
The dying Count,.. Roderick!..and from the floor
With violent effort half he raised himself;
The spear hung heavy in his side, and pain
And weakness overcame him, that he fell
Back on his daughter’s lap. O Death, cried he,..
Passing his hand across his cold damp brow,..
Thou tamest the strong limb, and conquerest
The stubborn heart! But yesterday I said
One Heaven could not contain mine enemy
And me: and now I lift my dying voice
To say, Forgive me, Lord, as I forgive
Him who hath done the wrong!.. He closed his eyes
A moment; then with sudden impulse cried,..
Roderick, thy wife is dead,.. the Church hath power
To free thee from thy vows,.. the broken heart
Might yet be heal’d, the wrong redress’d, the throne
Rebuilt by that same hand which pull’d it down,
And these cursed Africans... Oh for a month
Of that waste life which millions misbestow!..
His voice was passionate, and in his eye
With glowing animation while he spake
The vehement spirit shone: its effort soon
Was past, and painfully with feeble breath
In slow and difficult utterance he pursued,..
Vain hope, if all the evil was ordain’d,
And this wide wreck the will and work of Heaven,
We hut the poor occasion! Death will make
All clear, and joining us in better worlds,
Complete our union there! Do for me now
One friendly office more:.. draw forth the spear,
And free me from this pain!...Receive his soul,
Saviour! exclaim’d the Goth, as he perform’d
The fatal service. Julian cried, O friend!..
True friend!.. and gave to him his dying hand.
Then said he to Florinda, I go first,
Thou followest!.. kiss me, child!.. and now good night!
When from her father’s body she arose,
Her cheek was flush’d, and in her eyes there beam’d
A wilder brightness. On the Goth she gazed
While underneath the emotions of that hour
Exhausted life gave way. O God! she said,
Lifting her hands, thou hast restored me all,..
All... in one hour!.. and round his neck she threw
Her arms and cried, My Roderick! mine in Heaven!
Groaning, he claspt her close, and in that act
And agony her happy spirit fled.
 




XXV. RODERICK IN BATTLE.
 

EIGHT thousand men had to Asturias march d
Beneath Count Julian’s banner; the remains
Of that brave army which in Africa
So well against the Musselman made head.
Till sense of injuries insupportable,
And raging thirst of vengeance, overthrew
Their leader’s noble spirit. To revenge
His quarrel, twice that number left their bones,
Slain in unnatural battle, on the field
Of Xeres, when the sceptre from the Goths
By righteous Heaven was reft. Others had fallen
Consumed in sieges, alway by the Moor
To the front of war opposed. The policy,
With whatsoever show of honour cloak’d,
Was gross, and this surviving band had oft
At their carousals, of the flagrant wrong,
Held such discourse as stirs the mounting blood,
The common danger with one discontent
Affecting chiefs and men. Nor had the bonds
Of rooted discipline and faith attach’d,
Thus long restrain’d them, had they not known well
That Julian in their just resentment shared,
And fix’d their hopes on him. Slight impulse now
Sufficed to make these fiery martialists
Break forth in open fury; and though first
Count Pedro listen’d with suspicious ear
To Julian’s dying errand, deeming it
Some new decoy of treason,.. when he found
A second legate follow’d Virimar,
And then a third, and saw the turbulence
Of the camp, and how against the Moors in haste
They form’d their lines, he knew that Providence
This hour had for his country interposed,
And in such faith advanced to use the aid
Thus wondrously ordain’d. The eager Chiefs
Hasten to greet him, Cottila and Paul,
Basil and Miro, Theudered, Gunderick,
Felix, and all who held authority;
The zealous services of their brave host
They proffer’d, and besought him instantly
To lead against the African their force
Combined, and in good hour assail a foe
Divided, nor for such attack prepared.
 

  While thus they communed, Roderick from the church
Came forth, and seeing Pedro, bent his way
Toward them. Sirs, said he, the Count is dead;
He died a Christian, reconciled to Heaven,
In faith; and when his daughter had received
His dying breath, her spirit too took flight.
One sacrament, one death, united them;
And I beseech ye, ye who from the work
Of blood which lies before us may return,..
If, as I think, it should not be my fate..
That in one grave with Christian ceremonies
Ye lay them side by side. In Heaven I ween
They are met through mercy:.. ill befall the man
Who should ill death divide them!.. Then he turn’d
His speech to Pedro in an under voice;
The King, said he, I know with noble mind
Will judge of the departed; Christian-like
He died, and with a manly penitence:
They who condemn him most should call to mind
How grievous was the wrong which madden’d him;
Be that remember’d in his history,
And let no shame be offer’d his remains.
 

  As Pedro would have answer’d, a loud cry
Of menacing imprecation from the troops
Arose; for Orpas, by the Moorish Chief
Sent to allay the storm his villainy
Had stirr’d, came hastening on a milk-white steed,
And at safe distance having check’d the rein,
Beckon’d for parley. ’Twas Orelio
On which he rode, Roderick’s own battle-horse,
Who from his master’s hand had wont to feed,
And with a glad docility obey
His voice familiar. At the sight the Goth
Started, and indignation to his soul
Brought back the thoughts and feelings of old times
Suffer me, Count, he cried, to answer him,
And hold these back the while! Thus having said,
He waited no reply, but as he was,
Bareheaded, in his weeds, and all unarm’d,
Advanced toward the renegade. Sir Priest,
Quoth Orpas as he came, I hold no talk
With thee; my errand is with Gunderiek
And the Captains of the host, to whom I bring
Such liberal offers and clear proof...
                             The Goth,
Breaking with scornful voice his speech, exclaim’d,
What, could no steed but Roderick’s serve thy turn?
I should have thought some sleek and sober mule
Long train’d in shackles to procession pace,
More suited to my lord of Seville’s use
Than this good war-horse,.. he who never bore
A villain, until Orpas cross’d his back!...
Wretch! cried the astonish’d renegade, and stoopt,
Foaming with anger, from the saddle-bow
To reach his weapon. Ere the hasty hand
Trembling in passion could perform its will,
Roderick had seized the reins. How now, he cried,
Orelio! old companion,.. my good horse,..
Off with this recreant burthen!... And with that
He raised his hand, and rear’d and back’d the steed,
To that remember’d voice and arm of power
Obedient. Down the helpless traitor fell
Violently thrown, and Roderick over him
Thrice led with just and unrelenting hand
The trampling hoofs. Go join Witiza now,
Where he lies howling, the avenger cried,
And tell him Roderick sent thee!
 

                                      At that sight,
Count Julian’s soldiers and the Asturian host
Set up a shout, a joyful shout, which rung
Wide through the welkin. Their exulting cry
With louder acclamation was renew’d,
When from the expiring miscreant’s neck they saw
That Roderick took the shield, and round his own
Hung it, and vaulted in the seat. My horse I
My noble horse! he cried, with flattering hand
Patting his high-arch’d neck! the renegade,
I thank him for’t, hath kept thee daintily!
Orelio, thou art in thy beauty still,
Thy pride and strength! Orelio, my good horse,
Once more thou bearest to the field thy Lord,
He who so oft hath fed and cherish’d thee,
He for whose sake, wherever thou wert seen,
Thou wert by all men honour’d. Once again
Thou hast thy proper master! Do thy part
As thou wert wont; and bear him gloriously,
My beautiful Orelio,.. to the last...
The happiest of his fields!... Then he drew forth
The scymitar, and waving it aloft,
Rode toward the troops; its unaccustom’d shape
Disliked him; Renegade in all things! cried
The Goth, and cast it from him; to the Chiefs
Then said, If I have done ye service here,
Help me, I pray you, to a Spanish sword!
The trustiest blade that e’er in Bilbilis
Was dipt, would not to-day be misbestowed
On this right hand!.. Go some one, Gunderick cried,
And bring Count Julian’s sword. Whoe’er thou art,
The worth which thou hast shown avenging him
Entitles thee to wear it. But thou goest
For battle unequipp’d;.. haste there and strip
Yon villain of his armour!
 

                                                 Late he spake,
So fast the Moors came on. It matters not,
Replied the Goth; there’s many a mountaineer,
Who in no better armour cased this day
Than his wonted leathern gipion, will be found
In the hottest battle, yet bring off untouch’d
The unguarded life he ventures... Taking then
Count Julian’s sword, he fitted round his wrist
The chain, and eyeing the elaborate steel
With stern regard of joy, The African
Under unhappy stars was born, he cried,
Who tastes thy edge!.. Make ready for the charge!
They come.. they come!.. On, brethren, to the field!..
The word is Vengeance!
                      Vengeance was the word:
From man to man, and rank to rank it pass’d,
By every heart enforced, by every voice
Sent forth in loud defiance of the foe.
The enemy in shriller sounds return’d
Their Akbar and the Prophet’s trusted name.
The horsemen lower’d their spears, the infantry
Deliberately with slow and steady step
Advanced; the bow-strings twang’d, and arrow hiss’d,
And javelins hurtled by. Anon the hosts
Met in the shock of battle, horse and man
Conflicting; shield struck shield, and sword and mace
And curtle-axe on helm and buckler rung;
Armour was riven, and wounds were interchanged,
And many a spirit from its mortal hold
Hurried to bliss or bale. Well did the Chiefs
Of Julian’s army in that hour support
Their old esteem; and well Count Pedro there
Enhanced his former praise; and by his side,
Rejoicing like a bridegroom in the strife,
Alphonso through the host of infidels
Bore on his bloody lance dismay and death.
But there was worst confusion and uproar,
There widest slaughter and dismay, where, proud
Of his recover’d Lord, Orelio plunged
Through thickest ranks, trampling beneath his feet
The living and the dead. Where’er he turns
The Moors divide and fly. What man is this,
Appall’d they say, who to the front of war
Bareheaded offers thus his naked life?
Replete with power he is, and terrible,
Like some destroying Angel! Sure his lips
Have drank of Kaf’s dark fountain, and he comes
Strong in his immortality! Fly! fly!
They said, this is no human foe!.. Nor less
Of wonder fill’d the Spaniards when they saw
How flight and terror went before his way,
And slaughter in his path. Behold, cries one,
With what command and knightly ease he sits
The intrepid steed, and deals from side to side
His dreadful blows! Not Roderick in his power
Bestrode with such command and majesty
That noble war-horse. His loose robe this day
Is death’s black banner, shaking from its folds
Dismay and ruin. Of no mortal mould
Is he who in that garb of peace affronts
Whole hosts, and sees them scatter where he turns!
Auspicious Heaven beholds us, and some Saint
Revisits earth!
 

                   Aye, cries another, Heaven
Hath ever with especial bounty blest
Above all other lands its favour’d Spain;
Chusing her children forth from all mankind
For its peculiar people, as of yore
Abraham’s ungrateful race beneath the Law.
Who knows not how on that most holy night
When peace on Earth by Angels was proclaim’d,
The light which o’er the fields of Bethlehem shone,
Irradiated whole Spain? not just display’d,
As to the Shepherds, and again withdrawn;
All the long winter hours from eve till morn
Her forests and her mountains and her plains,
Her hills and valleys were embathed in light,
A light which came not from the sun or moon
Or stars, by secondary powers dispensed,
But from the fountain-springs, the Light of Light
Effluent. And wherefore should we not believe
That this may be some Saint or Angel, charged
To lead us to miraculous victory?
Hath not the Virgin Mother oftentimes
Descending, clothed in glory, sanctified
With feet adorable our happy soil?...
Mark’d ye not, said another, how he cast
In wrath the unhallow’d scymitar away,
And called for Christian weapon? Oh be sure
This is the aid of Heaven! On, comrades, on!
A miracle to-day is wrought for Spain!
Victory and Vengeance! Hew the miscreants down,
And spare not! how them down in sacrifice!
God is with us! his Saints arc in the field!
Victory! miraculous Victory!
 

                                          Thus they
Inflamed with wild belief the keen desire
Of vengeance on their enemies abhorr’d,
The Moorish chief, meantime, o’erlooked the fight
From an eminence, and cursed the renegade
Whose counsels sorting to such ill effect
Had brought this danger on. Lo, from the East
Comes fresh alarm! a few poor fugitives
Well-nigh with fear exanimate came up,
From Covadonga flying, and the rear
Of that destruction, scarce with breath to tell
Their dreadful tale. When Abulcacem heard,
Stricken with horror, like a man bereft
Of sense, he stood. O Prophet, he exclaim’d,
A hard and cruel fortune hast thou brought
This day upon thy servant! Must I then
Here with disgrace and ruin close a life
Of glorious deeds? But how should man resist
Fate’s irreversible decrees, or why
Murmur at what must be? They who survive
May mourn the evil which this day begins:
My part will soon be done!... Grief then gave way
To rage, and cursing Guisla, he pursued,
Oh that that treacherous woman were but here!
It were a consolation to give her
The evil death she merits!
                   That reward
She hath had, a Moor replied. For when we reach’d
‘The entrance of the vale, it was her choice
There in the farthest dwellings to be left,
Lest she should see her brother’s face; but thence
We found her flying at the overthrow,
And visiting the treason on her head,
Pierced her with wounds... Poor vengeance for a host
Destroyed! said Abulcacem in his soul.
Howbeit, resolving to the last to do
His office, he roused up his spirit. Go,
Strike off Count Eudon’s head! he cried; the fear
Which brought him to our camp will bring him else
In arms against us now; For Sisibert
And Ebba, he continued thus in thought,
Their uncle’s fate for ever bars all plots
Of treason on their part; no hope have they
Of safety but with us. He call’d them then
With chosen troops to join him in the front
Of battle, that by bravely making head,
Retreat might now be won. Then fiercer raged
The conflict, and more frequent cries of death,
Mingling with imprecations and with prayers,
Rose through the din of war.
 

                      By this the blood
Which Deva down her fatal channel pour’d,
Purpling Pionia’s course, had reach’d and stain’d
The wider stream of Sella. Soon far off
The frequent glance of spears and gleam of arms
Were seen, which sparkled to the westering orb,
Where down the vale, impatient to complete
The glorious work so well that day begun,
Pelayo led his troops. On foot they came,
Chieftains and men alike; the Oaken Cross
Triumphant borne on high, precedes their march,
And broad and bright the argent banner shone.
Roderick, who dealing death from side to side,
Had through the Moorish army now made way,
Beheld it flash, and judging well what aid
Approach’d, with sudden impulse that way rode,
To tell of what had pass’d,.. lest in the strife
They should engage with Julian’s men, and mar
The mighty consummation. One ran on
To meet him fleet of foot, and having given
His tale to this swift messenger, the Goth
Halted awhile to let Orelio breathe.
Siverian, quoth Pelayo, if mine eyes
Deceive me not, yon horse, whose reeking sides
Are red with slaughter, is the same on whom
The apostate Orpas in his vauntery
Wont to parade the streets of Cordoba.
But thou shouldst know him best; regard him well:
Is’t not Orelio?
 

            Either it is he,
The old man replied, or one so like to him,
Whom all thought matchless, that similitude
Would be the greater wonder. But behold,
What man is he who in that disarray
Doth with such power and majesty bestride
The noble steed, as if he felt himself
In his own proper seat? Look how he leans
To cherish him; and how the gallant horse
Curves up his stately neck, and bends his head,
As if again to court that gentle touch,
And answer to the voice which praises him.
Can it be Maccabee? rejoin’d the King,
Or are the secret wishes of my soul
Indeed fulfill’d, and hath the grave given up
Its dead?... So saying, on the old man he turn’d
Eyes full of wide astonishment, which told
The incipient thought that for incredible
He spake no farther. But enough had pass’d,
For old Siverian started at the words
Like one who sees a spectre, and exclaim’d,
Blind that I was to know him not till now!
My Master, O my Master!
 

                    He meantime
With easy pace moved on to meet their march.
King, to Pelayo he began, this day
By means scarce less than miracle, thy throne
Is stablish’d, and the wrongs of Spain revenged.
Orpas the accursed, upon yonder field
Lies ready for the ravens. By the Moors
Treacherously slain, Count Julian will be found
Before Saint Peter’s altar; unto him
Grace was vouchsafed; and by that holy power
Which at Visonia from the Primate’s hand
Of his own proper act to me was given,
Unworthy as I am,.. yet sure I think
Not without mystery, as the event hath shown,..
Did I accept Count Julian’s penitence,
And reconcile the dying man to Heaven.
Beside him hath his daughter fallen asleep;
Deal honourably with his remains, and let
One grave with Christian rites receive them both.
Is it not written that as the Tree falls
So it shall lie?
 

             In this and all things else,
Pelayo answer’d, looking wistfully
Upon the Goth, thy pleasure shall be done.
Then Roderick saw that he was known, and turn’d
His head away in silence. But the old man
Laid hold upon his bridle, and look’d up
In his master’s face, weeping and silently.
Thereat the Goth with fervent pressure took
His hand, and bending down toward him, said,
My good Siverian, go not thou this day
To war! I charge thee keep thyself from harm!
Thou art past the age for battles, and with whom
Hereafter should thy mistress talk of me
If thou wert gone?.. Thou seest I am unarm’d;
Thus disarray’d as thou beholdest me,
Clean through you miscreant army have I cut
My way unhurt; but being once by Heaven
Preserved: I would not perish with the guilt
Of having wilfully provoked my death.
Give me thy helmet and thy cuirass!.. nay,..
Thou wert not wont to let me ask in vain,
Nor to gainsay me when my will was known!
To thee methinks I should be still the King.
 

  Thus saying, they withdrew a little way
Within the trees. Roderick alighted there,
And in the old man’s armour dight himself.
Dost thou not marvel by what wonderous chance,
Said he, Orelio to his master’s hand
Hath been restored? I found the renegade
Of Seville on his back, and hurl’d him down
Headlong to the earth. The noble animal
Rejoicingly obey’d my hand to shake
His recreant burthen off, and trample out
The life which once I spared in evil hour.
Now let me meet Witiza’s viperous sons
In yonder field, and then I may go rest
In peace,.. my work is done!
 

                           And nobly done!
Exclaim’d the old man. Oh! thou art greater now
Than in that glorious hour of victory
When grovelling in the dust Witiza lay,
The prisoner of thy hand!.. Roderick replied,
O good Siverian, happier victory
Thy son hath now achieved,.. the victory
Over the world, his sins and his despair.
If on the field my body should be found,
See it, I charge thee, laid in Julian’s grave,
And let no idle ear be told for whom
Thou mournest. Thou wilt use Orelio
As doth beseem the steed which hath so oft
Carried a King to battle;.. he hath done
Good service for his rightful Lord to-day,
And better yet must do. Siverian, now
Farewell! I think we shall not meet again,
Till it be in that world where never change
Is known, and they who love shall part no more.
Commend me to my mother’s prayers, and say
That never man enjoy’d a heavenlier peace
Than Roderick at this hour. O faithful friend,
How dear thou art to me these tears may tell!
 

  With that he fell upon the old man’s neck;
Then vaulted in the saddle, gave the reins,
And soon rejoin’d the host. On, comrades, on!
Victory and Vengeance! he exclaim’d, and took
The lead on that good charger, he alone
Horsed for the onset. They with one consent
Gave all their voices to the inspiring cry,
Victory and Vengeance! and the hills and rucks
Caught the prophetic shout and roll’d it round.
Count Pedro’s people heard amid the heat
Of battle, and return’d the glad acclaim.
The astonish’d Musselmen, on all sides charged,
Hear that tremendous cry; yet manfully
They stood, and every where with gallant front
Opposed in fair array the shock of war.
Desperately they fought, like men expert in aims,
And knowing that no safety could be found,
Save from their own right hands. No former day
Of all his long career had seen their chief
Approved so well; nor had Witiza’s sons
Ever before this hour achieved in fight
Such feats of resolute valour. Sisibert
Beheld Pelayo in the field afoot,
And twice essay’d beneath his horse’s feet
To thrust him down. Twice did the Prince evade
The shock, and twice upon his shield received
The fratricidal sword. Tempt me no more,
Son of Witiza, cried the indignant chief,
Lest I forget what mother gave thee birth!
Go meet thy death from any hand but mine.
He said, and turn’d aside. Fitliest from me!
Exclaim’d a dreadful voice, as through the throng
Orelio forced his way; fitliest from me
Receive the rightful death too long withheld!
’Tis Roderick strikes the blow! And as he spake,
Upon the traitor’s shoulder fierce he drove
The weapon, well-bestow’d. He in the seat
Totter’d and fell. The Avenger hasten’d on
In search of Ebba; and in the heat of fight
Rejoicing and forgetful of all else,
Set up his cry as he was wont in youth,
Roderick the Goth!... his war-cry known so well.
Pelayo eagerly took up the word,
And shouted out his kinsman’s name beloved,
Roderick the Goth! Roderick and Victory!
Roderick and Vengeance! Odoar gave it forth;
Urban repeated it, and through his ranks
Count Pedro sent the cry. Not from the field
Of his great victory, when Witiza fell,
With louder acclamations had that name
Been borne abroad upon the winds of heaven.
The unreflecting throng, who yesterday,
If it had pass’d their lips, would with a curse
Have clogg’d it, echoed it as if it came
From some celestial voice in the air, reveal’d
To be the certain pledge of all their hopes.
Roderick the Goth! Roderick and Victory!
Roderick and Vengeance! O’er the field it spread.
All hearts and tongues uniting in the cry;
Mountains and rocks and vales re-echoed round;
And he, rejoicing in his strength, rode on,
Laying on the Moors with that good sword, and smote,
And overthrew, and scatter’d, and destroy’d,
And trampled down; and still at every blow
Exultingly he sent the war-cry forth,
Roderick the Goth! Roderick and Victory!
Roderick and Vengeance!
 

                    Thus he made his way.
Smiting and slaying through the astonish’d ranks.
Till he beheld, where on a fiery barb,
Ebba, performing well a soldier’s part,
Dealt to the right and left his deadly blows.
With mutual rage they met. The renegade
Displays a seymitar, the splendid gift
Of Walid from Damascus sent; its hilt
Emboss’d with gems, its blade of perfect steel.
Which, like a mirror sparkling to the sun
With dazzling splendour, flash’d. The Goth objects
His shield, and on its rim received the edge
Driven from its aim aside, and of its force
Diminish’d. Many a frustrate stroke was dealt
On either part, and many a foin and thrust
Aim’d and rebated; many a deadly blow
Straight, or reverse, delivered and repell’d.
Roderick at length with better speed hath reached
The apostate’s turban, and through all its folds
The true Cantabrian weapon making way
Attain’d his forehead. Wretch! the avenger cried,
It comes from Roderick’s hand! Roderick the Goth,
Who spared, who trusted thee, and was betray’d!
Go tell thy father now how thou hast sped
With all thy treasons! Saying thus he seized
The miserable, who, blinded now with blood,
Reel’d in the saddle; and with sidelong step
Backing Orelio, drew him to the ground.
He shrieking, as beneath the horse’s feet
He fell, forgot his late-learnt creed, and call’d
On Mary’s name. The dreadful Goth pass’d on,
Still plunging through the thickest war, and still
Scattering, where’er he turn’d, the affrighted ranks.
 

  O who could tell what deeds were wrought that day,
Or who endure to hear the tale of rage,
Hatred, and madness, and despair, and fear,
Horror, and wounds, and agony, and death,
The cries, the blasphemies, the shrieks, and groans,
And prayers, which mingled with the din of arms
In one wild uproar of terrific sounds;
While over all predominant was heard,
Reiterate from the conquerors o’er the field,
Roderick the Goth! Roderick and Victory!
Roderick and Vengeance!... Woe for Africa!
Woe for the circumcised! Woe for the faith
Of the lying Ishmaelite that hour! The Chiefs
Have fallen; the Moors, confused and captainless,
And panic-stricken, vainly seek to escape
The inevitable faite. Turn where they will,
Strong in his cause, rejoicing in success,
Insatiate at the banquet of revenge,
The enemy is there; look where they will,
Death hath environed their devoted ranks;
Fly where they will, the avenger and the sword
Await them,.. wretches! whom the righteous arm
Hath overtaken!... Join’d in bonds of faith
Accurs’d, the most flagitious of mankind
From all parts met are here; the apostate Greek
The vicious Syrian, and the sullen Copt,
The Persian cruel and corrupt of soul.
The Arabian robber, and the prowling sons
Of Africa, who from their thirsty sands
Pray that the locusts on the peopled plain
May settle and prepare their way. Conjoin’d
Beneath an impious faith, which sanctifies
To them all deeds of wickedness and blood,..
Yea, and halloos them on,.. here are they met
To be conjoin’d in punishment this hour.
For plunder, violation, massacre,
All hideous, all unutterable things,
The righteous, the immitigable sword
Exacts due vengeance now! the cry of blood
Is heard, the measure of their crimes is full;
Such mercy as the Moor at Auria gave,
Such mercy hath he found this dreadful hour!
 

  The evening darken’d, but the avenging sword
Turn’d not away its edge till night had closed
Upon the field of blood. The Chieftains then
Blew the recall, and from their perfect work
Return’d rejoicing, all but he for whom
All look’d with most expectance. He full sure
Had thought upon that field to find his end
Desired, and with Florinda in the grave
Rest, in indissoluble union join’d.
But still where through the press of war he went
Half-arm’d, and like a lover seeking death,
The arrows past him by to right and left,
The spear-point pierced him not, the scymitar
Glanced from his helmet; he, when he beheld
The rout complete, saw that the shield of Heaven
Mad been extended over him once more.
And bowed before its will. Upon the banks
Of Sella was Orelio found, his legs
And flanks incarnadined, his poitral smeared
With froth and foam and gore, his silver mane
Sprinkled with blood, which hung on every hair,
Aspersed like dew-drops; trembling there he stood
From the toil of battle, and at times sent forth
His tremulous voice far echoing loud and shrill,
A frequent anxious cry, with which he seem’d
To call the master whom he loved so well,
And who had thus again forsaken him.
Siverian’s helm and cuirass on the grass
Lay near; and Julian’s sword, its hilt and chain
Clotted with blood; but where was he whose hand
Had wielded it so well that glorious day?...
 

  Days, months, and years, and generations pass’d,
And centuries held their course, before, far off
Within a hermitage near Viseu’s walls
A humble tomb was found, which bore inscribed
In ancient characters King Roderick’s name.
 




THE POET’S PILGRIMAGE TO WATERLOO
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Published in 1816, this long ballad recounts Southey’s journey to the battlefield in Waterloo, which unfolds in two parts, each divided into several sections. In the first part the poet describes the journey to the scene of the battle, whilst the second concerns an allegorical vision underscoring the historical and theological significance of the event. Although many other poets had already explored this theme, following the famous battle of 1815, Southey’s poem was illustrated with engravings of the battlefield, making the book successful enough to go through three editions.

The poem opens with a description of the poet’s arrival at Bruges, his admiration of the medieval city and a trip by barge to Ghent, followed by land to Brussels. The description is punctuated with Spenserian language, establishing a tone of cheerful pilgrimage as the travellers pass through a flourishing countryside. At Brussels the signs of the conflict begin to appear, as three months after the battle the hospitals are still heavily crowded with wounded and dying soldiers. Proceeding south to Waterloo, Southey then describes the site of the battle, whilst mingling recollections of the earlier wars of William III and Marlborough. Amid the grim reminders of death the landscape bursts into bloom. Napoleon’s retreat is described and the vengeance inflicted by the Prussians on the fleeing soldiers.

The poem received overall positive reviews, with the Monthly Review declaring: “The Pilgrimage to Waterloo appears to us to be not only the best of the numerous effusions on that victory, but, on the whole, the most pleasing, the most classical, and the least prosaic of all Mr. Southey’s compositions. The last epithet is, in truth, indicative of the sin which most easily and most uniformly besets the author. A want of figurative and poetical expression is the prevailing defect of his writings in verse; while a great clearness, simplicity, and freedom from bombast, form their prevailing excellence.” The reviewer of the British Critic wrote: “The versification (the sweetest beyond compare which we have seen since the days of Spenser) flows on without much break or burst, soothing and delighting, rather than rousing or hurrying away the mind of the reader.… Mr. Southey will not be offended, when we say, that he has not improved upon his master Spenser; it is no small praise to say, that he has shewn himself his worthy scholar”. The Anti-Jacobin Review also praised the poem, proclaiming, “We have accompanied Mr. Southey through his pilgrimage with unmixed pleasure, with satisfaction unalloyed.”
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Detail of ‘Battle of Waterloo’ by William Sadler
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TO JOHN MAY,
 

AFTER A FRIENDSHIP OF TWENTY YEARS
 

THIS POEM IS INSCRIBED,
 

IN TESTIMONY OF THE HIGHEST ESTEEM AND AFFECTION,
 

BY ROBERT SOUTHEY.
 




Argument.
 

The first part of this Poem describes a journey to the scene of war. The second is in an allegorical form; it exposes the gross material philosophy which has been the guiding principle of the French politicians, from Mirabeau to Bonaparte; and it states the opinions of those persons who lament the restoration of the Bourbons, because the hopes which they entertained from the French Revolution have not been realized; and of those who see only evil, or blind chance, in the course of human events.

To the Christian philosopher all things are consistent and clear. Our first parents brought with them the light of natural religion and the moral law; as men departed from these, they tended towards barbarous and savage life; large portions of the world are in this degenerated state; still, upon the great scale, the human race, from the beginning, has been progressive. But the direct object of Bonaparte was to establish a military despotism wherever his power extended; and the immediate and inevitable consequence of such a system is to brutalize and degrade mankind. The contest in which this country was engaged against that Tyrant, was a struggle between good and evil principles; and never was there a victory so important to the best hopes of human nature as that which was won by British valor at Waterloo, — its effects extending over the whole civilized world, and involving the vital interests of all mankind.

That victory leaves England in security and peace. In no age, and in no country, has man ever existed under circumstances so favorable to the full development of his moral and intellectual faculties, as in England at this time. The peace which she has won by the battle of Waterloo, leaves her at leisure to pursue the great objects and duties of bettering her own condition, and diffusing the blessings of civilization and Christianity.




The Poet’s Pilgrimage to Waterloo. 
 


Proem.
 

Once more I see thee, Skiddaw! once again
Behold thee in thy majesty serene,
Where like the bulwark of this favoured plain,
Alone thou standest, monarch of the scene...
Thou glorious Mountain, on whose ample breast
The sunbeams love to play, the vapours love to rest!
 

Once more, O Derwent! to thy aweful shores
I come, insatiate of the accustomed sight;
And listening as the eternal torrent roars,
Drink in with eye and ear a fresh delight:
For I have wandered far by land and sea,
In all my wanderings still remembering thee.
 

Twelve years, (how large a part of man’s brief day!)
Nor idly, nor ingloriously spent,
Of evil and of good have held their way,
Since first upon thy banks I pitched my tent.
Hither I came in manhood’s active prime,
And here my head hath felt the touch of time.
 

Heaven hath with goodly increase blest me here,
Where childless and opprest with grief I came;
With voice of fervent thankfulness sincere
Let me the blessings which are mine proclaim:
Here I possess,.. what more should I require?
Books, children, leisure,.. all my heart’s desire.
 

O joyful hour, when to our longing home
The long-expected wheels at length drew nigh!
When the first sound went forth, “They come, they come!”
And hope’s impatience quickened every eye!
“Never had man whom Heaven would heap with bliss
More glad return, more happy hour than this.”
 

Aloft on yonder bench, with arms dispread,
My boy stood, shouting there his father’s name,
Waving his hat around his happy head;
And there, a younger group, his sisters came:
Smiling they stood with looks of pleased surprize,
While tears of joy were seen in elder eyes.
 

Soon each and all came crouding round to share
The cordial greeting, the beloved sight;
What welcomings of hand and lip were there!
And when those overflowings of delight
Subsided to a sense of quiet bliss,
Life hath no purer deeper happiness.
 

The young companion of our weary way
Found here the end desired of all her ills;
She who in sickness pining many a day
Hungered and thirsted for her native hills,
Forgetful now of sufferings past and pain,
Rejoiced to see her own dear home again.
 

Recovered now, the homesick mountaineer
Sate by the playmate of her infancy,
Her twin-like comrade,.. rendered doubly dear
For that long absence: full of life was she,
With voluble discourse and eager mien
Telling of all the wonders she had seen.
 

Here silently between her parents stood
My dark-eyed Bertha, timid as a dove;
And gently oft from time to time she wooed
Pressure of hand, or word, or look of love,
With impulse shy of bashful tenderness,
Soliciting again the wished caress.
 

The younger twain in wonder lost were they,
My gentle Kate, and my sweet Isabel:
Long of our promised coming, day by day
It had been their delight to hear and tell;
And now when that long-promised hour was come,
Surprize and wakening memory held them dumb.
 

For in the infant mind, as in the old,
When to its second childhood life declines,
A dim and troubled power doth Memory hold:
But soon the light of young Remembrance shines
Renewed, and influences of dormant love
Wakened within, with quickening influence move.
 

O happy season theirs, when absence brings
Small feeling of privation, none of pain,
Yet at the present object love re-springs,
As night-closed flowers at morn expand again!
Nor deem our second infancy unblest,
When gradually composed we sink to rest.
 

Soon they grew blithe as they were wont to be;
Her old endearments each began to seek:
And Isabel drew near to climb my knee,
And pat with fondling hand her father’s cheek;
With voice and touch and look reviving thus
The feelings which had slept in long disuse.
 

But there stood one whose heart could entertain
And comprehend the fullness of the joy;
The father, teacher, playmate, was again
Come to his only and his studious boy:
And he beheld again that mother’s eye,
Which with such ceaseless care had watch’d his infancy.
 

Bring forth the treasures now,.. a proud display,..
For rich as Eastern merchants we return!
Behold the black Beguine, the Sister grey,
The Friars whose heads with sober motion turn,
The Ark well-fill’d with all its numerous hives,
Noah and Shem and Ham and Japhet, and their wives.
 

The tumbler, loose of limb; the wrestlers twain;
And many a toy beside of quaint device,
Which, when his fleecy troops no more can gain
Their pasture on the mountains hoar with ice,
The German shepherd carves with curious knife,
Earning in easy toil the food of frugal life.
 

It was a group which Richter, had he viewed,
Might have deemed worthy of his perfect skill;
The keen impatience of the younger brood,
Their eager eyes and fingers never still;
The hope, the wonder, and the restless joy
Of those glad girls, and that vociferous boy!
 

The aged friend serene with quiet smile,
Who in their pleasure finds her own delight;
The mother’s heart-felt happiness the while;
The aunts, rejoicing in the joyful sight;
And he who in his gaiety of heart,
With glib and noisy tongue performed the showman’s part.
 

Scoff ye who will! but let me, gracious Heaven,
Preserve this boyish heart till life’s last day!
For so that inward light by Nature given
Shall still direct, and cheer me on my way,
And brightening as the shades of age descend,
Shine forth with heavenly radiance at the end.
 

This was the morning light vouchsafed, which led
My favoured footsteps to the Muses’ hill,
Whose arduous paths I have not ceased to tread,
From good to better persevering still;
And if but self-approved, to praise or blame
Indifferent, while I toil for lasting fame.
 

And O ye nymphs of Castaly divine!
Whom I have dutifully served so long,
Benignant to your votary now incline,
That I may win your ear with gentle song,
Such as, I ween, is ne’er disowned by you,..
A low prelusive strain, to nature true.
 

But when I reach at themes of loftier thought,
And tell of things surpassing earthly sense,
(Which by yourselves, O Muses, I am taught,)
Then aid me with your fuller influence,
And to the height of that great argument,
Support my spirit in her strong ascent!
 

So may I boldly round my temples bind
The laurel which my master Spenser wore;
And free in spirit as the mountain wind
That makes my symphony in this lone hour,
No perishable song of triumph raise,
But sing in worthy strains my Country’s praise.
 




Part the First. The Journey.
 

I.
 

FLANDERS.
 

Our world hath seen the work of war’s debate
Consummated in one momentous day
Twice in the course of time; and twice the fate
Of unborn ages hung upon the fray:
First at Plataea, in that aweful hour
When Greece united smote the Persian’s power.
 

For had the Persian triumphed, then the spring
Of knowledge from that living source had ceast;
All would have fallen before the barbarous King,
Art, Science, Freedom; the despotic East,
Setting her mark upon the race subdued,
Had stamp’d them in the mould of sensual servitude.
 

The second day was that when Martel broke
The Musselmen, delivering France opprest,
And in one mighty conflict, from the yoke
Of misbelieving Mecca saved the West;
Else had the Impostor’s law destroyed the ties
Of public weal and private charities.
 

Such was the danger when that Man of Blood
Burst from the iron Isle, and brought again,
Like Satan rising from the sulphurous flood,
His impious legions to the battle plain:
Such too was our deliverance when the field
Of Waterloo beheld his fortunes yield.
 

I, who with faith unshaken from the first,
Even when the Tyrant seemed to touch the skies,
Had looked to see the high-blown bubble burst,
And for a fall conspicuous as his rise,
Even in that faith had look’d not for defeat
So swift, so overwhelming, so compleat.
 

Me most of all men it behoved to raise
The strain of triumph for this foe subdued,
To give a voice to joy, and in my lays
Exalt a nation’s hymn of gratitude,
And blazon forth in song that day’s renown,..
For I was graced with England’s laurel crown.
 

And as I once had journey’d to behold
Far off, Ourique’s consecrated field,
Where Portugal the faithful and the bold
Assumed the symbols of her sacred shield,
More reason now that I should bend my way
The field of British glory to survey.
 

So forth I set upon this pilgrimage,
And took the partner of my life with me,
And one dear girl, just ripe enough of age
Retentively to see what I should see;
That thus with mutual recollections fraught,
We might bring home a store for after-thought.
 

We left our pleasant Land of Lakes, and went
Throughout whole England’s length, a weary way,
Even to the farthest shores of eastern Kent:
Embarking there upon an autumn day,
Toward Ostend we held our course all night,
And anchored by its quay at morning’s earliest light.
 

Small vestige there of that old siege appears,
And little of remembrance would be found,
When for the space of three long painful years
The persevering Spaniard girt it round,
And gallant youths of many a realm from far
Went students to that busy school of war.
 

Yet still those wars of obstinate defence
Their lessons offer to the soldier’s hand;
Large knowledge may the statesman draw from thence:
And still from underneath the drifted sand,
Sometimes the storm, or passing foot lays bare
Part of the harvest Death has gathered there.
 

Peace be within thy walls, thou famous town,
For thy brave bearing in those times of old;
May plenty thy industrious children crown,
And prosperous merchants day by day behold
Many a rich vessel from the injurious sea,
Enter the bosom of thy quiet quay.
 

Embarking there, we glided on between
Strait banks raised high above the level land,
With many a cheerful dwelling white and green
In goodly neighbourhood on either hand.
Huge-timbered bridges o’er the passage lay,
Which wheeled aside and gave us easy way.
 

Four horses, aided by the favouring breeze,
Drew our gay vessel, slow and sleek and large;
Crack goes the whip, the steersman at his ease
Directs the way, and steady went the barge.
Ere evening closed to Bruges thus we came,..
Fair city, worthy of her ancient fame.
 

The season of her splendour is gone by,
Yet every where its monuments remain;
Temples which rear their stately heads on high,
Canals that intersect the fertile plain,
Wide streets and squares, with many a court and hall
Spacious and undefaced, but ancient all.
 

Time hath not wronged her, nor hath Ruin sought
Rudely her splendid structures to destroy,
Save in those recent days with evil fraught,
When Mutability, in drunken joy
Triumphant, and from all restraint released,
Let loose the fierce and many-headed beast.
 

But for the scars in that unhappy rage
Inflicted, firm she stands and undecay’d;
Like our first sires’, a beautiful old age
Is hers, in venerable years array’d;
And yet to her benignant stars may bring,
What fate denies to man,.. a second spring.
 

When I may read of tilts in days of old,
And tourneys graced by chieftains of renown,
Fair dames, grave citizens, and warriors bold,
If Fancy would pourtray some stately town,
Which for such pomp fit theatre should be,
Fair Bruges, I shall then remember thee.
 

Nor did thy landscape yield me less delight,
Seen from the deck as slow it glided by,
Or when beneath us, from thy Belfroy’s height,
Its boundless circle met the bending sky;
The waters smooth and straight, thy proper boast,
And lines of road-side trees in long perspective lost.
 

No happier landscape may on earth be seen,
Rich gardens all around and fruitful groves,
White dwellings trim relieved with lively green,
The pollard that the Flemish painter loves,
With aspins tall and poplars fair to view,
Casting o’er all the land a grey and willowy hue.
 

My lot hath lain in scenes sublime and rude,
Where still devoutly I have served and sought
The Power divine which dwells in solitude.
In boyhood was I wont, with rapture fraught,
Amid those rocks and woods to wander free,
Where Avon hastens to the Severn sea.
 

In Cintra also have I dwelt erewhile,
That earthly Eden, and have seen at eve
The sea-mists, gathering round its mountain pile,
Whelm with their billows all below, but leave
One pinnacle sole seen, whereon it stood
Like the Ark on Ararat, above the flood.
 

And now am I a Cumbrian mountaineer;
Their wintry garment of unsullied snow
The mountains have put on, the heavens are clear,
And yon dark lake spreads silently below;
Who sees them only in their summer hour
Sees but their beauties half, and knows not half their power.
 

Yet hath the Flemish scene a charm for me
That soothes and wins upon the willing heart;
Though all is level as the sleeping sea,
A natural beauty springs from perfect art,
And something more than pleasure fills the breast,
To see how well-directed toil is blest.
 

Two nights have past; the morning opens well,
Fair are the aspects of the favouring sky;
Soon yon sweet chimes the appointed hour will tell,
For here to music Time moves merrily:
Aboard! aboard! no more must we delay,..
Farewell, good people of the Fleur de Bled!
 

Beside the busy wharf the Trekschuit rides,
With painted plumes and tent-like awning gay;
Carts, barrows, coaches, hurry from all sides,
And passengers and porters throng the way,
Contending all at once in clamorous speech,
French, Flemish, English, each confusing each.
 

All disregardant of the Babel sound,
A swan kept oaring near with upraised eye,..
A beauteous pensioner, who daily found
The bounty of such casual company;
Nor left us till the bell said all was done,
And slowly we our watry way begun.
 

Europe can boast no richer, goodlier scene,
Than that through which our pleasant passage lay,
By fertile fields and fruitful gardens green,
The journey of a short autumnal day;
Sleek well-fed steeds our steady vessel drew,
The heavens were fair, and Mirth was of our crew.
 

Along the smooth canal’s unbending line,
Beguiling time with light discourse, we went,
Nor wanting savoury food nor generous wine.
Ashore too there was feast and merriment;
The jovial peasants at some village fair
Were dancing, drinking, smoking, gambling there.
 

Of these, or of the ancient towers of Ghent
Renowned, I must not tarry now to tell;
Of picture, or of church, or monument;
Nor how we mounted to that ponderous bell,
The Belfroy’s boast, which bears old Roland’s name,
Nor yields to Oxford Tom, or Tom of Lincoln’s fame.
 

Nor of that sisterhood whom to their rule
Of holy life no hasty vows restrain,
Who, meek disciples of the Christian school,
Watch by the bed of sickness and of pain:
Oh what a strength divine doth Faith impart
To inborn goodness in the female heart!
 

A gentle party from the shores of Kent
Thus far had been our comrades as befell;
Fortune had linked us first, and now Consent,..
For why should Choice divide whom Chance so well
Had joined, and they to view the famous ground,
Like us, were to the Field of Battle bound.
 

Farther as yet they looked not than that quest,..
The land was all before them where to choose.
So we consorted here as seemed best;
Who would such pleasant fellowship refuse
Of ladies fair and gentle comrades free?..
Certes we were a joyous company.
 

Yet lacked we not discourse for graver times,
Such as might suit sage auditors, I ween;
For some among us, in far distant climes
The cities and the ways of men had seen;
No unobservant travellers they, but well
Of what they there had learnt they knew to tell.
 

The one of frozen Moscovy could speak,
And well his willing listeners entertain
With tales of that inclement region bleak,
The pageantry and pomp of Catherine’s reign,
And that proud city, which with wise intent
The mighty founder raised, his own great monument.
 

And one had dwelt with Malabars and Moors,
Where fertile earth and genial heaven dispense
Profuse their bounty upon Indian shores;
Whate’er delights the eye, or charms the sense,
The vallies with perpetual fruitage blest,
The mountains with unfading foliage drest.
 

He those barbaric palaces had seen,
The work of Eastern potentates of old;
And in the Temples of the Rock had been,
Awe-struck their dread recesses to behold;
A gifted hand was his, which by its skill
Could to the eye pourtray such wondrous scenes at will.
 

A third, who from the Land of Lakes with me
Went out upon this pleasant pilgrimage,
Had sojourned long beyond the Atlantic sea;
Adventurous was his spirit as his age,
For he in far Brazil, through wood and waste,
Had travelled many a day, and there his heart was placed.
 

Wild region,.. happy if at night he found
The shelter of some rude Tapuya’s shed;
Else would he take his lodgement on the ground,
Or from the tree suspend his hardy bed;
And sometimes starting at the jaguar’s cries,
See through the murky night the prowler’s fiery eyes.
 

And sometimes over thirsty deserts drear,
And sometimes over flooded plains he went;..
A joy it was his fire-side tales to hear,
And he a comrade to my heart’s content:
For he of what I most desired could tell,
And loved the Portugals because he knew them well.
 

Here to the easy barge we bade adieu;
Land-travellers now along the well-paved way,
Where road-side trees still lengthening on the view,
Before us and behind unvarying lay:
Through lands well laboured to Alost we came,
Where whilome treachery stain’d the English name.
 

Then saw we Afflighem, by ruin rent,
Whose venerable fragments strew the land;
Grown wise too late, the multitude lament
The ravage of their own unhappy hand;
Its records in their frenzy torn and tost,
Its precious stores of learning wrecked and lost.
 

Whatever else we saw was chearful all,
The signs of steady labour well repaid;
The grapes were ripe on every cottage wall,
And merry peasants seated in the shade
Of garner, or within the open door,
From gathered hop-vines plucked the plenteous store.
 

Through Assche for water and for cakes renowned
We passed, pursuing still our way, though late;
And when the shades of night were closing round,
Brussels received us through her friendly gate,..
Proud city, fated many a change to see,
And now the seat of new-made monarchy.
 

II.
 

BRUSSELS.
 

Where might a gayer spectacle be found
Than Brussels offered on that festive night,
Her squares and palaces irradiate round
To welcome the imperial Moscovite,
Who now, the wrongs of Europe twice redressed,
Came there a welcome and a glorious guest?
 

Her mile-long avenue with lamps was hung,
Innumerous, which diffused a light like day;
Where through the line of splendour, old and young
Paraded all in festival array;
While fiery barges, plying to and fro,
Illumined as they moved the liquid glass below.
 

By day with hurrying crowds the streets were thronged,
To gain of this great Czar a passing sight;
And music, dance, and banquetings prolonged
The various work of pleasure through the night.
You might have deemed, to see that joyous town,
That wretchedness and pain were there unknown.
 

Yet three short months had scarcely passed away,
Since, shaken with the approaching battle’s breath,
Her inmost chambers trembled with dismay;
And now within her walls, insatiate Death,
Devourer whom no harvest e’er can fill,
The gleanings of that field was gathering still.
 

Within those walls there lingered at that hour
Many a brave soldier on the bed of pain,
Whom aid of human art should ne’er restore
To see his country and his friends again;
And many a victim of that fell debate
Whose life yet wavered in the scales of fate.
 

Some I beheld, for whom the doubtful scale
Had to the side of life inclined at length;
Emaciate was their form, their features pale,
The limbs so vigorous late, bereft of strength;
And for their gay habiliments of yore,
The habit of the House of Pain they wore.
 

Some in the courts of that great hospital,
That they might taste the sun and open air,
Crawled out; or sate beneath the southern wall;
Or leaning in the gate, stood gazing there
In listless guise upon the passers by,
Whiling away the hours of slow recovery.
 

Others in waggons borne abroad I saw,
Albeit recovering, still a mournful sight:
Languid and helpless some were stretched on straw,
Some more advanced sustained themselves upright,
And with bold eye and careless front, methought,
Seemed to set wounds and death again at nought.
 

Well had it fared with these; nor went it ill
With those whom war had of a limb bereft,
Leaving the life untouched, that they had still
Enough for health as for existence left;
But some there were who lived to draw the breath
Of pain through hopeless years of lingering death.
 

Here might the hideous face of war be seen,
Stript of all pomp, adornment, and disguise;
It was a dismal spectacle I ween,
Such as might well to the beholders’ eyes
Bring sudden tears, and make the pious mind
Grieve for the crimes and follies of mankind.
 

What had it been then in the recent days
Of that great triumph, when the open wound
Was festering, and along the crowded ways,
Hour after hour was heard the incessant sound
Of wheels, which o’er the rough and stony road
Conveyed their living agonizing load!
 

Hearts little to the melting mood inclined
Grew sick to see their sufferings; and the thought
Still comes with horror to the shuddering mind
Of those sad days when Belgian ears were taught
The British soldier’s cry, half groan, half prayer,
Breathed when his pain is more than he can bear.
 

Brave spirits, nobly had their part been done!
Brussels could show, where Senne’s slow waters glide,
The cannon which their matchless valour won,
Proud trophies of the field, ranged side by side,
Where as they stood in inoffensive row,
The solitary guard paced to and fro.
 

Unconscious instruments of human woe,
Some for their mark the royal lilies bore,
Fixed there when Britain was the Bourbon’s foe;
And some embossed in brazen letters wore
The sign of that abhorred misrule, which broke
The guilty nation for a Tyrant’s yoke.
 

Others were stampt with that Usurper’s name,..
Recorders thus of many a change were they,
Their deadly work through every change the same;
Nor ever had they seen a bloodier day,
Than when as their late thunders rolled around,
Brabant in all her cities felt the sound.
 

Then ceased their occupation. From the field
Of battle here in triumph were they brought;
Ribbands and flowers and laurels half concealed
Their brazen mouths, so late with ruin fraught;
Women beheld them pass with joyful eyes,
And children clapt their hands and rent the air with cries.
 

Now idly on the banks of Senne they lay,
Like toys with which a child is pleased no more:
Only the British traveller bends his way
To see them on that unfrequented shore,
And as a mournful feeling blends with pride,
Remembers those who fought, and those who died.
 

III.
 

THE FIELD OF BATTLE.
 

Southward from Brussels lies the field of blood,
Some three hours’ journey for a well-girt man;
A horseman who in haste pursued his road
Would reach it as the second hour began.
The way is through a forest deep and wide,
Extending many a mile on either side.
 

No chearful woodland this of antic trees,
With thickets varied and with sunny glade;
Look where he will, the weary traveller sees
One gloomy, thick, impenetrable shade
Of tall straight trunks, which move before his sight,
With interchange of lines of long green light.
 

Here, where the woods receding from the road
Have left on either hand an open space
For fields and gardens and for man’s abode,
Stands Waterloo; a little lowly place,
Obscure till now, when it hath risen to fame,
And given the victory its English name.
 

What time the second Carlos ruled in Spain,
Last of the Austrian line by Fate decreed,
Here Castanaza reared a votive fane,
Praying the Patron Saints to bless with seed
His childless sovereign; Heaven denied an heir,
And Europe mourned in blood the frustrate prayer.
 

That temple to our hearts was hallowed now:
For many a wounded Briton there was laid,
With such poor help as time might then allow
From the fresh carnage of the field conveyed;
And they whom human succours could not save,
Here in its precincts found a hasty grave.
 

And here on marble tablets set on high,
In English lines by foreign workmen traced,
Are names familiar to an English eye;
Their brethren here the fit memorials placed,
Whose unadorned inscriptions briefly tell
Their gallant comrades’ rank, and where they fell.
 

The stateliest monument of public pride,
Enriched with all magnificence of art,
To honour Chieftains who in victory died,
Would wake no stronger feeling in the heart
Than these plain tablets, by the soldier’s hand
Raised to his comrades in a foreign land.
 

Not far removed you find the burial-ground,
Yet so that skirts of woodland intervene;
A small enclosure, rudely fenced around;
Three grave-stones only for the dead are seen:
One bears the name of some rich villager,
The first for whom a stone was planted there.
 

Beneath the second is a German laid,
Whom Bremen, shaking off the Frenchman’s yoke,
Sent with her sons the general cause to aid;
He in the fight received his mortal stroke,
Yet for his country’s aggravated woes
Lived to see vengeance on her hated foes.
 

A son of Erin sleeps below the third;
By friendly hands his body where it lay
Upon the field of blood had been interred,
And thence by those who mourned him borne away
In pious reverence for departed worth,
Laid here with holy rites in consecrated earth.
 

Repose in peace, brave soldiers, who have found
In Waterloo and Soigny’s shade your rest!
Ere this hath British valour made that ground
Sacred to you, and for your foes unblest,
When Marlborough here, victorious in his might
Surprized the French, and smote them in their flight.
 

Those wars are as a tale of times gone by,
For so doth perishable fame decay,..
Here on the ground wherein the slaughter’d lie,
The memory of that fight is passed away;..
And even our glorious Blenheim to the field
Of Waterloo and Wellington must yield.
 

Soon shall we reach that scene of mighty deeds,
In one unbending line a short league hence;
Aright the forest from the road recedes,
With wide sweep trending south and westward thence;
Aleft along the line it keeps its place
Some half hour’s distance at a traveller’s pace.
 

The country here expands, a wide-spread scene;
No Flemish gardens fringed with willows these,
Nor rich Brabantine pastures ever green,
With trenches lined and rows of aspin trees;
In tillage here the unwooded open land
Returns its increase to the farmer’s hand.
 

Behold the scene where Slaughter had full sway!
A mile before us lieth Mount St. John,
The hamlet which the Highlanders that day
Preserved from spoil; yet as much farther on
The single farm is placed, now known to fame,
Which from the sacred hedge derives its name.
 

Straight onward yet for one like distance more,
And there the house of Belle Alliance stands,
So named, I guess, by some in days of yore,
In friendship or in wedlock joining hands:
Little did they who called it thus foresee
The place that name should hold in history!
 

Beyond these points the fight extended not,..
Small theatre for such a tragedy!
Its breadth scarce more, from eastern Papelot
To where the groves of Hougoumont on high
Rear in the west their venerable head,
And cover with their shade the countless dead.
 

But wouldst thou tread this celebrated ground,
And trace with understanding eyes a scene
Above all other fields of war renowned,
From western Hougoumont thy way begin;
There was our strength on that side, and there first,
In all its force, the storm of battle burst.
 

Strike eastward then across toward La Haye,
The single farm: with dead the fields between
Are lined, and thou wilt see upon the way
Long wave-like dips and swells which intervene,
Such as would breathe the war-horse, and impede,
When that deep soil was wet, his martial speed.
 

This is the ground whereon the young Nassau,
Emuling that day his ancestors’ renown,
Received his hurt; admiring Belgium saw
The youth proved worthy of his destined crown:
All tongues his prowess on that day proclaim,
And children lisp his praise and bless their Prince’s name.
 

When thou hast reached La Haye, survey it well,
Here was the heat and centre of the strife;
This point must Britain hold whate’er befell,
And here both armies were profuse of life:
Once it was lost,.. and then a stander by
Belike had trembled for the victory.
 

Not so the leader, on whose equal mind
Such interests hung in that momentous day;
So well had he his motley troops assigned,
That where the vital points of action lay,
There had he placed those soldiers whom he knew
No fears could quail, no dangers could subdue.
 

Small was his British force, nor had he here
The Portugals, in heart so near allied,
The worthy comrades of his late career,
Who fought so oft and conquered at his side,
When with the Red Cross joined in brave advance,
The glorious Quinas mocked the air of France.
 

Now of the troops with whom he took the field,
Some were of doubtful faith, and others raw;
He stationed these where they might stand or yield;
But where the stress of battle he foresaw,
There were his links (his own strong words I speak)
And rivets which no human force could break.
 

O my brave countrymen, ye answered well
To that heroic trust! Nor less did ye,
Whose worth your grateful country aye shall tell,
True children of our sister Germany,
Who while she groaned beneath the oppressor’s chain,
Fought for her freedom in the fields of Spain.
 

La Haye, bear witness! sacred is it hight,
And sacred is it truly from that day;
For never braver blood was spent in fight
Than Britain here hath mingled with the clay.
Set where thou wilt thy foot, thou scarce canst tread
Here on a spot unhallowed by the dead.
 

Here was it that the Highlanders withstood
The tide of hostile power, received its weight
With resolute strength, and stemmed and turned the flood;
And fitly here, as in that Grecian straight,
The funeral stone might say, Go, traveller, tell
Scotland, that in our duty here we fell.
 

Still eastward from this point thy way pursue.
There grows a single hedge along the lane,..
No other is there far or near in view:
The raging enemy essayed in vain
To pass that line,.. a braver foe withstood,
And this whole ground was moistened with their blood.
 

Leading his gallant men as he was wont,
The hot assailants’ onset to repel,
Advancing hat in hand, here in the front
Of battle and of danger, Picton fell;
Lamented Chief! than whom no braver name
His country’s annals shall consign to fame.
 

Scheldt had not seen us, had his voice been heard,
Return with shame from her disastrous coast:
But Fortune soon to fairer fields preferred
His worth approved, which Cambria long may boast:
France felt him then, and Portugal and Spain
His honoured memory will for aye retain.
 

Hence to the high-walled house of Papelot,
The battle’s boundary on the left, incline;
Here thou seest Frischermont not far remote,
From whence, like ministers of wrath divine,
The Prussians issuing on the yielding foe,
Consummated their great and total overthrow.
 

Deem not that I the martial skill should boast
Where horse and foot were stationed, here to tell,
What points were occupied by either host,
And how the battle raged, and what befell,
And how our great Commander’s eagle eye
Which comprehended all, secured the victory.
 

This were the historian’s, not the poet’s part;
Such task would ill the gentle Muse beseem,
Who to the thoughtful mind and pious heart,
Comes with her offering from this awful theme;
Content if what she saw and gathered there
She may in unambitious song declare.
 

Look how upon the Ocean’s treacherous face
The breeze and summer sunshine softly play,
And the green-heaving billows bear no trace
Of all the wrath and wreck of yesterday;..
So from the field which here we looked upon,
The vestiges of dreadful war were gone.
 

Earth had received into her silent womb
Her slaughtered creatures: horse and man they lay,
And friend and foe, within the general tomb.
Equal had been their lot; one fatal day
For all,.. one labour,.. and one place of rest
They found within their common parent’s breast.
 

The passing seasons had not yet effaced
The stamp of numerous hoofs impressed by force
Of cavalry, whose path might still be traced.
Yet Nature every where resumed her course;
Low pansies to the sun their purple gave,
And the soft poppy blossomed on the grave.
 

In parts the careful farmer had renewed
His labours, late by battle frustrated;
And where the unconscious soil had been imbued
With blood, profusely there like water shed,
There had his plough-share turned the guilty ground,
And the green corn was springing all around.
 

The graves he left for natural thought humane
Untouched; and here and there where in the strife
Contending feet had trampled down the grain,
Some hardier roots were found, which of their life
Tenacious, had put forth a second head,
And sprung, and eared, and ripened on the dead.
 

Some marks of wreck were scattered all around,
As shoe, and belt, and broken bandoleer,
And hats which bore the mark of mortal wound;
Gun-flints and balls for those who closelier peer;
And sometimes did the breeze upon its breath
Bear from ill-covered graves a taint of death.
 

More vestige of destructive man was seen
Where man in works of peace had laboured more;
At Hougoumont the hottest strife had been,
Where trees and walls the mournful record bore
Of war’s wild rage, trunks pierced with many a wound,
And roofs and half-burnt rafters on the ground.
 

A goodly mansion this, with gardens fair,
And ancient groves and fruitful orchard wide,
Its dove-cot and its decent house of prayer,
Its ample stalls and garners well supplied,
And spacious bartons clean, well-walled around,
Where all the wealth of rural life was found.
 

That goodly mansion on the ground was laid,
Save here and there a blackened broken wall;
The wounded who were borne beneath its shade
Had there been crushed and buried by the fall;
And there they lie where they received their doom,..
Oh let no hand disturb that honourable tomb!
 

Contiguous to this wreck the little fane
For worship hallowed, still uninjured stands,
Save that its Crucifix displays too plain
The marks of outrage from irreverent hands.
Alas, to think such irreligious deed
Of wrong from British soldiers should proceed!
 

The dove-cot too remains; scared at the fight
The birds sought shelter in the forest shade;
But still they kept their native haunts in sight,
And when few days their terror had allayed,
Forsook again the solitary wood,
For their old home and human neighbourhood.
 

The gardener’s dwelling was untouched; his wife
Fled with her children to some near retreat,
And there lay trembling for her husband’s life:
He stood the issue, saw the foe’s retreat,
And lives unhurt where thousands fell around,
To tell the story of that famous ground.
 

His generous dog was well approved that hour,
By courage as by love to man allied;
He through the fiery storm and iron shower
Kept the ground bravely by his master’s side:
And now when to the stranger’s hand he draws,
The noble beast seems conscious of applause.
 

Toward the grove the wall with musket holes
Is pierced; our soldiers here their station held
Against the foe, and many were the souls
Then from their fleshly tenements expelled.
Six hundred Frenchmen have been burnt close by,
And underneath one mound their bones and ashes lie.
 

One streak of blood upon the wall was traced,
In length a man’s just stature from the head;
There where it gushed you saw it uneffaced:
Of all the blood which on that day was shed
This mortal stain alone remained impressed,..
The all-devouring earth had drunk the rest.
 

Here from the heaps who strewed the fatal plain
Was Howard’s corse by faithful hands conveyed,
And not to be confounded with the slain,
Here in a grave apart with reverence laid,
Till hence his honoured relics o’er the seas
Were borne to England, there to rest in peace.
 

Another grave had yielded up its dead,
From whence to bear his son a father came,
That he might lay him where his own grey head
Ere long must needs be laid. That soldier’s name
Was not remembered there, yet may the verse
Present this reverent tribute to his herse.
 

Was it a soothing or a mournful thought
Amid this scene of slaughter as we stood,
Where armies had with recent fury fought,
To mark how gentle Nature still pursued
Her quiet course, as if she took no care
For what her noblest work had suffered there?
 

The pears had ripened on the garden wall;
Those leaves which on the autumnal earth were spread,
The trees, though pierced and scarred with many a ball,
Had only in their natural season shed:
Flowers were in seed whose buds to swell began
When such wild havoc here was made of man!
 

Throughout the garden, fruits and herbs and flowers
You saw in growth, or ripeness, or decay;
The green and well-trimmed dial marked the hours
With gliding shadow as they passed away;
Who would have thought, to see this garden fair,
Such horrors had so late been acted there!
 

Now Hougoumont, farewell to thy domain!
Might I dispose of thee, no woodman’s hand
Should e’er thy venerable groves profane;
Untouched, and like a temple should they stand,
And consecrate by general feeling, wave
Their branches o’er the ground where sleep the brave.
 

Thy ruins as they fell should aye remain,..
What monument so fit for those below?
Thy garden through whole ages should retain
The form and fashion which it weareth now,
That future pilgrims here might all things see,
Such as they were at this great victory.
 

IV.
 

THE SCENE OF WAR.
 

No cloud the azure vault of heaven distained
That day when we the field of war surveyed;
The leaves were falling, but the groves retained
Foliage enough for beauty and for shade;
Soft airs prevailed, and thro’ the sunny hours
The bees were busy on the year’s last flowers.
 

Well was the season with the scene combined.
The autumnal sunshine suited well the mood
Which here possessed the meditative mind,..
A human sense upon the field of blood,
A Christian thankfulness, a British pride,
Tempered by solemn thought, yet still to joy allied.
 

What British heart that would not feel a flow
Upon that ground, of elevating pride?
What British cheek is there that would not glow
To hear our country blest and magnified?..
For Britain here was blest by old and young,
Admired by every heart and praised by every tongue.
 

Not for brave bearing in the field alone
Doth grateful Belgium bless the British name;
The order and the perfect honour shown
In all things, have enhanced the soldier’s fame:
For this we heard the admiring people raise
One universal voice sincere of praise.
 

Yet with indignant feeling they enquired
Wherefore we spared the author of this strife?
Why had we not, as highest law required,
With ignominy closed the culprit’s life?
For him alone had all this blood been shed,..
Why had not vengeance struck the guilty head?
 

O God! they said, it was a piteous thing
To see the after-horrors of the fight,
The lingering death, the hopeless suffering,..
What heart of flesh unmoved could bear the sight?
One man was cause of all this world of woe,..
Ye had him,.. and ye did not strike the blow!
 

How will ye answer to all after time
For that great lesson which ye failed to give?
As if excess of guilt excused the crime,
Black as he is with blood ye let him live!
Children of evil, take your course henceforth,
For what is Justice but a name on earth!
 

Vain had it been with these in glosing speech
Of precedents to use the specious tongue:
This might perplex the ear, but fail to reach
The heart, from whence that honest feeling sprung:
And had I dared my inner sense belie,
The voice of blood was there to join them in their cry.
 

We left the field of battle in such mood
As human hearts from thence should bear away,
And musing thus our purposed route pursued,
Which still through scenes of recent bloodshed lay,
Where Prussia late with strong and stern delight
Hung on her hated foes to persecute their flight.
 

No hour for tarriance that, or for remorse!
Vengeance, who long had hungered, took her fill.
And Retribution held its righteous course:
As when in elder time, the Sun stood still
On Gibeon, and the Moon above the vale
Of Ajalon hung motionless and pale.
 

And what though no portentous day was given
To render here the work of wrath compleat,
The Sun, I ween, seemed standing still in heaven
To those who hurried from that dire defeat;
And when they prayed for darkness in their flight,
The Moon arose upon them broad and bright.
 

No covert might they find; the open land,
O’er which so late exultingly they passed,
Lay all before them and on either hand;
Close on their flight the avengers followed fast,
And when they reached Genappe and there drew breath,
Short respite found they there from fear and death.
 

That fatal town betrayed them to more loss;
Through one long street the only passage lay,
And then the narrow bridge they needs must cross
Where Dyle, a shallow streamlet, crossed the way:
For life they fled,.. no thought had they but fear,
And their own baggage choaked the outlet here.
 

He who had bridged the Danube’s affluent stream,
With all the unbroken Austrian power in sight,
(So had his empire vanished like a dream)
Was by this brook impeded in his flight;..
And then what passions did he witness there...
Rage, terror, execrations, and despair!
 

Ere thro’ the wreck his passage could be made,
Three miserable hours, which seemed like years,
Was he in that ignoble strait delayed;
The dreadful Prussian’s cry was in his ears,
Fear in his heart, and in his soul that hell
Whose due rewards he merited so well.
 

Foremost again as he was wont to be
In flight, though not the foremost in the strife,
The Tyrant hurried on, of infamy
Regardless, nor regarding ought but life;..
Oh wretch! without the courage or the faith
To die with those whom he had led to death!
 

Meantime his guilty followers in disgrace,
Whose pride for ever now was beaten down,
Some in the houses sought a hiding place;
While at the entrance of that fatal town
Others, who yet some show of heart displayed,
A short vain effort of resistance made:
 

Feeble and ill-sustained! The foe burst through;
With unabating heat they searched around;
The wretches from their lurking-holes they drew,..
Such mercy as the French had given they found;
Death had more victims there in that one hour
Than fifty years might else have rendered to his power.
 

Here did we inn upon our pilgrimage,
After such day an unfit resting-place:
For who from ghastly thoughts could disengage
The haunted mind, when every where the trace
Of death was seen,.. the blood-stain on the wall,
And musquet-marks in chamber and in hall!
 

All talk too was of death. They shewed us here
The room where Brunswick’s body had been laid,
Where his brave followers, bending o’er the bier,
In bitterness their vow of vengeance made;
Where Wellington beheld the slaughtered Chief,
And for awhile gave way to manly grief.
 

Duhesme, whose crimes the Catalans may tell,
Died here;.. with sabre strokes the posts are scored,
Hewn down upon the threshold where he fell,
Himself then tasting of the ruthless sword;
A Brunswicker discharged the debt of Spain,
And where he dropt the stone preserves the stain.
 

Too much of life hath on thy plains been shed,
Brabant! so oft the scene of war’s debate;
But ne’er with blood were they so largely fed
As in this rout and wreck; when righteous Fate
Brought on the French, in warning to all times,
A vengeance wide and sweeping as their crimes:
 

Vengeance for Egypt and for Syria’s wrong;
For Portugal’s unutterable woes;
For Germany, who suffered all too long
Beneath these lawless, faithless, godless foes;
For blood which on the Lord so long had cried,
For Earth opprest, and Heaven insulted and defied.
 

We followed from Genappe their line of flight
To the Cross Roads, where Britain’s sons sustained
Against such perilous force the desperate fight:
Deserving for that field so well maintained,
Such fame as for a like devotion’s meed
The world hath to the Spartan band decreed.
 

Upon this ground the noble Brunswick died,
Led on too rashly by his ardent heart;
Long shall his grateful country tell with pride
How manfully he chose the better part;
When groaning Germany in chains was bound,
He only of her Princes faithful found.
 

And here right bravely did the German band
Once more sustain their well-deserved applause;
As when, revenging there their native land,
In Spain they laboured for the general cause.
In this most arduous strife none more than they
Endured the heat and burthen of the day.
 

Here too we heard the praise of British worth,
Still best approved when most severely tried;
Here were broad patches of loose-lying earth,
Sufficing scarce the mingled bones to hide,..
And, half-uncovered graves, where one might see
The loathliest features of mortality.
 

Eastward from hence we struck, and reached the field
Of Ligny, where the Prussian, on that day
By far-outnumbering force constrained to yield,
Fronted the foe, and held them still at bay;
And in that brave defeat acquired fresh claim
To glory, and enhanced his country’s fame.
 

Here was a scene which fancy might delight
To treasure up among her cherished stores,
And bring again before the inward sight
Often when she recalls the long-past hours;..
Well-cultured hill and dale extending wide,
Hamlets and village spires on every side;
 

The autumnal-tinted groves; the upland mill
Which oft was won and lost amid the fray:
Green pastures watered by the silent rill;
The lordly Castle yielding to decay,
With bridge and barbican and moat and tower,
A fairer sight perchance than when it frowned in power:
 

The avenue before its ruined gate,
Which when the Castle, suffering less from time
Than havoc, hath foregone its strength and state,
Uninjured flourisheth in nature’s prime;
To us a grateful shade did it supply,
Glad of that shelter from the noontide sky:
 

The quarries deep, where many a massive block
For some Parisian monument of pride,
Hewn with long labour from the granite rock,
Lay in the change of fortune cast aside;
But rightly with those stones should Prussia build
Her monumental pile on Ligny’s bloody field!
 

The wealthy village bearing but too plain
The dismal marks of recent fire and spoil;
Its decent habitants, an active train,
And many a one at work with needful toil
On roof or thatch, the ruin to repair,..
May never War repeat such devastation there!
 

Ill had we done if we had hurried by
A scene in faithful history to be famed
Through long succeeding ages; nor may I
The hospitality let pass unnamed,
And courteous kindness on that distant ground,
Which strangers as we were for England’s sake we found.
 

And dear to England should be Ligny’s name,
Prussia and England both were proved that day;
Each generous nation to the other’s fame
Her ample tribute of applause will pay;
Long as the memory of those labours past,
Unbroken may their Fair Alliance last!
 

The tales which of that field I could unfold,
Better it is that silence should conceal.
They who had seen them shuddered while they told
Of things so hideous; and they cried with zeal,
One man hath caused all this, of men the worst,..
O wherefore have ye spared his head accurst!
 

It fits not now to tell our farther way
Through many a scene by bounteous nature blest
Nor how we found where’er our journey lay,
An Englishman was still an honoured guest;
But still upon this point where’er we went,
The indignant voice was heard of discontent.
 

And hence there lay, too plainly might we see,
An ominous feeling upon every heart:
What hope of lasting order could there be,
They said, where Justice has not had her part?
Wisdom doth rule with Justice by her side;
Justice from Wisdom none may e’er divide.
 

The shaken mind felt all things insecure:
Accustomed long to see successful crimes,
And helplessly the heavy yoke endure,
They now looked back upon their fathers’ times,
Ere the wild rule of Anarchy began,
As to some happier world, or golden age of man.
 

As they who in the vale of years advance,
And the dark eve is closing on their way,
When on their mind the recollections glance
Of early joy, and Hope’s delightful day,
Behold, in brighter hues than those of truth,
The light of morning on the fields of youth.
 

Those who amid these troubles had grown grey,
Recurred with mournful feeling to the past;
Blest had we known our blessings, they would say,
We were not worthy that our bliss should last!
Peaceful we were and flourishing and free,
But madly we required more liberty!
 

Remorseless France had long oppressed the land,
And for her frantic projects drained its blood;
And now they felt the Prussian’s heavy hand:
He came to aid them; bravely had he stood
In their defence;.. but oh! in peace how ill
The soldier’s deeds, how insolent his will!
 

One general wish prevailed,.. if they might see
The happy order of old times restored!
Give them their former laws and liberty,
This their desires and secret prayers implored;..
Forgetful, as the stream of time flows on,
That that which passes is for ever gone.
 




Part the Second. The Vision.
 

I.
 

THE TOWER.
 

I thought upon these things in solitude,
And mused upon them in the silent night;
The open graves, the recent scene of blood,
Were present to the soul’s creative sight;
These mournful images my mind possest,
And mingled with the visions of my rest.
 

Methought that I was travelling o’er a plain
Whose limits, far beyond all reach of sense,
The aching anxious sight explored in vain.
How I came there I could not tell, nor whence;
Nor where my melancholy journey lay;
Only that soon the night would close upon my way.
 

Behind me was a dolorous, dreary scene,
With huge and mouldering ruins widely spread;
Wastes which had whilome fertile regions been,
Tombs which had lost all record of the dead;
And where the dim horizon seemed to close,
Far off the gloomy Pyramids arose.
 

Full fain would I have known what lay before,
But lifted there in vain my mortal eye;
That point with cloud and mist was covered o’er,
As though the earth were mingled with the sky.
Yet thither, as some power unseen impell’d,
My blind involuntary way I held.
 

Across the plain innumerable crouds
Like me were on their destined journey bent,
Toward the land of shadows and of clouds:
One pace they travelled, to one point they went;..
A motley multitude of old and young,
Men of all climes and hues, and every tongue.
 

Ere long I came upon a field of dead,
Where heaps of recent carnage fill’d the way;
A ghastly sight,.. nor was there where to tread,
So thickly slaughtered, horse and man, they lay.
Methought that in that place of death I knew
Again the late-seen field of Waterloo.
 

Troubled I stood, and doubtful where to go,..
A cold damp shuddering ran through all my frame;
Fain would I fly from that dread scene, when lo!
A voice as from above pronounced my name;
And looking to the sound, by the way-side
I saw a lofty structure edified.
 

Most like it seemed to that aspiring Tower
Which old Ambition reared on Babel’s plain,
As if he weened in his presumptuous power
To scale high Heaven with daring pride profane;
Such was its giddy height: and round and round
The spiral steps in long ascension wound.
 

Its frail foundations upon sand were placed,
And round about it mouldering rubbish lay;
For easily by time and storms defaced,
The loose materials crumbled in decay:
Rising so high, and built so insecure,
Ill might such perishable work endure.
 

I not the less went up, and as I drew
Toward the top, more firm the structure seemed,
With nicer art composed, and fair to view:
Strong and well-built perchance I might have deemed
The pile, had I not seen and understood
Of what frail matter formed, and on what base it stood.
 

There on the summit a grave personage
Received and welcomed me in courteous guise;
On his grey temples were the marks of age,
As one whom years methought should render wise.
I saw that thou wert filled with doubt and fear,
He said, and therefore have I called thee here.
 

Hence from this eminence sublime I see
The wanderings of the erring crowd below,
And pitying thee in thy perplexity,
Will tell thee all that thou canst need to know
To guide thy steps aright. I bent my head
As if in thanks,.. And who art thou? I said.
 

He answered, I am Wisdom. Mother Earth
Me, in her vigour self-conceiving, bore;
And as from eldest time I date my birth,
Eternally with her shall I endure;
Her noblest offspring I, to whom alone
The course of sublunary things is known.
 

Master! quoth I, regarding him, I thought
That Wisdom was the child divine of Heaven.
So, he replied, have fabling preachers taught,
And the dull World a light belief hath given.
But vainly would these fools my claim decry,..
Wisdom I am, and of the Earth am I.
 

Thus while he spake I scanned his features well,
Small but audacious was the Old Man’s eye;
His countenance was hard, and seemed to tell
Of knowledge less than of effrontery.
Instruct me then, I said, for thou shouldst know,
From whence I came, and whither I must go.
 

Art thou then one who would his mind perplex
With knowledge bootless even if attained?
Fond man! he answered;.. wherefore shouldst thou vex
Thy heart with seeking what may not be gained!
Regard not what has been, nor what may be,
O Child of Earth, this Now is all that toucheth thee!
 

He who performs the journey of to-day
Cares not if yesterday were shower or sun:
To-morrow let the heavens be what they may,
And what recks he?.. his wayfare will be done.
Heedless of what hereafter may befall,
Live whilst thou livest, for this life is all!
 

I kept my rising indignation down,
That I might hear what farther he would teach;
Yet on my darkened brow the instinctive frown,
Gathering at that abominable speech,
Maintained its place: he marked it and pursued,
Tuning his practised tongue to subtle flattery’s mood:
 

Do I not know thee,.. that from earliest youth
Knowledge hath been thy only heart’s-desire?
Here seeing all things as they are in truth,
I show thee all to which thy thoughts aspire:
No vapours here impede the exalted sense,
Nor mists of earth attain this eminence.
 

Whither thy way, thou askest me, and what
The region dark whereto thy footsteps tend,
And where by one inevitable lot
The course of all yon multitude must end.
Take thou this glass, whose perfect power shall aid
Thy faulty vision, and therewith explore the shade.
 

Eager I look’d; but seeing with surprize
That the same darkness still the view o’erspread,
Half angrily I turned away mine eyes.
Complacent then the Old Man smiled and said,
Darkness is all! what more wouldst thou descry?
Rest now content, for farther none can spy.
 

Now mark me, Child of Earth! he thus pursued;
Let not the hypocrites thy reason blind,
And to the quest of some unreal good
Divert with dogmas vain thine erring mind:
Learn thou, whate’er the motive they may call,
That Pleasure is the aim, and Self the spring of all.
 

This is the root of knowledge. Wise are they
Who to this guiding principle attend;
They as they press along the world’s high-way,
With single aim pursue their steady end;
No vain compunction checks their sure career;
No idle dreams deceive; their heart is here.
 

They from the nature and the fate of man,
Thus clearly understood, derive their strength;
Knowing that as from nothing they began,
To nothing they must needs return at length;
This knowledge steels the heart and clears the mind,
And they create on earth the Heaven they find.
 

Such, I made answer, was the Tyrant’s creed
Who bruised the nations with his iron rod,
Till on yon field the wretch received his meed
From Britain, and the outstretched arm of God!
Behold him now,.. Death ever in his view,
The only change for him,.. and Judgement to ensue!
 

Behold him when the unbidden thoughts arise
Of his old passions and unbridled power;
As the fierce tiger in confinement lies,
And dreams of blood that he must taste no more,..
Then waking in that appetite of rage,
Frets to and fro within his narrow cage.
 

Hath he not chosen well? the Old Man replied;
Bravely he aimed at universal sway;
And never earthly Chief was glorified
Like this Napoleon in his prosperous day.
All-ruling Fate itself hath not the power
To alter what has been: and he has had his hour!
 

Take him, I answered, at his fortune’s flood;
Russia his friend, the Austrian wars surceased,
When Kings, his creatures some, and some subdued,
Like vassals waited at his marriage feast;
And Europe like a map before him lay,
Of which he gave at will, or took away.
 

Call then to mind Navarre’s heroic chief,
Wandering by night and day through wood and glen,
His country’s sufferings like a private grief
Wringing his heart: would Mina even then
Those perils and that sorrow have foregone
To be that Tyrant on his prosperous throne?
 

But wherefore name I him whose arm was free?
A living hope his noble heart sustained,
A faith which bade him through all dangers see
The triumph his enduring country gained.
See Hofer with no earthly hope to aid,..
His country lost, himself to chains and death betrayed!
 

By those he served deserted in his need;
Given to the unrelenting Tyrant’s power,
And by his mean revenge condemned to bleed,..
Would he have bartered in that aweful hour
His heart, his conscience, and his sure renown,
For the malignant murderer’s crimes and crown?
 

Him too, I know, a worthy thought of fame
In that dread trance upheld;.. the foresight sure
That in his own dear country his good name
Long as the streams and mountains should endure;
The herdsmen on the hills should sing his praise,
And children learn his deeds through all succeeding days.
 

Turn we to those in whom no glorious thought
Lent its strong succour to the passive mind;
Nor stiring enterprize within them wrought;..
Who to their lot of bitterness resign’d,
Endured their sorrows by the world unknown,
And look’d for their reward to Death alone:
 

Mothers within Gerona’s leagered wall,
Who saw their famished children pine and die;..
Widows surviving Zaragoza’s fall
To linger in abhorred captivity;..
Yet would not have exchanged their sacred woe
For all the empire of their miscreant foe!
 

Serene the Old Man replied, and smiled with scorn,
Behold the effect of error! thus to wear
The days of miserable life forlorn,
Struggling with evil and consumed with care;..
Poor fools, whom vain and empty hopes mislead!
They reap their sufferings for their only meed.
 

O false one! I exclaimed, whom canst thou fool
With such gross sophisms, but the wicked heart?
The pupils of thine own unhappy school
Are they who chuse the vain and empty part;
How oft in age, in sickness, and in woe,
Have they complained that all was vanity below!
 

Look at that mighty Gaznevide, Mahmood,
When pining in his Palace of Delight,
He bade the gathered spoils of realms subdued
Be spread before him to regale his sight,
Whate’er the Orient boasts of rich and rare,..
And then he wept to think what toys they were!
 

Look at the Russian minion when he played
With pearls and jewels which surpassed all price;
And now apart their various hues arrayed,
Blended their colours now in union nice,
Then weary of the baubles, with a sigh,
Swept them aside, and thought that all was vanity!
 

Weaned by the fatal Messenger from pride,
The Syrian through the streets exposed his shroud;
And one that ravaged kingdoms far and wide
Upon the bed of sickness cried aloud,
What boots my empire in this mortal throe,
For the Grave calls me now, and I must go!
 

Thus felt these wretched men, because decay
Had touched them in their vitals; Death stood by;
And Reason when the props of flesh gave way,
Purged as with euphrasy the mortal eye.
Who seeks for worldly honours, wealth or power,
Will find them vain indeed at that dread hour!
 

These things are vain; but all things are not so,
The virtues and the hopes of human kind!..
Yea, by the God whom ordering all below,
In his own image made the immortal mind,
Desires there are which draw from Him their birth,
And bring forth lasting fruits for Heaven and Earth.
 

Therefore through evil and through good content,
The righteous man performs his part assigned;
In bondage lingering, or with sufferings spent,
Therefore doth peace support the heroic mind;
And from the dreadful sacrifice of all,
Meek woman doth not shrink at Duty’s call.
 

Therefore the Martyr clasps the stake in faith,
And sings thanksgiving while the flames aspire;
Victorious over agony and death,
Sublime he stands and triumphs in the fire,
As though to him Elijah’s lot were given,
And that the Chariot and the steeds of Heaven.
 

II.
 

THE EVIL PROPHET.
 

With that my passionate discourse I brake;
Too fast the thought, too strong the feeling came.
Composed the Old Man listened while I spake,
Nor moved to wrath, nor capable of shame;
And when I ceased, unaltered was his mien,
His hard eye unabashed, his front serene.
 

Hard is it error from the mind to weed,
He answered, where it strikes so deep a root.
Let us to other argument proceed,
And if we may, discover what the fruit
Of this long strife,.. what harvest of great good
The World shall reap for all this cost of blood!
 

Assuming then a frown as thus he said,
He stretched his hand from that commanding height,
Behold, quoth he, where thrice ten thousand dead
Are laid, the victims of a single fight!
And thrice ten thousand more at Ligny lie,
Slain for the prelude to this tragedy!
 

This but a page of the great book of war,..
A drop amid the sea of human woes!...
Thou canst remember when the Morning Star
Of Freedom on rejoicing France arose,
Over her vine-clad hills and regions gay,
Fair even as Phosphor who foreruns the day.
 

Such and so beautiful that Star’s uprise;
But soon the glorious dawn was overcast:
A baleful track it held across the skies,
Till now through all its fatal changes past,
Its course fulfilled, its aspects understood,
On Waterloo it hath gone down in blood.
 

Where now the hopes with which thine ardent youth
Rejoicingly to run its race began?
Where now the reign of Liberty and Truth,
The Rights Omnipotent of Equal Man,
The principles should make all discord cease,
And bid poor humankind repose at length in peace?
 

Behold the Bourbon to that throne by force
Restored, from whence by fury he was cast:
Thus to the point where it began its course,
The melancholy cycle comes at last;
And what are all the intermediate years?..
What, but a bootless waste of blood and tears!
 

The peace which thus at Waterloo ye won,
Shall it endure with this exasperate foe?
In gratitude for all that ye have done,
Will France her ancient enmity forego?
Her wounded spirit, her envenomed will
Ye know,.. and ample means are left her still.
 

What tho’ the tresses of her strength be shorn,
The roots remain untouched; and as of old
The bondsman Samson felt his power return
To his knit sinews, so shall ye behold
France, like a giant fresh from sleep, arise
And rush upon her slumbering enemies.
 

Woe then for Belgium! for this ill-doomed land,
The theatre of strife through every age!
Look from this eminence whereon we stand,..
What is the region round us but a stage
For the mad pastime of Ambition made,
Whereon War’s dreadful drama may be played?
 

Thus hath it been from history’s earliest light,
When yonder by the Sabis Caesar stood,
And saw his legions, raging from the fight,
Root out the noble nation they subdued;
Even at this day the peasant findeth there
The relics of that ruthless massacre.
 

Need I recall the long religious strife?
Or William’s hard-fought fields? or Marlborough’s fame
Here purchased at such lavish price of life,..
Or Fontenoy, or Fleurus’ later name?
Wherever here the foot of man may tread,
The blood of man hath on that spot been shed.
 

Shall then Futurity a happier train
Unfold, than this dark picture of the past?
Dreamest thou again of some Saturnian reign,
Or that this ill-compacted realm should last?
Its wealth and weakness to the foe are known,
And the first shock subverts its baseless throne.
 

O wretched country, better should thy soil
Be laid again beneath the invading seas,
Thou goodliest masterpiece of human toil,
If still thou must be doomed to scenes like these!
O Destiny inexorable and blind!
O miserable lot of poor mankind!
 

Saying thus, he fixed on me a searching eye
Of stern regard, as if my heart to reach:
Yet gave he now no leisure to reply;
For ere I might dispose my thoughts for speech,
The Old Man, as one who felt and understood
His strength, the theme of his discourse pursued.
 

If we look farther, what shall we behold
But every where the swelling seeds of ill,
Half-smothered fires, and causes manifold
Of strife to come; the powerful watching still
For fresh occasion to enlarge his power,
The weak and injured waiting for their hour!
 

Will the rude Cossack with his spoils bear back
The love of peace and humanizing art?
Think ye the mighty Moscovite shall lack
Some specious business for the ambitious heart;
Or the black Eagle, when she moults her plume,
The form and temper of the Dove assume?
 

From the old Germanic chaos hath there risen
A happier order of established things?
And is the Italian Mind from papal prison
Set free to soar upon its native wings?
Or look to Spain, and let her Despot tell
If there thy high-raised hopes are answered well!
 

At that appeal my spirit breathed a groan,
But he triumphantly pursued his speech:
O Child of Earth, he cried with loftier tone,
The present and the past one lesson teach;
Look where thou wilt, the history of man
Is but a thorny maze, without a plan!
 

The winds which have in viewless heaven their birth,
The waves which in their fury meet the clouds,
The central storms which shake the solid earth,
And from volcanoes burst in fiery floods,
Are not more vague and purportless and blind,
Than is the course of things among mankind!
 

Rash hands unravel what the wise have spun;
Realms which in story fill so large a part,
Reared by the strong are by the weak undone;
Barbarians overthrow the works of art,
And what force spares is sapt by sure decay,..
So earthly things are changed and pass away.
 

And think not thou thy England hath a spell,
That she this general fortune should elude;
Easier to crush the foreign foe, than quell
The malice which misleads the multitude,
And that dread malady of erring zeal,
Which like a cancer eats into the commonweal.
 

The fabric of her power is undermined;
The earthquake underneath it will have way,
And all that glorious structure, as the wind
Scatters a summer cloud, be swept away:
For Destiny on this terrestrial ball
Drives on her iron car, and crushes all.
 

Thus as he ended, his mysterious form
Enlarged, grew dim, and vanished from my view.
At once on all sides rushed the gathered storm,
The thunders rolled around, the wild winds blew,
And as the tempest round the summit beat,
The whole frail fabric shook beneath my feet.
 

III.
 

THE SACRED MOUNTAIN.
But then methought I heard a voice exclaim,
Hither, my Son, Oh, hither take thy flight!
A heavenly voice which called me by my name,
And bade me hasten from that treacherous height:
The voice it was which I was wont to hear,
Sweet as a Mother’s to her infant’s ear.
 

I hesitated not, but at the call
Sprung from the summit of that tottering tower.
There is a motion known in dreams to all,
When buoyant by some self-sustaining power,
Through air we seem to glide, as if set free
From all encumbrance of mortality.
 

Thus borne aloft I reached the Sacred Hill,
And left the scene of tempests far behind:
But that old tempter’s parting language still
Prest like a painful burthen on my mind;
The troubled soul had lost her inward light,
And all within was black as Erebus and Night.
 

The Thoughts which I had known in youth returned,
But, oh, how changed! a sad and spectral train:
And while for all the miseries past I mourned,
And for the lives which had been given in vain,
In sorrow and in fear I turned mine eye
From the dark aspects of futurity.
 

I sought the thickest woodland’s shade profound,
As suited best my melancholy mood,
And cast myself upon the gloomy ground.
When lo! a gradual radiance filled the wood;
A heavenly presence rose upon my view,
And in that form divine the aweful Muse I knew.
 

Hath then that Spirit false perplexed thy heart,
O thou of little faith! severe she cried.
Bear with me, Goddess, heavenly as thou art,
Bear with my earthly nature! I replied,
And let me pour into thine ear my grief:
Thou canst enlighten, thou canst give relief.
 

The ploughshare had gone deep, the sower’s hand
Had scattered in the open soil the grain;
The harrow too had well prepared the land;
I looked to see the fruit of all this pain!..
Alas! the thorns and old inveterate weed
Have sprung again, and stifled the good seed.
 

I hoped that Italy should break her chains,
Foreign and papal, with the world’s applause,
Knit in firm union her divided reigns,
And rear a well-built pile of equal laws:
Then might the wrongs of Venice be forgiven,
And joy should reach Petrarca’s soul in Heaven.
 

I hoped that that abhorred Idolatry
Had in the strife received its mortal wound:
The Souls which from beneath the Altar cry,
At length, I thought, had their just vengeance found;..
In purple and in scarlet clad, behold
The Harlot sits, adorned with gems and gold!
 

The golden cup she bears full to the brim
Of her abominations as of yore!
Her eyeballs with inebriate triumph swim;
Tho’ drunk with righteous blood she thirsts for more,
Eager to reassert her influence fell,
And once again let loose the Dogs of Hell.
 

Woe for that people too who by their path
For these late triumphs first made plain the way;
Whom in the Valley of the Shade of Death
No fears nor fiery sufferings could dismay:
Art could not tempt, nor violence enthrall
Their firm devotion, faithful found through all.
 

Strange race of haughty heart and stubborn will,
Slavery they love and chains with pride they wear;
Inflexible alike in good or ill,
The inveterate stamp of servitude they bear.
Oh fate perverse, to see all change withstood,
There only where all change must needs be good!
 

But them no foe can force, nor friend persuade;
Impassive souls in iron forms inclosed,
As though of human mould they were not made,
But of some sterner elements composed,
Against offending nations to be sent,
The ruthless ministers of punishment.
 

Where are those Minas after that career
Wherewith all Europe rang from side to side?
In exile wandering! Where the Mountaineer,..
Late, like Pelayo, the Asturian’s pride?
Had Ferdinand no mercy for that life,
Exposed so long for him in daily,.. hourly strife!
 

From her Athenian orator of old
Greece never listen’d to sublimer strain
Than that with which, for truth and freedom bold,
Quintana moved the inmost soul of Spain.
What meed is his let Ferdinand declare...
Chains, and the silent dungeon, and despair!
 

For this hath England borne so brave a part!
Spent with endurance, or in battle slain,
Is it for this so many an English heart
Lies mingled with the insensate soil of Spain!
Is this the issue, this the happy birth
In those long throes and that strong agony brought forth!
 

And oh! if England’s fatal hour draw nigh,..
If that most glorious edifice should fall
By the wild hands of bestial Anarchy,..
Then might it seem that He who ordereth all
Doth take for sublunary things no care:..
The burthen of that thought is more than I can bear.
 

Even as a mother listens to her child
My plaint the Muse divine benignant heard,
Then answered in reproving accents mild,
What if thou seest the fruit of hope deferred,
Dost thou for this in faltering faith repine?
A manlier, wiser virtue should be thine!
 

Ere the good seed can give its fruit in Spain,
The light must shine on that bedarkened land,
And Italy must break her papal chain,
Ere the soil answer to the sower’s hand;
For till the sons their fathers’ fault repent,
The old error brings its direful punishment.
 

Hath not experience bade the wise man see
Poor hope from innovations premature?
All sudden change is ill: slow grows the tree
Which in its strength through ages shall endure.
In that ungrateful earth it long may lie
Dormant, but fear not that the seed should die.
 

Falsely that Tempter taught thee that the past
Was but a blind inextricable maze;
Falsely he taught that evil overcast
With gathering tempests these propitious days,
That he in subtle snares thy soul might bind,
And rob thee of thy hopes for humankind.
 

He told thee the beginning and the end
Were indistinguishable all, and dark;
And when from his vain Tower he bade thee bend
Thy curious eye, well knew he that no spark
Of heavenly light would reach the baffled sense,
The mists of earth lay round him all too dense.
 

Must I, as thou hadst chosen the evil part,
Tell thee that Man is free and God is good?
These primal truths are rooted in thy heart:
But these being rightly felt and understood,
Should bring with them a hope, calm, constant, sure,
Patient, and on the rock of faith secure.
 

The Monitress Divine, as thus she spake,
Induced me gently on, ascending still,
And thus emerging from that mournful brake
We drew toward the summit of the hill,
And reached a green and sunny place, so fair
As well with long-lost Eden might compare.
 

Broad cedars grew around that lovely glade,
Exempted from decay, and never sere,
Their wide-spread boughs diffused a fragrant shade;
The cypress incorruptible was here,
With fluted stem and head aspiring high,
Nature’s proud column, pointing to the sky.
 

There too the vigorous olive in its pride,
As in its own Apulian soil uncheck’d,
Towered high, and spread its glaucous foliage wide:
With liveliest hues the mead beneath was decked,
Gift of that grateful tree that with its root
Repays the earth from whence it feeds its fruit.
 

There too the sacred bay of brighter green,
Exalted its rejoicing head on high;
And there the martyrs’ holier palm was seen
Waving its plumage as the breeze went by.
All fruits which ripen under genial skies
Grew there as in another Paradise.
 

And over all that lovely glade there grew
All wholesome roots and plants of healing power;
The herb of grace, the medicinal rue,
The poppy rich in worth as gay in flower;
The heart’s-ease that delighteth every eye,
And sage divine and virtuous euphrasy.
 

Unwounded here Judaea’s balm distilled
Its precious juice; the snowy jasmine here
Spread its luxuriant tresses wide, and filled
With fragrance the delicious atmosphere;
More piercing still did orange-flowers dispense
From golden groves the purest joy of sense.
 

As low it lurked the tufted moss between,
The violet there its modest perfume shed,
Like humble virtue, rather felt than seen:
And here the Rose of Sharon reared its head,
The glory of all flowers, to sense and sight
Yielding their full contentment of delight.
 

A gentle river wound its quiet way
Through this sequestered glade, meandering wide;
Smooth as a mirror here the surface lay,
Where the pure lotus floating in its pride,
Enjoyed the breath of heaven, the sun’s warm beam,
And the cool freshness of its native stream.
 

Here o’er green weeds whose tresses waved outspread,
With silent lapse the glassy waters run;
Here in fleet motion o’er a pebbly bed
Gliding they glance and ripple to the sun;
The stirring breeze that swept them in its flight,
Raised on the stream a shower of sparkling light.
 

And all sweet birds sung there their lays of love;
The mellow thrush, the black-bird loud and shrill,
The rapturous nightingale that shook the grove,
Made the ears vibrate and the heart-strings thrill;
The ambitious lark, that soaring in the sky,
Poured forth her lyric strain of ecstacy.
 

Sometimes when that wild chorus intermits,
The linnet’s song was heard amid the trees,
A low sweet voice; and sweeter still, at fits
The ring-dove’s wooing came upon the breeze;
While with the wind which moved the leaves among,
The murmuring waters joined in undersong.
 

The hare disported here and feared no ill,
For never evil thing that glade came nigh;
The sheep were free to wander at their will,
As needing there no earthly shepherd’s eye;
The bird sought no concealment for her nest,
So perfect was the peace wherewith those bowers were blest.
 

All blending thus with all in one delight,
The soul was soothed and satisfied and filled:
This mingled bliss of sense and sound and sight,
The flow of boisterous mirth might there have stilled,
And sinking in the gentle spirit deep,
Have touched those strings of joy which make us weep.
 

Even thus in earthly gardens had it been,
If earthly gardens might with these compare;
But more than all such influences, I ween
There was a heavenly virtue in the air,
Which laid all vain perplexing thoughts to rest,
And healed and calmed and purified the breast.
 

Then said I to that guide divine, My soul
When here we entered, was o’ercharged with grief,
For evil doubts which I could not controul
Beset my troubled spirit. This relief,..
This change,.. whence are they? Almost it might seem
I never lived till now;.. all else had been a dream.
 

My heavenly teacher answer’d, Say not seem;..
In this place all things are what they appear;
And they who feel the past a feverish dream,
Wake to reality on entering here.
These waters are the Well of Life, and lo!
The Rock of Ages there, from whence they flow.
 

Saying thus we came upon an inner glade,
The holiest place that human eyes might see;
For all that vale was like a temple made
By Nature’s hand, and this the sanctuary;
Where in its bed of living rock, the Rood
Of Man’s redemption, firmly planted stood.
 

And at its foot the never-failing Well
Of Life profusely flowed that all might drink.
Most blessed Water! Neither tongue can tell
The blessedness thereof, nor heart can think,
Save only those to whom it hath been given
To taste of that divinest gift of Heaven.
 

There grew a goodly Tree this Well beside;..
Behold a branch from Eden planted here,
Plucked from the Tree of Knowledge, said my guide.
O Child of Adam, put away thy fear,..
In thy first father’s grave it hath its root;
Taste thou the bitter, but the wholesome fruit.
 

In awe I heard, and trembled, and obeyed:
The bitterness was even as of death;
I felt a cold and piercing thrill pervade
My loosened limbs, and losing sight and breath,
To earth I should have fallen in my despair,
Had I not clasped the Cross and been supported there.
 

My heart, I thought, was bursting with the force
Of that most fatal fruit; soul-sick I felt,
And tears ran down in such continuous course,
As if the very eyes themselves should melt.
But then I heard my heavenly teacher say,
Drink, and this mortal stound will pass away.
 

I stoopt and drank of that divinest Well,
Fresh from the Rock of Ages where it ran;
It had a heavenly quality to quell
My pain:.. I rose a renovated man,
And would not now when that relief was known
For worlds the needful suffering have foregone.
 

Even as the Eagle (ancient storyers say)
When faint with years she feels her flagging wing,
Soars up toward the mid sun’s piercing ray,
Then filled with fire into some living spring
Plunges, and casting there her aged plumes,
The vigorous strength of primal youth resumes:
 

Such change in me that blessed Water wrought;
The bitterness which from its fatal root,
The Tree derived with painful healing fraught,
Passed clean away; and in its place the fruit
Produced by virtue of that wondrous wave,
The savour which in Paradise it gave.
 

Now, said the heavenly Muse, thou mayst advance,
Fitly prepared toward the mountain’s height.
O Child of Man, this necessary trance
Hath purified from flaw thy mortal sight,
That with scope unconfined of vision free,
Thou the beginning and the end mayst see.
 

She took me by the hand and on we went,
Hope urged me forward and my soul was strong;
With winged speed we scaled the steep ascent,
Nor seemed the labour difficult or long,
Ere on the summit of the sacred hill
Upraised I stood, where I might gaze my fill.
 

Below me lay, unfolded like a scroll,
The boundless region where I wandered late,
Where I might see realms spread and oceans roll,
And mountains from their cloud-surmounting state
Dwarfed like a map beneath the excursive sight,
So ample was the range from that commanding height.
 

Eastward with darkness round on every side,
An eye of light was in the farthest sky.
Lo, the beginning!.. said my heavenly Guide;
The steady ray which there thou canst descry,
Comes from lost Eden, from the primal land
Of man “waved over by the fiery brand.”
 

Look now toward the end! no mists obscure,
Nor clouds will there impede the strengthened sight;
Unblenched thine eye the vision may endure.
I looked,.. surrounded with effulgent light
More glorious than all glorious hues of even,
The Angel Death stood there in the open Gate of Heaven.
 

IV.
 

THE HOPES OF MAN.
 

Now, said my heavenly Teacher, all is clear!..
Bear the Beginning and the End in mind,
The course of human things will then appear
Beneath its proper laws; and thou wilt find,
Through all their seeming labyrinth, the plan
Which “vindicates the ways of God to Man.”
 

Free choice doth Man possess of good or ill,
All were but mockery else. From Wisdom’s way
Too oft perverted by the tainted will
Is his rebellious nature drawn astray;
Therefore an inward monitor is given,
A voice that answers to the law of Heaven.
 

Frail as he is, and as an infant weak,
The knowledge of his weakness is his strength;
For succour is vouchsafed to those who seek
In humble faith sincere; and when at length
Death sets the disembodied spirit free,
According to their deeds their lot shall be.
 

Thus, should the chance of private fortune raise
A transitory doubt, Death answers all.
And in the scale of nations, if the ways
Of Providence mysterious we may call,
Yet rightly viewed, all history doth impart
Comfort and hope and strength to the believing heart.
 

For through the lapse of ages may the course
Of moral good progressive still be seen,
Though mournful dynasties of Fraud and Force,
Dark Vice and purblind Ignorance intervene;
Empires and Nations rise, decay and fall,
But still the Good survives and perseveres thro’ all.
 

Yea even in those most lamentable times,
When every-where to wars and woes a prey,
Earth seemed but one wide theatre of crimes,
Good unperceived had worked its silent way,
And all those dread convulsions did but clear
The obstructed path to give it free career.
 

But deem not thou some over-ruling Fate,
Directing all things with benign decree,
Through all the turmoil of this mortal state,
Appoints that what is best shall therefore be;
Even as from man his future doom proceeds,
So nations rise or fall according to their deeds.
 

Light at the first was given to humankind,
And Law was written in the human heart.
If they forsake the Light, perverse of mind,
And wilfully prefer the evil part,
Then to their own devices are they left,
By their own choice of Heaven’s support bereft.
 

The individual culprit may sometimes
Unpunished to his after reckoning go:
Not thus collective man,.. for public crimes
Draw on their proper punishment below;
When Nations go astray, from age to age
The effects remain, a fatal heritage.
 

Bear witness Egypt thy huge monuments
Of priestly fraud and tyranny austere!
Bear witness thou whose only name presents
All holy feelings to religion dear,..
In Earth’s dark circlet once the precious gem
Of living light,.. O fallen Jerusalem!
 

See barbarous Africa, on every side
To error, wretchedness, and crimes resigned!
Behold the vicious Orient, far and wide
Enthralled in slavery! As the human mind
Corrupts and goes to wreck, Earth sickens there,
And the contagion taints the ambient air.
 

They had the Light, and from the Light they turned;
What marvel if they grope in darkness lost?
They had the Law;.. God’s natural Law they scorned,
And chusing error, thus they pay the cost!
Wherever Falsehood and Oppression reign,
There degradation follows in their train.
 

What then in these late days had Europe been,..
This moral, intellectual heart of earth,..
From which the nations who lie dead in sin
Should one day yet receive their second birth,..
To what had she been sunk if brutal Force
Had taken unrestrained its impious course!
 

The Light had been extinguished,.. this be sure
The first wise aim of conscious Tyranny,
Which knows it may not with the Light endure:
But where Light is not, Freedom cannot be;
“Where Freedom is not, there no Virtue is;”
Where Virtue is not, there no Happiness.
 

If among hateful Tyrants of all times
For endless execration handed down,
One may be found surpassing all in crimes,
One that for infamy should bear the crown,
Napoleon is that man, in guilt the first,
Pre-eminently bad among the worst.
 

For not, like Scythian conquerors, did he tread
From his youth up the common path of blood;
Nor like some Eastern Tyrant was he bred
In sensual harems, ignorant of good;..
Their vices from the circumstance have grown,
His by deliberate purpose were his own,
 

Not led away by circumstance he erred,
But from the wicked heart his error came:
By Fortune to the highest place preferred,
He sought through evil means an evil aim,
And all his ruthless measures were designed
To enslave, degrade, and brutalize mankind.
 

Some barbarous dream of empire to fulfil,
Those iron ages he would have restored,
When Law was but the ruffian soldier’s will,
Might governed all, the sceptre was the sword,
And Peace, not elsewhere finding where to dwell,
Sought a sad refuge in the convent-cell.
 

Too far had he succeeded! In his mould
An evil generation had been framed,
By no religion tempered or controlled,
By foul examples of all crimes inflamed,
Of faith, of honour, of compassion void;..
Such were the fitting agents he employed.
 

Believing as yon lying Spirit taught,
They to that vain philosophy held fast,
And trusted that as they began from nought,
To nothing they should needs return at last;
Hence no restraint of conscience, no remorse,
But every baleful passion took its course.
 

And had they triumphed, Earth had once again,
To Violence subdued, and impious Pride,
Verged to such state of wickedness, as when
The Giantry of old their God defied,
And Heaven, impatient of a world like this,
Opened its flood-gates, and broke up the abyss.
 

That danger is gone by. On Waterloo
The Tyrant’s fortune in the scale was weighed,..
His fortune and the World’s,.. and England threw
Her sword into the balance... down it swayed:
And when in battle first he met that foe,
There he received his mortal overthrow.
 

O my brave Countrymen, with that I said,
For then my heart with transport overflowed,
O Men of England! nobly have ye paid
The debt which to your ancestors ye owed,
And gathered for your children’s heritage
A glory that shall last from age to age!
 

And we did well when on our Mountain’s height
For Waterloo we raised the festal flame,
And in our triumph taught the startled night
To ring with Wellington’s victorious name,
Making the far-off mariner admire
To see the crest of Skiddaw plumed with fire.
 

The Moon who had in silence visited
His lonely summit from the birth of time,
That hour an unavailing splendour shed,
Lost in the effulgence of the flame sublime,
In whose broad blaze rejoicingly we stood,
And all below a depth of blackest solitude.
 

Fit theatre for this great joy we chose;
For never since above the abating Flood
Emerging, first that pinnacle arose,
Had cause been given for deeper gratitude,
For prouder joy to every English heart,
When England had so well performed her arduous part.
 

The Muse replied with gentle smile benign,..
Well mayst thou praise the land that gave thee birth,
And bless the Fate which made that country thine;
For of all ages and all parts of earth,
To chuse thy time and place did Fate allow,
Wise choice would be this England and this Now.
 

From bodily and mental bondage, there
Hath Man his full emancipation gained;
The viewless and illimitable air
Is not more free than Thought; all unrestrained,
Nor pined in want, nor sunk in sensual sloth,
There may the immortal Mind attain its growth.
 

There under Freedom’s tutelary wing,
Deliberate Courage fears no human foe;
There undefiled as in their native spring,
The living waters of Religion flow;
There like a beacon the transmitted Light
Conspicuous to all nations burneth bright.
 

The virtuous will she hath, which should aspire
To spread the sphere of happiness and light;
She hath the power to answer her desire,
The wisdom to direct her power aright;
The will, the power, the wisdom thus combined,
What glorious prospects open on mankind!
 

Behold! she cried, and lifting up her hand,
The shaping elements obeyed her will;..
A vapour gathered round our lofty stand,
Rolled in thick volumes o’er the Sacred Hill,
Descending then, its surges far and near
Filled all the wide subjacent atmosphere.
 

As I have seen from Skiddaw’s stony height
The fleecy clouds scud round me on their way,
Condense beneath, and hide the vale from sight,
Then opening, just disclose where Derwent lay
Burnished with sunshine like a silver shield,
Or old Enchanter’s glass, for magic for magic forms fit field;
 

So at her will, in that receding sheet
Of mist where with the world was overlaid,
A living picture moved beneath our feet.
A spacious City first was there displayed,
The seat where England from her ancient reign
Doth rule the Ocean as her own domain.
 

In splendour with those famous cities old,
Whose power it hath surpassed, it now might vie;
Through many a bridge the wealthy river rolled;
Aspiring columns reared their heads on high,
Triumphal arches spanned the roads, and gave
Due guerdon to the memory of the brave.
 

A landscape followed, such as might compare
With Flemish fields for well-requited toil:
The wonder-working hand had every where
Subdued all circumstance of stubborn soil;
In fen and moor reclaimed rich gardens smiled,
And populous hamlets rose amid the wild.
 

There the old seaman on his native shore
Enjoyed the competence deserved so well;
The soldier, his dread occupation o’er,
Of well-rewarded service loved to tell;
The grey-haired labourer there whose work was done,
In comfort saw the day of life go down.
 

Such was the lot of eld; for childhood there
The duties which belong to life was taught:
The good seed early sown and nursed with care,
This bounteous harvest in its season brought;
Thus youth for manhood, manhood for old age
Prepared, and found their weal in every stage.
 

Enough of knowledge unto all was given
In wisdom’s way to guide their steps on earth,
And make the immortal spirit fit for heaven.
This needful learning was their right of birth;
Further might each who chose it persevere;
No mind was lost for lack of culture here.
 

And that whole happy region swarmed with life,..
Village and town;.. as busy bees in spring
In sunny days when sweetest flowers are rife,
Fill fields and gardens with their murmuring.
Oh joy to see the State in perfect health!
Her numbers were her pride and power and wealth.
 

Then saw I, as the magic picture moved,
Her shores enriched with many a port and pier;
No gift of liberal Nature unimproved.
The seas their never-failing harvest here
Supplied, as bounteous as the air which fed
Israel, when manna fell from heaven for bread.
 

Many a tall vessel in her harbours lay,
About to spread its canvass to the breeze,
Bound upon happy errand to convey
The adventurous colonist beyond the seas,
Toward those distant lands where Britain blest
With her redundant life the East and West.
 

The landscape changed;.. a region next was seen,
Where sable swans on rivers yet unfound
Glided through broad savannahs ever-green;
Innumerous flocks and herds were feeding round,
And scattered farms appeared and hamlets fair,
And rising towns which made another Britain there.
 

Then thick as stars which stud the moonless sky,
Green islands in a peaceful sea were seen;
Darkened no more with blind idolatry,
Nor curst with hideous usages obscene,
But healed of leprous crimes, from butchering strife
Delivered, and reclaimed to moral life.
 

Around the rude Morai, the temple now
Of truth, hosannahs to the Holiest rung:
There from the Christian’s equal marriage-vow,
In natural growth the household virtues sprung;
Children were taught the paths of heavenly peace,
And age in hope looked on to its release.
 

The light those happy Islanders enjoyed,
Good messengers from Britain had conveyed;
(Where might such bounty wiselier be employed?)
One people with their teachers were they made,
Their arts, their language, and their faith the same,
And blest in all, for all they blest the British name.
 

Then rose a different land, where loftiest trees
High o’er the grove their fan-like foliage near;
Where spicy bowers upon the passing breeze
Diffuse their precious fragrance far and near;
And yet untaught to bend his massive knee,
Wisest of brutes, the elephant roams free.
 

Ministrant there to health and public good,
The busy axe was heard on every side,
Opening new channels, that the noxious wood
With wind and sunshine might be purified,
And that wise Government, the general friend,
Might every where its eye and arm extend.
 

The half-brutal Bedah came from his retreat,
To human life by human kindness won;
The Cingalese beheld that work compleat
Which Holland in her day had well begun;
The Candian, prospering under Britain’s reign,
Blest the redeeming hand which broke his chain.
 

Colours and castes were heeded there no more;
Laws which depraved, degraded, and opprest,
Were laid aside, for on that happy shore
All men with equal liberty were blest;
And through the land, the breeze upon its swells
Bore the sweet music of the sabbath bells.
 

Again the picture changed; those Isles I saw
With every crime thro’ three long centuries curst,
While unrelenting Avarice gave the law;
Scene of the injured Indians’ sufferings first,
Then doomed, for Europe’s lasting shame, to see
The wider-wasting guilt of Slavery.
 

That foulest blot had been at length effaced;
Slavery was gone, and all the power it gave,
Whereby so long our nature was debased,
Baleful alike to master and to slave.
O lovely Isles! ye were indeed a sight
To fill the spirit with intense delight!
 

For willing industry and chearful toil
Performed their easy task, with Hope to aid;
And the free children of that happy soil
Dwelt each in peace beneath his cocoa’s shade;..
A race, who with the European mind,
The adapted mould of Africa combined.
 

Anon, methought that in a spacious Square
Of some great town the goodly ornament,
Three statues I beheld, of sculpture fair:
These, said the Muse, are they whom one consent
Shall there deem worthy of the purest fame;..
Knowest thou who best such gratitude may claim?
 

Clarkson, I answered, first; whom to have seen
And known in social hours may be my pride,
Such friendship being praise; and one, I ween,
Is Wilberforce, placed rightly at his side,
Whose eloquent voice in that great cause was heard
So oft and well. But who shall be the third?
 

Time, said my Teacher, will reveal the name
Of him who with these worthies shall enjoy
The equal honour of enduring fame;..
He who the root of evil shall destroy,
And from our Laws shall blot the accursed word
Of Slave, shall rightly stand with them preferred.
 

Enough! the Goddess cried; with that the cloud
Obeyed, and closed upon the magic scene:
Thus much, quoth she, is to thine hopes allowed;
Ills may impede, delays may intervene,
But scenes like these the coming age will bless,
If England but pursue the course of righteousness.
 

On she must go progressively in good,
In wisdom and in weal,.. or she must wane.
Like Ocean, she may have her ebb and flood,
But stagnates not. And now her path is plain:
Heaven’s first command she may fulfil in peace,
Replenishing the earth with her increase.
 

Peace she hath won,.. with her victorious hand
Hath won through rightful war auspicious peace;
Nor this alone, but that in every land
The withering rule of violence may cease.
Was ever War with such blest victory crowned!
Did ever Victory with such fruits abound!
 

Rightly for this shall all good men rejoice,
They most who most abhor all deeds of blood;
Rightly for this with reverential voice
Exalt to Heaven their hymns of gratitude;
For ne’er till now did Heaven thy country bless
With such transcendent cause for joy and thankfulness.
 

If they in heart all tyranny abhor,
This was the fall of Freedom’s direst foe;
If they detest the impious lust of war,
Here hath that passion had its overthrow;..
As the best prospects of mankind are dear,
Their joy should be compleat, their prayers of praise sincere.
 

And thou to whom in spirit at this hour
The vision of thy Country’s bliss is given,
Who feelest that she holds her trusted power
To do the will and spread the word of Heaven,..
Hold fast the faith which animates thy mind,
And in thy songs proclaim the hopes of humankind.
 




CARMEN NUPTIALE: THE LAY OF THE LAUREATE
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This ode was composed in 120 irregular Spenserian stanzas, written for the occasion of the marriage of Princess Charlotte to Prince Leopold of Saxe-Coburg. The Proem addresses former laureates: “My master dear, divinest Spenser,” Michael Drayton, Ben Jonson, and Samuel Daniel. Though Southey alludes to Spenser’s Epithalamion, he models his allegory on the House of Holiness episode in the first book of the Faerie Queene. Fidessa and Charissa appear before the royal couple and add their exhortations to those of other visionary figures representing politics, history and religion. The high-Tory sentiments about the importance of culture for empire-building are similar to Samuel Taylor Coleridge’s views as expressed in On the Constitution of Church and State.

Reviews were mixed, with The Champion complaining, “It has fallen to the lot of Mr. Southey, as Poet Laureate, to raise a joyous song on the late Royal Marriage; — and lo! we have here nearly a hundred stanzas of the tamest verse which ever feel from a Poet’s lips. There must surely be some quality, in the court wreath which encircles his brow, fatal to a Bard’s imagination....” Francis Jeffrey wrote: “He has allowed himself to write rather worse than any Laureate before him, and has betaken himself to the luckless and vulgar expedient of endeavouring to face out the thing by an air of prodigious confidence and assumption.”  However, the British Critic praised the piece, claiming: “The scene becomes as it were a moving pageant, and we will venture to say, that since the days of Spencer, a more gorgeous and lofty one was never imagined, the personages are most sublime, the description of them glowing and characteristic, and the speeches they utter very impressive and affecting. We will not forestall our readers’ gratification by a minute detail of its different parts; if we were called upon to select any part, which pleased us more than the rest, it would be perhaps the introduction of the Angel of the English Church, of the spirits of the spotless Tudor, of Cranmer, Ridley, Latimer, and the noble army of English martyrs. The whole passage is truly and finely conceived as any thing we have ever seen of the kind.”
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In Carlton House on 2 May 1816, Leopold I, the first King of the Belgians, married Princess Charlotte of Wales, the only legitimate child of the British Prince Regent (later King George IV) and therefore second in line to the British throne.
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Charlotte Augusta and her husband, Prince Leopold of Saxe-Coburg-Saalfied, by George Dawe




Carmen Nuptiale. Proem.
 

There was a time when all my youthful thought
Was of the Muse; and of the Poet’s fame,
How fair it flourisheth and fadeth not,..
Alone enduring, when the Monarch’s name
Is but an empty sound, the Conqueror’s bust
Moulders and is forgotten in the dust.
 

How best to build the imperishable lay
Was then my daily care, my dream by night;
And early in adventurous essay
My spirit imp’d her wings for stronger flight;
Fair regions Fancy open’d to my view,..
“There lies thy path, “she said;” do thou that path pursue!
 

“For what hast thou to do with wealth or power,
Thou whom rich Nature at thy happy birth
Blest in her bounty with the largest dower
That Heaven indulges to a child of Earth,..
Then when the sacred Sisters for their own
Baptized thee in the springs of Helicon?
 

“They promised for thee that thou shouldst eschew
All low desires, all empty vanities;
That thou shouldst, still to Truth and Freedom true,
The applause or censure of the herd despise;
And in obedience to their impulse given,
Walk in the light of Nature and of Heaven.
 

“Along the World’s high-way let others crowd,
Jostling and moiling on through dust and heat;
Far from the vain, the vicious, and the proud,
Take thou content in solitude thy seat;
To noble ends devote thy sacred art,
And nurse for better worlds thine own immortal part!”
 

Praise to that Power who from my earliest days,
Thus taught me what to seek and what to shun
Who turn’d my footsteps from the crowded ways,
Appointing me my better course to run
In solitude, with studious leisure blest,
The mind unfetter’d, and the heart at rest.
 

For therefore have my days been days of joy,
And all my paths are paths of pleasantness:
And still my heart, as when I was a boy,
Doth never know an ebb of chearfulness;
Time, which matures the intellectual part,
Hath tinged my hairs with grey, but left untouch’d my heart.
 

Sometimes I soar where Fancy guides the rein,
Beyond this visible diurnal sphere;
But most with long and self-approving pain,
Patient pursue the historian’s task severe;
Thus in the ages which are past I live,
And those which are to come my sure reward will give.
 

Yea in this now, while Malice frets her hour,
Is foretaste given me of that meed divine;
Here undisturb’d in this sequester’d bower,
The friendship of the good and wise is mine;
And that green wreath which decks the Bard when dead,
That laureate garland crowns my living head.
 

That wreath which in Eliza’s golden days
My master dear, divinest Spenser, wore,
That which rewarded Drayton’s learned lays,
Which thoughtful Ben and gentle Daniel bore,..
Grin, Envy, through thy ragged mask of scorn!
In honour it was given, with honour it is worn!
 

Proudly I raised the high thanksgiving strain
Of victory in a rightful cause achieved;
For which I long had look’d and not in vain,
As one who with firm faith and undeceived,
In history and the heart of man could find
Sure presage of deliverance for mankind.
 

Proudly I offer’d to the royal ear
My song of joy when War’s dread work was done,
And glorious Britain round her satiate spear
The olive garland twined by Victory won;
Exulting as became me in such cause,
I offer’d to the Prince his People’s just applause.
 

And when, as if the tales of old Romance
Were but to typify his splendid reign,
Princes and Potentates from conquer’d France,
And chiefs in arms approved, a peerless train,
Assembled at his Court,.. my duteous lays
Preferr’d a welcome of enduring praise.
 

And when that last and most momentous hour,
Beheld the re-risen cause of evil yield
To the Red Cross and England’s arm of power,
I sung of Waterloo’s unequall’d field,
Paying the tribute of a soul embued
With deepest joy devout and aweful gratitude.
 

Such strains beseem’d me well. But how shall I
To hymeneal numbers tune the string,
Who to the trumpet’s martial symphony,
And to the mountain gales am wont to sing?
How may these unaccustom’d accents suit
To the sweet dulcimer and courtly lute?
 

Fitter for me the lofty strain severe,
That calls for vengeance for mankind opprest;
Fitter the songs that youth may love to hear,
Which warm and elevate the throbbing breast;
Fitter for me with meed of solemn verse,
In reverence to adorn the hero’s herse.
 

But then my Master dear arose to mind,
He on whose song while yet I was a boy,
My spirit fed, attracted to its kind,
And still insatiate of the growing joy;..
He on whose tomb these eyes were wont to dwell,
With inward yearnings which I may not tell;
 

He whose green bays shall bloom for ever young,
And whose dear name whenever I repeat,
Reverence and love are trembling on my tongue;
Sweet Spenser, sweetest Bard; yet not more sweet
Than pure was he, and not more pure than wise,
High Priest of all the Muses’ mysteries.
 

I call’d to mind that mighty Master’s song,
When he brought home his beautifulest bride,
And Mulla murmur’d her sweet undersong,
And Mole with all his mountain woods replied;
Never to mortal lips a strain was given,
More rich with love, more redolent of Heaven.
 

His cup of joy was mantling to the brim,
Yet solemn thoughts enhanced his deep delight;
A holy feeling fill’d his marriage-hymn,
And Love aspired with Faith a heavenward flight.
And hast not thou, my Soul, a solemn theme?
I said, and mused until I fell into a dream.
 




Carmen Nuptiale. The Dream.
 

Methought I heard a stir of hasty feet,
And horses tramp’d and coaches roll’d along,
And there were busy voices in the street,
As if a multitude were hurrying on;
A stir it was which only could befall
Upon some great and solemn festival.
 

Such crowds I saw, and in such glad array,
It seem’d some general joy had fill’d the land;
Age had a sunshine on its cheek that day,
And children, tottering by the mother’s hand,
Too young to ask why all this joy should be,
Partook it, and rejoiced for sympathy.
 

The shops, that no dull care might intervene,
Were closed; the doors within were lined with heads;
Glad faces were at every window seen,
And from the cluster’d house-tops and the leads,
Others who took their stand in patient row,
Look’d down upon the crowds that swarm’d below.
 

And every one of all that numerous throng
On head or breast a marriage symbol bore;
The war-horse proudly as he paced along
Those joyous colours in his forelock wore,
And arch’d his stately neck as for delight,
To show his mane thus pompously bedight.
 

From every church the merry bells rung round
With gladdening harmony heard far and wide;
In many a mingled peal of swelling sound,
The hurrying music came on every side;
And banners from the steeples waved on high,
And streamers flutter’d in the sun and sky.
 

Anon the cannon’s voice in thunder spake,
Westward it came, the East return’d the sound;
Burst after burst the innocuous thunders brake,
And roll’d from side to side with quick rebound.
O happy land, where that terrific voice
Speaks but to bid all habitants rejoice!
 

Thereat the crowd rush’d forward one and all,
And I too in my dream was borne along.
Eftsoon, methought, I reach’d a festal hall,
Where guards in order ranged repell’d the throng,
But I had entrance through that guarded door.
In honour to the laureate crown I wore.
 

That spacious hall was hung with trophies round,
Memorials proud of many a well-won day:
The flag of France there trail’d toward the ground;
There in captivity her Eagles lay,
And under each in aye-enduring gold,
One well-known word its fatal story told.
 

There read I Nile conspicuous from afar,
And Egypt and Maida there were found;
And Copenhagen there and Trafalgar;
Vimeiro and Busaco’s day renown’d;
There too was seen Barrosa’s bloody name,
And Albuhera, dear-bought field of fame.
 

Yon spoils from boastful Massena were won;
Those Marmont left in that illustrious fight
By Salamanca, when too soon the sun
Went down, and darkness hid the Frenchman’s flight.
These from Vittoria were in triumph borne,
When from the Intruder’s head Spain’s stolen crown was torn.
 

These on Pyrene’s aweful heights were gain’d,
The trophies of that memorable day,
When deep with blood her mountain springs were stain’d.
Above the clouds and lightenings of that fray,
Wheeling afar the affrighted eagles fled;
At eve the wolves came forth and prey’d upon the dead.
 

And blood-stain’d flags were here from Orthies borne,
Trampled by France beneath her flying feet;
And what before Thoulouse from Soult were torn
When the stern Marshal met his last defeat,
Yielding once more to Britain’s arm of might,
And Wellington in mercy spared his flight.
 

There hung the Eagles which with victory flush’d,
From Fleurus and from Ligny proudly flew,
To see the Usurper’s high-swoln fortune crush’d
For ever on the field of Waterloo,..
Day of all days, surpassing in its fame
All fields of elder or of later name!
 

There too the painter’s universal art,
Each story told to all beholders’ eyes;
And Sculpture there had done her fitting part,
Bidding the forms perdurable arise
Of those great Chiefs, who in the field of fight
Had best upheld their country’s sacred right.
 

There stood our peerless Edward, gentle-soul’d,
The Sable Prince of chivalry the flower;
And that Plantagenet of sterner mould,
He who the conquer’d crown of Gallia wore;
And Blake, and Nelson, Glory’s favourite son,
And Marlborough there, and Wolfe and Wellington.
 

But from the statutes and the storied wall,
The living scene withdrew my wondering sense;
For with accordant pomp that gorgeous hall
Was fill’d; and I beheld the opulence
Of Britain’s Court,.. a proud assemblage there,
Her Statesmen, and her Warriors, and her Fair.
 

Amid that Hall of Victory side by side,
Conspicuous o’er the splendid company,
There sate a royal Bridegroom and his Bride;
In her fair cheek, and in her bright blue eye,
Her flaxen locks and her benignant mien,
The marks of Brunswick’s Royal Line were seen.
 

Of princely lineage and of princely heart,
The Bridegroom seem’d,.. a man approved in fight,
Who in the great deliverance bore his part,
And had pursued the recreant Tyrant’s flight
When driven from injured Germany he fled,
Bearing the curse of God and Man upon his head.
 

Guardant before his feet a Lion lay,
The Saxon Lion, terrible of yore,
Who in his wither’d limbs and lean decay,
The marks of long and cruel bondage bore;
But broken now beside him lay the chain,
Which gall’d and fretted late his neck and mane.
 

A Lion too was couch’d before the Bride;
That noble Beast had never felt the chain;
Strong were his sinewy limbs and smooth his hide,
And o’er his shoulders broad the affluent mane
Dishevell’d hung; beneath his feet were laid
Torn flags of France whereon his bed he made.
 

Full different were those Lions twain in plight,
Yet were they of one brood; and side by side
Of old, the Gallic Tyger in his might
They many a time had met, and quell’d his pride,
And made the treacherous spoiler from their ire
Cowering and crippled to his den retire.
 

Two Forms divine on either side the throne,
Its heavenly guardians, male and female stood;
His eye was bold, and on his brow there shone
Contempt of all base things, and pride subdued
To wisdom’s will: a warrior’s garb he wore,
And HONOUR was the name the Genius bore.
 

That other form was in a snow-white vest,
As well her virgin loveliness became;
Erect her port, and on her spotless breast
A blood-red cross was hung: FAITH was her name,
As by that sacred emblem might be seen,
And by her eagle eye, and by her dove-like mien.
 

Her likeness such to that robuster power,
That sure his sister she might have been deem’d,
Child of one womb at one auspicious hour.
Akin they were, yet not as thus it seem’d,
For he of VALOUR was the eldest son,
From Arete in happy union sprung.
 

But her to Phronis Eusebeia bore,
She whom her mother Dice sent to earth;
What marvel then if thus their features wore
Resemblant lineaments of kindred birth,
Dice being child of Him who rules above,
VALOUR his earth-born son; so both derived from Jove.
 

While I stood gazing, suddenly the air
Was fill’d with solemn music breathing round;
And yet no mortal instruments were there,
Nor seem’d that melody an earthly sound,
So wonderously it came, so passing sweet,
For some strange pageant sure a prelude meet.
 

In every breast methought there seem’d to be
A hush of reverence mingled with dismay;
For now appear’d a heavenly company
Toward the royal seat who held their way;
A female Form majestic led them on,..
With aweful port she came, and stood before the Throne.
 

Gentle her mien and void of all offence;
But if aught wrong’d her she could strike such fear,
As when Minerva in her Sire’s defence
Shook in PhlegrÊan fields her dreadful spear.
Yet her benignant aspect told that ne’er
Would she refuse to heed a suppliant’s prayer.
 

The Trident of the Seas in her right hand,
The sceptre which that Bride was born to wield,
She bore, in symbol of her just command,
And in her left display’d the Red-Cross shield.
A plume of milk-white feathers overspread
The laurell’d helm which graced her lofty head.
 

Daughter of Brunswick’s fated line, she said,
While joyful realms their gratulations pay,
And ask for blessings on thy bridal bed,
We too descend upon this happy day;..
Receive with willing ear what we impart,
And treasure up our counsels in thy heart!
 

Long may it be ere thou art call’d to bear
The weight of empire in a day of woe!
Be it thy favour’d lot meantime to share
The joys which from domestic virtue flow,
And may the lessons which are now imprest,
In years of leisure, sink into thy breast.
 

Look to thy Sire, and in his steady way,
As in his Father’s he, learn thou to tread;
That thus, when comes the inevitable day,
No other change be felt than of the head
Which wears the crown; thy name will then be blest
Like theirs, when thou too shalt be call’d to rest.
 

Love peace and cherish peace; but use it so
That War may find thee ready at all hours;
And ever when thou strikest, let the blow
Be swift and sure: then put forth all the powers
Which God hath given thee to redress thy wrong,
And, powerful as thou art, the strife will not be long.
 

Let not the sacred Trident from thy hand
Depart, nor lay the falchion from thy side!
Queen of the Seas, and mighty on the land,
Thy power shall then be dreaded far and wide:
And trusting still in God and in the Right,
Thou mayest again defy the World’s collected might.
 

Thus as she ceased a comely Sage came on,
His temples and capacious forehead spread
With locks of venerable eld, which shone
As when in wintry morns on Skiddaw’s head
The cloud, the sunshine, and the snow unite,
So silvery, so unsullied, and so white.
 

Of Kronos and the Nymph Mnemosyne
He sprung, on either side a birth divine;
Thus to the Olympian Gods allied was he,
And brother to the sacred Sisters nine,
With whom he dwelt in interchange of lore,
Each thus instructing each for evermore.
 

They call’d him Praxis in the Olympian tongue,
But here on earth EXPERIENCE was his name.
Whatever things have pass’d to him were known,
And he could see the future ere it came;
Such foresight was his patient wisdom’s meed,..
Alas for those who his wise counsels will not heed!
 

He bore a goodly volume, which he laid
Between that princely couple on the throne.
Lo there my work for this great realm, he said,
My work, which with the kingdom’s growth has grown,
The rights, the usages, the laws wherein
Blessed above all nations she hath been.
 

Such as the sacred trust to thee is given,
So unimpair’d transmit it to thy line:
Preserve it as the choicest gift of Heaven,
Alway to make the bliss of thee and thine:
The talisman of England’s strength is there,..
With reverence guard it, and with jealous care!
 

The next who stood before that royal pair
Came gliding like a vision o’er the ground;
A glory went before him through the air,
Ambrosial odours floated all around,
His purple wings a heavenly lustre shed,
A silvery halo hover’d round his head.
 

The Angel of the English Church was this,
With whose divinest presence there appear’d
A glorious train, inheritors of bliss,
Saints in the memory of the good revered,
Who having render’d back their vital breath
To Him from whom it came, were perfected by Death.
 

Edward the spotless Tudor, there I knew,
In whose pure breast, with pious nurture fed,
All generous hopes and gentle virtues grew;
A heavenly diadem adorn’d his head,..
Most blessed Prince, whose saintly name might move
The understanding heart to tears of reverent love.
 

Less radiant than King Edward, Cranmer came,
But purged from persecution’s sable spot;
For he had given his body to the flame,
And now in that right hand, which flinching not
He proffer’d to the fire’s atoning doom,
Bore he the unfading palm of martyrdom.
 

There too came Latimer, in worth allied,
Who to the stake when brought by Romish rage,
As if with prison weeds he cast aside
The infirmity of flesh and weight of age,
Bow-bent till then with weakness, in his shroud
Stood up erect and firm before the admiring crowd.
 

With these, partakers in beatitude,
Bearing like them the palm, their emblem meet,
The Noble Army came, who had subdued
All frailty, putting death beneath their feet:
Their robes were like the mountain snow, and bright
As though they had been dipt in the fountain-springs of light.
 

For these were they who valiantly endured
The fierce extremity of mortal pain,
By no weak tenderness to life allured,
The victims of that hateful Henry’s reign,
And of the bloody Queen, beneath whose sway
Rome lit her fires, and Fiends kept holyday.
 

O pardon me, thrice holy Spirits dear,
That hastily I now must pass ye by!
No want of duteous reverence is there here;
None better knows nor deeplier feels than I
What to your sufferings and your faith we owe,
Ye valiant champions for the truth below!
 

Hereafter haply with maturer care,
(So Heaven permit) that reverence shall be shown.
Now of my vision I must needs declare,
And how the Angel stood before the throne,
And fixing on that Princess as he spake
His eye benign, the aweful silence brake.
 

Thus said the Angel, Thou to whom one day
There shall in earthly guardianship be given
The English Church, preserve it from decay!
Ere now for that most sacred charge hath Heaven
In perilous times provided female means,
Blessing it beneath the rule of pious Queens.
 

Bear thou that great Eliza in thy mind,
Who from a wreck this fabric edified;
And Her who to a nation’s voice resign’d,
When Rome in hope its wiliest engines plied,
By her own heart and righteous Heaven approved,
Stood up against the Father whom she loved.
 

Laying all mean regards aside, fill Thou
Her seats with wisdom and with learned worth;
That so whene’er attack’d, with fearless brow
Her champions may defend her rights on earth;
Link’d is her welfare closely with thine own,
One fate attends the Altar and the Throne!
 

Think not that lapse of ages shall abate
The inveterate malice of that Harlot old;
Fallen though thou deem’st her from her high estate,
She proffers still the envenom’d cup of gold,
And her fierce Beast, whose names are Blasphemy,
The same that was, is still, and still must be.
 

The stern Sectarian in unnatural league
Joins her to war against their hated foe;
Error and Faction aid the bold intrigue,
And the dark Atheist seeks her overthrow,
While giant Zeal in arms against her stands,
Barks with an hundred mouths; and lifts an hundred hands.
 

Built on a rock, the fabric may repel
Their utmost rage, if all within be sound:
But if within the gates Indifference dwell,
Woe to her then! there needs no outward wound!
Through her whole frame benumb’d, a lethal sleep,
Like the cold poison of the asp will creep.
 

In thee, as in a cresset set on high,
The light of piety should shine far seen,
A guiding beacon fix’d for every eye:
Thus from the influence of an honour’d Queen,
As from its spring, should public good proceed,..
The peace of Heaven will be thy proper meed.
 

So should return that happy state of yore
When piety and joy went hand in hand;
The love which to his flock the shepherd bore,
The old observances which cheer’d the land,
The household prayers which, honouring God’s high name,
Kept the lamp trimm’d and fed the sacred flame.
 

Thus having spoke, away the Angel pass’d
With all his train, dissolving from the sight:
A transitory shadow overcast
The sudden void they left; all meaner light
Seeming like darkness to the eye which lost
The full effulgence of that heavenly host.
 

Eftsoon, in re-appearing light confess’d,
There stood another Minister of bliss,
With his own radiance clothed as with a vest.
One of the angelic company was this,
Who, guardians of the rising human race,
Alway in Heaven behold the Father’s face.
 

Somewhile he fix’d upon the royal Bride
A contemplative eye of thoughtful grief;
The trouble of that look benign implied
A sense of wrongs for which he sought relief,
And that Earth’s evils which go unredrest
May waken sorrow in an Angel’s breast.
 

I plead for babes and sucklings, he began,
Those who are now, and who are yet to be;
I plead for all the surest hopes of man,
The vital welfare of humanity:
Oh! let not bestial Ignorance maintain
Longer within the land her brutalizing reign.
 

O Lady, if some new-born babe should bless,
In answer to a nation’s prayers, thy love,
When thou, beholding it in tenderness,
The deepest, holiest joy of earth shalt prove,
In that the likeness of all infants see,
And call to mind that hour what now thou hear’st from me.
 

Then seeing infant man, that Lord of Earth,
Most weak and helpless of all breathing things,
Remember that as Nature makes at birth
No different law for Peasants or for Kings,
And at the end no difference may befall,
The “short parenthesis of life” is all.
 

But in that space, how wide may be their doom
Of honour or dishonour, good or ill!
From Nature’s hand like plastic clay they come,
To take from circumstance their woe or weal;
And as the form and pressure may be given,
They wither upon earth, or ripen there for Heaven.
 

Is it then fitting that one soul should pine
For lack of culture in this favour’d land?..
That spirits of capacity divine
Perish, like seeds upon the desert sand?..
That needful knowledge in this age of light
Should not by birth be every Briton’s right?
 

Little can private zeal effect alone;
The State must this state-malady redress;
For as of all the ways of life, but one...
The path of duty, leads to happiness,
So in their duty States must find at length
Their welfare, and their safety, and their strength.
 

This the first duty, carefully to train
The children in the way that they should go;
Then of the family of guilt and pain
How large a part were banish’d from below!
How would the people love with surest cause
Their country, and revere her venerable laws!
 

Is there, alas! within the human soul
An in-bred taint disposing it for ill?
More need that early culture should controul
And discipline by love the pliant will!
The heart of man is rich in all good seeds;
Neglected, it is choak’d with tares and noxious weeds.
 

He ceased, and sudden from some unseen throng
A choral peal arose and shook the hall;
As when ten thousand children with their song
Fill the resounding temple of Saint Paul;..
Scarce can the heart their powerful tones sustain;..
“Save, or we perish!” was the thrilling strain.
 

“Save, or we perish!” thrice the strain was sung
By unseen Souls innumerous hovering round,
And whilst the hall with their deep chorus rung,
The inmost heart was shaken with the sound:
I felt the refluent blood forsake my face,
And my knees trembled in that aweful place.
 

Anon two female forms before our view
Came side by side, a beauteous couplement:
The first a virgin clad in skiey blue;
Upward to Heaven her steadfast eyes were bent;
Her countenance an anxious meaning bore,
Yet such as might have made her loved the more.
 

This was that maiden, “sober, chaste, and wise,”
Who bringeth to all hearts their best delight:
“Though spoused, yet wanting wedlock’s solemnize;”
“Daughter of Coelia, and Speranza hight,”
I knew her well as one whose portraiture
In my dear Master’s verse for ever will endure.
 

Her sister too the same divinest page,
Taught me to know for that Charissa fair,
“Of goodly grace and comely personage,
Of wonderous beauty and of bounty rare,
Full of great love,” in whose most gentle mien
The charm of perfect womanhood were seen.
 

This lovely pair unroll’d before the throne
“Earth’s melancholy map,” whereon to sight
Two broad divisions at a glance were shown,..
The empires these of Darkness and of Light.
Well might the thoughtful bosom sigh to mark
How wide a portion of the map was dark.
 

Behold, Charissa cried, how large a space
Of Earth lies unredeem’d! Oh grief to think
That countless myriads of immortal race,
In error born, in ignorance must sink,
Train’d up in customs which corrupt the heart,
And following miserably the evil part!
 

Regard the expanded Orient, from the shores
Of scorch’d Arabia and the Persian sea,
To where the inhospitable Ocean roars
Against the rocks of frozen Tartary;
Look next at those Australian isles which lie
Thick as the stars that stud the wintry sky;
 

Then let thy mind contemplative survey
That spacious region where in elder time
Earth’s unremember’d conquerors held the sway;
And Science, trusting in her skill sublime,
With lore abstruse the sculptured walls o’erspread,
Its import now forgotten with the dead.
 

From Nile and Congo’s undiscover’d springs
To the four seas which gird the unhappy land,
Behold it left a prey to barbarous Kings,
The Robber, or the Trader’s ruthless hand;
Sinning and suffering, every where unblest,
Behold her wretched sons, oppressing and opprest!
 

To England is the Eastern empire given,
And hers the sceptre of the circling main;
Shall she not then diffuse the word of Heaven
Through all the regions of her trusted reign,..
Wage against evil things the hallow’d strife,
And sow with liberal hand the seeds of life!
 

By strenuous efforts in a rightful cause
Gloriously hath she surpass’d her ancient fame,
And won in arms the astonish’d World’s applause.
Yet may she win in peace a nobler name,
And Nations which now lie in error blind,
Hail her the Friend and Teacher of Mankind!
 

Oh! what a part were that, Speranza then
Exclaim’d, to act upon Earth’s ample stage!
Oh! what a name among the sons of men
To leave, which should endure from age to age!
And what a strength that ministry of good
Should find in love and human gratitude!
 

Speed thou the work, Redeemer of the World!
That the long miseries of mankind may cease!
Where’er the Red Cross banner is unfurl’d
There let it carry truth, and light, and peace!
Did not the Angels who announced thy birth
Proclaim it with the sound of Peace on Earth?
 

Bless thou this happy Island, that the stream
Of blessing far and wide from hence may flow!
Bless it that thus thy saving Mercy’s beam
Reflected hence may shine on all below!
THY KINGDOM COME! THY WILL BE DONE, O LORD!
AND BE THY HOLY NAME THROUGH ALL THE WORLD ADORED!
 

Thus as Speranza cried she clasp’d her hands,
And heavenward lifted them in ardent prayer.
Lo! at the act the vaulted roof expands,..
Heaven opens,.. and in empyreal air
Pouring its splendours through the inferior sky,
More bright than noon-day suns the Cross appears on high.
 

A strain of heavenly harmony ensued,
Such as but once to mortal ears was known,..
The voice of that Angelic Multitude
Who in their Orders stand around the Throne;
PEACE UPON EARTH, GOOD WILL TO MEN! they sung,
And Heaven and Earth with that prophetic anthem rung.
 

In holy fear I fell upon the ground,
And hid my face, unable to endure
The glory, or sustain the piercing sound:
In fear and yet in trembling joy, for sure
My soul that hour yearn’d strongly to be free,
That it might spread its wings in immortality.
 

Gone was the glory when I raised my head,
But in the air appear’d a form half-seen,
Below with shadows dimly garmented,
And indistinct and dreadful was his mien:
Yet when I gazed intentlier, I could trace
Divinest beauty in that aweful face.
 

Hear me, O Princess! said the shadowy form,
As in administering this mighty land
Thou with thy best endeavour shalt perform
The will of Heaven, so shall my faithful hand
Thy great and endless recompence supply;..
My name is DEATH: THE LAST BEST FRIEND AM I!
 




Carmen Nuptiale. Epilogue.
 

Is this the Nuptial Song? with brow severe
Perchance the votaries of the world will say:
Are these fit strains for Royal ears to hear?
What man is he who thus assorts his lay,
And dares pronounce with inauspicious breath,
In Hymeneal verse, the name of Death?
 

Remote from chearful intercourse of men,
Hath he indulged his melancholy mood,
And like the hermit in some sullen den,
Fed his distemper’d mind in solitude?
Or have fanatic dreams distraught his sense,
That thus he should presume with bold irreverence?
 

O Royal Lady, ill they judge the heart
That reverently approaches thee to-day,
And anxious to perform its fitting part,
Prefers the tribute of this duteous lay!
Not with displeasure should his song be read
Who prays for Heaven’s best blessings on thy head.
 

He prays that many a year may pass away
Ere the State call thee from a life of love;
Vex’d by no public cares, that day by day
Thy heart the dear domestic joys may prove,
And gracious Heaven thy chosen nuptials bless
With all a Wife’s and all a Mother’s happiness.
 

He prays, that for thine own and England’s sake,
The Virtues and the Household Charities
Their favour’d seat beside thy hearth may take;
That when the Nation thither turn their eyes,
There the conspicuous model they may find
Of all which makes the bliss of human-kind.
 

He prays, that when the sceptre to thy hand
In due succession shall descend at length,
Prosperity and Peace may bless the Land,
Truth be thy counsellor, and Heaven thy strength;
That every tongue thy praises may proclaim,
And every heart in secret bless thy name.
 

He prays, that thou mayest strenuously maintain
The wise laws handed down from sire to son;
He prays, that under thy auspicious reign
All may be added which is left undone,
To make the realm, its polity compleat,
In all things happy, as in all things great:
 

That through the will of thy enlighten’d mind,
Brute man may be to social life reclaim’d;
That in compassion for forlorn mankind,
The saving Faith may widely be proclaim’d
Through erring lands, beneath thy fostering care;..
This is his ardent hope, his loyal prayer.
 

In every cottage may thy power be blest,
For blessings which should every where abound;
Thy will beneficent from East to West
May bring forth good where’er the sun goes round;
And thus through future times should CHARLOTTE’S fame
Surpass our great ELIZA’S golden name.
 

Of aweful subjects have I dared to sing,
Yet surely are they such, as view’d aright,
Contentment to thy better mind may bring;
A strain which haply may thy heart invite
To ponder well, how to thy choice is given
A glorious name on Earth, a high reward in Heaven.
 

Light strains, though chearful as the hues of spring,
Would wither like a wreath of vernal flowers;
The amaranthine garland which I bring
Shall keep its verdure through all after hours;..
Yea, while the Poet’s name is doom’d to live,
So long this garland shall its fragrance give.
 

“Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown;”
Thus said the Bard who spake of kingly cares:
But calmly may the Sovereign then lie down
When grateful Nations guard him with their prayers:
How sweet a sleep awaits the Royal head,
When these keep watch and ward around the bed!
 




Carmen Nuptiale. L’envoy.
 

Go, little Book, from this my solitude,
I cast thee on the waters:.. go thy ways!
And if, as I believe, thy vein be good,
The World will find thee after many days.
Be it with thee according to thy worth:..
Go, little Book! in faith I send thee forth.
 




FUNERAL SONG FOR THE PRINCESS CHARLOTTE OF WALES

[image: img50.png]
 

Princess Charlotte Augusta of Wales (1796-1817) was the only child of George, Prince of Wales (later to become King George IV) and Caroline of Brunswick. Had she outlived her father and her grandfather, King George III, she would have become Queen of the United Kingdom. Tragically, after a year and a half of happy marriage to King Leopold I of Belgium, Charlotte died giving birth to a stillborn son. Her death set off tremendous mourning among the British, who had viewed her as a sign of hope and a contrast both to her unpopular father and to her grandfather, who many saw as a mad man. As she had been King George III’s only legitimate grandchild, there was considerable pressure on the King’s unwed sons to marry. King George III’s fourth son, Edward, Duke of Kent, fathered the eventual heir, Queen Victoria.

Southey’s funeral ode was composed shortly after the Princess’ death in 1817 and the poem displays the typical depth of grief felt by the public following Princess Charlotte’s untimely death.
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Princess Charlotte of Wales, painted shortly before her death
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The funeral procession




Funeral Ode for the Death of the Princess Charlotte
 

IN its summer pride array’d,
Low our Tree of Hope is laid!
Low it lies:.. in evil hour,
Visiting the bridal bower,
Death hath levell’d root and flower.
Windsor, in thy sacred shade,
(This the end of pomp and power!)
Have the rites of death been paid:
Windsor, in thy sacred shade
Is the Flower of Brunswick laid!
 

  Ye whose relics rest around,
Tenants of this funeral ground!
Know ye, Spirits, who is come,
By immitigable doom
Summon’d to the untimely tomb?
Late with youth and splendour crown’d,
Late in beauty’s vernal bloom,
Late with love and joyaunce blest;
Never more lamented guest
Was in Windsor laid to rest.
 

  Henry, thou of saintly worth,
Thou, to whom thy Windsor gave
Nativity and name, and grave;
Thou art in this hallowed earth
Cradled for the immortal birth!
Heavily upon his head
Ancestral crimes were visited:
He, in spirit like a child,
Meek of heart and undefiled,
Patiently his crown resign’d,
And fix’d on heaven his heavenly mind,
Blessing, while he kiss’d the rod,
His Redeemer and his God.
Now may he in realms of bliss
Greet a soul as pure as his.
 

  Passive as that humble spirit,
Lies his bold dethroner too;
A dreadful debt did he inherit
To his injured lineage due;
Ill-starr’d prince, whose martial merit
His own England long might rue!
Mournful was that Edward’s fame,
Won in fields contested well,
While he sought his rightful claim:
Witness Aire’s unhappy water,
Where the ruthless Clifford fell;
And when Wharfe ran red with slaughter,
On the day of Towton’s field,
Gathering, in its guilty flood,
The carnage and the ill-spilt blood
That forty thousand lives could yield.
Cressy was to this but sport, — 
Poictiers but a pageant vain;
And the victory of Spain
Seem’d a strife for pastime meant,
And the work of Agincourt
Only like a tournament;
Half the blood which there was spent
Had sufficed again to gain
Anjou and ill-yielded Maine,
Normandy and Aquitaine;
And Our Lady’s Ancient towers,
Maugre all the Valois’ powers,
Had a second time been ours. — 
A gentle daughter of thy line,
Edward, lays her dust with thine.
 

  Thou, Elizabeth, art here;
Thou to whom all griefs were known;
Who wert placed upon the bier
In happier hour than on the throne.
Fatal daughter, fatal mother,
Raised to that ill-omen’d station,
Father, uncle, sons, and brother,
Mourn’d in blood her elevation!
Woodville, in the realms of bliss,
To thine offspring thou may’st say,
Early death is happiness;
And favour’d in their lot are they
Who are not left to learn below
That length of life is length of woe.
Lightly let this ground be prest;
A broken heart is here at rest.
 

  But thou, Seymour, with a greeting,
Such as sisters use at meeting,
Joy, and sympathy, and love,
Wilt hail her in the seats above.
Like in loveliness were ye,
By a like lamented doom,
Hurried to an early tomb.
While together, spirits blest,
Here your earthly relics rest,
Fellow angels shall ye be
In the angelic company.
 

  Henry, too, hath here his part;
At the gentle Seymour’s side,
With his best beloved bride,
Cold and quiet, here are laid
The ashes of that fiery heart.
Not with his tyrannic spirit
Shall our Charlotte’s soul inherit;
No, by Fisher’s hoary head, — 
By More, the learned and the good, — 
By Katharine’s wrongs and Boleyn’s blood, — 
By the life so basely shed
Of the pride of Norfolk’s line,
By the axe so often red,
By the fire with martyrs fed,
Hateful Henry, not with thee
May her happy spirit be!
 

  And here lies one whose tragic name
A reverential thought may claim;
That murder’d Monarch, whom the grave,
Revealing its long secret, gave
Again to sight, that we might spy
His comely face and waking eye!
There, thrice fifty years, it lay,
Exempt from natural decay,
Unclosed and bright, as if to say,
A plague, of bloodier, baser birth,
Than that beneath whose rage he bled,
Was loose upon our guilty earth; — 
Such aweful warning from the dead,
Was given by that portentous eye;
Then it closed eternally.
 

  Ye whose relics rest around,
Tenants of this funeral ground;
Even in your immortal spheres,
What fresh yearnings will ye feel,
When this earthly guest appears!
Us she leaves in grief and tears;
But to you will she reveal
Tidings of old England’s weal;
Of a righteous war pursued,
Long, through evil and through good,
With unshaken fortitude;
Of peace, in battle twice achieved;
Of her fiercest foe subdued,
And Europe from the yoke reliev’d,
Upon that Brabantine plain!
Such the proud, the virtuous story,
Such the great, the endless glory
Of her father’s splendid reign!
He who wore the sable mail,
Might at this heroic tale,
Wish himself on earth again.
 

  One who reverently, for thee,
Raised the strain of bridal verse,
Flower of Brunswick! mournfully
Lays a garland on thy herse.
 




A VISION OF JUDGMENT
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Composed in hexameters in a Spenserian tradition, A Vision of Judgment (1821) imagines the departing soul of King George triumphantly entering Heaven to receive his due. However, the poem is now remembered chiefly for the satirical poem in ottava rima that Lord Byron wrote in response, depicting a dispute in Heaven over the fate of George III’s soul. Byron was provoked by Southey’s High Tory point of view, and he took personally the other poet’s preface, which attacked those “Men of diseased hearts and depraved imaginations” that had set up a “Satanic school” of poetry, “characterized by a Satanic spirit of pride and audacious impiety”. Byron responded in the preface to his own The Vision of Judgment with an attack on “The gross flattery, the dull impudence, the renegado intolerance, and impious cant, of the poem”, and mischievously referred to Southey as “the author of Wat Tyler”, the anti-royalist drama from Southey’s revolutionary youth. Byron’s parody was so lastingly successful that, as the critic Geoffrey Carnall wrote, “Southey’s reputation has never recovered from Byron’s ridicule.”

Nevertheless, A Vision of Judgment is a far better poem than its reputation would suggest, handling the very difficult subject of the King’s infirmities with great tact. With deft grace, Southey depicts the reign of George III as the court wanted it to be perceived, with an engaging range of modes from gothic, baroque, Christian and sentimentally domestic. Southey was well aware of the furore his work would cause, as shown in the letter he wrote to Grosvenor C. Bedford shortly before publication: “What a bespattering of abuse I shall have when the Vision appears! Pelt away my boys, pelt away! if you were not busy at that work you would be about something more mischievous. Abusing me is like flogging a whipping-post. Harry says I have had so much of it that he really thinks I begin to like it.”

The Anti-Jacobin Review was positive, writing: “Perhaps Mr. Southey is the only poet of the present age who ought to have attempted such a subject, if, indeed, it ought to be attempted at all; and he certainly has, by the splendour of his descriptions, and the grandeur of his conceptions, advanced his fame, as a poet and a Christian, to a still higher pinnacle than it had before attained”. But the Literary Chronicle complained: “How are the mighty fallen? how is the fine gold changed? must be the exclamation of every admirer of Mr. Southey, when he reads this abortion of his genius, the Vision of Judgment. Is this the man who sung the Maid of Orleans, Wat Tyler, and of Thalaba the wild and wondrous song. To what extent the debasement of talents, and the prostitution of principle may be carried, Mr. Southey furnishes a memorable instance. We know not which to condemn most, the prosing absurdity of this poem, its wanton political profligacy, or its blasphemy”  The Monthly Review declared: “We could multiply most abundantly the instances of absurd sentiment, and extravagant versification, which are supplied in this tame though odd effort. Our poetical readers will have observed (as we requested) the vile work which Mr. Southey makes with his own ludicrous hexameters”.

But, of course the last word in this literary fracas must be given to Lord Byron: “He might have written hexameters, as he has written everything else, for aught that the writer cared — had they been upon another subject. But to attempt to canonise a monarch, who, whatever were his household virtues, was neither a successful nor a patriot king, — inasmuch as several years of his reign passed in war with America and Ireland, to say nothing of the aggression upon France — like all other exaggeration, may be spoken of in this new Vision, his public career will not be more favourably transmitted by history.”
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George III (1738-1820) was King of Great Britain and King of Ireland from 25 October 1760 until the union of these two countries on 1 January 1801, after which he was King of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland until his death. 
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Lord Byron by Richard Westall, date unknown




A Vision of Judgment
 




I. THE TRANCE.
 

’Twas at that sober hour when the light of day is receding,
And from surrounding things the hues where with day has adorn’d them
Fade, like the hopes of youth, till the beauty of earth is departed:
Pensive, though not in thought, I stood at the window, beholding
Mountain and lake and vale; the valley disrobed of its verdure;
Derwent retaining yet from eve a glassy reflection
Where his expanded breast, then still and smooth as a mirror,
Under the woods reposed; the hills that, calm and majestic,
Lifted their heads in the silent sky, from far Glaramar
Bleacrag, and Maidenmawr, to Grizedal and westermost Withop.
Dark and distinct they rose. The clouds had gather’d above them
High in the middle air, huge, purple, pillowy masses,
While in the west beyond was the last pale tint of the twilight;
Green as a stream in the glen whose pure and chrysolite waters
Flow o’er a schistous bed, and serene as the age of the righteous.
Earth was hush’d and still; all motion and sound were suspended:
Neither man was heard, bird, beast, nor humming of insect,
Only the voice of the Greta, heard only when all is in stillness.
Pensive I stood and alone, the hour and the scene had subdued me,
And as I gazed in the west, where Infinity seem’d to be open,
Yearn’d to be free from time, and felt that this life is a thraldom.
 

Thus as I stood, the bell which awhile from its warning had rested,
Sent forth its note again, toll, toll, thro’ the silence of evening.
’Tis a deep dull sound that is heavy and mournful at all times,
For it tells of mortality always. But heavier this day
Fell on the conscious ear its deeper and mournfuller import,
Yea, in the heart it sunk; for this was the day when the herald
Breaking his wand should proclaim, that George our King was departed.
Thou art released! I cried: thy soul is deliver’d from bondage!
Thou who hast lain so long in mental and visual darkness,
Thou art in yonder heaven! thy place is in light and in glory.
 

Come, and behold!... methought a startling Voice from the twilight
Answered; and therewithal I felt a stroke as of lightning,
With a sound like the rushing of winds, or the roaring of waters.
If from without it came, I knew not, so sudden the seizure;
Or if the brain itself in that strong flash had expended
All its electric stores. Of strength and of thought it bereft me;
Hearing, and sight, and sense were gone; and when I awaken’d
’Twas from a dream of death, in silence and uttermost darkness;
Knowing not where or how, nor if I was rapt in the body,
Nor if entranced, or dead. But all around me was blackness,
Utterly blank and void, as if this ample creation
Had been blotted out, and I were alone in the chaos.
Yet had I even then a living hope to sustain me
Under that aweful thought, and I strengthen’d my spirit with prayer.
 

Comfort I sought and support, and both were found in retiring
Into that inner world, the soul’s strong hold and her kingdom.
Then came again the Voice, but then no longer appalling,
Like the voice of a friend it came: O son of the Muses!
Be of good heart, it said, and think not that thou art abandon’d;
For to thy mortal sight shall the Grave unshadow its secrets;
Such as of yore the Florentine saw, Hell’s perilous chambers
He who trod in his strength; and the arduous Mountain of Penance,
And the regions of Paradise, sphere within sphere intercircled.
Child of Earth, look up! and behold what passes before thee.
 




II. THE VAULT.
 

So by the unseen comforted, raised I my head in obedience,
And in a vault I found myself placed, arch’d over on all sides.
Narrow and low was that house of the dead. Around it were coffins,
Each in its niche, and palls, and urns, and funeral hatchments;
Velvets of Tyrian dye, retaining their hues unfaded;
Blazonry vivid still, as if fresh from the touch of the limner;
Nor was the golden fringe, nor the golden broidery tarnish’d.
 

Whence came the light whereby that place of death was discover’d?
For there was there no lamp, whose wonderous flame inextinguish’d,
As with a vital power endued, renewing its substance,
Age after age unchanged, endureth in self-subsistence:
Nor did the cheerful beam of day, direct or reflected,
Penetrate there. That low and subterranean chamber
Saw not the living ray, nor felt the breeze; but for ever
Closely immured, was seal’d in perpetual silence and darkness.
Whence then this lovely light, calm, pure, and soft, and cerulean,
Such as the sapphire sheds? And whence this air that infuses
Strength while I breathe it in, and a sense of life, and a stillness,
Filling the heart with peace, and giving a joy that contents it?
Not of the Earth that light; and these paradisiacal breathings,
Not of the Earth are they!
 

These thoughts were passing within me,
When there arose around a strain of heavenly music,
Such as the hermit hears when Angels visit his slumbers.
Faintly it first began, scarce heard; and gentle its rising,
Low as the softest breath that passes in summer at evening
O’er the Eolian strings, felt there when nothing is moving,
Save the thistle-down, lighter than air, and the leaf of the aspin.
Then as it swell’d and rose, the thrilling melody deepen’d,
Such, methought, should the music be, which is heard in the cloister,
By the sisterhood standing around the beatified Virgin,
When with her dying eyes she sees the firmament open,
Lifts from the bed of dust her arms towards her beloved,
Utters the adorable name, and breathes out her soul in a rapture.
 

Well could I then believe such legends, and well could I credit
All that the poets old relate of Amphion and Orpheus;
How to melodious sounds wild beasts their strength have surrender’d,
Men were reclaim’d from the woods, and stones in harmonious order
Moved, as their atoms obey’d the mysterious attraction of concord.
This was a higher strain; a mightier, holier virtue
Came with its powerful tones. O’ercome by the piercing emotion,
Dizzy I grew, and it seem’d as though my soul were dissolving.
How might I bear unmoved such sounds? For, like as the vapours
Melt on the mountain side, when the sun comes forth in his splendour,
Even so the vaulted roof and whatever was earthly
Faded away; the Grave was gone, and the Dead was awaken’d.
 




III. THE AWAKENING.
 

Then I beheld the King. From a cloud which cover’d the pavement
His reverend form uprose: heavenward his face was directed,
Heavenward his eyes were raised, and heavenward his arms were extended.
Lord, it is past! he cried; the mist, and the weight, and the darkness;..
That long and weary night, that long drear dream of desertion.
Father, to Thee I come! My days have been many and evil;
Heavy my burthen of care, and grievous hath been my affliction.
Thou hast releas’d me at length. O Lord, in Thee have I trusted;
Thou art my hope and my strength!... And then in profound adoration,
Crossing his arms on his breast, he bent and worshipp’d in silence.
 

Presently one approach’d to greet him with joyful obeisance;
He of whom in an hour of woe, the assassin bereav’d us
When his counsels most, and his resolute virtue were needed.
Thou, said the Monarch, here? Thou, Perceval, summon’d before me?...
Then as his waken’d mind to the weal of his country reverted,
What of his son, he ask’d, what course by the Prince had been follow’d.
Right in his Father’s steps hath the Regent trod, was the answer:
Firm hath he proved and wise, at a time when weakness or error
Would have sunk us in shame, and to ruin have hurried us headlong.
True to himself hath he been, and Heaven has rewarded his counsels.
 

Peace is obtain’d then at last, with safety and honour! the Monarch
Cried, and he clasp’d his hands;... I thank Thee, O merciful Father!
Now is my heart’s desire fulfill’d.
 

With honour surpassing
All that in elder time had adorn’d the annals of England,
Peace hath been won by the sword, the faithful minister answer’d.
Paris hath seen once more the banners of England in triumph
Wave within her walls, and the ancient line is establish’d.
While that man of blood, the tyrant, faithless and godless,
Render’d at length the sport, as long the minion of Fortune,
Far away, confined in a rocky isle of the ocean,
Fights his battles again, and pleased to win in the chamber
What he lost in the field, in fancy conquers his conqueror.
There he reviles his foes, and there the ungrateful accuses
For his own defaults the men who too faithfully served him;
Frets and complains and intrigues, and abuses the mercy that spared him.
Oh that my King could have known these things! could have witness’d how England
Check’d in its full career the force of her enemy’s empire,
Singly defied his arms and his arts, and baffled them singly,
Roused from their lethal sleep with the stirring example the nations,
And the refluent tide swept him and his fortune before it.
Oh that my King, ere he died, might have seen the fruit of his counsels!
 

Nay, it is better thus, the Monarch piously answer’d;
Here I can bear the joy; it comes as an earnest of Heaven.
Righteous art Thou, O Lord! long-suffering, but sure are thy judgements.
 

Then having paused awhile, like one in devotion abstracted,
Earth ward his thoughts recurr’d, so deeply the care of his country
Lay in that royal soul reposed: and he said, Is the spirit
Quell’d which hath troubled the land? and the multitude freed from delusion,
Know they their blessings at last, and are they contented and thankful?
 

Still is that fierce and restless spirit at work, was the answer;
Still it deceiveth the weak, and inflameth the rash and the desperate.
Even now, I ween, some dreadful deed is preparing;
For the Souls of the Wicked are loose, and the Powers of Evil
Move on the wing alert. Some nascent horror they look for,
Be sure! some accursed conception of filth and of darkness
Ripe for its monstrous birth. Whether France or Britain be threaten’d,
Soon will the issue show; or if both at once are endanger’d,
For with the ghosts obscene of Robespierre, Danton, and Hebert,
Faux and Despard I saw, and the band of rabid fanatics,
They whom Venner led, who rising in frantic rebellion
Made the Redeemer’s name their cry of slaughter and treason.
 




IV. THE GATE OF HEAVEN.
 

Thus as he spake, methought the surrounding space dilated.
Over head I beheld the infinite ether; beneath us
Lay the solid expanse of the firmament spread like a pavement:
Wheresoever I look’d, there was light and glory around me.
Brightest it seem’d in the East, where the New Jerusalem glitter’d.
Eminent on a hill, there stood the Celestial City;
Beaming afar it shone; its towers and cupolas rising
High in the air serene, with the brightness of gold in the furnace,
Where on their breadth the splendour lay intense and quiescent:
Part with a fierier glow, and a short quick tremulous motion,
Like the burning pyropus; and turrets and pinnacles sparkled,
Playing in jets of light, with a diamond-like glory coruscant.
Groves of all hues of green their foliage intermingled,
Tempering with grateful shade the else unendurable lustre.
Drawing near, I beheld what over the portal was written:
This is the Gate of Bliss, it said; thro’ me is the passage
To the City of God, the abode of beatified Spirits.
Weariness is not there, nor change, nor sorrow, nor parting;
Time hath no place therein; nor evil. Ye who would enter,
Drink of the Well of Life, and put away all that is earthly.
 

O’er the adamantine gates an Angel stood on the summit.
Ho! he exclaim’d, King George of England cometh to judgment!
Hear Heaven! Ye Angels hear! Souls of the Good and the Wicked
Whom it concerns, attend! Thou, Hell, bring forth his accusers!
As the sonorous summons was utter’d, the Winds, who were waiting,
Bore it abroad thro’ Heaven; and Hell, in her nethermost caverns,
Heard, and obey’d in dismay.
 

Anon a body of splendour
Gather’d before the gate, and veil’d the Ineffable Presence,
Which, with a rushing of wings, came down. The sentient ether
Shook with that dread descent, and the solid firmament trembled.
Round the cloud were the Orders of Heaven... Archangel and Angel,
Principality, Cherub and Seraph, Thrones, Dominations,
Virtues, and Powers. The Souls of the Good, whom Death had made perfect,
Flocking on either hand, a multitudinous army,
Came at the aweful call. In semicircle inclining,
Tier over tier they took their place: aloft, in the distance,
Far as the sight could pierce, that glorious company glisten’d.
From the skirts of the shining assembly, a silvery vapour
Rose in the blue serene, and moving onward it deepen’d,
Taking a denser form; the while from the opposite region
Heavy and sulphurous clouds roll’d on, and completed the circle.
There with the Spirits accurst, in congenial darkness enveloped,
Were the Souls of the Wicked, who wilful in guilt and in error,
Chose the service of sin, and now were abiding its wages.
Change of place to them brought no reprieval from anguish;
They in their evil thoughts and desires of impotent malice,
Envy, and hate, and blasphemous rage, and remorse unavailing,
Carried a Hell within, to which all outer affliction,
So it abstracted the sense, might be deem’d a remission of torment.
At the edge of the cloud, the Princes of Darkness were marshall’d:
Dimly descried within were wings and truculent faces;
And in the thick obscure there struggled a mutinous uproar,
Railing, and fury, and strife, that the whole deep body of darkness
Roll’d like a troubled sea, with a wide and a manifold motion.
 




V. THE ACCUSERS.
 

On the cerulean floor by that dread circle surrounded,
Stood the soul of the King alone. In front was the Presence
Veil’d with excess of light; and behind was the blackness of darkness.
Then might be seen the strength of holiness, then was its triumph,
Calm in his faith he stood, and his own clear conscience upheld him.
 

When the trumpet was blown, and the Angel made proclamation — 
Lo, where the King appears! Come forward ye who arraign him!
Forth from the lurid cloud a Demon came at the summons.
It was the Spirit by which his righteous reign had been troubled;
Likest in form uncouth to the hideous Idols whom India
(Long by guilty neglect to hellish delusions abandon’d,)
Worships with horrible rites of self-immolation and torture.
Many-headed and monstrous the Fiend; with numberless faces,
Numberless bestial ears erect to all rumours, and restless,
And with numberless mouths which were fill’d with lies as with arrows.
Clamours arose as he came, a confusion of turbulent voices,
Maledictions, and blatant tongues, and viperous hisses;
And in the hubbub of senseless sounds the watchwords of faction,
Freedom, Invaded Rights, Corruption, and War, and Oppression,
Loudly enounced were heard.
 

But when he stood in the Presence,
Then was the Fiend dismay’d, though with impudence clothed as a garment;
And the lying tongues were mute, and the lips which had scatter’d
Accusation and slander, were still. No time for evasion
This, in the Presence he stood: no place for flight; for dissembling
No possibility there. From the souls on the edge of the darkness,
Two he produced, prime movers and agents of mischief, and bade them
Show themselves faithful now to the cause for which they had labour’d.
Wretched and guilty souls, where now their audacity? Where now
Are the insolent tongues so ready of old at rejoinder?
Where the lofty pretences of public virtue and freedom?
Where the gibe, and the jeer, and the threat, the envenom’d invective,
Calumny, falsehood, fraud, and the whole ammunition of malice?
Wretched and guilty souls, they stood in the face of their Sovereign,
Conscious and self-condemn’d; confronted with him they had injured,
At the Judgement-seat they stood.
 

Beholding the foremost,
Him by the cast of his eye oblique, I knew as the firebrand
Whom the unthinking populace held for their idol and hero,
Lord of Misrule in his day. But how was that countenance alter’d
Where emotion of fear or of shame had never been witness’d;
That invincible forehead abash’d; and those eyes wherein malice
Once had been wont to shine with wit and hilarity temper’d,
Into how deep a gloom their mournful expression had settled!
Little avail’d it now that not from a purpose malignant,
Not with evil intent he had chosen the service of evil;
But of his own desires the slave, with profligate impulse,
Solely by selfishness moved, and reckless of aught that might follow.
Could he plead in only excuse a confession of baseness?
Could he hide the extent of his guilt; or hope to atone for
Faction excited at home, when all old feuds were abated,
Insurrection abroad, and the train of woes that had follow’d!
Discontent and disloyalty, like the teeth of the dragon,
He had sown on the winds; they had ripen’d beyond the Atlantic;
Thence in natural birth sedition, revolt, revolution;
France had received the seeds, and reap’d the harvest of horrors;..
Where... where should the plague be stay’d? Oh, most to be pitied
They of all souls in bale, who see no term to the evil
They by their guilt have raised, no end to their inner upbraidings!
 

Him I could not choose but know, nor knowing but grieve for.
Who might the other be, his comrade in guilt and in suffering,
Brought to the proof like him, and shrinking like him from the trial?
Nameless the libeller lived, and shot his arrows in darkness;
Undetected he pass’d to the grave, and leaving behind him
Noxious works on earth, and the pest of an evil example,
Went to the world beyond, where no offences are hidden.
Mask’d had he been in his life, and now a visor of iron
Rivetted round his head, had abolish’d his features for ever.
Speechless the slanderer stood, and turn’d his face from the Monarch
Iron-bound as it was,.. so insupportably dreadful
Soon or late to conscious guilt is the eye of the injured.
 

Caitiffs, are ye dumb? cried the multifaced Demon in anger;
Think ye then by shame to shorten the term of your penance?
Back to your penal dens!... And with horrible grasp gigantic
Seizing the guilty pair, he swung them aloft, and in vengeance
Hurl’d them all abroad, far into the sulphurous darkness.
Sons of Faction, be warn’d! And ye, ye Slanderers! learn ye
Justice, and bear in mind that after death there is judgement.
Whirling, away they flew. Nor long himself did he tarry,
Ere from the ground where he stood, caught up by a vehement whirlwind,
He too was hurried away; and the blast with lightning and thunder
Vollying aright and aleft amid the accumulate blackness,
Scatter’d its inmates accurst, and beyond the limits of ether
Drove the hircine host obscene: they howling and groaning
Fell precipitate, down to their dolorous place of endurance.
Then was the region clear; the arrowy flashes which redden’d
Through the foul thick throng, like sheeted argentry floating
Now o’er the blue serene, diffused an innocuous splendour,
In the infinite dying away. The roll of the thunder
Ceased, and all sounds were hush’d, till again from the gate adamantine
Was the voice of the Angel heard thro’ the silence of Heaven.
 




VI. THE ABSOLVERS.
 

Ho! he exclaim’d, King George of England standeth in judgement!
Hell hath been dumb in his presence. Ye who on earth arraign’d him,
Come ye before him now, and here accuse or absolve him!
For injustice hath here no place.
 

From the Souls of the Blessed
Some were there then who advanced; and more from the skirts of the meeting,
Spirits who had not yet accomplish’d their purification,
Yet being cleansed from pride, from faction and error deliver’d,
Purged of the film wherewith the eye of the mind is clouded,
They, in their better state, saw all things clear; and discerning
Now in the light of truth what tortuous views had deceived them,
They acknowledged their fault, and own’d the wrong they had offer’d;
Not without ingenuous shame, and a sense of compunction,
More or less, as each had more or less to atone for.
One alone remain’d, when the rest had retired to their station:
Silently he had stood, and still unmoved and in silence,
With a steady mien, regarded the face of the Monarch.
Thoughtful awhile he gazed; severe, but serene, was his aspect;
Calm, but stern; like one whom no compassion could weaken,
Neither could doubt deter, nor violent impulses alter;
Lord of his own resolves,.. of his own heart absolute master.
Aweful Spirit! his place was with ancient sages and heroes:
Fabius, Aristides, and Solon, and Epaminondas.
 

Here then at the Gate of Heaven we are met! said the Spirit;
King of England! albeit in life opposed to each other,
Here we meet at last. Not unprepared for the meeting
Ween I; for we had both outlived all enmity, rendering
Each to each that justice which each from each had withholden.
In the course of events, to thee I seem’d as a Rebel,
Thou a Tyrant to me;... so strongly doth circumstance rule men
During evil days, when right and wrong are confounded.
Left to our hearts we were just. For me, my actions have spoken,
That not for lawless desires, nor goaded by desperate fortunes,
Nor for ambition, I chose my part; but observant of duty,
Self-approved. And here, this witness I willingly bear thee,..
Here, before Angels and Men, in the aweful hour of judgement,..
Thou too didst act with upright heart, as befitted a Sovereign
True to his sacred trust, to his crown, his kingdom, and people.
Heaven in these things fulfill’d its wise, though inscrutable purpose,
While we work’d its will, doing each in his place as became him.
 

Washington! said the Monarch, well hast thou spoken and truly,
Just to thyself and to me. On them is the guilt of the contest,
Who, for wicked ends, with foul arts of faction and falsehood,
Kindled and fed the flame: but verily they have their guerdon.
Thou and I are free from offence. And would that the nations,
Learning of us, would lay aside all wrongful resentment,
All injurious thought, and honouring each in the other
Kindred courage and virtue, and cognate knowledge and freedom,
Live in brotherhood wisely conjoin’d. We set the example.
They who stir up strife, and would break that natural concord,
Evil they sow, and sorrow will they reap for their harvest.
 




VII. THE BEATIFICATION.
 

When that Spirit withdrew, the Monarch around the assembly
Look’d, but none else came forth; and he heard the voice of the Angel,..
King of England, speak for thyself! here is none to arraign thee.
Father, he replied, from whom no secrets are hidden,
What should I say? Thou knowest that mine was an arduous station,
Full of cares, and with perils beset. How heavy the burthen
Thou alone canst tell! Short-sighted and frail hast Thou made us,
And Thy judgements who can abide? But as surely Thou knowest
The desire of my heart hath been alway the good of my people,
Pardon my errors, O Lord, and in mercy accept the intention!
As in Thee I have trusted, so let me not now be confounded.
 

Bending forward he spake with earnest humility. Well done,
Good and faithful servant! then said a Voice from the Brightness,
Enter thou into the joy of thy Lord... The ministering Spirits
Clapt their pennons therewith, and from that whole army of Angels
Songs of thanksgiving and joy resounded, and loud hallelujahs;
While on the wings of Winds upraised, the pavilion of splendour
Where inscrutable light enveloped the Holy of Holies,
Moved, and was borne away, thro’ the empyrean ascending.
 

Beautiful then on its hill appear’d the Celestial City,
Soften’d, like evening suns, to a mild and bearable lustre.
Beautiful was the ether above; and the sapphire beneath us,
Beautiful was its tone, to the dazzled sight as refreshing
As the fields with their loveliest green at the coming of summer,
When the mind is at ease, and the eye and the heart are contented.
 

Then methought we approach’d the gate. In front of the portal,
From a rock where the standard of man’s Redemption was planted,
Issued the Well of Life, where whosoever would enter,
So it was written, must drink, and put away all that is earthly.
Earth among its gems, its creations of art and of nature,
Offers not aught whereto that marvellous Cross may be liken’d
Even in dim similitude, such was its wonderful substance.
Pure it was and diaphanous. It had no visible lustre;
Yet from It alone whole Heaven was illuminate alway;
Day and Night being none in the upper firmament, neither
Sun, nor Moon, nor Stars; but from that Cross as a fountain
Flow’d the Light uncreated; light all-sufficing, eternal,
Light which was, and which is, and which will be, for ever and ever;
Light of light, which, if daringly gazed on, would blind an Archangel,
Yet the eye of weak man may behold, and beholding is strengthened;
Yea, while we wander below, opprest with our bodily burthen,
And in the shadow of death, this Light is in mercy vouchsafed us,
So we seek it with humble heart; and the soul that receives it
Hath with it healing and strength, peace, love, and life everlasting.
 

Thither the King drew nigh, and kneeling he drank of the water.
Oh what a change was wrought! In the semblance of age he had risen,
Such as at last he appear’d, with the traces of time and affliction
Deep on his faded form, when the burthen of years was upon him.
Oh what a change was wrought! For now the corruptible put on
Incorruption; the mortal put off mortality. Rising
Rejuvenescent he stood in a glorified body, obnoxious
Never again to change, nor to evil and trouble and sorrow,
But for eternity form’d, and to bliss everlasting appointed.
 




VIII. THE SOVEREIGNS.
 

Lift up your heads, ye Gates; and ye everlasting Portals,
Be ye lift up! For lo! a glorified Monarch approacheth,
One who in righteousness reign’d, and religiously govern’d his people.
Who are these that await him within? Nassau the Deliverer,
Him I knew: and the Stuart, he who, serene in his meekness,
Bow’d his anointed head beneath the axe of rebellion,
Calm in that insolent hour, and over his fortune triumphant.
 

Queen of the eagle eye, thou too, O matchless Eliza,
Excellent Queen, wert there! and thy brother’s beautiful spirit;
O’er whose innocent head there hover’d a silvery halo,
Such as crowns the Saint when his earthly warfare is ended.
 

There too was he of the sable mail, the hero of Cressy,
Flower of chivalry, he, in arms and in courtesy peerless.
There too his royal sire I saw, magnificent Edward,
He who made the English renown, and the fame of his Windsor
In the Orient and Occident known, from Tagus to Tigris.
Lion-hearted Richard was there, redoubtable warrior,
At whose irresistible presence the Saracen trembled;
At whose name the Caliph exclaim’d in dismay on Mahommed,
Syrian mothers grew pale, and their children were scared into silence.
Born in a bloody age, did he in his prowess exulting
Run like a meteor his course, and fulfil the service assign’d him,
Checking the Mussulman power in the height of its prosperous fortune;
But that leonine heart was with virtues humaner ennobled,
(Otherwhere else, be sure, his doom had now been appointed,)
Friendship, disdain of wrong, and generous feeling redeem’d it,
Magnanimity there had its seat, and the love of the Muses.
 

There with the Saxon Kings who founded our laws and our temples,
(Gratefully still to be named while these endure in remembrance,
They, for the pious work!) I saw the spirit of Alfred;
Alfred than whom no Prince with loftier intellect gifted,
Nor with a finer soul, nor in virtue more absolute, ever
Made a throne twice-hallow’d, and reign’d in the hearts of his people.
With him the Worthies were seen who in life partook of his labours,
Shared his thoughts, and with him for the weal of posterity travail’d:
Some who in cloisters immured, and to painful study devoted
Day and night, their patient and innocent lives exhausted,
And in meekness possess’d their souls: and some who in battle
Put the Raven to flight: and some who intrepid in duty
Reach’d the remotest East, or invading the kingdom of Winter,
Plough’d with audacious keel the Hyperborean Ocean.
I could perceive the joy which fill’d their beatified spirits
While of the Georgian age they thought, and the glory of England.
 




IX. THE ELDER WORTHIES.
 

Lift up your heads, ye Gates; and ye everlasting Portals,
Be ye lift up! Behold the Worthies are there to receive him,
They who in later days, or in elder ages ennobled
Britain’s dear name. Bede I beheld, who, humble and holy,
Shone like a single star, serene in a night of darkness.
Bacon also was there, the marvellous Friar; and he who
Struck the spark from which the Bohemian kindled his taper;
Thence the flame, long and hardly preserved, was to Luther transmitted,
Mighty soul, and he lifted his torch, and enlighten’d the nations.
 

Thee too, Father Chaucer! I saw, and delighted to see thee,
At whose well undefiled I drank in my youth, and was strengthen’d;
With whose mind immortal so oft I have communed, partaking
All its manifold moods, and willingly moved at its pleasure.
Bearing the palm of martyrdom, Cranmer was there in his meekness,
Holy name to be ever revered! And Cecil, whose wisdom
‘Stablish’d the Church and State, Eliza’s pillar of council.
And Shakespeare, who in our hearts for himself hath erected an empire
Not to be shaken by Time, nor e’er by another divided.
But with what love did I then behold the face of my master,..
Spenser, my master dear! with whom in boyhood I wander’d
Through the regions of Faery land, in forest or garden
Spending delicious hours, or at tilt and tourney rejoicing;
Yea, by the magic of verse enlarged, and translated in spirit,
In the World of Romance free denizen I;... till awakening,
When the spell was dissolved, this real earth and its uses
Seem’d to me weary, and stale, and flat.
 

With other emotion
Milton’s severer shade I saw, and in reverence humbled
Gazed on that soul sublime: of passion now as of blindness
Heal’d, and no longer here to Kings and to Hierarchs hostile,
He was assoil’d from taint of the fatal fruit; and in Eden
Not again to be lost, consorted an equal with Angels.
Taylor too was there, from whose mind of its treasures redundant
Streams of eloquence flow’d, like an inexhaustible fountain:
And the victor of Blenheim, alike in all virtues accomplish’d,
Public or private, he; the perfect soldier and statesman,
England’s reproach and her pride; her pride for his noble achievements,
Her reproach for the wrongs he endured: And Newton, exalted
There above those orbs whose motions from earth he had measured,
Through infinity ranging in thought: And Berkeley, angelic
Now in substance as soul, that kingdom enjoying where all things
Are what they seem, and the good and the beautiful there are eternal.
 




X. THE WORTHIES OF THE GEORGIAN AGE.
 

These with a kindred host of great and illustrious spirits
Stood apart, while a train whom nearer duty attracted
Through the Gate of Bliss came forth to welcome their Sovereign.
Many were they and glorious all. Conspicuous among them
Wolfe was seen: And the seaman who fell on the shores of Owhyhee,
Leaving a lasting name, to humanity dear as to science:
And the mighty musician of Germany, ours by adoption,
Who beheld in the King his munificent pupil and patron.
Reynolds, with whom began that school of art which hath equall’d
Richest Italy’s works, and the masterly labours of Belgium,
Came in that famous array: and Hogarth, who follow’d no master,
Nor by pupil shall e’er be approach’d, alone in his greatness.
Reverend in comely mien, of aspect mild and benignant,
There, too, Wesley I saw and knew, whose zeal apostolic,
Though with error alloy’d, hath on earth its merited honour,
As in Heaven its reward. And Mansfield the just and intrepid;
Wise Judge, by the craft of the Law ne’er seduced from its purpose;
And when the misled multitude raged like the winds in their madness,
Not to be moved from his rightful resolves. And Burke I beheld there,
Eloquent statesman and sage, who, though late, broke loose from his trammels,
Giving then to mankind what party too long had diverted.
Here, where wrongs are forgiven, was the injured Hastings beside him:
Strong in his high deserts, and in innocence happy, though injured,
He, in his good old age, outlived persecution and malice.
Even where he had stood a mark for the arrows of slander,
He had his triumph at last, when moved with one feeling, the Senate
Rose in respect at his sight, and atoned for the sin of their fathers.
 

Cowper, thy lovely spirit was there, by death disenchanted
From that heavy spell which had bound it in sorrow and darkness,
Thou wert there, in the kingdom of peace and of light everlasting.
Nelson also was there in the kingdom of peace, though his calling
While upon earth he dwelt, was to war and the work of destruction.
Not in him had that aweful ministry deaden’d, or weaken’d
Quick compassion, and feelings that raise while they soften our nature.
Wise in counsel, and steady in purpose, and rapid in action,
Never thought of self from the course of his duty seduced him,
Never doubt of the issue unworthily warpt his intention.
Long shall his memory live, and while his example is cherish’d,
From the Queen of the Seas, the sceptre shall never be wrested.
 




XI. THE YOUNG SPIRITS.
 

Ye whom I leave unnam’d, ye other Worthies of Britain,
Lights of the Georgian age,... for ye are many and noble,
How might I name ye all, whom I saw in this glorious vision?...
Pardon ye the imperfect tale! Yet some I beheld there,
Whom should I pretermit, my heart might rightly upbraid me,
That its tribute of honour, poor though it be, was withholden.
Somewhat apart they came, in fellowship gather’d together,
As in goodly array they follow’d the train of the worthies.
Chosen spirits were these, of the finest elements temper’d,
And embodied on earth in mortality’s purest texture;
But in the morning of hope, in the blossom of virtue and genius,
They were cut down by death. What then,.. were it wise to lament them,
Seeing the mind bears with it its wealth, and the soul its affections?
What we sow, we shall reap; and the seeds whereof earth is not worthy
Strike their roots in a kindlier soil, and ripen to harvest.
 

Here were the gallant youths of high heroic aspiring,
Who, so fate had allow’d, with the martial renown of their country
Would have wedded their names, for perpetual honour united;
Strong of heart and of mind, but in undistinguishing battle,
Or by pestilence stricken, they fell, unknown and confounded
With the common dead. Oh! many are they who were worthy,
Under the Red Cross flag, to have wielded the thunders of Britain,
Making her justice felt, and her proper power upholding
Upon all seas and shores, wheresoever her rights were offended,
Followers of Nelson’s path, and the glorious career of the Wellesley.
Many are they, whose bones beneath the billows have whiten’d,
Or in foreign earth they have moulder’d, hastily cover’d,
In some wide and general grave.
 

Here also were spirits
To have guided, like Cecil of old, the councils of England;
Or have silenced and charm’d a tumultuous Senate, like Canning,
When to the height of his theme, the consummate Orator rising,
Makes our Catalines pale, and rejoices the friends of their country.
 

Others came in that goodly band whom benigner fortune
Led into pleasanter ways on earth: the children of Science
Some, whose unerring pursuit would, but for death, have extended
O’er the unknown and material, Man’s intellectual empire,
Such their intuitive power; like Davy, disarming destruction
When it moves on the vapour; or him, who discovering the secret
Of the dark and ebullient abyss, with the fire of Vesuvius
Arm’d the chemist’s hand: well then might Eleusinian Ceres
Yield to him, from whom the seas and the mountains conceal’d not
Nature’s mystery, hid in their depths.
 

Here lost in their promise
And prime, were the children of Art, who should else have deliver’d
Works and undying names to grateful posterity’s keeping,
Such as Haydon will leave on earth; and he who, returning
Rich in praise to his native shores, hath left a remembrance
Long to be honour’d and loved on the banks of Thames and of Tiber:
So may America, prizing in time the worth she possesses,
Give to that hand free scope, and boast hereafter of Allston.
 

Here too, early lost and deplored, were the youths whom the Muses
Mark’d for themselves at birth, and with dews from Castalia sprinkled:
Chatterton first, (for not to his affectionate spirit
Could the act of madness innate for guilt be accounted:)
Marvellous boy, whose antique songs and unhappy story
Shall, by gentle hearts, be in mournful memory cherish’d
Long as thy ancient towers endure, and the rocks of St. Vincent,
Bristol! my birth-place dear. What though I have chosen a dwelling
Far away, and my grave shall not be found by the stranger
Under thy sacred care, nathless in love and in duty
Still am I bound to thee, and by many a deep recollection!
City of elder days, I know how largely I owe thee;
Nor least for the hope and the strength that I gather’d in boyhood,
While on Chatterton musing, I fancied his spirit was with me
In the haunts which he loved upon earth. ’Twas a joy in my vision
When I beheld his face... And here was the youth of Loch Leven,
Nipt, like an April flower, that opens its leaves to the sunshine,
While the breath of the East prevails. And Russell and Bampfylde,
Bright emanations they! And the Poet, whose songs of childhood
Trent and the groves of Clifton heard; not alone by the Muses
But by the Virtues loved, his soul in its youthful aspirings
Sought the Holy Hill, and his thirst was for Siloa’s waters.
Was I deceived by desire, or, Henry, indeed did thy spirit
Know me, and meet my look, and smile like a friend at the meeting?
 




XII. THE MEETING.
 

Lift up your heads, ye Gates; and ye everlasting Portals,
Be ye lift up! Behold the splendent train of the Worthies
Halt; and with quicker pace a happy company issues
Forth from the Gate of Bliss: the Parents, the Children, and Consort,
Come to welcome in Heaven the Son, the Father, and Husband!
Hour of perfect joy that o’erpays all earthly affliction;
Yea, and the thought whereof supporteth the soul in its anguish!
 

There came England’s blossom of hope,.. the beautiful Princess;
She in whose wedded bliss all hearts rejoiced, and whose death-bell,
Heard from tower to tower thro’ the island, carried a sorrow,
Felt by all like a private grief, which, sleeping or waking,
Will not be shaken away; but possesses the soul and disturbs it.
There was our late-lost Queen, the nation’s example of virtue;
In whose presence vice was not seen, nor the face of dishonour,
Pure in heart, and spotless in life, and secret in bounty,
Queen, and Mother, and Wife unreproved... The gentle Amelia
Stretch’d her arms to her father there, in tenderness shedding
Tears, such as Angels weep. That hand was toward him extended
Whose last pressure he could not bear, when merciful Nature,
As o’er her dying bed he bent in severest anguish,
Laid on his senses a weight, and suspended the sorrow for ever.
He hath recover’d her now: all, all that was lost is restored him;..
Hour of perfect bliss that o’erpays all earthly affliction!
They are met where Change is not known, nor Sorrow, nor Parting.
Death is subdued, and the Grave, which conquers all, hath been conquer’d.
 

When I beheld them meet, the desire of my soul overcame me;
And when with harp and voice the loud hosannahs of welcome
Fill’d the rejoicing sky, as the happy company enter’d
Through the everlasting Gates; I, too, press’d forward to enter:...
But the weight of the body withheld me. I stoopt to the fountain,
Eager to drink thereof, and to put away all that was earthly.
Darkness came over me then at the chilling touch of the water,
And my feet methought sunk, and I fell precipitate. Starting,
Then I awoke, and beheld the mountains in twilight before me,
Dark and distinct; and instead of the rapturous sound of hosannahs,
Heard the bell from the tower, toll! toll! thro’ the silence of evening.
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PREFACE.
 

THE principal Poem of this volume, OLIVER NEWMAN, was well known to many friends of the
late Poet Laureate: and it is presumed that those
persons at least, who have heard him read portions
of it, with his peculiar and highly expressive
intonation, will welcome with pleasure, not however
unmingled with melancholy, this his last poetical
work, imperfect as it is. Oliver Newman was not
a rapid production: the first idea of it seems to
have arisen in his mind in 1811; it was commenced
in January, 1815; and having been continued at
different intervals, amid the pressure of more urgent
business, received its last additions in September, 1829. Although this is not the place to speak
critically, one observation perhaps may be pardoned — that this poem seems to possess in a considerable degree a quality which some of the Author’s
other poems were judged by several critics to be
deficient in, viz., a human interest: we feel that
we are among persons of a like nature with ourselves, and their sufferings touch the heart. A
general account of the story upon which it is based,
and the intended plan, has been drawn up from the Author’s notes, and printed as an Appendix. It
was thought better to do this, than to leave the
reader entirely without information: yet the sketch
is presented with considerable misgivings; because
it is likely, that to some persons, notwithstanding
that the Author’s own words are used wherever it
is possible, the dry bones of a poem may seem not
only uninteresting, but even repulsive. Neither
can such a sketch be certainly a true representation
of the mere story of the perfect work; because, even
of the few particulars there noted, several might,
in the working out of the poem, be altered or
expunged.

Of the other pieces here collected, the “Fragmentary Thoughts occasioned by his Son’s Death,”
and the “Short Passages of Scripture,” are printed
as much for the purpose of giving fresh proof of
the purity and elevation of his character, as for
their own intrinsic beauty. His son Herbert — of
whom he wrote thus in the Colloquies, “I called to mind my hopeful H — too, so often the sweet companion of my morning walks to this very spot,
in whom I had fondly thought my better part
should have survived me, and

 

‘With whom it seem’d my very life

Went half away’” 

 

 died 17th April, 1816, being about ten years old, a boy
of remarkable genius and sweetness of disposition.

These Fragments bear a date at their commencement, 3rd May, 1816, but do not seem all written at
the same time. The Author at one time contemplated founding upon them a considerable work, of
a meditative and deeply serious cast. But, although
he, like Schiller, after the vanishing of his Ideals,
always found “Employment, the never-tiring,”
one of his truest friends, — yet this particular form
of employment, which seemed at first attractive to
him, had not, when tried, the soothing effect upon
his feelings which was needful; and in March, 1817, he writes, that he “had not recovered heart
enough to proceed with it.”

 

  Schiller’s “Die Ideale,” Merivale’s translation, p. 61. — 

“Thou too, his mate, with him conspiring

To quell the bosom’s rising storm,

Employment — thou, the never-tiring,

Who toilsome shap’st, nor break’st the form.”

 

The “Passages of Scripture” are found in one
of his latest note-books: they were evidently not
written with any view to publication, but arose
simply from the pure pleasure which he took in
marking down, after his own fashion, verses that
attracted his poetical taste, either by the force of
some peculiar idea, or by the musical harmony of
the words in our English version. Moreover, these
passages seem illustrative of the structure and
choice of language in some of his poems; for they
lead us to observe in them also the effects of habitual study of the Holy Scriptures, evidenced not
only by the references, which are frequently given,
but also, which is more important, by the apparently unconscious use of a diction borrowed from
the poetical and imaginative portions of the Bible.

It was natural that a writer of so energetic
a mind as the late Poet Laureate, would leave many
unfinished projects. Besides the Fragments here
published, he had commenced a poem on “Robin Hood,” the manuscript of which is not among his
other poetical papers. He had also thought of a
series of “Inscriptions in honour of English Poets,”
the notice of which, as it is short, may be here inserted, for the use of those who may take pleasure
in cultivating that style, of which Akenside is the
prototype.

 

“Tuesday, 6th Sept. 1814.

“Inscriptions for the Poetical Ground of these Kingdoms; i e., a tribute of respect to all those
poets who deserve it. This, I think, would be a
worthy task.

Chaucer — at Woodstock? Blenheim will become
an empty name, and that palace a pile of ruins,
while he remains.

Malvern — Piers Ploughman.

Lydgate — at Bury.

Spenser — by the Mole.

Surrey — at his place of burial, if that be known;
otherwise, at the chief seat of the Howards.

Amwell — Warner and Walton and Scott.

T. Warton — by the Cherwell.

Rokeby — Mason and Scott and Morritt himself.

Davenant — Cowes Castle.

Sylvester — Donnington; buried at Middleburg.”

 

Lastly, it may be not unfitly recorded, that some
notes exist, preparatory to a poem in honour of her Majesty Queen Victoria. During the first years
of this reign, severe reflections were from time to
time made upon the Poet Laureate, for his silence.

Now, the solemn events which have happened since
that time, allow us to suppose that the Spirit of Poetry was then too dead within him, to permit
him to undertake this new labour.

It only remains to be said, that these poems are
printed as he left them; and that, as none of them
had received his final corrections for the press,
there may be defects of language which he himself
would have removed. At the same time it is
honestly avowed that, deservedly high as his reputation, both as a poet and a man, has stood among
the writers of his generation — now, alas! fast departing from us, — a strong confidence is felt that
this small volume will in no way derogate from it;
and in this hope it is committed to the world.

 

Herbert Hill.

Warwick, Nov. 4. 1845.




OLIVER NEWMAN.
 

A NEW-ENGLAND TALE.
 




I. FUNERAL AT SEA.
 

       The summer sun is riding high
      Amid a bright and cloudless sky;
     Beneath whose deep o’er-arching blue
        The circle of the Atlantic sea,
         Reflecting back a deeper hue,
            Is heaving peacefully.
 The winds are still, the ship with idle motion
      Rocks gently on the gentle ocean;
Loose hang her sails, awaiting when the breeze
   Again shall wake to waft her on her way.
  Glancing beside, the dolphins, as they play,
Their gorgeous tints suffused with gold display;
     And gay bonitos in their beauty glide:
     With arrowy speed, in close pursuit,
    They through the azure waters shoot;
   A feebler shoal before them in affright
      Spring from the wave, and in short flight,
         On wet and plumeless wing essay
              The aërial element:
      The greedy followers, on the chase intent,
   Dart forward still with keen and upturn’d sight,
      And, to their proper danger blind the while,
   Heed not the sharks, which have for many a day
Hover’d behind the ship, presentient of their prey.
 

So fair a season might persuade
Yon crowd to try the fisher’s trade;
Yet from the stern no line is hung,
Nor bait by eager sea-boy flung;
Nor doth the watchful sailor stand
Alert to strike, harpoon in hand.
Upon the deck assembled, old and young,
Bareheaded all in reverence, see them there;
Behold where, hoisted half-mast high,
The English flag hangs mournfully;
And hark! what solemn sounds are these
Heard in the silence of the seas?
 

“Man that is born of woman, short his time,
And full of woe! he springeth like a flower,
Or like the grass, that, green at morning prime,
Is cut and withereth ere the evening hour;
Never doth he continue in one stay,
But like a shadow doth he pass away.”
It was that awful strain, which saith
How in the midst of life we are in death:
“Yet not for ever, O Lord God most High!
Saviour! yet not for ever shall we die!”
 

Ne’er from a voice more eloquent did prayer
Arise, with fervent piety sincere.
To every heart, of all the listening crew,
It made its way, and drew
Even from the hardy seaman’s eyes a tear.
“God,” he pursued, “hath taken to himself
The soul of our departed sister dear;
We then commit her body to the deep;”
He paused, and, at the word,
The coffin’s plunge was heard.
 

A female voice of anguish then brake forth
With sobs convulsive of a heart opprest.
It was a daughter’s agonising cry:
But soon hath she represt
The fit of passionate grief,
And listening patiently,
In that religious effort gain’d relief.
Beside the grey-hair’d captain doth she stand;
One arm is linked in his; the other hand
Hid with the handkerchief her face, and prest
Her eyes, whence burning tears continuous flow.
Down hung her head upon her breast,
And thus the maiden stood in silent woe.
 

Again was heard the preacher’s earnest voice:
It bade the righteous in their faith rejoice,
Their sure and certain hope in Christ; for blest
In Him are they, who from their labours rest.
It rose into a high thanksgiving strain,
And praised the Lord, who from a world of pain
Had now been pleased to set his servant free;
Hasten thy kingdom, Lord, that all may rest in thee!
 

In manhood’s fairest prime was he who pray’d,
Even in the flower and beauty of his youth.
These holy words and fervent tones portray’d
The feelings of his inmost soul sincere;
For scarce two months had fill’d their short career
Since from the grave of her who gave him birth
That sound had struck upon his ear;
When to the doleful words of “Earth to earth.”
Its dead response the senseless coffin gave: — 
Oh! who can e’er forget that echo of the grave!
 

Now in the grace of God dismiss’d,
They separate as they may,
To narrow limits of the ship confined:
Nor did the impression lightly pass away,
Even from the unreflecting sailor’s mind.
They pitied that sweet maiden, all bereft,
Alone on shipboard among strangers left.
They spake of that young preacher, day by day
How while the fever held its fatal course,
He minister’d at the patient sufferer’s side,
Holding of faith and hope his high discourse;
And how, when all had join’d in humble prayer,
She solemnly confided to his care,
Till to her father’s hands she could be given,
Her child forlorn, — and blest him ere she died.
They call’d to mind, how peaceful, how serene,
Like one who seem’d already half in heaven,
After that act she yielded up her breath;
And sure they wish’d their end like her’s, I ween,
And for a comforter like him in death.
 




II. THE VOYAGE.
 

THE maiden on her narrow bed
To needful solitude hath fled;
He who perform’d the funeral prayer
Leans o’er the vessel’s head, and there
Contemplating the sea and sky,
He muses of eternity.
The captain paces to and fro
The deck with steady step and slow,
And at his side a passenger,
Conversing as they go.
Their talk was of that maid forlorn,
The mournful service of the morn,
And the young man, whose voice of heartfelt faith
Breathed hope and comfort o’er the bed of death.
“Captain,” quoth Randolph, “you have borne,
Ere this, I ween, to Boston’s shore,
Saints by the dozen, and the score:
But if he preach as he can pray,
The Boston men will bless the day
On which you brought this treasure o’er:
A youth like him they well may call
A son of thunder, or a second Paul.”
Thereat the captain smiled, and said,
Oh hang the broad face and round head,
Hard as iron, and heavy as lead!
I have whistled for a wind ere now,
And thought it cheap to crack a sail,
If it sent the canting breed below.
Jonah was three days in the whale,
But I have had fellows here, I trow,
With lungs of brazen power,
Who would not fail to preach a whale
Dead sick in half an hour.
One Sunday, when on the banks we lay,
These Roundheads, think ye, what did they?
Because, they said, ‘t was the sabbath day,
And hallowed by the Lord,
They took the fish, which their servants caught,
And threw them overboard.
Newman is made of different clay;
He walks in his own quiet way:
And yet beneath that sober mien
Gleams of a spirit may be seen,
Which show what temper lies supprest
Within his meek and unambitious breast:
He seemeth surely one of gentle seed,
Whose sires for many an age were wont to lead
In courts and councils, and in camps to bleed.”
 

Randolph replied, “He rules his tongue too well
Ever of those from whom he sprung to tell:
Whatever rank they once possessed
In camps and councils, is, I ween, suppress’d
In prudent silence. Little love that pair
Could to the royal Martyr bear,
Be sure, who named their offspring Oliver.
Yon have mark’d that volume, over which he seems
To pore and meditate, like one who dreams,
Pondering upon the page with thought intense,
That nought, which passes round him, can from thence
His fix’d attention move:
He carries it about his person still,
Nor lays it from him for a moment’s time.
At my request, one day, with no good will,
He lent it me: what, think ye, did it prove?
A rigmarole of verses without rhyme,
About the apple, and the cause of sin,
By the blind old traitor Milton! and within,
Upon the cover, he had written thus,
As if some saintly relic it had been,
Which the fond owner gloried in possessing:
‘Given me by my most venerable friend,
The author, with his blessing!
 

CAPTAIN.
Sits the wind there!
 

RANDOLPH.
Returning him the book,
I told him I was sorry he could find
None who deserved his veneration more
Than one who, in the blackest deed of guilt
That blots our annals, stands participant,
A volunteer in that worst infamy,
Stain’d to the core with blessed Charles his blood,
Although by some capricious mercy spared,
Strangely, as if by miracle, he still
Lived to disparage justice.
 

CAPTAIN.
And how brook’d he
Your reprehension?
 

RANDOLPH.
With his wonted air
Of self-possession, and a mind subdued:
And yet it moved him; for, though looks and words
By the strong mastery of his practised will
Were overruled, the mounting blood betray’d
An impulse in its secret spring too deep
For his control. But taking up my speech,
He answer’d with a simulated smile:
“Sir, you say well; by miracle indeed
The life so fairly forfeited seems spared;
And it was worth the special care of Heaven;
Else had the hangman and the insensate axe
Cut off this toil divine.” With that his eyes
Flash’d, and a warmer feeling flush’d his cheek:
“Time will bring down the pyramids,” he cried,
“Eldest of human works, and wear away
The dreadful Alps, coeval with himself:
But while yon sun shall hold his place assign’d,
This ocean ebb and flow, and the round earth,
Obedient to the Almighty Mover, fill
Her silent revolutions, Milton’s mind
Shall dwell with us, an influence and a power;
And this great monument, which he hath built,
Outliving empires, pyramids, and Alps,
Endure, the lasting wonder of mankind.”
 

CAPTAIN.
This is stark madness.
 

RANDOLPH.
Or stark poetry,
Two things as near as Grub Street and Moorfields
But he came bravely off; for, softening soon
To his habitual suavity, he said,
Far was it from his thought to vindicate
Ill deeds of treason and of blood. The wise
Had sometimes err’d, the virtuous gone astray:
Too surely in ourselves we felt the seed
“Of that forbidden tree, whose mortal taste
Brought death into the world and all our woe
His friend, like other men, had drawn a part
Of that sad heritage; he loved in him
His wisdom and his virtue, not his faults.
 

CAPTAIN.
Well said, and manfully, like one who speaks
The honest truth.
 

RANDOLPH.
          Why, so it sounds, and seems.
 

CAPTAIN.
And we must needs admit, he hath not left
His native country in that piggish mood
Which neither will be led nor driven, but grunts
And strives with stubborn neck and groundling snout,
Struggling through mire and brake, to right and left,
No matter where, so it can only take
The way it should not go. One of that herd,
Rather than read the service, would have seen
The dead thrown overboard without a prayer.
 

RANDOLPH.
Yet he hath freaks and follies of opinion;
The bubbles of a yeasty mind, that works
As it would crack its vessel.
 

CAPTAIN.
                They are ever
The sweetest nuts in which the maggot breeds.
 

RANDOLPH.
But, once fly-stricken, what avails their sweetness:
Only to feed a pamper’d grub, that leaves
Nothing but dirt and hollowness behind it.
Tainted the young man is, and deeply too,
I fear, by birth and breeding: I perceive it
With sorrow, seeing on how fair a stock
The unlucky graft is set.
 

CAPTAIN.
            Why then, alas
For that poor Annabel! if she must have
This farther cause to rue our baneful factions.
The wretched strife already hath entail’d
Upon her luckless family the loss
Of fair possessions, friends, and native land!
And now a chance hath offered, which to her,
I trow, might largely make amends for all:
It would be hard indeed, when all things seem
To square so well — youth, opportunity,
Their fortunes one, the natural dower of each
So equal, and so bountifully given,
A dying mother’s blessing to crown all — 
It would be hard indeed, should loyalty
Forbid the banns.
 

RANDOLPH.
         I know her father’s temper.
True as his own Toledo to the cause
Wherein they both were tried. Nor will neglect,
Ingratitude of courts, and banishment,
(For a grant in the American wilderness
Only calls exile by a fairer name,)
Subdue his high-wrought virtue. Satisfied
At last, by years of painful proof,
That loyalty must find in its own proud sense
Its own reward, that pride he will bequeath
His children as their best inheritance,
A single heir-loom rescued from the wreck,
And worth whate’er was lost.
 

CAPTAIN.
       ’Tis well the youth
Thinks less of earth than heaven, and hath his heart
More with the angels than on human love:
But if such thoughts and hopes have enter’d it,
As would some forty years ago have found
Quick entrance, and warm welcome too, in mine,
His ugly baptism may mar all, and make him
Breathe maledictions on his godfathers,
Though old Nol himself were one.
 

RANDOLPH.
         Howbeit ‘t will win him
Worship and friends in the city of the saints;
And, to the ears of sober Boston men,
Oliver will be a name more savoury
Than Tribulation, or Stand-fast-in-the-Lord,
Increase or Nathan, Gershom, Ichabod,
Praise-God, or any of the Barebones breed.
They rise upon the oak-holyday with faces
A full inch longer than they took to bed:
Experienced nurses feed their babes that day
With spoons, because the mother’s milk is sour;
And when they mourn upon the Martyrdom,
’Tis for the expiation, not the crime.
Oh they love dearly one of the precious seed!
Tyburn, since Sixty, in their secret hearts
Holds place of Calvary. For saints and martyrs,
None like their own Hugh Peters, and the heads
On the Hall your only relics! Fifteen years
They have hid among them the two regicides,
Shifting from den to cover, as we found
Where the scent lay. But earth them as they will,
I shall unkennel them, and from their holes
Drag them to light and justice.
 

CAPTAIN.
There hath been
Much wholesome sickness thrown away, Sir Randolph
On your strong stomach! Two sea voyages
Have not sufficed to dear the bile wherewith
You left New England!
 

RANDOLPH.
Nay, it rises in me
As I draw near their shores.
 

CAPTAIN.
Why then, look shortly
For a sharp fit; for, if the sky tell true,
Anon we shall have wind, and to our wish.
 

    So spake the Captain, for his eye,
    Versed in all signs and weathers,
  Discerned faint traces in the eastern sky,
    Such as a lion’s paw might leave
Upon the desert, when the sands are dry.
The dog-vane now blows out with its light feathers;
And lo! the ship, which like a log hath lain,
Heavily rolling on the long slow swell,
Stirs with her proper impulse now, and gathers
A power like life beneath the helmsman’s will.
Her head lies right; the rising breeze
Astern comes rippling o’er the seas;
A tramp of feet! a sound of busy voices!
The cordage rattles, and the topsails fill;
All hands are active, every heart rejoices.
 

Blest with fair seas, and favourable skies,
Bight for her promised land
The gallant vessel flies;
Far, far behind her now
The foamy furrow lies;
Like dust around her prow
The ocean spray is driven.
 

O thou fair creature of the human hand!
Thou, who wert palsied late,
When the dead calm lay heavy on the deep,
Again hast thou received the breath of heaven,
And, waking from thy sleep,
As strength again to those broad wings is given,
Thou puttest forth thy beauty and thy state!
Hold on with happy winds thy prosperous way,
And may no storm that goodly pride abate,
Nor baffling airs thy destined course delay,
Nor the sea-rover seize thee for his prey;
But minist’ring angels wait
To watch for thee, against all ill event,
From man, or from the reckless element.
Thou hast a richer freight
Than ever vessel bore from Ophir old,
Or spicey India sent,
Or Lisbon welcomed to her joyful quay
From her Brazilian land of gems and gold:
Thou carriest pious hope, and pure desires,
Such as approving angels might behold;
A heart of finest mould,
A spirit that aspires
To heaven, and draws its flame from heavenly fires;
Genius, Devotion, Faith,
Stronger than Time or Death,
A temper of the high heroic mood,
By that strong faith exalted, and subdued
To a magnanimous fortitude.
The blossom of all virtues dost thou bear,
The seed of noble actions! Go thy way
Rejoicingly, from fear and evil free:
These shall be thy defence,
Beneath the all-present arm of Providence,
Against all perils of the treacherous sea.
 




III. CAPE COD.
 

  Days pass, winds veer, and favouring skies
Change like the face of fortune; storms arise;
   Safely, but not within her port desired,
        The good ship lies.
  Where the long sandy Cape
Bends and embraces round,
 As with a lover’s arm, the shelter’d sea,
     A haven she hath found
From adverse gales and boisterous billows free.
 

     Now strike your sails,
Ye toilworn mariners, and take your rest
Long as the fierce north-west
In that wild fit prevails,
Tossing the waves uptorn with frantic sway.
Keep ye within the bay,
     Contented to delay
Your course till the elemental madness cease,
And heaven and ocean are again at peace.
 

     How gladly there,
  Sick of the uncomfortable ocean,
The impatient passengers approach the shore;
Escaping from the sense of endless motion,
To feel firm earth beneath their feet once more,
To breathe again the air
With taint of bilge and cordage undefiled,
And drink of living springs, if there they may,
And with fresh fruits and wholesome food repair
Their spirits, weary of the watery way.
 

And oh! how beautiful
The things of earth appear
To eyes that far and near
For many a week have seen
Only the circle of the restless sea!
With what a fresh delight
They gaze again on fields and forests green,
Hovel, or whatsoe’er
May bear the trace of man’s industrious hand;
How grateful to their sight
The shore of shelving sand,
As the light boat moves joyfully to land!
 

Woods they beheld, and huts, and piles of wood,
And many a trace of toil,
But not green fields or pastures. ‘T was a land
Of pines and sand;
Dark pines, that from the loose and sparkling soil
Rose in their strength aspiring: far and wide
They sent their searching roots on every side,
And thus, by depth and long extension, found
Firm hold and grasp within that treacherous ground:
So had they risen and flourish’d; till the earth,
Unstable as its neighbouring ocean there,
 

Like an unnatural mother, heap’d around
Their trunks its wavy furrows white and high;
And stifled thus the living things it bore.
Half buried thus they stand,
Their summits sere and dry, — 
Marking, like monuments, the funeral mound;
As when the masts of some tall vessel show
Where, on the fatal shoals, the wreck lies whelm’d
below.
 

Such was the ungenial earth; nor was the air
Fresh and delightful there:
A noisome taint upon the breath it bore;
For they who dwelt upon that sandy shore,
Of meadows and of gardens took no care;
They sowed not, neither did they reap:
The ocean was their field, their flocks and herds
The myriad-moving armies of the deep;
The whale their mighty chase, whose bones bestrew’d
The sandy margin of that ample bay,
And all about, in many a loathly heap,
The offal and the reeking refuse lay,
Left there for dogs obscene and carrion birds a prey.
 

Oliver, as they approach’d, said thoughtfully;
“It was within this bay
That they, into the wilderness who bore
The seeds of English faith and liberty,
First set their feet upon the shore.
Here they put in, escaping from the rage
Of tempests, and by treacherous pilotage
Led, as it seem’d to fallible men, astray:
But God was with them; and the Providence
“Which errs not, had design’d his people’s way.”
 

“A blessed day for England had it been,”
Randolph exclaim’d, “had Providence thought good,
If the whole stern round-headed brotherhood
Had follow’d, man and woman, great and small;
New England might have prosper’d with the brood,
Or seas and sharks been welcome to them all.”
 

“Alas, how many a broken family
Hath felt that bitter wish!” the youth replied;
And, as he spake, he breathed a silent sigh.
“The wounded heart is prone to entertain
Presumptuous thoughts and feelings, which arraign
The appointed course of things. But what are we,
Short-sighted creatures of an hour,
That we should judge? In part alone we see,
And this but dimly. He, who ordereth all,
Beholdeth all, at once, and to the end:
Upon His wisdom and His power,
His mercy and His boundless love, we rest;
And resting thus in humble faith, we know,
“Whether the present be for weal or woe,
For us whatever is must needs be best.”
 

Thus, while he spake, the boat had reach’d the land;
And, grating gently, rested on the sand.
They step ashore; the dwellers gather nigh:
“Whence comes the vessel? whither is she bound?”
Then for Old England’s welfare they inquire;
Eager alike for question and reply.
With open lips and ears attending round;
What news of war, and plague, and plots, and fire?
Till satisfied of these, with cheerful care
The board and bowl they hasten to prepare;
Each active in his way,
Glad of some lawful business, that may break
The tedium of an idle Sabbath-day.
 

But, from the stir of that loquacious crew,
Oliver meantime apart from all withdrew.
Beyond the bare and sapless pines, which stood
Half-overwhelm’d with sand,
He pass’d, and entering in the wood,
Indulged his burthen’d heart in solitude.
“Thou Earth! receive me, from my native land
An unoffending exile! Hear my claim!
In search of wealth I have not sought thy shore,
Nor covetous of fame,
Nor treading in the ambitious steps of power;
But hiding from the world a hapless name,
And sacrificing all
At holiest duty’s call,
Thou barbarous Land, of thee I only crave — 
For those I love — concealment and a grave.”
 

Thus he relieved his breast; yet did not dare
Allow himself full utterance, even there:
To part he gave a voice; and then, in fear,
Shaped with his lips, inaudibly, the rest:
With that the very air
Might not be trusted; and he look’d around,
Alarm’d, lest human ear
Had caught the unfinish’d sound.
Some tears stole down his cheek, now not repress’d,
And, kneeling on the earth, he kiss’d the ground.
 

Unbidden thoughts then took their course, and drew
 The future and the past before his view:
The haunts, the friendships, and the hopes of youth — 
All, all forsaken; — no dear voice,
Ever again to bid his heart rejoice!
Familiar scenes and faces
Only in dreams should he behold again;
But, in their places,
The wilderness, wild beasts, and savage men!
 

Soon from that poignant thought
His soul upon the wings of hope took flight;
And strong imagination brought
Visions of joy before his inward sight.
Of regions yet by Englishmen unsought,
And ancient woods, was that delightful dream,
The broad savannah, and the silver stream.
Fair bowers were there, and gardens smiled,
And harvests flourish’d in the wild;
And, while he made Redeeming Love his theme,
Savage no longer now — 
The Indians stood around,
And drank salvation with the sound.
One Christian grave was there,
Turf’d well, and weeded by his pious care,
And redolent of many a fragrant flower
And herb profusely planted all about.
Within his bower
An old man sate, in patience and in peace,
While the low sands of life ran out,
Awaiting his release.
That old man laid his hand upon his head,
And blest him daily, when the day was done;
And Heaven was open to him, and he saw
His mother’s spirit smile, and bless her son.
 

Thus to the voluntary dream resign’d
He lay, while blended sounds of air and sea
Lull’d his unconscious mind
With their wild symphony.
The wind was in the pines, awakening there
A sea-like sound continuous, and a swell
At fitful intervals, that mingled well
With ocean’s louder roar,
When the long curling waves,
Reach after reach in regular rising, fell
Upon the sandy shore.
Long might he there have lain, but that, in tones
Which seem’d of haste to tell,
Once, twice, and thrice pronounced he heard his name:
Too sweetly to his ears the accents came,
Breathed from the gentle lips of Annabel.
 

With hurried pace she comes, and flush’d in face,
And with a look, half-pity, half-affright,
Which, while she spake, enlarged her timid eyes:
“O, sir! I have seen a piteous sight!”
The shuddering maiden cries;
“A poor wild woman. Woe is me! among
What worse than heathen people are we thrown?
Beasts, in our England, are not treated thus, — ,
Our very stones would rise
Against such cruelties!
But you, perhaps, can reach the stony heart,
Oh come, then, and perform your Christian part.”
 

She led him hastily toward a shed,
Where, fetter’d to the door-post, on the ground
An Indian woman sate. Her hands were bound,
Her shoulders and her back were waled and scored
With recent stripes. A boy stood by,
Some seven years old, who with a piteous eye
Beheld his suffering mother, and deplored
Her injuries with a cry,
Deep, but not loud, — an utterance that express’d
The mingled feelings swelling in his breast,
Instinctive love intense, the burning sense
Of wrong, intolerable grief of heart,
And rage, to think his arm could not fulfil
The pious vengeance of his passionate will.
His sister by the door
Lay basking in the sun: too young was she
To feel the burthen of their misery;
Reckless of all that pass’d, her little hand
Play’d idly with the soft and glittering sand.
 

At this abhorred sight,
Had there been place for aught
But pity, half-relieved by indignation,
They would have seen that Indian woman’s face
Not with surprise alone, but admiration:
“With such severe composure, such an air
Of stern endurance, did she bear
Her lot of absolute despair.
You rather might have deem’d,
So fix’d and hard the strong bronze features seem’d,
That they were of some molten statue part,
Than the live sentient index of a heart
Suffering and struggling with extremest wrong:
But that the coarse jet hair upon her back
Hung loose, and lank, and long,
And that sometimes she moved her large black eye,
And look’d upon the boy who there stood weeping by.
 

Oliver in vain attempted to assuage,
With gentle tones and looks compassionate,
The bitterness of that young Indian’s rage.
The boy drew back abhorrent from his hand,
Eyed him with fierce disdain, and breathed
In inarticulate sounds his deadly hate.
Not so the mother; she could understand
His thoughtful pity, and the tears which fell
Copiously down the cheeks of Annabel.
Touch’d by that unaeeustom’d sympathy
Her countenance relax’d: she moved her head
As if to thank them both;
Then frowning, as she raised her mournful eye,
“Bad Christian-man! bad English-man!” she said:
And Oliver a sudden sense of shame
Felt for the English and the Christian name.
 




IV. THE CAPTIVES RANSOMED.
 

OLIVER.
I PRAY you, sir, who owns the Indian woman
That is chain’d in yonder hut?
 

CAPE’S-MAN.
What you have seen them,
The she-wolf and her whelps?
 

OLIVER.
She hath indeed
A strange wild aspect, and the boy appears
Of a fierce nature. I should think her owner
Would find her an unprofitable slave.
 

CAPE’S-MAN.
Why, sir, you reckon rightly; and, methinks,
Without a conjuror’s skill you well may think so:
Those fetters, and the marks upon her skin,
Speak her deserts. On week-days with the whip
We keep her tightly to her work; but thus
Her Sabbath must be spent, or she would put
The wilderness between her and her owner.
An honest dealer never paid good money
For a worse piece: and for that boy of hers,
He is a true-bred savage, blood and bone,
To the marrow and heart’s core.
 

RANDOLPH.
I warrant him!
No mother like your squaw to train a child
In the way she would have him go; she makes him
subtler
Than the sly snake, untameable as bear
Or buffalo, fierce as a famish’d wolf,
And crueller than French judges, Spanish friars,
Or Dutchmen in the East. His earliest plaything
Is a green scalp, and then, for lollipop,
The toasted finger of an Englishman!
Young as he is, I dare be sworn he knows
Where is the liveliest part to stick a skewer
Into a prisoner’s flesh, and where to scoop
The tenderest mouthful. If the Devil himself
Would learn devices to afflict the damn’d
With sharper torments, he might go to school
To a New England savage.
 

CAPE’S-MAN.
I perceive, sir,
You know them well. Perhaps you may have heard
Of this young deviling’s father; — he was noted
For a most bloody savage in his day:
They called him Kawnacom.
 

RANDOLPH.
What! Kawnacom,
The Narhaganset Sagamore?
 

CAPE’S-MAN.
The same;
A sort of captain, or of prince, among them.
 

RANDOLPH.
A most notorious villain! But I left him
At peace with the English?
 

CAPE’S-MAN.
And you find him so,
Under the only bail he would not break;
A bullet through the heart is surety for him.
You have not learnt, I guess, what dreadful work
There is in the back country? — Families
Burnt in their houses; stragglers tomahawk’d
And scalp’d, or dragg’d away that they may die
By piecemeal murder, to make mockery
For these incarnate devils at the stake.
Farms are forsaken; towns are insecure;
Men sleep with one eye open, and the gun
By their bed-side. And, what is worst, they know
not
How far the league extends, nor whom to trust
Among these treacherous tribes. Old people say
That things were not so bad in the Pequod war.
 

RANDOLPH.
What then, have we been idle?
 

CAPE’S-MAN.
Hitherto
But little has been done. The evil found us
Lapp’d in security, and unprepared:
Nor know we where to strike, nor whom, so darkly
The mischief hath been laid.
 

RANDOLPH.
Strike where we will,
So we strike hard, we cannot err. The blow
That rids us of an Indian does good service.
 

OLIVER.
That were a better service which should win
The savage to your friendship.
 

CAPE’S-MAN.
You are young, sir,
And, I perceive, a stranger in the land;
Or you would know how bootless is the attempt
To tame and civilise these enemies,
Man-beasts, or man-fiends, — call them which you
will,
Their monstrous nature being half brute, half devil,
Nothing about them human but their form.
He, who expends his kindness on a savage
Thinking to win his friendship, might as wisely
Plant thorns and hope to gather grapes at vintage.
 

OLIVER.
Look but to Martha’s vineyard, and behold
On your own shores the impossibility
Achieved — the standing miracle display’d
In public view, apparent to all eyes,
And famous through all countries wheresoe’er
The Gospel truth is known! Many are the hearts
In distant England which have overflow’d
With pious joy to read of Hiacoomes,
Whose prayerful house the pestilence past by;
And blind Wawompek, — he, within whose doors
The glad thanksgiving strain of choral praise
Fails not, at morn and eve, from year to year;
And the Sachem, who rejoiced because the time
Of light was come, and now his countrymen,
Erring and lost, no longer should go down
In ignorance and darkness to the grave;
And poor old Lazarus, that rich poor man,
The child of poverty, but rich in faith
And his assured inheritance in heaven.
 

RANDOLPH.
Young sir, it is with stories as with men;
That credit oftentimes they gain abroad,
Which, either for misluck or misdesert,
They fail to find at home.
 

OLIVER.
Are these things false, then?
Is there no truth in Mayhew’s life of love?
Hath not the impatient Welshman’s zeal, that blazed
Even like a burning and consuming fire,
Refined itself into a steady light
Among the Indians? — and the name of Williams,
The signal once for strife where’er he went,
Become a passport and a word of peace
Through savage nations? Or is this a tale
Set forth to mock our weak credulity;
And all that holy Eliot hath perform’d — 
Only a fable cunningly devised?
 

CAPE’S-MAN.
He comes out qualified to lecture us
Upon our own affairs!
 

RANDOLPH.
The things you talk of
Serve but with us to comfort our old women,
Furnish an elder with some choice discourse
For a dull synod, and sometimes help out
Sir Spintext at a pinch, when he would think it
A sin did he dismiss his hungry flock
Before the second glass be fairly spent.
Much have you read, and have believed as largely;
And yet one week’s abode in the colony
Will teach you more than all your English reading.
 

OLIVER.
Sir, I am easy of belief, for that way
My temper leads me, — liable to err;
And yet, I hope, not obstinate in error;
But ready still to thank the riper judgment
That may correct my inexperienced years.
You paint the Indians to the life, I doubt not:
Children of sin, and therefore heirs of wrath,
The likeness of their Heavenly Sire in them
Seems utterly defaced; and in its stead,
Almost, it might be thought, the Evil Power
Had set his stamp and image. This should move us
The more to deep compassion; men ourselves,
In whom the accident of birth alone — 
Makes all this awful difference! And remembering,
That from our common parent we derive
Our nature’s common malady innate,
For which our common Saviour offers us
The only cure, — oh! ought we not to feel
How good and merciful a deed it were
To bring these poor lost sheep within his fold!
 

RANDOLPH.
Sheep call yon them, forsooth! When you can
gather
Bears, wolves, and tigers in a fold, hope then
To tame such sheep as these.
 

OLIVER.
What is there, sir,
That may not by assiduous care be won
To do our will? Give me a lion’s cub,
Torn from the tent, and I will so train up
The noble beast, that he shall fondle me,
And lay his placid head upon my knees,
And lick my hand, and couch my bed-side,
And guard me with a dog’s fidelity.
 

RANDOLPH.
Behold a litter ready to your wish!
Our friend, if I mistake not, will afford
An easy purchase, dam and cubs. What say you,
My lion-tamer?
 

CAPE’S-MAN.
You shall have them cheap, sir! A bargain that may tempt you; come, for half
That they would fetch in the Barbadoes market.
I meant to ship them thither, but would rather
Sell at a loss than keep that woman longer.
 

Thus had the jeer grown serious, and it drew
Into the young man’s cheek a deeper hue.
Moments there are in life, — alas, how few!
When, casting cold prudential doubts aside,
We take a generous impulse for our guide,
And, following promptly what the heart thinks best, Commit to Providence the rest,
 

Sure that no after-reckoning will arise,
Of shame, or sorrow, for the heart is wise.
And happy they who thus in faith obey
Their better nature: err sometimes they may,
And some sad thoughts lie heavy in the breast,
Such as by hope deceived are left behind;
But, like a shadow, these will pass away
From the pure sunshine of the peaceful mind.
 

Thus feeling, Oliver obey’d
His uncorrupted heart; nor paused, nor weigh’d
What hindrance, what displeasure might ensue;
But from his little store of worldly wealth,
Poor as it was, the ready ransom drew.
Half-earnest, half-sarcastic, Randolph now
Sought him from that rash purpose to dissuade;
While the hard Cape’s-man, nothing nice,
Counted the money, glad to get his price.
 




V. THE PORTRAIT.
 

AT length the adverse gales have ceased;
The breath of morn is from the east,
Where, burnishing with gold the restless sea,
Uprose the sun in radiant majesty.
Unfelt that breath upon the seas,
Unheard amid the silent trees,
It breathes so quietly:
Yet have the seamen, on their way intent,
Perceived the auspicious sign. The sails are bent,
The anchor raised; the swelling canvas now
Fills with the fresh’ning breeze; the Cape recedes,
Its sandhills and its pines
In distance fade away.
Steady she holds her course; and still the day
Is young, when lo! the haven is in sight;
And ere from his meridian height the sun
Declines, within that haven’s gentle breast,
From the long labours of her weary way,
The vessel comes to rest.
 

Scatter’d within the peaceful bay
Many a fair isle and islet lay,
And rocks and banks which threaten’d there
No peril to the mariner.
The shores which bent around were gay
With maizals, and with pastures green,
And rails and hedge-row trees between,
And fields for harvest white,
And dwellings sprinkled up and down;
And round about the cluster’d town.
Which rose in sunshine bright,
Was many a shelter’d garden spot,
And many a sunny orchard plot,
And bowers which might invite
The studious man to take his seat
Within their quiet, cool retreat,
When noon was at its height.
No heart that was at ease, I ween,
Could gaze on that surrounding scene
Without a calm delight.
 

Behold upon the quay a press
Of business and of idleness,
Where these new-comers land.
Kinsfolk with anxious questions meet;
And friends and light acquaintance greet
With jocund shake of hand:
The idlers ask the crew of what
Upon their way befell;
And all, and more than all they know,
The wondering sailors tell.
From tongue to tongue the tidings ran;
The lady’s death, — the strange young man;
His moody ways, his gift of prayer,
The maid committed to his care,
 

His destined bride they nothing doubting deem’d;
And how, by sudden fit of pity moved,
From slavery he redeem’d
The children and the wife of Kawnacom,
(An act that all admired, but none approved,)
And to their savage tribe, they fear’d,
Reckless of counscl, would conduct them home.
All marvell’d at the tale; the many jeer’d:
“Mad as the Quakers!” some exclaim’d; and some
Pray’d that his rash and unenlighten’d will
Might cause no after-troubles in a state
Pester’d with errors and new fancies still.
Some shook their heads; the more compassionate
Observed, that where so kind a heart was found,
Pity it was the wits should not be sound.
 

“It is a madness which the world will cure,”
Leverett, the Governor, said, “too soon, be sure.”
Randolph had risen to leave him, when the youth
Enter’d the Governor’s door. “Come, let me play,”
Quoth he, “the usher!” in his wonted way,
Mingling with sportive speech sarcastic truth.
“Your Excellency here beholds the Man!
The Quaker-Church of England-Puritan,
Knight-errant, preacher, and we know not what,
So many things he is, and he is not;
A hero, certes, if he would but fight;
A Solomon, if his notions were but right.
Should he into a lion’s den be thrown,
Look at those arms and eyes, and you might swear
That he would act the London ‘Prentice there;
But trusting to the mind, forsooth, alone
He’d take the cubs, like lambkins, to his breast,
And, Daniel-like, by faith subdue the rest.
Then for the harder task of savage-quelling
He hath a talent which exceeds all telling.
Two full-bred devilings he has taught to greet him,
And kiss as lovingly as they would eat him;
And he hath bought their mother squaw, to teach
That pleasant lingo the six-nation speech;
“Words, which would choke a Dutchman or a Jew,
Dumbfound old Nick, and which from me or you
Could not be forced by ipecacuanha,
Drop from his oratoric lips like manna.
So fine withal his temper proves, that it
Hath borne unhurt the file of my rough wit;
This to his honour I am bound to tell;
“Would that he took true counsel half as well!
And now, sir, as your favour may befriend him,
To that in right good earnest I commend him!”
 

“A man of caustic speech!” the Governor said,
Following him with his eye, as forth he went:
“Yet hath this humour no unkind intent;
His commendation, sir, shall have its weight,
The rest we take as it is meant.”
 

                                             The youth
To that urbane accoil, with grateful eye,
And gentle motion of the bending head,
Return’d a mute reply.
There was a troubled meaning in his look,
And o’er his brow an ashy paleness spread,
As forth he took — 
A little casket, and, with trembling hand
Presenting it to Leverett, said:
“Thus I discharge my mother’s last command;
On her death-bed she told me I should need. 
No other friend with you in my behalf to plead.”
 

The Governor’s countenance changed, as he received
That message from the dead;
And when he open’d and contemplated
The sad bequest,
Tears fill’d his eyes, which could not be represt.
It was a woman’s picture, in her youth
And bloom portray’d, by Cooper’s perfect skill.
The eyes, which death had quench’d,
Kept there their life and living lustre still;
The auburn locks, which sorrow’s withering hand,
Forestalling time, had changed to early grey,
Disparting from the ivory forehead, fell
In ringlets which might tempt the breath of May;
The lips, now cold as clay,
Seem’d to breathe warmth and vernal fragrance
there;
The cheeks were in their maiden freshness fair.
Thus had the limner’s art divine preserved
A beauty which from earth had pass’d away;
And it had caught the mind which gave that face
Its surest charm, its own peculiar grace.
A modest mien,
A meek, submissive gentleness serene,
A heart on duty stay’d,
Simple, sincere, affectionate, sedate,
Were in that virgin countenance portray’d:
She was an angel now; and yet,.
More beautiful than this fair counterfeit,
Even in heaven, her spirit scarce could be,
Nor seem from stain of ill, and evil thoughts, more
free.
Time was, when Leverett had worn
That picture like a relic in his breast;
And duly, morn and night,
“With Love’s idolatry
Fix’d on its beauties his adorning sight,
And to his lips the precious crystal prest.
Time was, when, in the visions of his rest,
That image of delight
Came with sweet smiles, and musical voice, to
bless
His sleep, and all his dreams were happiness.
And still, though course of time, and fatal force
Of circumstance, grave thoughts, and worldly cares
(Ah! how unlike the blissful hopes of youth,
From which it had been worse than death to part!)
Had fortified as well as heal’d his heart,
That vision, in her beauty and her truth,
Sometimes would visit him; and he,
With a confused but conscious faculty,
Knowing full well
That this, which seem’d, too surely could not be,
Struggled against the spell.
Unchanged and unimpair’d by thirty years,
Her image came, but only to distress
The heart she wont to bless,
Till from the painful unreality He woke, disturb’d in spirit, and in tears.
But he was master of his waking soul,
And could control
All unbecoming passion, and all feeling
That needs repressing or concealing.
Howbeit he sought not to restrain
His deep emotion now, nor turn’d aside
His natural tears to hide, which freely fell;
But wiping them away a moment, eyed
Oliver’s pale countenance and anxious brow,
Perusing there his mother’s lineaments:
Then took his hand, and said, “Thou need’st not
tell
Thy hapless name and perilous secret now,
I know them but too well.”
 




VI. FUTURE PROSPECTS.
 

LEVERETT.
WHY hast thou ventured hither? “With what hope
Or end hath natural piety betray’d thee
To this forlorn attempt? If to escape
Had offer’d chance enough to tempt despair,
The desperate effort had ere this been tried.
Besure, it hath been meditated oft,
And bravely; and, had life been all the stake,
Life had been cheaply set upon the die,
To lose it being gain.
 

OLIVER.
They must forego,
The dear desire of e’er revisiting
Their native land, — and in my mother’s grave
That hope, I ween, will now be laid at rest:
Nor could they safely seek a resting-place
In Europe, even if we reach’d a ship,
And left these shores behind us. Oft and well
Have I perpended this, devising ways
For flight, and schemes of plausible disguise,
Such thoughts in disappointment ending alway;
Till having offer’d up in fervent faith
A disciplined and humbled heart to Heaven,
A better hope arose. The wilderness
Is open to us! Thither will we go,
Far in the wilds, where foot of Englishman
Hath never trod. The equal elements
Will not deny our portion: Mother Earth
In unappropriated freedom, there
Holds forth her liberal lap; her springs, her fruits,
Her creatures of the land and air and stream,
To her free children freely offering.
Hid from the world, a double duty there
May I perform, to God and man discharged,
Serving my human and my Heavenly Sire;
There, treading in your saintly Eliot’s path,
Guide the poor Indian in the way to Heaven!
And, in the foretaste of its joys assured,
Receive mine own exceeding great reward.
 

LEVERETT.
Oh pitiable lot
Of poor humanity,
When virtue thus can wrong the heroic heart,
And blind the noble intellect! Thou dreamest
Of peopling some Arcadian solitude
With human angels, — ignorant, alas!
Of time, place, circumstance, and men, and things,
The Indians, and thy father, and thyself!
 

OLIVER.
Myself at least I know, prepared to act
Or suffer, with a soul for all events
Resign’d.
 

LEVERETT.
To suffer, rightly thou may’st say;
Easily we screw our courage to that point,
The issue being remote, and hope and chance
Between us and the event.
But how prepared to act? Ere thou couldst hold
With these Red tribes the commonest discourse
Of needful things and every-day concerns,
Years of laborious pupilage must pass,
Unless the cloven flame upon thy head
Should light, and loose thy speech by miracle.
But wherefore with the show of difficulties
Should I dissuade thee from an enterprise
Impossible to attempt?
 

OLIVER.
A Poet, sir,
In whose dark sayings deeper wisdom lies
Than ancient oracles enounced, or statesmen
Appear to reach in these ignoble times,
Hath taught me to believe, “impossible
Is but the faith of fear.”
 

LEVERETT.
Are poets, then,
Thy teachers? O, young man, their flattering lore
But ill prepares the spirit for the uses
Of ordinary life!
 

OLIVER.
They best prepare it,
Who warn the heart against its own illusions;
And, strengthening it with patient hope and faith,
Arm it against all issues. To such teachers
My inexperienced youth by Providence
“Was mercifully led. Penn hath allow’d me
To call him friend, in no sectarian use
Of words; and I have sate at Milton’s feet
A reverential listener.
 

LEVERETT.
Milton’s friendship
Will neither hurt nor help thee in a land,
Where they, who stiffliest hold his errors, lift not
Their thoughts above the earth to follow him,
When his strong spirit mounts upon the wing,
Beyond their grovelling vision. But well is it
Thou hast not from Penn’s dangerous fellowship
Learnt his sectarian speech, and other follies
Wherewith that formal informality
Provokes the law. New England writes her statutes
In blood against the Quakers. Thou hast ‘scaped
Their clownish and uncivil usages;
But if there be an inner taint, take heed
To keep it hidden: openly I must not
Allow the violation of our laws.
 

OLIVER.
Oh we have trespass’d largely on your goodness;
Generous beyond example, as thou art,
Too largely have we tax’d it; and the cause,
The dreadful cause alone, can palliate
Conduct like ours towards thee. Not for worlds
Would I do aught that might displeasure thee,
Best earthly friend! whom my dear mother never
Named without tears, and holiest gratitude,
Such as will surely bring upon thy head 
The blessing that it pray’d for. I come here,
Not wilfully and madly to provoke
Intolerant laws, nor farther to presume
Upon thy noble nature; but to thank thee,
In her dear name, for all Which thou hast done;
To tell thee, as she charged me, that in death
She bless’d thee for thy goodness; and, performing
Her latest wish and will, to take the burthen
Of our unhappy fortunes on myself.
 

LEVERETT.
Her latest wish and will!
 

OLIVER.
It was a thought
Which added to her griefs, that you should stand
In jeopardy for us; howbeit, she said,
She hoped and felt and trusted that you knew
Her inmost mind, and Heaven would recompense
A true affection, too severely tried.
 

LEVERETT.
Thus it was ever with her gentle heart,
By some strange fortune fated still to prove
That in her strength alone the root
Of her sole weakness lay.
Poor heart! a victim always at the call
Of fancied duty; only then unjust,
Only then obstinate, when offering up
Itself a bleeding sacrifice! I know,
And understand, in what devoted mood
Her acquiescence to thy dreams was given
Such as aspiring saints desire, and martyrs
Reach in their triumph, when they clasp the stake.
 

OLIVER.
’Twas in no height of feverish exaltation,
In no delusion of the heated mind,
That her consent was given: but mutually
Our hearts received, as I believe, from Heaven
The impulse. By the test of prayer we tried,
And in the balance of the sanctuary
Weighed it; and having taken our resolve,
Partook that inward peace, wherewith the Spirit
Doth set the seal to its authentic acts.
Shake not thy head thus mournfully, nor thus
In disapproval knit the incredulous brow!
The purpose, which at first was entertain’d
With doubtfulness and fear, increased in strength,
While long infirmity and wasting pain
Consumed her mortal mould; and at that hour,
When it is no illusion to believe
That the departing soul hath sight of heaven
Opening before its happy flight, and feels
The expansion of diviner faculties — 
Than this gross earth unfolds, her looks and tokens
Confirm’d the injunction of her latest voice,
And bless’d, and for obedience strengthen’d me,
Betide what may.
 

LEVERETT.
For me, then, it remains
Only to show what obstacles impede
The perilous course from which I must not farther
Essay to turn thee. Thou, who art not less
In mind than lineaments thy mother’s image,
Judge for thyself if they be superable.
Thy grandsire lives, indeed, — if it be life,
When the poor flesh, surviving, doth entomb
The reasonable soul defunct. Below
The reach of grief and danger he hath sunk.
The tale of his dear daughter’s death to him
Will be like baptism to a chrysome babe,
Something that means he knows and recks not
what.
Safely in court might he hold up the hand,
Now trembling and unconscious, which subscribed
The fatal warrant: even the sword of law
Would, in his pitiable estate, acknowledge
The visitation of a higher Power,
And turn away its edge. But as thou canst not,
Encumber’d with a twichild man, pursue
Thy purpose, it must of necessity
Be laid aside, at least till death remove
The impediment, not else removeable.
 

OLIVER.
So be it. We must patiently await
The hour of his release. With time and death
Sure reckoning may be made.
 

LEVERETT.
That hour in truth
Cannot be long delay’d. But what shall make
Thy father to thy dreams defer his own?
If in his corporal uses man becomes
The slave of habit, stronger are the chains
In which the mind is bound, a willing thrall.
 

OLIVER.
I understand you not!
 

LEVERETT.
You do not know
Your father.
 

OLIVER.
Only by report, alas!
As England in his years of fortune knew him;
Religious, faithful, excellently skill’d
In war, and in his single person brave
To all men’s admiration.
 

LEVERETT.
Yet I think
Enthusiast as thou art, thou needest not
Learn with how much alloy the richest vein
Of virtues is too often found combined.
’Tis the condition of humanity,
Frail and infirm at best; and they who boast
Sinless perfection for their privilege,
By the proud folly of the claim, confute
Their own insane pretension.
 

OLIVER.
Surely, sir,
My father had not in the school of Christ
So poorly profited, nor lived so long
A stranger to himself and his own heart,
That be should hold this error.
 

LEVERETT.
Glad I am
Thou seest it erroneous. Other notions
He holds too near akin to it, the breed
Of those pestiferous and portentous times
Wherein his lot had-fallen. Even yet he thinks
The kingdom of the saints shall be in strength
Establish’d; finds in whatsoe’er occurs
The accomplishment of some dark prophecy;
Interprets, and expounds, and calculates
That soon he shall be call’d to bear his part
In setting up again the broken work
Left incomplete by chosen Oliver.
Thus he in one continuous dream of hope
Beguiles the tedious years.
 

OLIVER.
Herein I see not
What should impede my purpose. In the forest,
The sense of freedom and security,
Healing a wounded spirit, may restore
To health his mind diseased.
 

LEVERETT.
But if the patient
Reject the means of cure? He will not leave
A place of refuge which the Lord prepared
For him in his distress; and where full surely
He trusts the call will reach him, to come forth
And fight the battles of the good old cause,
For which he doth endure contentedly
This living martyrdom. Thy father thus
Would answer thee; the malady is rooted
In him so deeply now. It is become
Essential in his being: long success,
Beyond the most audacious of his thoughts,
Fed and inflamed it first; long suffering since
Hath as it were annealed it in his soul
With stubborn fortitude, bewilder’d faith,
Love, hatred, indignation, all strong passions,
The bitterest feelings, and the tenderest thoughts,
Yea, all his earthly, all his heavenly hopes.
And Russel — for such sympathy alone
Could, influence him to harbour long such guests — 
Fosters the old delusion which he shares,
And ministers to it, even in his prayers.
 

OLIVER.
My father will not be persuaded then,
You think?
 

LEVERETT.
I know he will not. There are minds,
The course of which, as of some slow disease,
Known by its fatal frequency too well,
We see with helpless foresight, hopelessly.
But, if he listen’d to thy moving words,
What would it now avail? The wilderness
Affords no shelter while the Indians,
Fiercer than beasts, and wilier, are in arms.
 

OLIVER.
I have a passport for the wilderness
Safer than statesmen could accord, or states
Enforce with all their strength., The Indian woman,
Of whom Sir Randolph in his mockery told thee:
She and her children will be my protection
Among the wildest tribes.
 

LEVERETT.
And was this thought, then,
Thy motive for the act?
 

OLIVER.
I will not say
It had so much of forethought: but the ways
Of Providence open before me now.
The impulse, which appear’d like foolishness
To worldly censure, and which tremblingly
I follow’d, for this issue was design’d:
Oh doubt it not! And had I disobey’d
The inward and unerring monitor
That hour, infirm of faith, how had I then
Disherited myself of this fair hope!
 

LEVERETT.
A Narhaganset woman, is she not?
The widow of a Sagamore, who fell
In the outbreak of these troubles?
 

OLIVER.
So they told me;
A noted savage, Kawnacom his name.
 

LEYERETT.
Something, methinks, I see in this, wherein
Our purposes may square, and my straight path
Of policy with thy eccentric course
Fall in and meet at the end. But, understand me,
Rather would I for thine own sake dissuade thee,
And for the sake of that dear Saint in heaven,
From an adventure of remotest hope
And imminent peril: but if thy resolve
Be obstinate against all reason, blameless
Then may I, both in her sight and in thine,
Betide the issue how it will, promote
The purpose which in vain I disapprove.
One trust we have; all-able Providence — 
Will overrule our ways, and haply too,
Knowing the upright intention, rectify
Our erring judgments. Let the matter sleep
Till I have taken counsel with my pillow
And this night’s waking thoughts. See me tomorrow — 
As early as you will, before the stir
Of business hath begun: and now farewell.
 




VII. THE INDIAN WAR.
 

WITH many an anxious thought opprest,
From busy sleep more wearying than unrest,
Hath Oliver arisen;
And from his bed of feverish care,
Glad to respire the cool fresh morning air,
Gone forth as from a prison.
The wakeful Governor received his guest;
And ere the morning board was placed,
They to and fro the garden paced
In earnest talk, while Leverett told
How mutual injuries of old,
And mutual fears, the envenom’d will,
Suspicions still conceal’d but festering still,
And policy that shrunk from nothing ill,
(Savage or civilised — oh shame
To man’s perverted power! — in this the same,)
Youth’s fiery courage, and eld’s rooted hate,
Had brought the danger on, which now assail’d the
state.
 

The times were fearful; wheresoe’er around
Among the Indian tribes he turn’d his view,
False friends, or open enemies, were found.
How wide their league he rather fear’d than knew.
But this was understood,
That feuds deliver’d down for many an age,
From sire to son in sacred heritage,
Wherewith their very nature seem’d imbued,
Had been with dread solemnities foresworn
And secret rites accurst, in fell intent
That they should root the English from the land,
And the last white man’s blood
Be of their bond the seal and sacrament.
 

In truth they were a formidable foe;
Compared with ours, their numbers made them so;
Crafty, deceitful, murderous, merciless:
Yet with heroic qualities endued:
Contempt of death, surpassing fortitude,
Patience through all privations, self-control
Even such as saints and sages scarce attain,
And a sustain’d serenity of soul,
Which Fortune might assault or tempt in vain,
Not to be moved by pleasure or by pain.
 

OLIVER.
Alas to think they have not long ere this
Been link’d with you in Christian fellowship!
 

LEVERETT.
Look at divided Christendom! — at England;
Her wounds, inflicted by sectarian rage,
Open and festering, — never to be heal’d!
Look at thy father’s house; a threefold cord
Of brotherhood trebly disparted there;
Then tell me, where may Christian fellowship
In this wide world be found? Alas, my friend,
I see if only in the Promised Land.
From Pisgah’s summit, through the glass of Faith,
Far in the regions of futurity.
Yet something we have done, which — though I
own it
Far short of what true policy requires,
And in the scale of national duty weighing
Lighter than dust — may show we are not wholly
The slaves of Mammon. Fretted as we have been
By schisms, by rampant heresies disturb’d,
And by that spiritual pride possess’d, whose touch,
With influence lethal as an aspic’s tooth,
Numbs the life-blood of charity, this England
Hath sons, whose names, if there be any praise,
Shall have their place with saints of primitive
times
Enroll’d, true heroes of humanity.
 

OLIVER.
Oh doubt not that their virtue and their prayers
Will in this time of trial speed you more
Than all your carnal strength!
 

LEVERETT.
That faith might better
Beseem thine uncle of the seminary,
The Oratorian, than thy father’s son.
‘A monk may put his trust in beads and sackcloth;
But Oliver’s saints wore buff, and their right hands
Wrought for themselves the miracles they ask’d for.
Think not, young man, that I disparage prayer,
Because I hold that he, who calls on Heaven
For help against his temporal enemies,
Then with most cause and surest hope prefers
His supplication, when he best exerts
The prudence and the strength which God hath
given him.
 

OLIVER.
There is a strength in patience which exceedeth
All other power; a prudence in the Gospel
Passing, as needs it must, all human wisdom.
That Gospel teaches passiveness and peace.
 

LEVERETT.
Patience he needs, Heaven knows! who hath to
deal
With one enamour’d of a young opinion,
And like a giddy amorist pursuing
The passionate folly, reckless where it leads him.
Remember that you come not here to teach:
Remember too, that something like respect
Is due to years, and something to experience;
Some deference to our station; some attention — 
And this at least will be allow’d — to one
Who at all hazards has approved himself
Thy mother’s friend, and would no less be thine.
 

Abash’d at that reproof severe
Stood Oliver, unable to abate
The rising glow of shame that fired his cheek,
Or check the starting tear.
But then the Governor’s eye compassionate
Even in reproof, — the pause he interposed,
The low relenting tone wherein he closed
His stern though fit authoritive strain,
Temper’d the needful pain.
 

“O best and kindest friend,
O friend revered, I feel and own,
Whether I spake in error or in truth,
That thy rebuke is just,” replied the youth:
“Forgive me! and no more will I offend;
But listen, and in all things, that I may,
Humbly and zealously obey.”
 

LEVERETT.
Hear then, and patiently, while I instruct thee
Of things as yet unchronicled in books,
But-bearing on this crisis, and the knowledge
Whereof in thine adventure will be found
Specially needful. When the English laid
The poor foundations of our colony,
(For poor indeed they seem’d; and yet I ween
In happy hour a corner-stone was placed
That ne’er shall be removed!) they found the land
Contested sometimes, and sometimes possess’d
In captious peace, between three powerful nations,
Or rather families of tribes. Omitting
The minor distributions (which are many
Arid barbarous all), suffice it to name these
In the order of their strength: the Pequods: first;
The Narhagansets, unto whom belong
Thy ransom’d captives; lastly, the Moheagans,
Who occupied the immediate territory
Whereon our sad adventurers set foot.
With Massasoyt, chief Sachem of the latter,
A league was made, of mutual benefit;
For, under Providence, his only friendship,
In the first hardships of the settlement,
Saved them alive; and their alliance proved
A shield against his enemies. This being
The end to which he look’d, who was a man
Advanced in years, far-sighted, honourable
And of a spirit, which, if he had sway’d
An European sceptre, might have blest
The people over whom its rule extended,
The league was faithfully on both sides observed;
And ere his death the old man solemnly
Renew’d it for his sons, who for themselves
In their own persons ratified the engagement.
 

But men and times were changed, when the elder
youth
Succeeded to his sire; for the Colonists,
Now well acquainted with these Indian neighbours,
Loath’d their unseemly usages, abhorr’d
Their most incredible cruelty, despised
Their easy ignorance, — and practised on it.
I seek not to conceal our own offences:
Compared with other nations, — even with England,
Such as corrupted England long hath been,
We are a sober, yea, a righteous people:
But Trade, which in the mother-land is one
Of many wheels, bearing a part alone,
And that too but subordinate, in the movements
Of a complicate and wonderful machine,
Is in our simple order the main-spring
That governs all. And where Trade rules, alas!
Whatever name be worshipp’d in the temples,
Mammon receives the heart’s idolatry,
And is the god of the land.
 

Our Indian friends
Too soon had reason to abate their friendship;
And politic interests, which had held them to us,
Were loosen’d, when they saw their ancient foes,
The dreaded Pequods, by our arms pursued
In vigorous war, and rooted from the land,
Till the name alone remain’d, with none to own it.
This Alexander, so the youth was called,
Finding that check removed, and being also
By his father’s death set free from all control,
Plotted against the English, in resentment
Partly, no doubt, because strict pains in teaching
(Less wise than well-intended) had been spent
On his indocile and unwilling spirit;
But having injuries also to provoke
A haughty courage. Ere his schemes were ripe
He was, on sure intelligence, arrested;
And disappointed malice, joined with anger,
Raising a fever in his heart and brain,
Deliver’d him from our restraint by death.
He left a brother, who inherited
His rights and wrongs, — that Philip who is now
The scourge and terror of the colony.
 

Think not that these were names imposed in baptism:
Upon that point the heart of Massasoyt
Was harden’d; and his sons, like him, regarded
With mingled hatred and contempt a faith
They fail’d to understand. But it is held
A mark of honour to bestow, a pledge
Of friendship to receive, new appellations;
Which here too, among savages, import
Something of peerage, of deserved esteem,
Or of imputed worth, the commonalty
(Strange as such custom may appear) being nameless.
My predecessor, with too true presage,
Fix’d on these names, less for the Christian sound
Which use hath given them, than because he saw
In the one youth an enterprising temper,
Ambitious of command; and in the other,
More to be fear’d, a deep dissembling spirit,
Which, if the time required, could brook its wrongs,
And in all outward patience chew the while
The cud of bitter thoughts. He being yet young,
The station, which his sire had fill’d, devolved
Upon a chief, who was alike approved
In council and in war; the right remaining
For Philip to succeed in course of years,
If years should validate the acknowledged claim
Of birthright; for that claim, among the Indians,
Is held defeasible by ill-desert.
During this lapse of time, old rivalries
Revived between the two remaining tribes;
Whom ere the Pequods’ power was crush’d, the sense
Of danger from that common enemy
Restrain’d in peace. Not to prolong my tale
With details not required for thy instruction,
The sum was this, that, as by treaty pledged
And justice bound, (for the right cause was theirs,
And interest also led us to uphold
The weaker side,) we aided the Moheagans,
Our first allies; and, when they took in battle
The hostile leader Miantonnimo,
He suffer’d death, by our advice and sanction;
Being however, at our instance, spared
From all those customary cruelties,
Which make the Indians odious in the sight
Of God and man. Seem I to speak severely,
Beyond what truth or Christian charity
May warrant? Soon, my friend, thou wilt have
cause
To give that sentence thy convinced assent;
God in his mercy grant thou may’st not buy
The sad conviction dearly!
 

For awhile
The hatred which this left between those nations
Was our security; albeit we knew
That, in the offended party, the desire
Of vengeance would outlive the gratitude
Due for our help, from those whom we had succour’d.
The sense of injury in the human mind
Is like a drug upon the offended palate,
Clinging when bitterest most abidingly:
The benefits, which men receive, they take
Like wholesome food, that leaves no tang behind it.
 

“We found it thus: for now these Tribes, foregoing
Their mutual hatred, as of lesser moment,
Have leagued against us. Philip is the head
Of the confederacy: his crafty brain
Combines, provides, prepares and plans the mischief.
And yet his venomous will and strong desire
Draw him to this, against his better judgment,
Possess’d not more with wise prudential fear
Than with a strange religious awe, so weighty
That, politic as he is, he hath not sought
Even from his own people to conceal
Its dark forebodings. What he wants in hope
His new ally the Narhaganset Sachem
Supplies but all too well: for this Canonchet,
Son of that Miantonnimo whose death
He charges on our counsels, is the heart
Of the league. Insidious, resolute, inhuman;
Brave, both in passive and in active courage,
Almost beyond belief; implacable
In malice; wily as a snake to wind
His silent way unseen, when time requires
Concealment; furious as a hungry wolf,
When opportunity allows the indulgence
Of his fierce hatred, — this man is accomplish’d
To the height of savage virtue.
 

Need I tell thee,
That, as in civil, so in barbarous states,
The course of action takes its bias less
From meditation, and the calm resolve
Of wisdom, than from accident and temper,
Private advantage at all costs pursued,
Private resentments recklessly indulged,
The humour, will, and pleasure, of the leaders,
The passions and the madness of the people.
Under all climes, and in all forms of ride,
Alike the one, the many, or the few,
Among all nations of whatever tint,
All languages, these govern everywhere;
The difference only is of less or more,
As chance, to use the common speech, may sway;
In wiser words, as Providence directs.
The bond wherein these hostile tribes are knit
Against us, policy cannot untie,
Nor the sword cut. No easy conquest ours,
Such as the Spaniards found in Mexico,
Or Eldorado’s priestly monarchies,
Or the well-order’d Incas’ rich domains;
They could cope there with multitudinous hosts
Drawn forth in open field, and kings whose will,
Even in captivity was through the realm
Religiously obey’d. But we must wage
Wars that will yield the soldier neither gold
Nor glory. In the forest and the swamp
Have we to seek our foes; and if the shield
Of the good Angel be not over us,
On all sides from safe cover with sure aim
The death-shots whiz. Would we then clear the
land,
It is not to be done by victories;
But head by head must they be hunted down,
Like wolves; a work of danger and of time;
And in this region wild of endless woods,
Possible only to the inveterate hatred
Of tribe for tribe. We tried the extremity — 
Inhuman as it is — against the Pequods;
And, with the ferine help of such allies,
Pursued it to the end. All whom the sword
Spared, or our mercy interposed to save
From torments, to the Sugar Isles were sold;
And in the daily death of bondage there
The race hath been consumed. But what hath been
The issue? Why, the tribes which aided us
To root them out, stand on the hostile part
Against us now the more audaciously,
Because they feel themselves in union strong,
And see us in the land without allies.
The hope thy hazardous adventure offers
Is this, that, if the die, whereon thy fate
For life or death is set, fall favourably,
And thou shouldst gain access among the elders,
The exasperate mood, which would too surely else
Repel our proffer’d terms of amnesty,
May toward thee be soften’d. For these people
Act sometimes upon impulse, like thyself;
A generous action wins them, whom no fear
Can touch, nor pity move; and they will trust,
Like dogs and children, to a countenance,
Wherein, as if instinctively, they read
Fair testimonials from the unerring hand
Of Nature, patent there. And if one tribe,
One chief, unto thy words of peace incline
A willing ear, the league in all its parts
Will feel its ill-compacted strength relax:
Once loosen’d, it dissolves.
 

The Governor
Paused then; and fixing on the youth a look
Benign though mournful, “Mark me, Oliver,”
He said; “I call upon thy mother’s soul
To witness — if the spirits of the dead
Are cognizant of what is done below — 
That I have sought in all sincerity
To turn thee from thy purpose! If the event
Be fatal, before thee, and her, and Heaven,
Shall I stand unreproved; and with my sorrow
No self-reproach will mingle. But if still
Thy purpose holdeth firm, God speed thee! Go
In hope! I would not that my words should prove
A load to weigh thy buoyant spirit down.
It may be thou may’st render to the state
Some eminent service in this time of need.
And thus — O son of an unhappy house,
Born to a sad inheritance! — it may be,
That in this other England, this new world,
Thou may’st recast thy fortunes; may’st acquire
Such honour as consists with peace of mind
In the end; and for thy children’s children gain
In this good land a goodly heritage.
 




VIII. PARTING WORDS.
 

Sox of a hapless house!
What were the thoughts which then within thy breast,
At thy true friend’s concluding words, arose?
Doth that quick flush disclose
A feeling thou hast labour’d to control,
And hitherto represt
In singleness of heart and strength of soul?
A light, which like a sudden hope might seem,
Kindled his cheek, and brighten’d in his eye:
But it departed like a gleam,
That for a moment in the heavy sky
Is open’d when the storm is hurrying by;
And then his countenance resumed
Its meek serenity.
 

Nor did that sad composure change,
When of the gentle maiden Leverett spake,
Whom to his charge her mother’s dying prayer
In Christian confidence consign’d.
And yet it was a theme which well might wake
Oppugnant feelings in his inmost mind;
For with a hope upon that mother’s heart,
Implied, though not express’d, the solemn care
Was given; and therefore in the young man’s heart
Uneasily it lay,
As if he were unjust,
And had received a trust
He could not, must not, did not dare — 
And yet would fain — repay.
 

“That trust I could not choose but take,” he said;
“And all that I stand pledged for to the dead
Is soon discharged; it will not from my way
Detain me long, nor lead me far astray.”
 

“’Tis but the easy distance of a day
From Hadley,” quoth the Governor; and he spread
A map before them, rudely drawn, wherein
Wild forests stretching far and wide were seen,
Rivers whose inland course was unexplored,
And infant settlements, as yet ill-stored,
Few, and with dreary intervals between.
“Here in the vale of the Connecticut,”
Said Leverett, “Willoby’s allotment lies:
A part from our immediate enemies
Remote, and, if reliance might be put
On distance, safe. From hence it bears due west
Some five days’ travel through the woods; and now
The least frequented path will be the best,
That thou may’st leave behind thee on the left
The troubled country. Here thou see’st it, south,
About these creeks and inlets and the mouth
Of Providence river, and the region wide
Of lakes and swamps in woodland interspersed,
That darkens o’er the land on every side.
This then will be thy course, to render first
The damsel to her father’s hands; then seek
Thy fortune with thine Indian company
In the Narhaganset lands. If it fall fair,
Thou wilt among their people leave them there,
And to that painful interview proceed,
Which of thy dearest hope, full well I know,
Must undeceive thee. It shall be my care
To the Connecticut thy way to speed;
From thence, alas! I can but follow thee
With anxious thoughts in spirit and in prayer.
But I will suffer no ill bodings now:
The Lord is merciful, and thy intent
Is righteous, and to Him we leave the event.”
 

Thus having ended, to the board he led
His guest: too full of care were they
For appetite or easy talk that day.
“This caution let me give thee,” Leverett said,
“That Willoby is a high old Cavalier!”
“Fear not lest I should jar upon his ear
With ill-attuned discourse,” the Youth replied,
“He bore a part, a brave one too, I hear,
In those unhappy times, and may look back
Upon the strife with passion and with pride:
My soul abhors the ill deeds on either side,
Even if it had not cost me all too dear.
Likelier it is that in my Father’s sight
II — may appear degenerate, and excite
Sorrow or sterner notions in a heart,
The which, albeit with piety imbued,
Is to a Christian temper unsubdued:
But this too I can bear. Oh what a strength
For sufferance to the patient soul is given
When, wholly humbled, it hath placed at length
Its only hope in Heaven.”
 

“Nay,” answer’d Leverett, “earth, I trust, hath yet
Good hope for thee in store,
One day with fair performance to be crown’d:
For one who doth so well discharge the debt
Of filial duty, will not Heaven fulfil
The eternal promise which it made of yore?
Happy, and long, I trust, thy days shall be,
Here, in the land which the Lord giveth thee.”
And then, as if with such discursive speech
To draw his mind from gloomy thoughts away,
Did Leverett reach
His lifted hand towards the town and bay,
Bright in the morning sunshine as they lay
Before them: “Is it not a goodly land,”
He cried. “where nought is wanting that may bless
The heart of man with wholesome happiness?
Summer subdues not here
To sloth the dissolute mind;
Nor doth the rigorous year
In long inaction bind
His ice-lock’d arm and torpid faculties.
But changeful skies
And varying seasons, in their due career,
Bring forth his powers; and in the vigorous frame
The human spirit thrives and ripens here!
Where might the sober mind,
Which Heaven with temperate desires’ hath blest,
A land of happier promise find?
Where might a good man fitlier fix his rest?
Where better might he choose a burial-place
For him and for his race?
Where wiselier plant the tree
Of his posterity?”
 

The smile wherewith the youth received his speech
Was cold and feeble, — one in which the heart
Too plainly had no part;,
Constrain’d it came, and slowly past away.
“Truly thou say’st, O friend!”
He said; “and well are they
Who, far from plagues and plots, and from the rage
Of faction, for their children may prepare
A peaceful heritage.
For me, if other end
Await me, fall my fortune as it may,
A comfort and a strength it is to know
That, wheresoe’er I go,
There is the same Heaven over me on high,
Whereon in faith to fix the steady eye;
The same access for prayer;
The same God, always present, every where;
And if no home, yet every where the bed
Which Earth makes ready for the weary head.
 

“But wherefore should I talk of weariness
Thus early in the day,
And when the morning calls me on my way?
In brightness and in beauty hath it risen,
As if the eternal skies
Approved and smiled upon our enterprise!
Now then farewell! That we shall meet again,
True friend! we know; but whether among men
Or angels who can tell? It is not ours
To choose, or to foresee;
Such choice or foresight would but ill agree
With man’s imperfect powers,
Enough for him, that what is best will be.”
 




IX. JOURNEY THROUGH THE FOREST.
 

THEY are on their way, and they have enter’d now
The forest that from earliest time hath stood,
By human culture unsubdued.
Strangelier assorted company
Than this, which through that ancient wood
Their solitary course pursued,
No errant knight might chance to see,
Wandering, in good King Arthur’s days,
Through Faery or Loegria land,
Where most adventures were at hand.
Liken’d the gentle Annabel might be
To sweet Serena, ere the blatant mouth
And cankerous tooth
Had with their venom stain’d her harmless youth.
And he who paced beside her steed
Might seem, in form, and strength, and manly grace,
Like Calidore, when he had laid aside
His glorious thoughts and martial pride,
And, as a shepherd, in the sylvan shade,
Woo’d Pastorella for his bride,
Contented to forego for her the meed
Of high desert;;md with true love
How largely for ambition overpaid!
Such Oliver might seem, and such the maid.
But lighter hearts, I ween, of yore
The errant knights and damsels bore,
In ages when the shield and lance
Gave law through all the realms of Old Romance;
Who roam’d at hap, or on adventure bent,
Searching the seas, the isles, and continent;
When they, in bower, in hermitage, and hall,
Were welcomed every where by all,
Or underneath the greenwood tree
Took up their inn contentedly.
 

For in that pensive maiden’s mien
Had recent sorrow left its trace,
And plainly too might there be seen
A present trouble in her face:
She fear’d the melancholy meeting,
When grief would mar her father’s greeting;
And hardly less, I ween, the pain
With which she soon must part
From one whose image would remain
The inmate of her heart.
For wishes, from herself till now conceal’d — 
Conceal’d, if not represt — 
And thoughts, to whieh the will had not consented,
Forlornly as she felt them now reveal’d,
Her seeret soul unwillingly confess’d,
Unwillingly repented:
And hopes, that had arisen she scarce knew how,
Were first acknowledged when they fail’d her now.
 

Think not that Oliver was free
The while from painful sympathy:
 

What more had he required his lot to bless,
Than in the depth of those clear eyes Avas seem — 
The modest, meek, confiding gentleness,
That soften’d Avhile it sanctified her mien;
Those looks, devoid of art,
Whose mild intelligence he loved to meet;
The voice, that, varying still, but always sweet,
Still found a chord responsive in his heart?
If ever at his fate he half repined,
If ever o’er his calm and constant mind
The doubt, the trouble, and the cloud, were brought,
‘T was at the thought,
That cruel circumstance two souls must sever,
Whom God, he surely felt, would else have join’d
for ever.
 

Uneasy now became perforce
The inevitable intercourse,
Too grateful heretofore:
Each in the other could descry
The tone constrain’d, the alter’d eye.
They knew that each to each could seem
No longer as of yore;
And yet, Avhile thus estranged, I deem,
Each loved the other more.
Her’s was perhaps the saddest heart;
His the more forced and painful part:
A sense of proper maiden pride
To her the needful strength supplied.
Then first perhaps the Virgin thought
How large a dower of love and faithfulness
Her gentle spirit could have brought
A kindred heart to bless;
Herself then first she understood
With what capacities endued;
Then first, by undeserved neglect
Roused to a consciousness of self-respect,
Felt she was not more willing to be won
Than worthy to be woo’d.
 

Had they from such disturbant thoughts been free,
It had been sure for them
A gladsome sight to see
The Indian children, with what glee
They breathed their native air of liberty.
Food to the weary man with toil forespent
Not more refreshment brings,
Than did the forest breeze upon its wings
To these true younglings of the wilderness:
A happy sight, a sight of hearts content!
For blithe were they
As swallows, wheeling in the summer sky
At close of day;
As insects, when on high
Their mazy dance they thread
In myriads overhead,
Where sunbeams through the thinner foliage gleam,
Or spin in rapid circles as they play,
Where winds are still,
Upon the surface of the unrippled stream:
Yea, gamesome in their innocence were they
As lambs in fragrant pasture, at their will
The udder when to press
They run, for hunger less
Than joy, and very love and wantonness.
Nor less contentment had it brought
To see what change benevolence had wrought
In the wild Indian mother, whom they first
Had seen, her spirit strong
Madden’d by violence of wrong,
For vengeance in her inmost soul,
With natural but with ferine rage, athirst.
That soul unhoped-for kindness had subdued:
Her looks, and words, and actions, now combined,
Express’d, in that composure of the mind
Which uneffaceable sorrow had left behind,
A lively ever-watchful gratitude.
Oliver seem’d to her a creature
Less of this earth than of celestial nature;
And Annabel as well
Had won from her a love like veneration;
(So goodness on the grateful heart can gain;)
Though charms of European tint and feature
No beauty to an Indian eye convey,
Regarded with disdain,
As if they were the original stamp and stain
Of an inferior clay,
Proved in some earlier, inexpert creation,
And then, for degradation,
When the red man was fashion’d, put away.
 

Pamya was troubled now, for she had seen
Their alter’d mien:
Some change there was, she knew not what, nor why,
Some infelicity;
Which yet she might descry
Rose not from wrath nor alienated will;
For in their converse still
The tones were such as meet
The ear of love, and still
The smiles they interchanged, though sad, were sweet:
Yet plainly she could tell, all was not well.
They too could read in her observant eye
Its apprehension and its sympathy:
And surely she, had but her speech been free,
Had prest, how earnestly! for explanation,
And sought to bring about
The full and perfect reconciliation
Dearly desired by both, she did not doubt.
Their hearts were merciful and meek she knew.
And could not to each other but be true:
But on her tongue the curse of Babel hung,
And when the eager wish her breast was swelling,
Eye-speaking thoughts were all she could impart,
Intelligibly telling
The deep indwelling yearnings of the heart.
 

Four days they travell’d through the endless wood.
Measuring their journey still to reach at eve
Some settler’s home, and sure of their receiving
Such hospitality, sincere, though rude,
As men who felt no want, and had no vice
Of chilling avarice,
In their plain kindness found a joy in giving.
The fifth morn rose, and with the morn rose they.
That they might reach that day
Their journey’s end; and through the forest wide
Did they their weary way
Hold on from early dawn till eventide;
But ere the light of eve
Began to fade, their guide,
Accustomed to descry
With instantaneous eye
The slightest trace of man, a smoke espied,
Staining a little space of open sky:
“Yon is the place we seek!” he said; nor knew
What a cold feeling, at the words, ran through
The veins of Annabel, and Newman too.
 




X.
 

OH, what a happy meeting had been here,
Willoby thought, in anguish, when he prest
His daughter to his widow’d breast;
If that dear hope which served so long to cheer
His patient labours in the wilderness
Had wholly been fulfill’d, as now in part;
After so many storms and troubles past,
Here had the faithful partner of his heart
Rejoiced to reach the quiet port at last.
 




APPENDIX TO OLIVER NEWMAN.
 

The following sketch of the story intended to be worked
out in this poem is, with the exception of those passages
otherwise appropriated by references, drawn from very brief
and sometimes contradictory notes in Mr. Southey’s handwriting.

In the published letters from Mr. Southey to Mr. W. Taylor of Norwich, there is a passage, written in Jan. 1811,
which records the earliest germ of this poem in his mind.

“In reviewing Holmes’s American Annals, I pointed out Philip’s war as the proper subject for an Anglo-American Iliad. I have now fallen in love with it myself, and am
brooding over it with the full intention of falling to work as
soon as Pelayo is completed. The main interest will fix
upon Goffe the regicide, for whom I invent a Quaker son a
new character you will allow for heroic poetry. This Oliver Goffe, however, is to be the hero.” The poem itself is in
the first draught called Oliver Goffe.

The facts relating to those regicides whose fate is alluded
to in the poem are as follow: “ When the restoration appeared inevitable, Colonel Goffe, with his father-in-law, Colonel Whalley, seeing that their life was in danger, left
the kingdom, and arrived in America on the 27th of July, 1660. For some time they resided at Cambridge, four miles
from Boston, attending public service, and being received
with respect and hospitality by the inhabitants. But when
the Act of Indemnity, out of which they were expressly excepted, arrived at Boston, in November, the magistrates
withdrew their protection, and Whalley and Goffe retired to Newhaven. Here they were forced to conceal themselves,
and eventually to fly to a retirement, called Hatchet’s Harbour, in the woods, where they remained two nights, till a cave
in the side of a hill was prepared to conceal them. To this
hill they gave the name of Providence, and remained some
weeks in their hiding-place, sleeping, when the weather was
tempestuous, in a house near it. They behaved with great
honour to their friends: and when Mr. Davenport, the minister of Newhaven, was suspected by the magistrates of
concealing them, they went publicly to the deputy-governor
of Newhaven to offer themselves up; but he refused to take
any notice of them, suffering them to return again to the
woods. The pursuit of them afterwards relaxing, they remained two years in a house near Milford, where they frequently prayed and preached at private meetings in their
chamber; till the king’s commissioners coming to Boston,
they were again driven to their cave in the woods. Here
some Indians discovered their beds, which obliged them to
seek a fresh refuge; and they went to Hadley, 100 miles
distant, where they were received by Mr. Russell, the minister, and remained as long as they lived, very few persons
knowing who they were. Whalley’s death took place about 1679. They confessed that their lives were “miserable, and
constant burdens to them especially when their fanatical
hopes of some divine vengeance on Charles II. and his advisers were perpetually disappointed. The fidelity and affection of Goffe’s wife to her husband were remarkably displayed in her letters.”

While they were at Hadley the Indian war broke out,
which was particularly disastrous in that part of the colony.

“The following story has been traditionally conveyed down
among the inhabitants of Hadley. In the course of Philip’s
war, which involved almost all the Indian tribes in New England, and amongst them those in the neighbourhood of
this town, the inhabitants thought it proper to observe the 1st of September, 1675, as a day of fasting and prayer.

While they were in the church, and employed in their worship, they were surprised by a band of savages. The people
instantly betook themselves to their arms, which, according
to the custom of the times, they had carried with them to the
church, and, rushing out of the house, attacked their invaders.

The panic under which they began the conflict was, however,
so great, and their number was so disproportioned to that of
their enemies, that they fought doubtfully at first, and in a
short time began evidently to give way. At this time an
ancient man, with hoary locks, of a most venerable and dignified aspect, and in a dress widely differing from that of the
inhabitants, appeared suddenly at their head, and with a firm
voice, and an example of undaunted resolution, reanimated
their spirits — led them again to the conflict — and totally
routed the savages. When the battle was ended, the stranger
suddenly disappeared; and no person knew whence he had
come, or whither he had gone. The relief was so timely, so
sudden, so unexpected, and so providential; the appearance
and the retreat of him who furnished it were so unaccountable, his person was so dignified and commanding, his resolution so superior, and his interference so decisive, that the
inhabitants without any uncommon exertion of credulity,
readily believed him to be an angel sent by Heaven for their
preservation. Nor was this opinion seriously controverted
until it -was discovered, several years afterwards, that Goffe
and Whalley had been lodged in the house of Mr. Russell.

Then it was known that their deliverer was Goffe, Whalley
having become superannuated some time before the event took
place.” The latter part of Goffe’s life seems not to be known
with certainty. Dwight says, immediately before the passage
above quoted, “After Whalley’s death, Goffe quitted Hadley,
went into Connecticut, and afterwards, according to tradition,
to the neighbourhood of New York. Here he is said to have
lived some time, and, the better to disguise himself, to have
carried vegetables at times to market. It is said that having
been discovered here, he retired secretly to the colony of Rhode Island, and there lived with a son of Whalley during
the remainder of his life.”

Goffe’s was a divided family — one of his brothers being
a clergyman of the Church of England, while another was
become a Roman Catholic priest. To this division allusion
is made in Leverett’s conversation with Oliver. Of the other
persons introduced, the following are historical: Leverett the
governor, who succeeded Bellingham, in 1673; he had been
a Cromwellian, and is sobered into a rational Conformist;
he knew where the regicides were, and connived at their
concealment, as he is represented doing in the poem: and Randolph, of whom the people of New England said “that
he went up and down to devour them.” Also the names of
the Indian chieftains, and the general account of the war, are
matter of history.

The hero Oliver himself is therefore a purely imaginary
character: he was originally intended to be a Quaker; but
it would appear that the author afterwards considered that
the noble points of character and of principle intended to be
exhibited — viz zeal for the Christian faith, inflexible truth,
peacefulness, and endurance — were not exclusively belonging to that sect whose operations and whose sufferings in New England he had been contemplating; and at the same
time, that some features of their character were both unmanageable in poetry and distasteful to his own mind. There was
also another reason for the alteration, namely, that he found
it necessary for his plot, that, at least in one instance, Oliver’s
usual mode of conduct should bend to circumstances; and
such a compliance would be morally, and therefore poetically,
probable in a person swayed only by a reasonable principle,
but not so in one governed by an absolute rule of life. The
following notes will explain the intended bearing of this character upon the story.

1811. “A son of Goffe, a Quaker, gone after his mother’s
death to seek his father. He, by converting one of the principal Sachems, weakens Metacom’s party so materially as to
decide the contest; and with that Sachem he retires into the
interior. He and his father are discovered, and he will not
lift his hand in defence. A party of Indians take them all,
he still passive; hence his influence begins with their
astonishment.”

“The points on which Oliver’s Quakerism
is put to the test are, in not denying his father’s name, and
in not lifting a hand to defend him.”

1814. “Oliver must be so far instrumental in terminating
the war as to obtain security for his father; and this instrumentality must be effected wholly by means conformable to
his peculiar opinions. But those opinions must yield where
they are wrong.”

Imperfectly as the latter part of the story can be ascertained, it has been thought better to sketch it out, however
rudely, from the author’s hints, than to leave an entire blank.

II. Oliver at Willoby’s House.
 

They remain awhile at Willoby’s, that Pamya may be
their protection. When some Indians appear, she goes out,
and finds among a party of Indians one of her own tribe.
After her story, the calumet is smoked, and the door of
Willoby’s house painted with marks indicating that it was
under their protection. Then they venture to depart. A sort
of half-confidence has first been made to Willoby in consequence of his wife’s letter, and a sort of half-engagement
formed. Willoby had known one of the Goffes. His moral
reasons for leaving England, — on account of his sons, seeing
the character of the times, and that all that we pray in the
Litany to be delivered from, was come upon the country — blindness of heart, pride, vain-glory and hypocrisy, envy,
hatred and malice, false doctrine, heresy and schism, sedition, privy conspiracy, and rebellion, &c.
 

III. The Wounded Indian.
 

Oliver journeying with Pamya and her children through
the forest, finds a wounded Indian, by whom they stay till a
party of his countrymen see them. This is the Mohawk,
whom Philip had meant to kill, and not scalped, to create a
belief that he had been killed by the English. (An historical fact, and represented as not of unfrequent occurrence.) Many hints for forest scenery, which are noted down, would
probably belong to this canto. At night Oliver is seen reading by firelight in the wood.
 

XII. Whatley’s Body.
 

The Indians conduct the party to their Sachem: on the
way they meet with Whalley’s body being conveyed somewhere for interment. Oliver knows it by a mutilated hand.
Likeness of Whalley to his daughter [Oliver’s mother]; that
family character of face, which the infant brings into the
world, and into which the countenance settles in old age,
when the character which individual pursuits and passions
have induced fades away, and the natural lineaments recover
their primary cast. The death of Whalley sets Goffe at liberty. They reach the encampment of Indians, and Pamya is
restored to her own friends, the Narhagansets.
 

II. The Affair of Hadley.
 

A renegade (in one place named Joshua Tift, the English
savage and traitor,) being among the Indians, calls Oliver a
spy, insults and strikes him. This Oliver endures patiently,
making no retaliation. This fellow relates the affair of Hadley, “the most disastrous day that ever befell New England,” and especially the marvellous apparition of one
during the conflict, who was really Goffe, Oliver’s father.
 

III. Reasoning with the Sachems.
 

The interest of this scene is to turn chiefly upon two
points: the effect for good which Oliver’s words have upon
an old Indian chief, who has formerly been impressed by Eliot or R. Williams, and who now puts himself under Oliver’s guidance. This man belongs to the tribe of Sakonets, who are probably connected with the Narhaganset
stock. It would have been contrary to history to make the Narhaganset chieftain himself influenced at this time by Oliver. The other point is, the peculiar character of Philip,
composed of hatred and vindictiveness against the English,
united with gloomy forebodings about the issue of the war. These may be some of his words, or rather the more
hopeful Canonchet’s:
 

The forest and the swamp are our allies;
Have we not with these giants of the wood
A sacred immemorial brotherhood?
The land itself will aid her proper children.
 

XV. Oliver reaches, his Father.
 

When Oliver mentions the wilderness, Goffe replies, it is
not there that he must prepare the way of the Lord, but in
the streets of London.
 

II. The Arrest.
A party sent by Randolph, with Willoby the cavalier at
their head, surprise them. — Willoby offers to let them go, if Oliver will declare that this person is not Goffe. — Meeting
with Randolph.
 

III. Rescue.
The whole party are surprised by the Sakonets. — Goffe and Willoby escape. — Randolph and Oliver are taken, and carried
to the encampment of the Sachems. — Oliver is recognised
and welcomed. — Randolph is to be burnt, but Oliver obtains
his life and safe dismission: they separate.
 

XVIII. Defeat of the Indians.
 

Goffe meanwhile has rallied some stragglers, who attack
and defeat the Sakonet party, and take some; for whom Oliver intercedes, engaging for them that they shall commit
no more hostilities. — He then goes with these Indians to
negotiate with their tribe.
 

XIX. Annabel a Prisoner.
 

While this discussion is going on, Annabel is brought in a
prisoner by the renegade; in the dispute which ensues, Oliver kills him. This is the point in which Oliver’s passiveness is to give way to a just wrath. Before he knocks out
the fellow’s brains he stands “trembling, but not with fear.”
 

XX. Peace.
 

The Sakonet tribe make peace with the English; Oliver
going with the chiefs to the English head-quarters to sign it. — The Mohawk, whom he had saved in the forest, meets him
there, at the head of his party.
 

XXI. Death of Philip
 

Oliver’s services are now clearly seen. — Randolph solicits
for him a grant of land. — Willoby gives him his daughter,
and Russell marries them. — Pamya’s children baptized.
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FRAGMENTARY THOUGHTS OCCASIONED BY HIS SON’S DEATH.
 

Thy life was a day, and sum it well, life is but a
week of such days, — with how much storm, and
cold, and darkness! Thine was a sweet spring holy-
day, — a vernal Sabbath, all sunshine, hope, and
promise.
 

and that name
In sacred silence buried, which was still
At morn and eve the never-wearying theme
Of dear discourse.
 

playful thoughts
Turn’d now to gall and esel.
He to whom Heaven in mercy hath assign’d
Life’s wholesome wormwood, fears no bitterness when
From th’ hand of Death he drinks the Amreeta cup.
 

Beauties of Nature, — the passion of my youth,
Nursed up and ripen’d to a settled love,
Whereto my heart is wedded.
 

Feeling at Westminster, when summer evening
sent a sadness to my heart, and I sate pining for
green fields, and banks of flowers, and running
streams, — or dreaming of Avon and her rocks and
woods.
 

No more great attempts, only a few autumnal
flowers, like second primroses, &c.
 

They who look for me in our Father’s kingdom
Will look for Him also; inseparably
Shall we be so remember’d.
 

The Grave the house of Hope:
It is the haven whither we are bound
On the rough sea of life, and thence she lands
In her own country, on the immortal shore.
Come, then,
Pain and Infirmity — appointed guests,
My heart is ready.
 

My soul
Needed perhaps a longer discipline,
Or sorer penance, here.
 

A respite something like repose is gain’d
While I invoke them, and the troubled tide
Of feeling, for a while allay’d, obeys
A tranquillising influence, that might seem
By some benign intelligence dispensed,
Who lends an ear to man.
They are not, though,
Mere unrealities: rather, I ween,
The ancient Poets, in the graceful garb
Of fiction, have transmitted earliest truths,
Ill understood; adorning, as they deem’d,
With mythic tales things erringly received,
And mingling with primeval verities
Their own devices vain. For what to us
Scripture assures, by searching proof confirm’d,
And inward certainty of sober Faith,
Tradition unto them deliver’d down
Changed and corrupted in the course of time,
And haply also by delusive art
Of Evil Powers. — 
 




SHORT PASSAGES OF SCRIPTURE, RHYTHMICALLY ARRANGED OR PARAPHRASED.
 

JEREM. VI. 4.
Woe unto us!
For the day goeth down,
For the shadows of evening
Are lengthen’d out.
 

JER. EX. 23 — 4.
Let not the wise man glory in his wisdom,
Let not the rich man glory in his riches,
Let not the mighty glory in his might,
But in only this let him that glorieth, glory,
That he knoweth the Lord, the Lord of infinite mercy,
Who exerciseth on the earth
His loving-kindness and his righteousness.
 

JER. XIII. 16.
Give glory to the Lord your God!
Lest, while ye look for light,
He bring the darkness on,
And the feet that advanced
With haughty step,
Marching astray in their pride,
Stumble and fail
In the shadow of death.
 

JER. XLVII. 6, 7.
Sword of the Lord! how long
Ere thou be quiet? O thou sword, how long?
Put up thyself
Into thy scabbard,
Rest and be still.
 

JER. XLIX. 7.
From the prudent hath counsel departed?
Is wisdom no more in the land?
Hath it utterly perish’d?
Is it vanish’d and gone?
 

JER. L. 25.
... the Lord
Open’d his armoury, and brought forth
The weapons of his wrath.
 

Jer. L. 15.
Ye nations, shout against her round about;
Take vengeance upon her.
It is the vengeance of the Lord,
As she hath done, do unto her.
 

LUKE, III. 5.
When every valley shall be filled,
And every mountain be brought low;
The crooked be made straight,
The rough ways smooth.
 

LAMENTATIONS, III. 44.
The Lord
Cover’d himself with a cloud,
That the prayer should not pass through.
 

HOSEA, x. 12, 13.
Break up your fallow-ground,
Sow to yourselves in righteousness, and reap
In mercy; it is time to seek the Lord.
Ye have plough’d wickedness, and ye have reap’d
Iniquity: the fruit of lies hath been
Your harvest and your food.
 

DANIEL, IX. 7, 8, 9. 18.
To Thee belongeth righteousness, O Lord!
Confusion and shame to us;
To our kings and our princes,
Our priests and our rulers,
Ourselves and our children,
Because we have sinned against Thee.
 

But mercies and forgivenesses belong
To Thee, O Lord our God,
Rebellious though we be.
 

Incline thine ear, and hear;
Open thine eyes, and pitifully see
Our sins, our miseries,
The impending punishment,
Too long, too much deserved.
 

AMOS, V. 8.
Who calleth for the waters of the sea,
And poureth them in seasonable rain
Upon the face of earth.
 

NAHUM, I. 3 — 8.
The Lord hath his way in the whirlwind,
The Lord hath his way in the storm,
The clouds are the dust of his feet,
And darkness shall pursue his enemies.
 

NAIIUM, III. 15. 17.
There shall the fire devour thee,
The sword shall cut thee off.
Make thyself many as the canker-worm,
As the locusts make thyself many.
Thou hast multiplied thy merchants
Above the stars of heaven!
But the canker-worm spoileth,
Then fleeth away,
And his place is not found.
 

1 KINGS, VIII. 23. 27. 30.
Lord God of Israel!
There is no God like Thee,
In heaven above, or on the earth beneath,
Who keepest covenant
And mercy with thy servants, when with all
Their heart they walk before Thee.
 

.... will God indeed
Dwell on the earth? Behold, the heaven, and heaven
Of heavens, cannot contain Thee; how much less
This house that man hath builded!
 

.... hear Thou in heaven, thy dwelling-place;
And when Thou hearest, O Lord God, forgive!
 

ISAIAH, xxv. 1. 4. 7.
Thy counsels, Lord, of old,
Are faithfulness and truth.
 

A strength to the weak hast thou been,
A help to the poor in his need,
A refuge from the storm,
A shadow from the heat.
 

The covering that is cast
Over all people shall be then removed,
And the veil that is spread
Over all nations be taken away.
 

ISAIAH, XXVI. 3. 5. 8.
Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace
Whose mind is stay’d on Thee.
 

He bringeth down them that dwell on high;
The lofty city He layeth it low,
He layeth it low to the ground,
He bringeth it down to the dust:
The foot shall tread it down,
The feet of the poor and the needy.
 

In the way of thy judgments,
O Lord, have we waited for Thee.
 

ISAIAH, XXVIII. 15. 17. 18.
They have made lies their refuge,
And under falsehood have they hid themselves;
Their covenant is with death, with hell
The agreement wherein they trust.
O fools! O miserables!
The covenant shall be annull’d,
The agreement shall not stand.
By the storm shall their refuge be swept away,
Their hiding-place
By the flood be overflown.
 

ISAIAH, XXVIII. 16.
In Zion the foundation hath been laid,
A precious corner-stone, a sure foundation.
 

ISAIAH, XXXI. 3.
When the Lord shall put forth his anger,
Then both he that helpeth shall fall, and he that is holpen.
 

ISAIAH, LVII. 1.
The righteous perisheth,
And none layeth it to heart!
The merciful man
Is taken away
From the evil to come.
 

EZEKIEL, VII. 5, 6, 7. 12.
An evil, an only evil,
Behold, is come! an end
Is come, — the end is come!
It watcheth for thee, behold it is come.
The time of trouble is near,
The morning is gone forth;
Behold the day is come.
Let not the buyer rejoice,
Nor let the seller mourn,
For wrath, the wrath of God,
Is upon all the multitudes thereof.
 

EZEKIEL, XXII. 7, 8. 14.
In thee have they set light
By venerable age,
By natural piety.
In thee God’s holy things have they despised,
God’s sabbaths have profaned.
Oh can thine heart endure,
Or can thine hand be strong,
When God shall deal with thee?
 




LITTLE BOOK, IN GREEN AND GOLD.
 

Little Book, in green and gold,
Thou art thus bedight to hold
Robert Southey’s Album Rhymes,
Wrung from him in busy times:
Not a few to his vexation,
By importune application;
Some in half-sarcastic strain,
More against than with the grain;
Other some, he must confess,
Bubbles blown in idleness;
Some in earnest, some in jest,
Good for little at the best:
Yet, because his Daughter dear
Would collect them fondly here,
Little Book, in gold and green,
Thou art not unfitly seen
Thus apparell’d for her pleasure,
Like the casket of a treasure.
Other owner, well I know,
Never more can prize thee so.
 

Little Book, when thou art old,
Time will dim thy green and gold.
Little Book, thou wilt outlive
The pleasure thou wert made to give:
Dear domestic recollections,
Home-born loves, and old affections,
Incommunicable they:
And when these have past away,
As perforce they must, from earth,
Where is then thy former worth?
Other value, then, I ween,
Little Book, may supervene,
Happily if unto some
Thou in due descent shouldst come,
Who would something find in thee
Like a relic’s sanctity,
And in whom thou may’st awake,
For thy former owner’s sake,
A pious thought, a natural sigh,
A feeling of mortality.
 

When those feelings, and that race,
Have in course of time given place,
Little worth, and little prized,
Disregarded or despised,
Thou wilt then be bought and sold,
In thy faded green and gold.
Then, unless some curious eye
Thee upon the shelf should spy,
Dust will gather on thee there,
And the worms, that never spare,
Feed their fill within, and hide,
Burrowing safely in thy side,
Till transfigured out they come
From that emblem of the tomb:
Or, by mould and damp consumed,
Thou to perish may’st be doom’d.
 

But if some collector find thee,
He will, as a prize, re-bind thee;
And thou may’st again be seen
Gayly drest in gold and green.
 

9th September, 1831.
 




LINES WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF ROTHA Q.
 

ROTHA, after long delays,
Since thy hook must cross the Raise,
Down I sit to turn a stave,
Be it gay or he it grave.
 

Wiser wish than what thy name
Prompts for thee I cannot frame;
No where find a better theme
Than thy native namesake stream.
Lovelier river is there none
Underneath an English sun;
From its source it issues bright
Upon hoar Hellvellyn’s height,
Flowing where its summer voice
Makes the mountain herds rejoice;
Down the dale it issues then;
Not polluted there by men;
While its lucid waters take
Their pastoral course from lake to lake,
Please the eye in every part,
Lull the ear, and soothe the heart,
Till into Windermere sedate
They flow and uncontaminate.
Rotha, such from youth to age
Be thy mortal pilgrimage;
Thus in childhood blithe and free,
Thus in thy maturity,
Blest and blessing, may it be;
And a course, in welfare past,
Thus serenely close at last.
 




IMAGINATION AND REALITY.
 

THE hill was in the sunshine gay and green,
The vale below could not be seen;
A cloud hung over it,
A thin white cloud, that scarce was seen to fly,
So slowly did it flit;
Yet cloud methinks I err in calling it,
It spread so evenly along the sky.
It gave the hills beyond a hue
So beautiful and blue,
That I stood loitering for the view:
Loitering and musing thoughtfully stood I,
For well those hills I knew,
And many a time had travell’d them all o’er;
Yet now such change the hazy air had wrought,
That I could well have thought
I never had beheld the scene before.
But while I gazed the cloud was passing by;
On the slow air it slowly travell’d on,
Eftsoon and that deceitful haze was gone,
Which had beguiled me with its mockery;
And all things seem’d again the things they were.
Alas! but then they were not half so fair
As I had shaped them in the hazy air!
 




MADRIGAL, TRANSLATED FROM LUIS MARTIN.
 

[This poem is selected for publication from a small volume of translations, because, having been printed before in a newspaper, it attracted the attention of Mr. D’Israeli, who has inserted it in the “Curiosities of Literature,” as a beautiful specimen of a kind of extravagance characteristic of Spanish poetry. It seemed, therefore, worth while to place it among the poems of the Translator.]
 

ON the green margin of the land.
Where Guadalhorce winds his way,
My Lady lay.
With golden key Sleep’s gentle hand
Had closed her eyes so bright,
Her eyes — two suns of light,
And bade his balmy dews
Her rosy cheeks suffuse.
The River God in slumber saw her laid
He raised his dripping head
With weeds o’erspread,
Clad in his watery robes approach’d the maid,
And with cold kiss, like Death,
Drank the rich perfume of the maiden’s breath.
The maiden felt that icy kiss;
Her suns unclosed, their flame
Full and unclouded on the intruder came.
Amazed, the hold intruder felt
His frothy body melt,
And heard the radiance on his bosom hiss
And, forced in blind confusion to retire,
Leapt in the water to escape the fire.
February, 1799.
 




MOHAMMED; A FRAGMENT, WRITTEN IN 1799.
 

CLOAK’D in the garment of green, who lies on the bed of Mohammed,
Restless and full of fear, yet semblant of one that is sleeping?
Every sound of the feet at his door he hears, and the breathing
Low of inaudible words: he knows their meaning of murder,
Knows what manner of men await his outgoing, and listens
All their tread, and their whisp’ring, till even the play of his pulses
Disturbs him, so deep his attention. The men of the Koreish
Fix on the green-robed youth their eyes; impatiently watchful
Wait they the steps of his rising, the coming of him whom they hated.
He rises and makes himself pure, and turning towards the Caaba,
Loud he repeats his prayer; they hear, and, in eagerness trembling,
Grasp the hilts of their swords — their swords that are sworn to the slaughter.
But when the youth went forth, they saw, and, behold! it was Ali!
Steady the hero’s face: it was pale, for his life was a blessing;
It was calm, for in death he look’d on to the crown of the martvr.
Dark as they were of soul, and goaded by rage disappointed,
They shed not the blood of the youth, but remember’d their chieftain his father,
Abu Taleb the good, and respected the virtue of friendship.
Baffled, and full of wrath, through Mecca they scatter the tidings:
“He has fled, has discover’d our plans, has eluded our vengeance.
“Saw ye the steps of his flight? Where lurks he, the lying blasphemer?
“Now to the chase, to the chase; seize now the bow and the quiver;
“Now with the sword and the spear, ye stubborn of Mecca! Pursue him;
“Seek him now to the north and the south, to the sunset and sunrise;
‘‘Follow, follow the chosen one’s flight!” They rush from the city:
Over the plain they pursue him, pursue him with cries and with curses — 
Sounds that rung over the plain, and rung in the echoing mountains;
And Mecca received in her streets the din of their clamorous uproar.
But the voice of the Moslem, the silent prayer of the faithful,
Rose to the throne of God; and tears of the heart overflowing
Interceded for him whom they loved and believed his apostle.
 

“Where is the blasphemous fled? — the lying disturber of Mecca?
“Has he journey’d to Tayef? Under the shield of his uncle
“Lurks he for safety there? — or to Yathreb, the credulous city?
“Or seeks he the Ethiop’s court, where the earlier runaways shelter?”
Lashing their steeds, they pursue; to the east and the dwelling of Abbas
Hasten the thirsty for blood; to the north they hurry, to Yathreb;
Some to the shore of the sea, lest haply a bark might await him,
And the waves should become his protectors; impetuously rushing,
Drive they in fury along; beneath the hoofs of their horses
Sparkles the rock of the valley, and rises the dust of the desert.
Others the while, more cool in wrath, and thoughtful in fury,
Over the town search sedulous: they in the Hashemites’ dwellings
Seek for the man proscribed; in the dwellings of Hamza and Omar,
Ali, Abubeker, and Saad, and Abu Obeidah;
All whom the Prophet loved, who believed in the son of Abdallah.
Every house they search in the populous city, whose threshold
Ever his feet had trod; thus vainly through Mecca they seek him
Then, unassuaged of hate, of rancour and wrath unabated,
They to the mountains turn, to seek in their dens and retirings
If from the death he lurks: they enter the cavern of Hira,
Place of his fasting and prayer; the cavern of Hira is lonely.
Not in the depth of the cave, and not in the mountain retirings,
Not in their hollows and glens, can they track the steps of his going.
So through the day they sought; and still, when the sun was descending,
They were among the hills: then faint, disappointed, and weary,
Turning their faces homeward, they journey’d slowly and sullen
Down their rough mountain path; but often paused, and around them
Linger’d with prowling eyes: a little wide of their pathway,
Thus as they paused, they saw in the side of the stony mountain
A cave-mouth, narrow and high: the hill had the hue of the evening
Rich on its rugged sides, and the chasm was distinct in its blackness.
Thither turning, they sped; and one who forewent his companions
Came to the cavern’s mouth: disturb’d by the noise of his footsteps,
From her nest, in the side of the chasm, a pigeon affrighted
Fled. The advancing pursuers heard the whirr of her pinions,
And he who was first exclaim’d, “There is none in the hole of the mountain;
“For lo! a pigeon fled from her nest at the sound of my coming,
“And the spider hath spread his network over the entrance.”
Then from the cave he turn’d.
Was thy spirit shaken, Mohammed,
When in the depth of the rock thou heardest the voice of the Koreish?
He who was with thee trembled; the sweat on his forehead was chilly,
And his eyes in alarm were turn’d towards thee in the darkness.
Silent they sat in the rock; nor moved they, nor breathed they; but listen’d
Long to the tread of the feet, that, fainter and fainter sounding,
Died in the distance now: yet still they were silent, and listen’d.
Abubeker first, as his fear gave faith to the echo,
Fresh in his sense alarm’d—” Hark! hark! I hear them returning’
“They are many, and we but two!” he whisper’d, in terror.
“There is a third!” aloud replied the son of Abdallah—”God!”
So the night came on, and they in the place of their refuge
Silently sat. And now in hope they listen’d, awaiting
Sound of approaching feet — of trusted friend or disciple,
Bringing them food and tidings, now that the darkness had settled.
Slow past the expectant hours: nearer the mouth of the cavern
Eagerly now they drew. The sound of the wind that was passing
Took from their hope its tone; and now in its distant murmurs
They heard the tread of feet; and now despairingly argued
Danger was yet abroad, and none could venture towards them.
Midnight came; and a step was heard — distinctly they heard it:
Heavier it comes, — and now in the rock — and a voice — it is Ali.
He in the cave laid down the water-skin that he carried,
And the figs wrapt under his robe: then told he his tidings.
Low was his voice, for he spake in fear: “The peril is pressing,
“Prophet of God, I saw thy foes return in the twilight:
“Sullen they came from their toil, and talk’d of the search on the morrow.
“The Idolaters joy in thy flight, and grieve at thy safety:
“God shall remember their joy, and that grief, in the day of his judgment.
“They shall feel in their evil load! A price is appointed
“His who shall shed thy blood: but keep thou close in the mountain;
“God will confound their plots.”
He paused; so suddenly checking
Words on their way, as one who tells but half of his errand,
Loath to utter the worse remainder, that yet must be utter’d.
Sure if Mohammed had seen his eye, he had read in its trouble
Tidings of evil to come. At length to the son of Abdallah,
Telling his tale of woe, spake Ali the first of believers:
“Prophet, there is grief in thy dwelling: Cadijah in sickness
“Lies on her bed of pain: for death she is stricken, I fear me.’
Mohammed heard: and he bow’d his head, and groan’d for his exile.
 




The Poems
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In his childhood Southey was sent to Westminster School, but he was expelled for writing an essay against flogging.
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The school today




LIST OF POEMS IN CHRONOLOGICAL ORDER
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JOAN OF ARC. THE FIRST BOOK.

JOAN OF ARC. THE SECOND BOOK.

JOAN OF ARC. THE THIRD BOOK.

JOAN OF ARC. THE FOURTH BOOK.

JOAN OF ARC. THE FIFTH BOOK.

JOAN OF ARC. THE SIXTH BOOK.

JOAN OF ARC. THE SEVENTH BOOK.

JOAN OF ARC. THE EIGHTH BOOK.

JOAN OF ARC. THE NINTH BOOK.

JOAN OF ARC. THE TENTH BOOK.

THE VISION OF THE MAID OF ORLEANS. THE FIRST BOOK.

THE VISION OF THE MAID OF ORLEANS. THE SECOND BOOK.

THE VISION OF THE MAID OF ORLEANS. THE THIRD BOOK.

THE TRIUMPH OF WOMAN

WAT TYLER - ACT I

WAT TYLER - ACT II

WAT TYLER - ACT III

POEMS ON THE SLAVE TRADE - SONNET I

POEMS ON THE SLAVE TRADE - SONNET II

POEMS ON THE SLAVE TRADE - SONNET III

POEMS ON THE SLAVE TRADE - SONNET IV

POEMS ON THE SLAVE TRADE - SONNET V

POEMS ON THE SLAVE TRADE - SONNET VI

TO THE GENIUS OF AFRICA

THE SAILOR, WHO HAD SERVED IN THE SLAVE TRADE

VERSES SPOKEN IN THE THEATRE AT OXFORD, UPON THE INSTALLATION OF LORD GRENVILLE

ELINOR.

HUMPHREY AND WILLIAM.

JOHN, SAMUEL, & RICHARD.

FREDERIC.

SONNET I.

SONNET II.

SONNET III.

SONNET IV.

SONNET V.

SONNET VI

SONNET VII.

SONNET VIII.

SONNET IX.

SONNET X.

SAPPHO.

XIMALPOCA.

THE WIFE OF FERGUS.

LUCRETIA.

LA CABA.

DELIA AT PLAY.

TO A PAINTER ATTEMPTING DELIA’S PORTRAIT.

HE PROVES THE EXISTENCE OF A SOUL FROM HIS LOVE FOR DELIA.

THE POET EXPRESSES HIS FEELINGS RESPECTING A PORTRAIT IN DELIA’S PARLOR.

ELEGY I. THE POET RELATES HOW HE OBTAINED DELIA’S POCKET-HANDKERCHIEF.

ELEGY II. THE POET INVOKES THE SPIRITS OF THE ELEMENTS TO APPROACH DELIA.

ELEGY III. THE POET EXPATIATES ON THE BEAUTY OF DELIA’S HAIR

ELEGY IV. THE POET RELATES HOW HE STOLE A LOCK OF DELIA’S HAIR, AND HER ANGER.

TO HORROR.

TO CONTEMPLATION.

TO A FRIEND.

REMEMBRANCE.

THE SOLDIER’S WIFE.

THE WIDOW.

THE CHAPEL BELL.

TO HYMEN.

WRITTEN ON THE FIRST OF DECEMBER.

WRITTEN ON THE FIRST OF JANUARY.

WRITTEN ON SUNDAY MORNING.

THE RACE OF BANQUO.

WRITTEN IN ALENTEJO, JANUARY 23, 1796.

TO RECOVERY.

YOUTH AND AGE.

THE OAK OF OUR FATHERS.

THE BATTLE OF PULTOWA.

THE TRAVELLER’S RETURN.

THE OLD MAN’S COMFORTS AND HOW HE GAINED THEM.

TRANSLATION OF A GREEK ODE ON ASTRONOMY WRITTEN BY S. T. COLERIDGE, FOR THE PRIZE AT CAMBRIDGE, 1793.

GOOSEBERRY-PIE.

TO A BEE.

TO A SPIDER.

THE DESTRUCTION OF JERUSALEM

THE DEATH OF WALLACE.

THE SPANISH ARMADA.

ST. BARTHOLOMEW’S DAY.

THE HOLLY-TREE.

THE EBB TIDE.

THE COMPLAINTS OF THE POOR

TO MARY.

TO A FRIEND, INQUIRING IF I WOULD LIVE OVER MY YOUTH AGAIN.

THE DEAD FRIEND.

THE HURON’S ADDRESS TO THE DEAD.

THE PERUVIAN’S DIRGE OVER THE BODY OF HIS FATHER.

SONG OF THE ARAUCANS DURING A THUNDER-STORM.

SONG OF THE CHIKKASAH WIDOW

THE OLD CHIKKASAH TO HIS GRANDSON

THE PAUPER’S FUNERAL.

THE SOLDIER’S FUNERAL.

ON A LANDSCAPE OF GASPAR POUSSIN.

WRITTEN ON CHRISTMAS DAY, 1795.

THE CONVENT OF ARRABIDA

ON MY OWN MINIATURE PICTURE TAKEN AT TWO YEARS OF AGE.

ON THE DEATH OF A FAVORITE OLD SPANIEL.

RECOLLECTIONS OF A DAY’S JOURNEY IN SPAIN.

TO MARGARET HILL.

AUTUMN.

THE VICTORY.

HISTORY.

THE SPEECH OF ROBERT EMMET

THANKSGIVING FOR VICTORY.

STANZAS WRITTEN IN LADY LONSDALE’S ALBUM, AT LOWTHER CASTLE, OCTOBER 13, 1821.

STANZAS ADDRESSED TO W. R. TURNER, ESQ., R. A., ON HIS VIEW OF THE LAGO MAGGIORE FROM THE TOWN OF ARONA.

ON A PICTURE BY J. M. WRIGHT, ESQ.

MY DAYS AMONG THE DEAD ARE PAST

IMITATED FROM THE PERSIAN.

THE RETROSPECT.

HYMN TO THE PENATES.

THE OLD MANSION-HOUSE.

THE GRANDMOTHERS TALE.

HANNAH.

THE FUNERAL.

THE SAILOR’S MOTHER.

THE WITCH.

THE RUINED COTTAGE.

THE LAST OF THE FAMILY

THE WEDDING

THE ALDERMAN’S FUNERAL

WRITTEN THE WINTER AFTER THE INSTALLATION AT OXFORD. 1793.

SNUFF.

COOL REFLECTIONS DURING A MIDSUMMER WALK FROM WARMINSTER TO SHAFTESBURY. 1799.

THE PIG.

THE DANCING BEAR.

THE FILBERT.

THE CATARACT OF LODORE.

ROBERT THE RHYMER’S TRUE AND PARTICULAR ACCOUNT OF HIMSELF.

THE DEVIL’S WALK.

INSCRIPTIONS

FOR A TABLET AT GODSTOW NUNNERY.

FOR A COLUMN AT NEWBURY.

FOR A CAVERN THAT OVERLOOKS THE RIVER AVON.

FOR THE APARTMENT IN CHEPSTOW-CASTLE WHERE HENRY MARTEN THE REGICIDE WAS IMPRISONED THIRTY YEARS.

FOR A MONUMENT AT SILBURY-HILL.

FOR A MONUMENT IN THE NEW FOREST.

FOR A TABLET ON THE BANKS OF A STREAM.

FOR THE CENOTAPH AT ERMENONVILLE.

INSCRIPTIONS FOR THE CALEDONIAN CANAL

EPITAPH IN BUTLEIGH CHURCH.

EPITAPH.

DEDICATIOM OF THE AUTHOR’S COLLOQUIES ON THE PROGRESS AND PROSPECTS OF SOCIETY.

CARMEN TRIUMPHALE.

ODE, WRITTEN DURING THE NEGOTIATIONS WITH BONAPARTE, IN JANUARY, 1814.

ODE, WRITTEN DURING THE WAR WITH AMERICA 1814.

CARMINA AULICA

ODE TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCE REGENT OF THE UNITED KINGDOM OF GREAT BRITAIN AND IRELAND.

ODE TO HIS IMPERIAL MAJESTY, ALEXANDER THE FIRST, EMPEROR OF ALL THE RUSSIAS.

ODE TO HIS MAJESTY, FREDERICK WILLIAM THE FOURTH, KING OF PRUSSIA.

ODE. THE BATTLE OF ALGIERS.

ODE ON THE DEATH OF QUEEN CHARLOTTE.

ODE FOR ST. GEORGE’S DAY.

ODE WRITTEN AFTER THE KING’S VISIT TO IRELAND.

ODE WRITTEN AFTER THE KING’S VISIT TO SCOTLAND.

THE WARNING VOICE. ODE I.

THE WARNING VOICE. ODE II.

ODE ON THE PORTRAIT OF BISHOP HEBER.

EPISTLE TO ALLAN CUNNINGHAM.

OP EENE VERZAMELING VAN MIJNE

MADOC IN WALES. PART I.

NOTES ON THE FIRST PART.

MADOC IN AZTLAN. PART II.

NOTES ON THE SECOND PART.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK I.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK II.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK III.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK IV.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK V.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK VI.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK VII.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK VIII.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK IX.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK X.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK XI.

THALABA THE DESTROYER. BOOK XII.

MARY, THE MAID OF THE INN.

DONICA.

RUDIGER.

JASPAR.

LORD WILLIAM.

ST. PATRICK’S PURGATORY.

THE CROSS ROADS.

GOD’S JUDGEMENT ON A WICKED BISHOP.

THE PIOUS PAINTER.

ST. MICHAEL’S CHAIR.

KING HENRY V. AND THE HERMIT OF DREUX.

OLD CHRISTOVAL’S ADVICE, AND THE REASON WHY HE GAVE IT.

CORNELIUS AGRIPPA

VERY PITHY AND PROFITABLE.

KING CHARLEMAIN.

ST. ROMUALD.

THE KING OF THE CROCODILES.

THE ROSE.

THE LOVER’S ROCK.

GARCI FERRANDEZ.

KING RAMIRO.

THE INCHCAPE ROCK.

THE WELL OF ST. KEYNE.

BISHOP BRUNO.

THE BATTLE OF BLENHEIM.

A TRUE BALLAD OF ST. ANTIDIUS, THE POPE, AND THE DEVIL.

GONZALO HERMIGUEZ.

QUEEN ORRACA, AND THE FIVE MARTYRS OF MOROCCO.

THE OLD WOMAN OF BERKELEY, A BALLAD, SHEWING HOW AN OLD WOMAN RODE DOUBLE, AND WHO RODE BEFORE HER.

THE SURGEON’S WARNING.

HENRY THE HERMIT.

ST. GUALBERTO. ADDRESSED TO GEORGE BURNETT.

THE MARCH TO MOSCOW.

BROUGH BELLS.

QUEEN MARY’S CHRISTENING.

ROPRECHT THE ROBBER.

THE YOUNG DRAGON.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. DEDICATION TO EDITH MAY SOUTHEY.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. PROEM.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO I.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO II.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO III.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO IV.

ALL FOR LOVE.

THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA.

THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA: PRELUDE.

THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA: INTRODUCTION.

THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA. PART I.

THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA: PART II.

THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA: PART III.

THE PILGRIM TO COMPOSTELLA: PART IV.

THE CURSE OF KEHAMA

RODERICK, THE LAST OF THE GOTHS.

THE POET’S PILGRIMAGE TO WATERLOO.

CARMEN NUPTIALE. PROEM.

CARMEN NUPTIALE. THE DREAM.

CARMEN NUPTIALE. EPILOGUE.

CARMEN NUPTIALE. L’ENVOY.

FUNERAL ODE FOR THE DEATH OF THE PRINCESS CHARLOTTE

A VISION OF JUDGMENT

OLIVER NEWMAN.

FRAGMENTARY THOUGHTS OCCASIONED BY HIS SON’S DEATH.

SHORT PASSAGES OF SCRIPTURE, RHYTHMICALLY ARRANGED OR PARAPHRASED.

LITTLE BOOK, IN GREEN AND GOLD.

LINES WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF ROTHA Q.

IMAGINATION AND REALITY.

MADRIGAL, TRANSLATED FROM LUIS MARTIN.

MOHAMMED; A FRAGMENT, WRITTEN IN 1799.

 




LIST OF POEMS IN ALPHABETICAL ORDER
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A-D   E-H   I-L   M-O   P-S   T-V   W-Z
 

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO I.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO II.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO III.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. CANTO IV.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. DEDICATION TO EDITH MAY SOUTHEY.

A TALE OF PARAGUAY. PROEM.

A TRUE BALLAD OF ST. ANTIDIUS, THE POPE, AND THE DEVIL.

A VISION OF JUDGMENT

ALL FOR LOVE.

AUTUMN.

BISHOP BRUNO.

BROUGH BELLS.

CARMEN NUPTIALE. EPILOGUE.

CARMEN NUPTIALE. L’ENVOY.

CARMEN NUPTIALE. PROEM.

CARMEN NUPTIALE. THE DREAM.

CARMEN TRIUMPHALE.

CARMINA AULICA

COOL REFLECTIONS DURING A MIDSUMMER WALK FROM WARMINSTER TO SHAFTESBURY. 1799.

CORNELIUS AGRIPPA

DEDICATIOM OF THE AUTHOR’S COLLOQUIES ON THE PROGRESS AND PROSPECTS OF SOCIETY.

DELIA AT PLAY.

DONICA.

ELEGY I. THE POET RELATES HOW HE OBTAINED DELIA’S POCKET-HANDKERCHIEF.

ELEGY II. THE POET INVOKES THE SPIRITS OF THE ELEMENTS TO APPROACH DELIA.

ELEGY III. THE POET EXPATIATES ON THE BEAUTY OF DELIA’S HAIR

ELEGY IV. THE POET RELATES HOW HE STOLE A LOCK OF DELIA’S HAIR, AND HER ANGER.

ELINOR.
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Southey married Edith Fricker, the sister of Colerdige’s wife, at St. Mary Redcliffe, Bristol, on 14 November 1795. 




THE FALL OF ROBESPIERRE
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AN HISTORIC DRAMA
 

This play was written by Southey and Samuel Taylor Coleridge in 1794. It follows the events in France after the downfall of Maximilien Robespierre, who is portrayed as a tyrant, though Southey’s contributions praise him as a destroyer of despotism. Written as a closet drama, the play is, according to Coleridge, “my sole aim to imitate the impassioned and highly figurative language of the French Orators and develop the characters of the chief actors on a vast stage of horrors.”

In order to raise money, Southey and Coleridge began collaborating in August 1794 on a play that would deal with the beheading of Robespierre in July 1794. Their source was news articles that described the final moments of a dispute within the National Assembly. During composition, they were able to write 800 lines in just two days. When they turned to Joseph Cottle to publish the work, he refused and Coleridge had to search for another publisher. He took the manuscript to Cambridge, revising and improving his own contribution. Eventually, the drama was published in October 1794 by Benjamin Flower. Five hundred copies were printed and circulated in Bath, Cambridge, and London, bringing the writers fame, though their personal relationship grew tense.

The events that inspired the work involve Robespierre’s taking over of the National Assembly and removing the moderate members. During this time, he also allowed the executions of many individuals and became the centre of power during the summer of 1793. The next summer, 28 July 1794, he was executed by guillotine with twenty-one of his followers.

An anonymous review in the November 1794 Critical Review argued that the subject matter would have been appropriate for a tragedy, but the events happened too soon to allow for it to be dealt with in an appropriate manner. However, the review did praise aspects of the poem: “By these free remarks, we mean not to under-rate Mr. Coleridge’s historical drama. It affords ample testimony, that the writer is a genuine votary of the Muse, and several parts of it will afford much pleasure to those who can relish the beauties of poetry. Indeed a writer who could produce so much beauty in so little time, must possess powers that are capable of raising him to a distinguished place among the English poets.” In the British Critic, an anonymous reviewer argued that, “The sentiments in many instances are naturally, though boldly conceived, and expressed in language, which gives us reason to think the Author might, after some probation, become no unsuccessful wooer of the tragic muse.”
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Maximilien Robespierre (1758–1794) was a French lawyer, politician and one of the best-known and most influential figures of the French Revolution.
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Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772-1834) was to become a founder of the Romantic Movement in England and a member of the Lake Poets, as well as a great source of inspiration to Southey in his early years as a poet.




TO

H. MARTIN, ESQ.

OF

JESUS COLLEGE

CAMBRIDGE

DEAR SIR,
 

Accept, as a small testimony of my grateful attachment, the following
Dramatic Poem, in which I have endeavoured to detail, in an interesting
form, the fall of a man, whose great bad actions have cast a disastrous
lustre on his name. In the execution of the work, as intricacy of plot
could not have been attempted without a gross violation of recent facts,
it has been my sole aim to imitate the empassioned and highly figurative
language of the French orators, and to develope the characters of the
chief actors on a vast stage of horrors.
 

        Yours fraternally,
          S. T. COLERIDGE.
 

JESUS COLLEGE, September 22, 1794.
 




ACT I
 

SCENE — The Thuilleries.
 

Barrere. The tempest gathers — be it mine to seek
A friendly shelter, ere it bursts upon him.
But where? and how? I fear the Tyrant’s soul — 
Sudden in action, fertile in resource,
And rising awful ‘mid impending ruins;   5
In splendor gloomy, as the midnight meteor,
That fearless thwarts the elemental war.
When last in secret conference we met,
He scowl’d upon me with suspicious rage,
Making his eye the inmate of my bosom.   10
I know he scorns me — and I feel, I hate him — 
Yet there is in him that which makes me tremble!       [Exit.
 

Enter TALLIEN and LEGENDRE.
 

Tallien. It was Barrere, Legendre! didst thou mark him?
Abrupt he turn’d, yet linger’d as he went,
And towards us cast a look of doubtful meaning.   15
 

Legendre. I mark’d him well. I met his eye’s last glance;
It menac’d not so proudly as of yore.
Methought he would have spoke — but that he dar’d not — 
Such agitation darken’d on his brow.
 

Tallien. ’Twas all-distrusting guilt that kept from bursting   20
Th’ imprison’d secret struggling in the face:
E’en as the sudden breeze upstarting onwards
Hurries the thundercloud, that pois’d awhile
Hung in mid air, red with its mutinous burthen.
 

Legendre. Perfidious Traitor! — still afraid to bask   25
In the full blaze of power, the rustling serpent
Lurks in the thicket of the Tyrant’s greatness,
Ever prepared to sting who shelters him.
Each thought, each action in himself converges;
And love and friendship on his coward heart   30
Shine like the powerless sun on polar ice;
To all attach’d, by turns deserting all,
Cunning and dark — a necessary villain!
 

Tallien. Yet much depends upon him — well you know
With plausible harangue ’tis his to paint   35
Defeat like victory — and blind the mob
With truth-mix’d falsehood. They led on by him,
And wild of head to work their own destruction,
Support with uproar what he plans in darkness.
 

Legendre. O what a precious name is Liberty   40
To scare or cheat the simple into slaves!
Yes — we must gain him over: by dark hints
We’ll shew enough to rouse his watchful fears,
Till the cold coward blaze a patriot.
O Danton! murder’d friend! assist my counsels — 45
Hover around me on sad Memory’s wings,
And pour thy daring vengeance in my heart.
Tallien! if but to-morrow’s fateful sun
Beholds the Tyrant living — we are dead!
 

Tallien. Yet his keen eye that flashes mighty meanings — 50
 

Legendre. Fear not — or rather fear th’ alternative,
And seek for courage e’en in cowardice — 
But see — hither he comes — let us away!
His brother with him, and the bloody Couthon,
And high of haughty spirit, young St. Just.      [Exeunt.   55
 

Enter ROBESPIERRE, COUTHON, ST. JUST, and ROBESPIERRE JUNIOR.
 

Robespierre. What? did La Fayette fall before my power?
And did I conquer Roland’s spotless virtues?
The fervent eloquence of Vergniaud’s tongue?
And Brissot’s thoughtful soul unbribed and bold?
Did zealot armies haste in vain to save them?   60
What! did th’ assassin’s dagger aim its point
Vain, as a dream of murder, at my bosom?
And shall I dread the soft luxurious Tallien?
Th’ Adonis Tallien? banquet-hunting Tallien?
Him, whose heart flutters at the dice-box? Him,   65
Who ever on the harlots’ downy pillow
Resigns his head impure to feverish slumbers!
 

St. Just. I cannot fear him — yet we must not scorn him.
Was it not Antony that conquer’d Brutus,
Th’ Adonis, banquet-hunting Antony?    70
The state is not yet purified: and though
The stream runs clear, yet at the bottom lies
The thick black sediment of all the factions — 
It needs no magic hand to stir it up!
 

Couthon. O we did wrong to spare them — fatal error!   75
Why lived Legendre, when that Danton died?
And Collot d’Herbois dangerous in crimes?
I’ve fear’d him, since his iron heart endured
To make of Lyons one vast human shambles,
Compar’d with which the sun-scorcht wilderness   80
Of Zara were a smiling paradise.
 

St. Just. Rightly thou judgest, Couthon! He is one
Who flies from silent solitary anguish,
Seeking forgetful peace amid the jar
Of elements. The howl of maniac uproar   85
Lulls to sad sleep the memory of himself.
A calm is fatal to him — then he feels
The dire upboilings of the storm within him.
A tiger mad with inward wounds! — I dread
The fierce and restless turbulence of guilt.   90
 

Robespierre. Is not the Commune ours? The stern tribunal?
Dumas? and Vivier? Fleuriot? and Louvet?
And Henriot? We’ll denounce an hundred, nor
Shall they behold to-morrow’s sun roll westward.
 

Robespierre Junior. Nay — I am sick of blood; my aching heart   95
Reviews the long, long train of hideous horrors
That still have gloom’d the rise of the Republic.
I should have died before Toulon, when war
Became the patriot!
 

Robespierre.      Most unworthy wish!
He, whose heart sickens at the blood of traitors,   100
Would be himself a traitor, were he not
A coward! ’Tis congenial souls alone
Shed tears of sorrow for each other’s fate.
O thou art brave, my brother! and thine eye
Full firmly shines amid the groaning battle — 105
Yet in thine heart the woman-form of pity
Asserts too large a share, an ill-timed guest!
There is unsoundness in the state — To-morrow
Shall see it cleans’d by wholesome massacre!
 

Robespierre Junior. Beware! already do the sections murmur — 110
‘O the great glorious patriot, Robespierre — 
The tyrant guardian of the country’s freedom!’
 

Couthon. ‘Twere folly sure to work great deeds by halves!
Much I suspect the darksome fickle heart
Of cold Barrere!
 

Robespierre.    I see the villain in him!   115
 

Robespierre Junior. If he — if all forsake thee — what remains?
 

Robespierre. Myself! the steel-strong Rectitude of soul
And Poverty sublime ‘mid circling virtues!
The giant Victories my counsels form’d
Shall stalk around me with sun-glittering plumes,   120
Bidding the darts of calumny fall pointless.
 

       [Exeunt caeteri. Manet COUTHON.
 

Couthon (solus). So we deceive ourselves! What goodly virtues
Bloom on the poisonous branches of ambition!
Still, Robespierre! thou’lt guard thy country’s freedom
To despotize in all the patriot’s pomp.   125
While Conscience, ‘mid the mob’s applauding clamours,
Sleeps in thine ear, nor whispers — blood-stain’d tyrant!
Yet what is Conscience? Superstition’s dream,
Making such deep impression on our sleep — 
That long th’ awakened breast retains its horrors!   130
But he returns — and with him comes Barrere.    [Exit COUTHON.
 

Enter ROBESPIERRE and BARRERE.
 

Robespierre. There is no danger but in cowardice. — 
Barrere! we make the danger, when we fear it.
We have such force without, as will suspend
The cold and trembling treachery of these members.   135
 

Barrere. ‘Twill be a pause of terror. — 
 

Robespierre.     But to whom?
Rather the short-lived slumber of the tempest,
Gathering its strength anew. The dastard traitors!
Moles, that would undermine the rooted oak!
A pause! — a moment’s pause?—’Tis all their life.   140
 

Barrere. Yet much they talk — and plausible their speech.
Couthon’s decree has given such powers, that — 
 

Robespierre.          That what?
 

Barrere. The freedom of debate — 
 

Robespierre.       Transparent mask!
They wish to clog the wheels of government,
Forcing the hand that guides the vast machine   145
To bribe them to their duty — English patriots!
Are not the congregated clouds of war
Black all around us? In our very vitals
Works not the king-bred poison of rebellion?
Say, what shall counteract the selfish plottings   150
Of wretches, cold of heart, nor awed by fears
Of him, whose power directs th’ eternal justice?
Terror? or secret-sapping gold? The first
Heavy, but transient as the ills that cause it;
And to the virtuous patriot rendered light   155
By the necessities that gave it birth:
The other fouls the fount of the republic,
Making it flow polluted to all ages:
Inoculates the state with a slow venom,
That once imbibed, must be continued ever.   160
Myself incorruptible I ne’er could bribe them — 
Therefore they hate me.
 

Barrere.     Are the sections friendly?
 

Robespierre. There are who wish my ruin — but I’ll make them
Blush for the crime in blood!
 

Barrere.      Nay — but I tell thee,
Thou art too fond of slaughter — and the right   165
(If right it be) workest by most foul means!
 

Robespierre.
Self-centering Fear! how well thou canst ape
    Mercy!
Too fond of slaughter! — matchless hypocrite!
Thought Barrere so, when Brissot, Danton died?
Thought Barrere so, when through the streaming streets   170
Of Paris red-eyed Massacre o’erwearied
Reel’d heavily, intoxicate with blood?
And when (O heavens!) in Lyons’ death-red square
Sick Fancy groan’d o’er putrid hills of slain,
Didst thou not fiercely laugh, and bless the day?   175
Why, thou hast been the mouth-piece of all horrors,
And, like a blood-hound, crouch’d for murder! Now
Aloof thou standest from the tottering pillar,
Or, like a frighted child behind its mother,
Hidest thy pale face in the skirts of — Mercy!   180
 

Barrere. O prodigality of eloquent anger!
Why now I see thou’rt weak — thy case is desperate!
The cool ferocious Robespierre turn’d scolder!
 

Robespierre. Who from a bad man’s bosom wards the blow
Reserves the whetted dagger for his own.   185
Denounced twice — and twice I saved his life!      [Exit.
 

Barrere. The sections will support them — there’s the point!
No! he can never weather out the storm — 
Yet he is sudden in revenge — No more!
I must away to Tallien.         [Exit.   190
 

SCENE changes to the house of ADELAIDE.
 

ADELAIDE enters, speaking to a Servant.
 

Adelaide. Didst thou present the letter that I gave thee?
Did Tallien answer, he would soon return?
 

Servant. He is in the Thuilleries — with him Legendre — 
In deep discourse they seem’d: as I approach’d
He waved his hand as bidding me retire:   195
I did not interrupt him.   [Returns the letter.
 

Adelaide.     Thou didst rightly.   [Exit Servant.
O this new freedom! at how dear a price
We’ve bought the seeming good! The peaceful virtues
And every blandishment of private life,
The father’s cares, the mother’s fond endearment,   200
All sacrificed to liberty’s wild riot.
The wingéd hours, that scatter’d roses round me,
Languid and sad drag their slow course along,
And shake big gall-drops from their heavy wings.
But I will steal away these anxious thoughts   205
By the soft languishment of warbled airs,
If haply melodies may lull the sense
Of sorrow for a while.    [Soft music.
 

Enter TALLIEN.
 

Tallien. Music, my love? O breathe again that air!
Soft nurse of pain, it sooths the weary soul   210
Of care, sweet as the whisper’d breeze of evening
That plays around the sick man’s throbbing temples.
 

     SONG
 

     Tell me, on what holy ground
     May domestic peace be found?
     Halcyon daughter of the skies,   215
     Far on fearful wing she flies,
     From the pomp of scepter’d state,
     From the rebel’s noisy hate.
 

     In a cottag’d vale she dwells
     List’ning to the Sabbath bells!   220
     Still around her steps are seen,
     Spotless honor’s meeker mien,
     Love, the sire of pleasing fears,
     Sorrow smiling through her tears,
     And conscious of the past employ,   225
     Memory, bosom-spring of joy.
 

Tallien. I thank thee, Adelaide! ’twas sweet, though mournful.
But why thy brow o’ercast, thy cheek so wan?
Thou look’st as a lorn maid beside some stream
That sighs away the soul in fond despairing,   230
While sorrow sad, like the dank willow near her,
Hangs o’er the troubled fountain of her eye.
 

Adelaide. Ah! rather let me ask what mystery lowers
On Tallien’s darken’d brow. Thou dost me wrong — 
Thy soul distemper’d, can my heart be tranquil?   235
 

Tallien. Tell me, by whom thy brother’s blood was spilt?
Asks he not vengeance on these patriot murderers?
It has been borne too tamely. Fears and curses
Groan on our midnight beds, and e’en our dreams
Threaten the assassin hand of Robespierre.   240
He dies! — nor has the plot escaped his fears.
 

Adelaide. Yet — yet — be cautious! much I fear the Commune — 
The tyrant’s creatures, and their fate with his
Fast link’d in close indissoluble union.
The pale Convention — 
 

Tallien.   Hate him as they fear him,   245
Impatient of the chain, resolv’d and ready.
 

Adelaide. Th’ enthusiast mob, confusion’s lawless sons — 
 

Tallien. They are aweary of his stern morality,
The fair-mask’d offspring of ferocious pride.
The sections too support the delegates:   250
All — all is ours! e’en now the vital air
Of Liberty, condens’d awhile, is bursting
(Force irresistible!) from its compressure — 
To shatter the arch chemist in the explosion!
 

Enter BILLAUD VARENNES and BOURDON L’OISE.
 

      [ADELAIDE retires.
 

Bourdon l’Oise. Tallien! was this a time for amorous
    conference?   255
Henriot, the tyrant’s most devoted creature,
Marshals the force of Paris: The fierce Club,
With Vivier at their head, in loud acclaim
Have sworn to make the guillotine in blood
Float on the scaffold. — But who comes here?   260
 

Enter BARRERE abruptly.
 

Barrere. Say, are ye friends to freedom? I am her’s!
Let us, forgetful of all common feuds,
Rally around her shrine! E’en now the tyrant
Concerts a plan of instant massacre!
 

Billaud Varennes. Away to the Convention! with that voice   265
So oft the herald of glad victory,
Rouse their fallen spirits, thunder in their ears
The names of tyrant, plunderer, assassin!
The violent workings of my soul within
Anticipate the monster’s blood!   270
 

    [Cry from the street of — No Tyrant! Down with the Tyrant!
 

Tallien. Hear ye that outcry? — If the trembling members
Even for a moment hold his fate suspended,
I swear by the holy poniard, that stabbed Caesar,
This dagger probes his heart!    [Exeunt omnes.
 




ACT II
 

SCENE — The Convention.
 

Robespierre mounts the Tribune. Once more befits it that the voice
    of Truth,
Fearless in innocence, though leaguered round
By Envy and her hateful brood of hell,
Be heard amid this hall; once more befits
The patriot, whose prophetic eye so oft   5
Has pierced thro’ faction’s veil, to flash on crimes
Of deadliest import. Mouldering in the grave
Sleeps Capet’s caitiff corse; my daring hand
Levelled to earth his blood-cemented throne,
My voice declared his guilt, and stirred up France   10
To call for vengeance. I too dug the grave
Where sleep the Girondists, detested band!
Long with the shew of freedom they abused
Her ardent sons. Long time the well-turn’d phrase,
The high-fraught sentence and the lofty tone   15
Of declamation, thunder’d in this hall,
Till reason midst a labyrinth of words
Perplex’d, in silence seem’d to yield assent.
I durst oppose. Soul of my honoured friend,
Spirit of Marat, upon thee I call — 20
Thou know’st me faithful, know’st with what warm zeal
I urg’d the cause of justice, stripp’d the mask
From faction’s deadly visage, and destroy’d
Her traitor brood. Whose patriot arm hurl’d down
Hébert and Rousin, and the villain friends   25
Of Danton, foul apostate! those, who long
Mask’d treason’s form in liberty’s fair garb,
Long deluged France with blood, and durst defy
Omnipotence! but I it seems am false!
I am a traitor too! I — Robespierre!    30
I — at whose name the dastard despot brood
Look pale with fear, and call on saints to help them!
Who dares accuse me? who shall dare belie
My spotless name? Speak, ye accomplice band,
Of what am I accus’d? of what strange crime   35
Is Maximilian Robespierre accus’d,
That through this hall the buz of discontent
Should murmur? who shall speak?
 

Billaud Varennes.    O patriot tongue
Belying the foul heart! Who was it urg’d
Friendly to tyrants that accurst decree,   40
Whose influence brooding o’er this hallowed hall,
Has chill’d each tongue to silence? Who destroyed
The freedom of debate, and carried through
The fatal law, that doom’d the delegates,
Unheard before their equals, to the bar   45
Where cruelty sat throned, and murder reign’d
With her Dumas coequal? Say — thou man
Of mighty eloquence, whose law was that?
 

Couthon. That law was mine. I urged it — I propos’d — 
The voice of France assembled in her sons   50
Assented, though the tame and timid voice
Of traitors murmur’d. I advis’d that law — 
I justify it. It was wise and good.
 

Barrere. Oh, wonderous wise and most convenient too!
I have long mark’d thee, Robespierre — and now   55
Proclaim thee traitor tyrant!       [Loud applauses.
 

Robespierre.       It is well.
I am a traitor! oh, that I had fallen
When Regnault lifted high the murderous knife,
Regnault the instrument belike of those
Who now themselves would fain assassinate,   60
And legalise their murders. I stand here
An isolated patriot — hemmed around
By faction’s noisy pack; beset and bay’d
By the foul hell-hounds who know no escape
From Justice’ outstretch’d arm, but by the force   65
That pierces through her breast.
 

      [Murmurs, and shouts of — Down with the Tyrant!
 

Robespierre. Nay, but I will be heard. There was a time
When Robespierre began, the loud applauses
Of honest patriots drown’d the honest sound.
But times are chang’d, and villainy prevails.   70
 

Collot d’Herbois. No — villainy shall fall. France could not brook
A monarch’s sway — sounds the dictator’s name
More soothing to her ear?
 

Bourdon l’Oise.    Rattle her chains
More musically now than when the hand
Of Brissot forged her fetters; or the crew   75
Of Hébert thundered out their blasphemies,
And Danton talk’d of virtue?
 

Robespierre.      Oh, that Brissot
Were here again to thunder in this hall,
That Hébert lived, and Danton’s giant form
Scowl’d once again defiance! so my soul   80
Might cope with worthy foes.
 

      People of France,
Hear me! Beneath the vengeance of the law
Traitors have perish’d countless; more survive:
The hydra-headed faction lifts anew
Her daring front, and fruitful from her wounds,   85
Cautious from past defects, contrives new wiles
Against the sons of Freedom.
 

Tallien.     Freedom lives!
Oppression falls — for France has felt her chains,
Has burst them too. Who traitor-like stept forth
Amid the hall of Jacobins to save   90
Camille Desmoulins, and the venal wretch
D’Eglantine?
 

Robespierre. I did — for I thought them honest.
And Heaven forefend that Vengeance e’er should strike,
Ere justice doom’d the blow.
 

Barrere.     Traitor, thou didst.
Yes, the accomplice of their dark designs,   95
Awhile didst thou defend them, when the storm
Lower’d at safe distance. When the clouds frown’d darker,
Fear’d for yourself and left them to their fate.
Oh, I have mark’d thee long, and through the veil
Seen thy foul projects. Yes, ambitious man,   100
Self-will’d dictator o’er the realm of France,
The vengeance thou hast plann’d for patriots
Falls on thy head. Look how thy brother’s deeds
Dishonour thine! He the firm patriot,
Thou the foul parricide of Liberty!   105
 

Robespierre Junior. Barrere — attempt not meanly to divide
Me from my brother. I partake his guilt,
For I partake his virtue.
 

Robespierre.   Brother, by my soul,
More dear I hold thee to my heart, that thus
With me thou dar’st to tread the dangerous path   110
Of virtue, than that Nature twined her cords
Of kindred round us.
 

Barrere.      Yes, allied in guilt,
Even as in blood ye are. O, thou worst wretch,
Thou worse than Sylla! hast thou not proscrib’d,
Yea, in most foul anticipation slaughter’d   115
Each patriot representative of France?
 

Bourdon l’Oise. Was not the younger Caesar too to reign
O’er all our valiant armies in the south,
And still continue there his merchant wiles?
 

Robespierre Junior. His merchant wiles! Oh, grant me patience,
    heaven!    120
Was it by merchant wiles I gain’d you back
Toulon, when proudly on her captive towers
Wav’d high the English flag? or fought I then
With merchant wiles, when sword in hand I led
Your troops to conquest? fought I merchant-like,   125
Or barter’d I for victory, when death
Strode o’er the reeking streets with giant stride,
And shook his ebon plumes, and sternly smil’d
Amid the bloody banquet? when appall’d
The hireling sons of England spread the sail   130
Of safety, fought I like a merchant then?
Oh, patience! patience!
 

Bourdon l’Oise.       How this younger tyrant
Mouths out defiance to us! even so
He had led on the armies of the south,
Till once again the plains of France were drench’d   135
With her best blood.
 

Collot d’Herbois.  Till once again display’d
Lyons’ sad tragedy had call’d me forth
The minister of wrath, whilst slaughter by
Had bathed in human blood.
 

Dubois Crancé.      No wonder, friend,
That we are traitors — that our heads must fall   140
Beneath the axe of death! when Caesar-like
Reigns Robespierre, ’tis wisely done to doom
The fall of Brutus. Tell me, bloody man,
Hast thou not parcell’d out deluded France,
As it had been some province won in fight,   145
Between your curst triumvirate? You, Couthon,
Go with my brother to the southern plains;
St. Just, be yours the army of the north;
Meantime I rule at Paris.
 

Robespierre.   Matchless knave!
What — not one blush of conscience on thy cheek — 150
Not one poor blush of truth! most likely tale!
That I who ruined Brissot’s towering hopes,
I who discover’d Hébert’s impious wiles,
And sharp’d for Danton’s recreant neck the axe,
Should now be traitor! had I been so minded,   155
Think ye I had destroyed the very men
Whose plots resembled mine? bring forth your proofs
Of this deep treason. Tell me in whose breast
Found ye the fatal scroll? or tell me rather
Who forg’d the shameless falsehood?
 

Collot d’Herbois.   Ask you proofs?   160
Robespierre, what proofs were ask’d when Brissot died?
 

Legendre. What proofs adduced you when the Danton died?
When at the imminent peril of my life
I rose, and fearless of thy frowning brow,
Proclaim’d him guiltless?
 

Robespierre.   I remember well   165
The fatal day. I do repent me much
That I kill’d Caesar and spar’d Antony.
But I have been too lenient. I have spared
The stream of blood, and now my own must flow
To fill the current.       [Loud applauses.
       Triumph not too soon,   170
Justice may yet be victor.
 

Enter ST. JUST, and mounts the Tribune.
 

St. Just. I come from the Committee — charged to speak
Of matters of high import. I omit
Their orders. Representatives of France,
Boldly in his own person speaks St. Just   175
What his own heart shall dictate.
 

Tallien.      Hear ye this,
Insulted delegates of France? St. Just
From your Committee comes — comes charg’d to speak
Of matters of high import, yet omits
Their orders! Representatives of France,   180
That bold man I denounce, who disobeys
The nation’s orders. — I denounce St. Just.   [Loud applauses.
 

St. Just. Hear me!      [Violent murmurs.
 

Robespierre.       He shall be heard!
 

Bourdon l’Oise. Must we contaminate this sacred hall
With the foul breath of treason?
 

Collot d’Herbois.     Drag him away!   185
Hence with him to the bar.
 

Couthon.   Oh, just proceedings!
Robespierre prevented liberty of speech — 
And Robespierre is a tyrant! Tallien reigns,
He dreads to hear the voice of innocence — 
And St. Just must be silent!
 

Legendre.    Heed we well   190
That justice guide our actions. No light import
Attends this day. I move St. Just be heard.
 

Freron. Inviolate be the sacred right of man.
The freedom of debate.      [Violent applauses.
 

St. Just. I may be heard then! much the times are chang’d,   195
When St. Just thanks this hall for hearing him.
Robespierre is call’d a tyrant. Men of France,
Judge not too soon. By popular discontent
Was Aristides driven into exile,
Was Phocion murder’d. Ere ye dare pronounce   200
Robespierre is guilty, it befits ye well,
Consider who accuse him. Tallien,
Bourdon of Oise — the very men denounced,
For that their dark intrigues disturb’d the plan
Of government. Legendre the sworn friend   205
Of Danton, fall’n apostate. Dubois Crancé,
He who at Lyons spared the royalists — 
Collot d’Herbois — 
 

Bourdon l’Oise.  What — shall the traitor rear
His head amid our tribune — and blaspheme
Each patriot? shall the hireling slave of faction — 210
 

St. Just. I am of no one faction. I contend
Against all factions.
 

Tallien.   I espouse the cause
Of truth. Robespierre on yester morn pronounced
Upon his own authority a report.
To-day St. Just comes down. St. Just neglects   215
What the Committee orders, and harangues
From his own will. O citizens of France
I weep for you — I weep for my poor country — 
I tremble for the cause of Liberty,
When individuals shall assume the sway,   220
And with more insolence than kingly pride
Rule the Republic.
 

Billaud Varennes. Shudder, ye representatives of France,
Shudder with horror. Henriot commands
The marshall’d force of Paris. Henriot,   225
Foul parricide — the sworn ally of Hébert,
Denounced by all — upheld by Robespierre.
Who spar’d La Valette? who promoted him,
Stain’d with the deep dye of nobility?
Who to an ex-peer gave the high command?   230
Who screen’d from justice the rapacious thief?
Who cast in chains the friends of Liberty?
Robespierre, the self-stil’d patriot Robespierre — 
Robespierre, allied with villain Daubigné — 
Robespierre, the foul arch-tyrant Robespierre.   235
 

Bourdon l’Oise. He talks of virtue — of morality — 
Consistent patriot! he Daubigné’s friend!
Henriot’s supporter virtuous! preach of virtue,
Yet league with villains, for with Robespierre
Villains alone ally. Thou art a tyrant!   240
I stile thee tyrant, Robespierre!   [Loud applauses.
 

Robespierre. Take back the name. Ye citizens of France — 
 

   [Violent clamour. Cries of — Down with the Tyrant!
 

Tallien. Oppression falls. The traitor stands appall’d — 
Guilt’s iron fangs engrasp his shrinking soul — 
He hears assembled France denounce his crimes!   245
He sees the mask torn from his secret sins — 
He trembles on the precipice of fate.
Fall’n guilty tyrant! murder’d by thy rage
How many an innocent victim’s blood has stain’d
Fair freedom’s altar! Sylla-like thy hand   250
Mark’d down the virtues, that, thy foes removed,
Perpetual Dictator thou might’st reign,
And tyrannize o’er France, and call it freedom!
Long time in timid guilt the traitor plann’d
His fearful wiles — success emboldened sin — 255
And his stretch’d arm had grasp’d the diadem
Ere now, but that the coward’s heart recoil’d,
Lest France awak’d should rouse her from her dream,
And call aloud for vengeance. He, like Caesar,
With rapid step urged on his bold career,   260
Even to the summit of ambitious power,
And deem’d the name of King alone was wanting.
Was it for this we hurl’d proud Capet down?
Is it for this we wage eternal war
Against the tyrant horde of murderers,   265
The crownéd cockatrices whose foul venom
Infects all Europe? was it then for this
We swore to guard our liberty with life,
That Robespierre should reign? the spirit of freedom
Is not yet sunk so low. The glowing flame   270
That animates each honest Frenchman’s heart
Not yet extinguish’d. I invoke thy shade,
Immortal Brutus! I too wear a dagger;
And if the representatives of France,
Through fear or favour, should delay the sword   275
Of justice, Tallien emulates thy virtues;
Tallien, like Brutus, lifts the avenging arm;
Tallien shall save his country.      [Violent applauses.
 

Billaud Varennes.    I demand
The arrest of all the traitors. Memorable
Will be this day for France.
 

Robespierre.      Yes! Memorable   280
This day will be for France — for villains triumph.
 

Lebas. I will not share in this day’s damning guilt.
Condemn me too.   [Great cry — Down with the Tyrants!
 

(The two ROBESPIERRES, COUTHON, ST. JUST, and LEBAS are led off.)
 




ACT III
 

SCENE CONTINUES.
 

Collot d’Herbois. Caesar is fall’n! The baneful tree of Java,
Whose death-distilling boughs dropt poisonous dew,
Is rooted from its base. This worse than Cromwell,
The austere, the self-denying Robespierre,
Even in this hall, where once with terror mute   5
We listen’d to the hypocrite’s harangues,
Has heard his doom.
 

Billaud Varennes. Yet must we not suppose
The tyrant will fall tamely. His sworn hireling
Henriot, the daring desperate Henriot,
Commands the force of Paris. I denounce him.   10
 

Freron. I denounce Fleuriot too, the mayor of Paris.
 

Enter DUBOIS CRANCÉ.
 

Dubois Crancé. Robespierre is rescued. Henriot at the head
Of the arm’d force has rescued the fierce tyrant.
 

Collot d’Herbois. Ring the tocsin — call all the citizens
To save their country — never yet has Paris   15
Forsook the representatives of France.
 

Tallien. It is the hour of danger. I propose
This sitting be made permanent.     [Loud applauses.
 

Collot d’Herbois. The National Convention shall remain
Firm at its post.    20
 

Enter a Messenger.
 

Messenger. Robespierre has reach’d the Commune. They espouse
The tyrant’s cause. St. Just is up in arms!
St. Just — the young ambitious bold St. Just
Harangues the mob. The sanguinary Couthon
Thirsts for your blood.      [Tocsin rings.   25
 

Tallien. These tyrants are in arms against the law:
Outlaw the rebels.
 

Enter MERLIN OF DOUAY.
 

Merlin. Health to the representatives of France!
I past this moment through the arméd force — 
They ask’d my name — and when they heard a delegate,   30
Swore I was not the friend of France.
 

Collot d’Herbois. The tyrants threaten us as when they turn’d
The cannon’s mouth on Brissot.
 

Enter another Messenger.
 

Second Messenger. Vivier harangues the Jacobins — the Club
Espouse the cause of Robespierre.   35
 

Enter another Messenger.
 

Third Messenger. All’s lost — the tyrant triumphs. Henriot leads
The soldiers to his aid. — Already I hear
The rattling cannon destined to surround
This sacred hall.
 

Tallien.   Why, we will die like men then.
The representatives of France dare death,   40
When duty steels their bosoms.      [Loud applauses.
 

Tallien (addressing the galleries). Citizens!
France is insulted in her delegates — 
The majesty of the Republic is insulted — 
Tyrants are up in arms. An arméd force
Threats the Convention. The Convention swears   45
To die, or save the country!
 

         [Violent applauses from the galleries.
 

Citizen (from above).      We too swear
To die, or save the country. Follow me.
 

      [All the men quit the galleries.
 

Enter another Messenger.
 

Fourth Messenger. Henriot is taken!   [Loud applauses.
      Three of your brave soldiers
Swore they would seize the rebel slave of tyrants,
Or perish in the attempt. As he patroll’d   50
The streets of Paris, stirring up the mob,
They seiz’d him.      [Applauses.
 

Billaud Varennes. Let the names of these brave men
Live to the future day.
 

Enter BOURDON L’OISE, sword in hand.
 

Bourdon l’Oise.       I have clear’d the Commune.
 

         [Applauses.
 

     Through the throng I rush’d,
Brandishing my good sword to drench its blade   55
Deep in the tyrant’s heart. The timid rebels
Gave way. I met the soldiery — I spake
Of the dictator’s crimes — of patriots chain’d
In dark deep dungeons by his lawless rage — 
Of knaves secure beneath his fostering power.   60
I spake of Liberty. Their honest hearts
Caught the warm flame. The general shout burst forth,
‘Live the Convention — Down with Robespierre!’     [Applauses.
 

(Shouts from without — Down with the Tyrant!)
 

Tallien. I hear, I hear the soul-inspiring sounds,
France shall be saved! her generous sons attached   65
To principles, not persons, spurn the idol
They worshipp’d once. Yes, Robespierre shall fall
As Capet fell! Oh! never let us deem
That France shall crouch beneath a tyrant’s throne,
That the almighty people who have broke   70
On their oppressors’ heads the oppressive chain,
Will court again their fetters! easier were it
To hurl the cloud-capt mountain from its base,
Than force the bonds of slavery upon men
Determined to be free!     [Applauses.   75
 

Enter LEGENDRE — a pistol in one hand, keys in the other.
 

Legendre (flinging down the keys). So — let the mutinous Jacobins
    meet now
In the open air.      [Loud applauses.
   A factious turbulent party
Lording it o’er the state since Danton died,
And with him the Cordeliers. — A hireling band
Of loud-tongued orators controull’d the Club,   80
And bade them bow the knee to Robespierre.
Vivier has ‘scaped me. Curse his coward heart — 
This fate-fraught tube of Justice in my hand,
I rush’d into the hall. He mark’d mine eye
That beam’d its patriot anger, and flash’d full   85
With death-denouncing meaning. ‘Mid the throng
He mingled. I pursued — but stay’d my hand,
Lest haply I might shed the innocent blood.       [Applauses.
 

Freron. They took from me my ticket of admission — 
Expell’d me from their sittings. — Now, forsooth,   90
Humbled and trembling re-insert my name.
But Freron enters not the Club again
‘Till it be purged of guilt:—’till, purified
Of tyrants and of traitors, honest men
May breathe the air in safety.     [Shouts from without.   95
 

Barrere. What means this uproar! if the tyrant band
Should gain the people once again to rise — 
We are as dead!
 

Tallien.      And wherefore fear we death?
Did Brutus fear it? or the Grecian friends
Who buried in Hipparchus’ breast the sword,   100
And died triumphant? Caesar should fear death,
Brutus must scorn the bugbear.
 

(Shouts from without — Live the Convention! — Down with the Tyrants!)
 

Tallien.       Hark! again
The sounds of honest Freedom!
 

Enter Deputies from the Sections.
 

Citizen. Citizens! representatives of France!
Hold on your steady course. The men of Paris   105
Espouse your cause. The men of Paris swear
They will defend the delegates of Freedom.
 

Tallien. Hear ye this, Colleagues? hear ye this, my brethren?
And does no thrill of joy pervade your breasts?
My bosom bounds to rapture. I have seen   110
The sons of France shake off the tyrant yoke;
I have, as much as lies in mine own arm,
Hurl’d down the usurper. — Come death when it will,
I have lived long enough.      [Shouts without.
 

Barrere. Hark! how the noise increases! through the gloom   115
Of the still evening — harbinger of death,
Rings the tocsin! the dreadful generale
Thunders through Paris — 
 

   [Cry without — Down with the Tyrant!
 

Enter LECOINTRE.
 

Lecointre. So may eternal justice blast the foes
Of France! so perish all the tyrant brood,   120
As Robespierre has perish’d! Citizens,
Caesar is taken.       [Loud and repeated applauses.
I marvel not that with such fearless front
He braved our vengeance, and with angry eye
Scowled round the hall defiance. He relied   125
On Henriot’s aid — the Commune’s villain friendship,
And Henriot’s boughten succours. Ye have heard
How Henriot rescued him — how with open arms
The Commune welcom’d in the rebel tyrant — 
How Fleuriot aided, and seditious Vivier   130
Stirr’d up the Jacobins. All had been lost — 
The representatives of France had perish’d — 
Freedom had sunk beneath the tyrant arm
Of this foul parricide, but that her spirit
Inspir’d the men of Paris. Henriot call’d   135
‘To arms’ in vain, whilst Bourdon’s patriot voice
Breathed eloquence, and o’er the Jacobins
Legendre frown’d dismay. The tyrants fled — 
They reach’d the Hôtel. We gather’d round — we call’d
For vengeance! Long time, obstinate in despair,   140
With knives they hack’d around them. ‘Till foreboding
The sentence of the law, the clamorous cry
Of joyful thousands hailing their destruction,
Each sought by suicide to escape the dread
Of death. Lebas succeeded. From the window   145
Leapt the younger Robespierre, but his fractur’d limb
Forbade to escape. The self-will’d dictator
Plunged often the keen knife in his dark breast,
Yet impotent to die. He lives all mangled
By his own tremulous hand! All gash’d and gored   150
He lives to taste the bitterness of death.
Even now they meet their doom. The bloody Couthon,
The fierce St. Just, even now attend their tyrant
To fall beneath the axe. I saw the torches
Flash on their visages a dreadful light — 155
I saw them whilst the black blood roll’d adown
Each stern face, even then with dauntless eye
Scowl round contemptuous, dying as they lived,
Fearless of fate!      [Loud and repeated applauses.
 

Barrere mounts the Tribune. For ever hallowed be this glorious
    day,       160
When Freedom, bursting her oppressive chain,
Tramples on the oppressor. When the tyrant
Hurl’d from his blood-cemented throne, by the arm
Of the almighty people, meets the death
He plann’d for thousands. Oh! my sickening heart   165
Has sunk within me, when the various woes
Of my brave country crowded o’er my brain
In ghastly numbers — when assembled hordes,
Dragg’d from their hovels by despotic power,
Rush’d o’er her frontiers, plunder’d her fair hamlets,   170
And sack’d her populous towns, and drench’d with blood
The reeking fields of Flanders. — When within,
Upon her vitals prey’d the rankling tooth
Of treason; and oppression, giant form,
Trampling on freedom, left the alternative   175
Of slavery, or of death. Even from that day,
When, on the guilty Capet, I pronounced
The doom of injured France, has faction reared
Her hated head amongst us. Roland preach’d
Of mercy — the uxorious dotard Roland,   180
The woman-govern’d Roland durst aspire
To govern France; and Petion talk’d of virtue,
And Vergniaud’s eloquence, like the honeyed tongue
Of some soft Syren wooed us to destruction.
We triumphed over these. On the same scaffold   185
Where the last Louis pour’d his guilty blood,
Fell Brissot’s head, the womb of darksome treasons,
And Orleans, villain kinsman of the Capet,
And Hébert’s atheist crew, whose maddening hand
Hurl’d down the altars of the living God,   190
With all the infidel’s intolerance.
The last worst traitor triumphed — triumph’d long,
Secur’d by matchless villainy — by turns
Defending and deserting each accomplice
As interest prompted. In the goodly soil   195
Of Freedom, the foul tree of treason struck
Its deep-fix’d roots, and dropt the dews of death
On all who slumber’d in its specious shade.
He wove the web of treachery. He caught
The listening crowd by his wild eloquence,   200
His cool ferocity that persuaded murder,
Even whilst it spake of mercy! — never, never
Shall this regenerated country wear
The despot yoke. Though myriads round assail,
And with worse fury urge this new crusade   205
Than savages have known; though the leagued despots
Depopulate all Europe, so to pour
The accumulated mass upon our coasts,
Sublime amid the storm shall France arise,
And like the rock amid surrounding waves   210
Repel the rushing ocean. — She shall wield
The thunder-bolt of vengeance — she shall blast
The despot’s pride, and liberate the world!
 

 
 

FINIS
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Southey and his wife Edith made their home at Greta Hall, Keswick, in the Lake District, living on his small income. Also living at Greta Hall, supported by him, were Sara Coleridge and her three children, after Coleridge had abandoned them, as well as the widow of poet Robert Lovell and her son.
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THE LIFE OF HORATIO, LORD NELSON
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As well as a distinguished poet, Southey was a prolific letter writer, literary scholar, essay writer, historian and biographer. His biographies included the life and works of John Bunyan, John Wesley, William Cowper, Oliver Cromwell and, most famously of all, Horatio Nelson. The latter work has never been out of print since its publication in 1813 and gives a thorough and engaging portrayal of the hero of Trafalgar.
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Horatio Nelson (1758-1805) was a British flag officer famous for his victory in the Battle of Trafalgar in 1805, during which he was shot and killed.
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The original frontispiece, depicting the death of Nelson




TO JOHN WILSON CROKER ESQ.,
 

LL.D., F.R.S.,
 

SECRETARY OF THE ADMIRALTY;
 

WHO, BY THE OFFICIAL SITUATION WHICH HE SO ABLY FILLS,
 

IS QUALIFIED TO APPRECIATE ITS HISTORICAL ACCURACY;
 

AND WHO,
 

AS A MEMBER OF THE REPUBLIC OF LETTERS,
 

IS EQUALLY QUALIFIED TO DECIDE UPON ITS
 

LITERARY MERITS,
 

THIS WORK
 

IS RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED BY HIS FRIEND,
 

THE AUTHOR
 

Many Lives of Nelson have been written; one is yet wanting, clear and concise enough to become a manual for the young sailor, which he may carry about with him till he has treasured it up for example in his memory and in his heart. In attempting such a work I shall write the eulogy of our great national hero, for the best eulogy of NELSON is the faithful history of his actions, and the best history must be that which shall relate them most perspicuously.




CHAPTER I. 1758 - 1783
 

Nelson’s Birth and Boyhood — He is entered on Board the RAISONABLE — Goes to the West Indies in a Merchant-ship; then serves in the TRIUMPH — He sails in Captain Phipps’ Voyage of Discovery — Goes to the East Indies in the SEAHORSE, and returns in ill Health — Serves as acting Lieutenant in the WORCESTER, and is made Lieutenant into the LOWESTOFFE, Commander into the BADGER Brig, and Post into the HINCHINBROKE — Expedition against the Spanish Main — Sent to the North Seas in the ALBERMARLE — Services during the American War.

HORATIO, son of Edmund and Catherine Nelson, was born September 29, 1758, in the parsonage-house of Burnham Thorpe, a village in the county of Norfolk, of which his father was rector. His mother was a daughter of Dr. Suckling, prebendary of Westminster, whose grandmother was sister of Sir Robert Walpole, and this child was named after his godfather, the first Lord Walpole. Mrs. Nelson died in 1767, leaving eight out of eleven children. Her brother, Captain Maurice Suckling, of the navy visited the widower upon this event, and promised to take care of one of the boys. Three years afterwards, when HORATIO was only twelve years of age, being at home during the Christmas holidays, he read in the county newspaper that his uncle was appointed to the RAISONNABLE, of sixty-four guns. “Do, William,” said he to a brother who was a year and a half older than himself, “write to my father, and tell him that I should like to go to sea with uncle Maurice.” Mr. Nelson was then at Bath, whither he had gone for the recovery of his health: his circumstances were straitened, and he had no prospect of ever seeing them bettered: he knew that it was the wish of providing for himself by which Horatio was chiefly actuated, and did not oppose his resolution; he understood also the boy’s character, and had always said, that in whatever station he might be placed, he would climb if possible to the very top of the tree. Captain Suckling was written to. “What,” said he in his answer, “has poor Horatio done, who is so weak, that he, above all the rest, should be sent to rough it out at sea? — But let him come; and the first time we go into action, a cannon-ball may knock off his head, and provide for him at once.”

It is manifest from these words that Horatio was not the boy whom his uncle would have chosen to bring up in his own profession. He was never of a strong body; and the ague, which at that time was one of the most common diseases in England, had greatly reduced his strength; yet he had already given proofs of that resolute heart and nobleness of mind which, during his whole career of labour and of glory, so eminently distinguished him. When a mere child, he strayed a-birds’-nesting from his grandmother’s house in company with a cowboy: the dinner-hour elapsed; he was absent, and could not be found; and the alarm of the family became very great, for they apprehended that he might have been carried off by gipsies. At length, after search had been made for him in various directions, he was discovered alone, sitting composedly by the side of a brook which he could not get over. “I wonder, child,” said the old lady when she saw him, “that hunger and fear did not drive you home.” “Fear! grandmama:” replied the future hero, “I never saw fear: — What is it?” Once, after the winter holidays, when he and his brother William had set off on horseback to return to school, they came back, because there had been a fall of snow; and William, who did not much like the journey, said it was too deep for them to venture on. “If that be the case,” said the father, “you certainly shall not go; but make another attempt, and I will leave it to your honour. If the road is dangerous you may return: but remember, boys, I leave it to your honour!” The snow was deep enough to have afforded them a reasonable excuse; but Horatio was not to be prevailed upon to turn back. “We must go on,” said he: “remember, brother, it was left to our honour!” — There were some fine pears growing in the schoolmaster’s garden, which the boys regarded as lawful booty, and in the highest degree tempting; but the boldest among them were afraid to venture for the prize. Horatio volunteered upon this service: he was lowered down at night from the bedroom window by some sheets, plundered the tree, was drawn up with the pears, and then distributed them among his school-fellows without reserving any for himself. “He only took them,” he said, “because every other boy was afraid.”

Early on a cold and dark spring morning Mr. Nelson’s servant arrived at this school, at North Walsham, with the expected summons for Horatio to join his ship. The parting from his brother William, who had been for so many years his playmate and bed-fellow, was a painful effort, and was the beginning of those privations which are the sailor’s lot through life. He accompanied his father to London. The RAISONNABLE was lying in the Medway. He was put into the Chatham stage, and on its arrival was set down with the rest of the passengers, and left to find his way on board as he could. After wandering about in the cold, without being able to reach the ship, an officer observed the forlorn appearance of the boy, questioned him; and happening to be acquainted with his uncle, took him home and gave him some refreshments. When he got on board, Captain Suckling was not in the ship, nor had any person been apprised of the boy’s coming. He paced the deck the whole remainder of the day without being noticed by any one; and it was not till the second day that somebody, as he expressed it, “took compassion on him.” The pain which is felt when we are first transplanted from our native soil — when the living branch is cut from the parent tree is one of the most poignant which we have to endure through life. There are after-griefs which wound more deeply, which leave behind them scars never to be effaced, which bruise the spirit, and sometimes break the heart; but never do we feel so keenly the want of love, the necessity of being loved, and the sense of utter desertion, as when we first leave the haven of home, and are, as it were, pushed off upon the stream of life. Added to these feelings, the sea-boy has to endure physical hardships, and the privation of every comfort, even of sleep. Nelson had a feeble body and an affectionate heart, and he remembered through life his first days of wretchedness in the service.

The RAISONNABLE having been commissioned on account of the dispute respecting the Falkland Islands, was paid off as soon as the difference with the court of Spain was accommodated, and Captain Suckling was removed to the TRIUMPH, seventy-four, then stationed as a guard-ship in the Thames. This was considered as too inactive a life for a boy, and Nelson was therefore sent a voyage to the West Indies in a merchant-ship, commanded by Mr. John Rathbone, an excellent seaman, who had served as master’s mate under Captain Suckling in the Dreadnought. He returned a practical seaman, but with a hatred of the king’s service, and a saying then common among the sailors—”Aft the most honour; forward the better man.” Rathbone had probably been disappointed and disgusted in the navy; and, with no unfriendly intentions, warned Nelson against a profession which he himself had found hopeless. His uncle received him on board the TRIUMPH on his return, and discovering his dislike to the navy, took the best means of reconciling him to it. He held it out as a reward that, if he attended well to his navigation, he should go in the cutter and decked long-boat, which was attached to the commanding-officer’s ship at Chatham. Thus he became a good pilot for vessels of that description from Chatham to the Tower, and down the Swin Channel to the North Foreland, and acquired a confidence among rocks and sands of which he often felt the value.

Nelson had not been many months on board the TRIUMPH, when his love of enterprise was excited by hearing that two ships were fitting out for a voyage of discovery towards the North Pole. In consequence of the difficulties which were expected on such a service, these vessels were to take out effective men instead of the usual number of boys. This, however, did not deter him from soliciting to be received, and, by his uncle’s interest, he was admitted as coxswain under Captain Lutwidge, second in command. The voyage was undertaken in compliance with an application from the Royal Society. The Hon. Captain Constantine John Phipps, eldest son of Lord Mulgrave, volunteered his services. The RACEHORSE and CARCASS bombs were selected as the strongest ships, and, therefore, best adapted for such a voyage; and they were taken into dock and strengthened, to render them as secure as possible against the ice. Two masters of Greenlandmen were employed as pilots for each ship. No expedition was ever more carefully fitted out; and the First Lord of the Admiralty, Lord Sandwich, with a laudable solicitude, went on board himself, before their departure, to see that everything had been completed to the wish of the officers. The ships were provided with a simple and excellent apparatus for distilling fresh from salt water, the invention of Dr. Irving, who accompanied the expedition. It consisted merely in fitting a tube to the ship’s kettle, and applying a wet mop to the surface as the vapour was passing. By these means, from thirty-four to forty gallons were produced every day.

They sailed from the Nore on the 4th of June. On the 6th of July they were in latitude 79d 56m 39s; longitude 9d 43m 30s E. The next day, about the place where most of the old discoverers had been stopped, the RACEHORSE was beset with ice; but they hove her through with ice-anchors. Captain Phipps continued ranging along the ice, northward and westward, till the 24th; he then tried to the eastward. On the 30th he was in latitude 80d 13m; longitude 18d 48m E. among the islands and in the ice, with no appearance of an opening for the ships. The weather was exceedingly fine, mild, and unusually clear. Here they were becalmed in a large bay, with three apparent openings between the islands which formed it; but everywhere, as far as they could see, surrounded with ice. There was not a breath of air, the water was perfectly smooth, the ice covered with snow, low and even, except a few broken pieces near the edge; and the pools of water in the middle of the ice-fields just crusted over with young ice. On the next day the ice closed upon them, and no opening was to be seen anywhere, except a hole, or lake as it might be called, of about a mile and a half in circumference, where the ships lay fast to the ice with their ice-anchors. From these ice-fields they filled their casks with water, which was very pure and soft. The men were playing on the ice all day; but the Greenland pilots, who were further than they had ever been before, and considered that the season was far advancing, were alarmed at being thus beset.

The next day there was not the smallest opening; the ships were within less than two lengths of each other, separated by ice, and neither having room to turn. The ice, which the day before had been flat and almost level with the water’s edge, was now in many places forced higher than the mainyard by the pieces squeezing together. A day of thick fog followed: it was succeeded by clear weather; but the passage by which the ships had entered from the westward was closed, and no open water was in sight, either in that or any other quarter. By the pilots’ advice the men were set to cut a passage, and warp through the small openings to the westward. They sawed through pieces of ice twelve feet thick; and this labour continued the whole day, during which their utmost efforts did not move the ships above three hundred yards; while they were driven, together with the ice, far to the N.E. and E. by the current. Sometimes a field of several acres square would be lifted up between two larger islands, and incorporated with them; and thus these larger pieces continued to grow by aggregation. Another day passed, and there seemed no probability of getting the ships out without a strong E. or N.E. wind. The season was far advanced, and every hour lessened the chance of extricating themselves. Young as he was, Nelson was appointed to command one of the boats which were sent out to explore a passage into the open water. It was the means of saving a boat belonging to the RACEHORSE from a singular but imminent danger. Some of the officers had fired at and wounded a walrus. As no other animal has so human-like an expression in its countenance, so also is there none that seems to possess more of the passions of humanity. The wounded animal dived immediately, and brought up a number of its companions; and they all joined in an attack upon the boat. They wrested an oar from one of the men; and it was with the utmost difficulty that the crew could prevent them from staving or upsetting her, till the CARCASS’s boat came up; and the walruses, finding their enemies thus reinforced, dispersed. Young Nelson exposed himself in a more daring manner. One night, during the mid-watch, he stole from the ship with one of his comrades, taking advantage of a rising fog, and set off over the ice in pursuit of a bear. It was not long before they were missed. The fog thickened, and Captain Lutwidge and his officers became exceedingly alarmed for their safety. Between three and four in the morning the weather cleared, and the two adventurers were seen, at a considerable distance from the ship, attacking a huge bear. The signal for them to return was immediately made; Nelson’s comrade called upon him to obey it, but in vain; his musket had flashed in the pan; their ammunition was expended; and a chasm in the ice, which divided him from the bear, probably preserved his life. “Never mind,” he cried; “do but let me get a blow at this devil with the butt-end of my musket, and we shall have him.” Captain Lutwidge, however, seeing his danger, fired a gun, which had the desired effect of frightening the beast; and the boy then returned, somewhat afraid of the consequences of his trespass. The captain reprimanded him sternly for conduct so unworthy of the office which he filled, and desired to know what motive he could have for hunting a bear. “Sir,” said he, pouting his lip, as he was wont to do when agitated, “I wished to kill the bear, that I might carry the skin to my father.”

A party were now sent to an island, about twelve miles off (named Walden’s Island in the charts, from the midshipman who was intrusted with this service), to see where the open water lay. They came back with information that the ice, though close all about them, was open to the westward, round the point by which they came in. They said also, that upon the island they had had a fresh east wind. This intelligence considerably abated the hopes of the crew; for where they lay it had been almost calm, and their main dependence had been upon the effect of an easterly wind in clearing the bay. There was but one alternative: either to wait the event of the weather upon the ships, or to betake themselves to the boats. The likelihood that it might be necessary to sacrifice the ships had been foreseen. The boats accordingly were adapted, both in number and size, to transport, in case of emergency, the whole crew; and there were Dutch whalers upon the coast, in which they could all be conveyed to Europe. As for wintering where they were, that dreadful experiment had been already tried too often. No time was to be lost; the ships had driven into shoal water, having but fourteen fathoms. Should they, or the ice to which they were fast, take the ground, they must inevitably be lost; and at this time they were driving fast toward some rocks on the N.E. Captain Phipps sent for the officers of both ships, and told them his intention of preparing the boats for going away. They were immediately hoisted out, and the fitting begun. Canvas bread-bags were made, in case it should be necessary suddenly to desert the vessels; and men were sent with the lead and line to N. and E., to sound wherever they found cracks in the ice, that they might have notice before the ice took the ground; for in that case the ships must instantly have been crushed or overset.

On the 7th of August they began to haul the boats over the ice, Nelson having command of a four-oared cutter. The men behaved excellently well, like true British seamen: they seemed reconciled to the thought of leaving the ships, and had full confidence in their officers. About noon, the ice appeared rather more open near the vessels; and as the wind was easterly, though there was but little of it, the sails were set, and they got about a mile to the westward. They moved very slowly, and were not now nearly so far to the westward as when they were first beset. However, all sail was kept upon them, to force them through whenever the ice slacked the least. Whatever exertions were made, it could not be possible to get the boats to the water’s edge before the 14th; and if the situation of the ships should not alter by that time, it would not be justifiable to stay longer by them. The commander therefore resolved to carry on both attempts together, moving the boats constantly, and taking every opportunity of getting the ships through. A party was sent out next day to the westward to examine the state of the ice: they returned with tidings that it was very heavy and close, consisting chiefly of large fields. The ships, however, moved something, and the ice itself was drifting westward. There was a thick fog, so that it was impossible to ascertain what advantage had been gained. It continued on the 9th; but the ships were moved a little through some very small openings: the mist cleared off in the afternoon, and it was then perceived that they had driven much more than could have been expected to the westward, and that the ice itself had driven still further. In the course of the day they got past the boats, and took them on board again. On the morrow the wind sprang up to the N.N.E. All sail was set, and the ships forced their way through a great deal of very heavy ice. They frequently struck, and with such force that one stroke broke the shank of the RACEHORSE’s best bower-anchor, but the vessels made way; and by noon they had cleared the ice, and were out at sea. The next day they anchored in Smeerenberg Harbour, close to that island of which the westernmost point is called Hakluyt’s Headland, in honour of the great promoter and compiler of our English voyages of discovery.

Here they remained a few days, that the men might rest after their fatigue. No insect was to be seen in this dreary country, nor any species of reptile — not even the common earth-worm. Large bodies of ice, called icebergs, filled up the valleys between high mountains, so dark as, when contrasted with the snow, to appear black. The colour of the ice was a lively light green. Opposite to the place where they fixed their observatory was one of these icebergs, above three hundred feet high; its side toward the sea was nearly perpendicular, and a stream of water issued from it. Large pieces frequently broke off and rolled down into the sea. There was no thunder nor lightning during the whole time they were in these latitudes. The sky was generally loaded with hard white clouds, from which it was never entirely free even in the clearest weather. They always knew when they were approaching the ice long before they saw it, by a bright appearance near the horizon, which the Greenlandmen called the blink of the ice. The season was now so far advanced that nothing more could have been attempted, if indeed anything had been left untried; but the summer had been unusually favourable, and they had carefully surveyed the wall of ice, extending for more than twenty degrees between the latitudes of 80d and 81d, without the smallest appearance of any opening.

The ships were paid off shortly after their return to England; and Nelson was then placed by his uncle with Captain Farmer, in the SEAHORSE, of twenty guns, then going out to the East Indies in the squadron under Sir Edward Hughes. He was stationed in the foretop at watch and watch. His good conduct attracted the attention of the master (afterwards Captain Surridge), in whose watch he was; and upon his recommendation the captain rated him as midshipman. At this time his countenance was florid, and his appearance rather stout and athletic; but when he had been about eighteen months in India, he felt the effects of that climate, so perilous to European constitutions. The disease baffled all power of medicine; he was reduced almost to a skeleton; the use of his limbs was for some time entirely lost; and the only hope that remained was from a voyage home. Accordingly he was brought home by Captain Pigot, in the DOLPHIN; and had it not been for the attentive and careful kindness of that officer on the way, Nelson would never have lived to reach his native shores. He had formed an acquaintance with Sir Charles Pole, Sir Thomas Troubridge, and other distinguished officers, then, like himself, beginning their career: he had left them pursuing that career in full enjoyment of health and hope, and was returning, from a country in which all things were to him new and interesting, with a body broken down by sickness, and spirits which had sunk with his strength. Long afterwards, when the name of Nelson was known as widely as that of England itself, he spoke of the feelings which he at this time endured. “I felt impressed,” said he, “with a feeling that I should never rise in my profession. My mind was staggered with a view of the difficulties I had to surmount and the little interest I possessed. I could discover no means of reaching the object of my ambition. After a long and gloomy reverie, in which I almost wished myself overboard, a sudden glow of patriotism was kindled within me, and presented my king and country as my patron. ‘Well then,’ I exclaimed, ‘I will be a hero! and, confiding in Providence, I will brave every danger!’”

Long afterwards Nelson loved to speak of the feelings of that moment; and from that time, he often said, a radiant orb was suspended in his mind’s eye, which urged him onward to renown. The state of mind in which these feelings began, is what the mystics mean by their season of darkness and desertion. If the animal spirits fail, they represent it as an actual temptation. The enthusiasm of Nelson’s nature had taken a different direction, but its essence was the same. He knew to what the previous state of dejection was to be attributed; that an enfeebled body, and a mind depressed, had cast this shade over his soul; but he always seemed willing to believe that the sunshine which succeeded bore with it a prophetic glory, and that the light which led him on was “light from heaven.”

His interest, however, was far better than he imagined, During his absence, Captain Suckling had been made Comptroller of the Navy; his health had materially improved upon the voyage; and as soon as the DOLPHIN was paid off, he was appointed acting lieutenant in the WORCESTER, sixty-four, Captain Mark Robinson, then going out with convoy to Gibraltar. Soon after his return, on the 8th of April 1777, he passed his examination for a lieutenancy. Captain Suckling sat at the head of the board; and when the examination had ended, in a manner highly honourable to Nelson, rose from his seat, and introduced him to the examining captains as his nephew. They expressed their wonder that he had not informed them of this relationship before; he replied that he did not wish the younker to be favoured; he knew his nephew would pass a good examination, and he had not been deceived. The next day Nelson received his commission as second lieutenant of the LOWESTOFFE frigate, Captain William Locker, then fitting out for Jamaica.

American and French privateers, under American colours, were at that time harassing our trade in the West Indies: even a frigate was not sufficiently active for Nelson, and he repeatedly got appointed to the command of one of the LOWESTOFFE’s tenders. During one of their cruises the LOWESTOFFE captured an American letter-of-marque: it was blowing a gale, and a heavy sea running. The first lieutenant being ordered to board the prize, went below to put on his hanger. It happened to be mislaid; and while he was seeking it, Captain Locker came on deck. Perceiving the boat still alongside, and in danger every moment of being swamped, and being extremely anxious that the privateer should be instantly taken in charge, because he feared that It would otherwise founder, he exclaimed, “Have I no officer in the ship who can board the prize?” Nelson did not offer himself immediately, waiting, with his usual sense of propriety, for the first lieutenant’s return; but hearing the master volunteer, he jumped into the boat, saying, “It is my turn now; and if I come back, it is yours.” The American, who had carried a heavy press of sail in hope of escaping, was so completely water-logged that the LOWESTOFFE’s boat went in on deck and out again with the sea.

About this time he lost his uncle. Captain Locker, however, who had perceived the excellent qualities of Nelson, and formed a friendship for him which continued during his life, recommended him warmly to Sir Peter Parker, then commander-in-chief upon that station. In consequence of this recommendation he was removed into the BRISTOL flag-ship, and Lieutenant Cuthbert Collingwood succeeded him in the LOWESTOFFE. Sir Peter Parker was the friend of both, and thus it happened that whenever Nelson got a step in rank, Collingwood succeeded him. The former soon became first lieutenant, and on the 8th of December 1778 was appointed commander of the BADGER brig; Collingwood taking his place in the BRISTOL. While the BADGER was lying in Montego Bay, Jamaica, the GLASGOW of twenty guns came in and anchored there, and in two hours was in flames, the steward having set fire to her while stealing rum out of the after-hold. Her crew were leaping into the water, when Nelson came up in his boats, made them throw their powder overboard and point their guns upward; and by his presence of mind and personal exertions prevented the loss of life which would otherwise have ensued. On the 11th of June 1779 he was made post into the HINCHINBROOK, of twenty-eight guns, an enemy’s merchantman, sheathed with wood, which had been taken into the service. Collingwood was then made commander into the BADGER. A short time after he left the LOWESTOFFE, that ship, with a small squadron, stormed the fort of St. Fernando de Omoa, on the south side of the Bay of Honduras, and captured some register ships which were lying under its guns. Two hundred and fifty quintals of quicksilver and three millions of piastres were the reward of this enterprise; and it is characteristic of Nelson that the chance by which he missed a share in such a prize is never mentioned in any of his letters; nor is it likely that it ever excited even a momentary feeling of vexation.

Nelson was fortunate in possessing good interest at the time when it could be most serviceable to him: his promotion had been almost as rapid as it could be; and before he had attained the age of twenty-one he had gained that rank which brought all the honours of the service within his reach. No opportunity, indeed, had yet been given him of distinguishing himself; but he was thoroughly master of his profession, and his zeal and ability were acknowledged wherever he was known. Count d’Estaing, with a fleet of one hundred and twenty-five sail, men of war and transports, and a reputed force of five-and twenty thousand men, threatened Jamaica from St. Domingo. Nelson offered his services to the Admiral and to Governor-General Dalling, and was appointed to command the batteries of Fort Charles, at Port Royal. Not more than seven thousand men could be mustered for the defence of the island, — a number wholly inadequate to resist the force which threatened them. Of this Nelson was so well aware, that when he wrote to his friends in England, he told them they must not be surprised to hear of his learning to speak French. D’Estaing, however, was either not aware of his own superiority, or not equal to the command with which he was intrusted: he attempted nothing with his formidable armament; and General Dalling was thus left to execute a project which he had formed against the Spanish colonies.

This project was, to take Fort San Juan on the river of that name, which flows from Lake Nicaragua into the Atlantic; make himself master of the lake itself, and of the cities of Granada and Leon; and thus cut off the communication of the Spaniards between their northern and southern possessions in America. Here it is that a canal between the two seas may most easily be formed — a work more important in its consequences than any which has ever yet been effected by human power. Lord George Germaine, at that time secretary of state for the American Department, approved the plan; and as discontents at that time were known to prevail in the Nuevo Reyno, in Popayan, and in Peru, the more sanguine part of the English began to dream of acquiring an empire in one part of America, more extensive than that which they were on the point of losing in another. General Dalling’s plans were well formed; but the history and the nature of the country had not been studied as accurately as its geography: the difficulties which occurred in fitting out the expedition delayed it till the season was too far advanced; and the men were thus sent to adventure themselves, not so much against an enemy, whom they would have beaten, as against a climate which would do the enemy’s work.

Early in the year 1780, five hundred men destined for this service were convoyed by Nelson from Port Royal to Cape Gracias a Dios, in Honduras. Not a native was to be seen when they landed: they had been taught that the English came with no other intent than that of enslaving them, and sending them to Jamaica. After a while, however, one of them ventured down, confiding in his knowledge of one of the party; and by his means the neighbouring tribes were conciliated with presents, and brought in. The troops were encamped on a swampy and unwholesome plain, where they were joined by a party of the 79th regiment from Black River, who were already in a deplorable state of sickness. Having remained here a month, they proceeded, anchoring frequently, along the Mosquito shore, to collect their Indian allies, who were to furnish proper boats for the river, and to accompany them. They reached the river San Juan, March 24th; and here, according to his orders, Nelson’s services were to terminate; but not a man in the expedition had ever been up the river, or knew the distance of any fortification from its mouth; and he not being one who would turn back when so much was to be done, resolved to carry the soldiers up. About two hundred, therefore, were embarked in the Mosquito shore craft and in two of the HINCHINBROOK’s boats, and they began their voyage. It was the latter end of the dry season, the worst time for such an expedition; the river was consequently low. Indians were sent forward through narrow channels between shoals and sandbanks, and the men were frequently obliged to quit the boats and exert their utmost strength to drag or thrust them along. This labour continued for several days; when they came into deeper water, they had then currents and rapids to contend with, which would have been insurmountable but for the skill of the Indians in such difficulties. The brunt of the labour was borne by them and by the sailors — men never accustomed to stand aloof when any exertion of strength or hardihood is required. The soldiers, less accustomed to rely upon themselves, were of little use. But all equally endured the violent heat of the sun, rendered more intense by being reflected from the white shoals; while the high woods, on both sides of the river, were frequently so close as to prevent any refreshing circulation of air; and during the night all were equally exposed to the heavy and unwholesome dews.

On the 9th of April they reached an island in the river, called San Bartolomeo, which the Spaniards had fortified, as an outpost, with a small semicircular battery, mounting nine or ten swivels, and manned with sixteen or eighteen men. It commanded the river in a rapid and difficult part of the navigation. Nelson, at the head of a few of his seamen, leaped upon the beach. The ground upon which he sprung was so muddy that he had some difficulty in extricating himself, and lost his shoes: bare-footed, however, he advanced, and, in his own phrase, BOARDED THE BATTERY. In this resolute attempt he was bravely supported by Despard, at that time a captain in the army, afterward unhappily executed for his schemes of revolutionary treason. The castle of San Tuan is situated about 16 miles higher up; the stores and ammunition, however, were landed a few miles below the castle, and the men had to march through woods almost impassable. One of the men was bitten under the eye by a snake which darted upon him from the bough of a tree. He was unable to proceed from the violence of the pain; and when, after a short while, some of his comrades were sent back to assist him, he was dead, and the body already putrid. Nelson himself narrowly escaped a similar fate. He had ordered his hammock to be slung under some trees, being excessively fatigued, and was sleeping, when a monitory lizard passed across his face. The Indians happily observed the reptile; and knowing what it indicated, awoke him. He started up, and found one of the deadliest serpents of the country coiled up at his feet. He suffered from poison of another kind; for drinking at a spring in which some boughs of the manchineel had been thrown, the effects were so severe as, in the opinion of some of his friends, to inflict a lasting injury upon his constitution.

The castle of San Juan is 32 miles below the point where the river issues from the Lake of Nicaragua, and 69 from its mouth. Boats reach the sea from thence in a day and a-half; but their navigation back, even when unladen, is the labour of nine days. The English appeared before it on the 11th, two days after they had taken San Bartolomeo. Nelson’s advice was, that it should instantly be carried by assault; but Nelson was not the commander; and it was thought proper to observe all the formalities of a siege. Ten days were wasted before this could be commenced. It was a work more of fatigue than of danger; but fatigue was more to be dreaded than the enemy; the rains set in; and could the garrison have held out a little longer, diseases would have rid them of their invaders. Even the Indians sunk under it, the victims of unusual exertion, and of their own excesses. The place surrendered on the 24th. But victory procured to the conquerors none of that relief which had been expected; the castle was worse than a prison; and it contained nothing which could contribute to the recovery of the sick, or the preservation of those who were yet unaffected. The huts which served for hospitals were surrounded with filth, and with the putrefying hides of slaughtered cattle — almost sufficient of themselves to have engendered pestilence; and when at last orders were given to erect a convenient hospital, the contagion had become so general that there were none who could work at it; for besides the few who were able to perform garrison duty, there were not orderly men enough to assist the sick. Added to these evils, there was the want of all needful remedies; for though the expedition had been amply provided with hospital stores, river craft enough had not been procured for transporting the requisite baggage; and when much was to be left behind, provision for sickness was that which of all things men in health would be most ready to leave. Now, when these medicines were required, the river was swollen, and so turbulent that its upward navigation was almost impracticable. At length even the task of burying the dead was more than the living could perform, and the bodies were tossed into the stream, or left for beasts of prey, and for the gallinazos — those dreadful carrion birds, which do not always wait for death before they begin their work. Five months the English persisted in what may be called this war against nature; they then left a few men, who seemed proof against the climate, to retain the castle till the Spaniards should choose to retake it and make them prisoners. The rest abandoned their baleful conquest. Eighteen hundred men were sent to different posts upon this wretched expedition: not more than three hundred and eighty ever returned. The HINCHINBROOK’s complement consisted of two hundred men; eighty-seven took to their beds in one night, and of the whole crew not more than ten survived.

The transports’ men all died, and some of the ships, having none left to take care of them, sunk in the harbour: but transport ships were not wanted, for the troops which they had brought were no more: they had fallen, not by the hand of an enemy, but by the deadly influence of the climate.

Nelson himself was saved by a timely removal. In a few days after the commencement of the siege he was seized with the prevailing dysentery; meantime Captain Glover (son of the author of LEONIDAS) died, and Nelson was appointed to succeed him in the Janus, of forty-four guns; Collingwood being then made post into the HINCHINBROOK. He returned to the harbour the day before San Juan surrendered, and immediately sailed for Jamaica in the sloop which brought the news of his appointment. He was, however, so greatly reduced by the disorder, that when they reached Port Royal he was carried ashore in his cot; and finding himself, after a partial amendment, unable to retain the command of his new ship, he was compelled to ask leave to return to England, as the only means of recovery. Captain (afterwards Admiral) Cornwallis took him home in the LION; and to his fare and kindness Nelson believed himself indebted for his life. He went immediately to Bath, in a miserable state; so helpless that he was carried to and from his bed; and the act of moving him produced the most violent pain. In three months he recovered, and immediately hastened to London, and applied for employment. After an interval of about four months he was appointed to the ALBEMARLE, of twenty-eight guns, a French merchantman which had been purchased from the captors for the king’s service.

His health was not yet thoroughly re-established; and while he was employed in getting his ship ready, he again became so ill as hardly to be able to keep out of bed. Yet in this state, still suffering from the fatal effect of a West Indian climate, as if it might almost be supposed, he said, to try his constitution, he was sent to the North Seas, and kept there the whole winter. The asperity with which he mentioned this so many years afterwards evinces how deeply he resented a mode of conduct equally cruel to the individual and detrimental to the service. It was during the armed neutrality; and when they anchored off Elsinore, the Danish Admiral sent on board, desiring to be informed what ships had arrived, and to have their force written down. “The ALBEMARLE,” said Nelson to the messenger, “is one of his Britannic Majesty’s ships: you are at liberty, sir, to count the guns as you go down the side; and you may assure the Danish Admiral that, if necessary, they shall all be well served.” During this voyage he gained a considerable knowledge of the Danish coast and its soundings, greatly to the advantage of his country in after-times. The ALBEMARLE was not a good ship, and was several times nearly overset in consequence of the masts having been made much too long for her. On her return to England they were shortened, and some other improvements made at Nelson’s suggestion. Still he always insisted that her first owners, the French, had taught her to run away, as she was never a good sailer except when going directly before the wind.

On their return to the Downs, while he was ashore visiting the senior officer, there came on so heavy a gale that almost all the vessels drove, and a store-ship came athwart-hawse of the ALBEMARLE. Nelson feared she would drive on the Goodwin Sands; he ran to the beach; but even the Deal boatmen thought it impossible to get on board, such was the violence of the storm. At length some of the most intrepid offered to make the attempt for fifteen guineas; and to the astonishment and fear of all the beholders, he embarked during the height of the tempest. With great difficulty and imminent danger he succeeded in reaching her. She lost her bowsprit and foremast, but escaped further injury. He was now ordered to Quebec, where his surgeon told him he would certainly be laid up by the climate. Many of his friends urged him to represent this to Admiral Keppel; but having received his orders from Lord Sandwich, there appeared to him an indelicacy in applying to his successor to have them altered.

Accordingly he sailed for Canada. During her first cruise on that station the ALBEMARLE captured a fishing schooner which contained in her cargo nearly all the property that her master possessed, and the poor fellow had a large family at home, anxiously expecting him. Nelson employed him as a pilot in Boston Bay, then restored him the schooner and cargo, and gave him a certificate to secure him against being captured by any other vessel. The man came off afterwards to the ALBEMARLE, at the hazard of his life, with a present of sheep, poultry, and fresh provisions. A most valuable supply it proved, for the scurvy was raging on board: this was in the middle of August, and the ship’s company had not had a fresh meal since the beginning of April. The certificate was preserved at Boston in memory of an act of unusual generosity; and now that the fame of Nelson has given interest to everything connected with his name, it is regarded as a relic. The ALBEMARLE had a narrow escape upon this cruise. Four French sail of the line and a frigate, which had come out of Boston harbour, gave chase to her; and Nelson, perceiving that they beat him in sailing, boldly ran among the numerous shoals of St. George’s Bank, confiding in his own skill in pilotage. Captain Salter, in the STA. MARGARETTA, had escaped the French fleet by a similar manoeuvre not long before. The frigate alone continued warily to pursue him; but as soon as he perceived that this enemy was unsupported, he shortened sail and hove to; upon which the Frenchman thought it advisable to give over the pursuit, and sail in quest of his consorts.

At Quebec Nelson became acquainted with Alexander Davison, by whose interference he was prevented from making what would have been called an imprudent marriage. The ALBEMARLE was about to leave the station, her captain had taken leave of his friends, and was gone down the river to the place of anchorage; when the next morning, as Davison was walking on the beach, to his surprise he saw Nelson coming back in his boat. Upon inquiring the cause of this reappearance, Nelson took his arm to walk towards the town, and told him that he found it utterly impossible to leave Quebec without again seeing the woman whose society had contributed so much to his happiness there, and offering her his hand. “If you do,” said his friend, “your ruin must inevitably follow.” “Then let it follow,” cried Nelson, “for I am resolved to do it” “And I,” replied Davison, “am resolved you shall not.” Nelson, however, upon this occasion, was less resolute than his friend, and suffered himself to be led back to the boat.

The ALBEMARLE was under orders to convoy a fleet of transports to New York. “A very pretty job” said her captain, “at this late season of the year” (October was far advanced), “for our sails are at this moment frozen to the yards.” On his arrival at Sandy Hook, he waited on the commander-in-chief, Admiral Digby, who told him he was come on a fine station for making prize-money. “Yes, sir,” Nelson made answer, “but the West Indies is the station for honour.” Lord Hood, with a detachment of Rodney’s victorious fleet, was at that time at Sandy Hook: he had been intimate with Captain Suckling; and Nelson, who was desirous of nothing but honour, requested him to ask for the ALBEMARLE, that he might go to that station where it was most likely to be obtained. Admiral Digby reluctantly parted with him. His professional merit was already well known; and Lord Hood, on introducing him to Prince William Henry, as the Duke of Clarence was then called, told the prince, if he wished to ask any questions respecting naval tactics, Captain Nelson could give him as much information as any officer in the fleet. The Duke — who, to his own honour, became from that time the firm friend of Nelson — describes him as appearing the merest boy of a captain he had ever seen, dressed in a full laced uniform, an old-fashioned waistcoat with long flaps, and his lank unpowdered hair tied in a stiff Hessian tail of extraordinary length; making altogether so remarkable a figure, that, says the duke, “I had never seen anything like it before, nor could I imagine who he was, nor what he came about. But his address and conversation were irresistibly pleasing; and when he spoke on professional subjects, it was with an enthusiasm that showed he was no common being.”

It was expected that the French would attempt some of the passages between the Bahamas; and Lord Hood, thinking of this, said to Nelson, “I suppose, sir, from the length of time you were cruising among the Bahama Keys, you must be a good pilot there.” He replied, with that constant readiness to render justice to every man which was so conspicuous in all his conduct through life, that he was well acquainted with them himself, but that in that respect his second lieutenant was far his superior. The French got into Puerto Cabello, on the coast of Venezuela. Nelson was cruising between that port and La Guapra, under French colours, for the purpose of obtaining information; when a king’s launch, belonging to the Spaniards, passed near, and being hailed in French, came alongside without suspicion, and answered all questions that were asked concerning the number and force of the enemy’s ships. The crew, however, were not a little surprised when they were taken on board and found themselves prisoners. One of the party went by the name of the Count de Deux-Ponts. He was, however, a prince of the German empire, and brother to the heir of the Electorate of Bavaria: his companions were French officers of distinction, and men of science, who had been collecting specimens in the various branches of natural history. Nelson, having entertained them with the best his table could afford, told them they were at liberty to depart with their boat, and all that it contained: he only required them to promise that they would consider themselves as prisoners if the commander-in-chief should refuse to acquiesce in their being thus liberated: a circumstance which was not likely to happen. Tidings soon arrived that the preliminaries of peace had been signed; and the ALBEMARLE returned to England and was paid off. Nelson’s first business, after he got to London, even before he went to see his relations, was to attempt to get the wages due to his men for the various ships in which they had served during the war. “The disgust of seamen to the navy,” he said, “was all owing to the infernal plan of turning them over from ship to ship; so that men could not be attached to their officers, nor the officers care the least about the men.” Yet he himself was so beloved by his men that his whole ship’s company offered, if he could get a ship, to enter for her immediately. He was now, for the first time, presented at court. After going through this ceremony, he dined with his friend Davison at Lincoln’s Inn. As soon as he entered the chambers, he threw off what he called his iron-bound coat; and, putting himself at ease in a dressing gown, passed the remainder of the day in talking over all that had befallen them since they parted on the shore of the River St. Lawrence.




CHAPTER II. 1784 - 1793
 

Nelson goes to France — Reappointed to the BOREAS at the Leeward Islands in the BOREAS — His firm conduct concerning the American Interlopers and the Contractors — Marries and returns to England — Is on the point of quitting the Service in Disgust — Manner of Life while unemployed — Appointed to the AGAMEMNON on the breaking out of the War of the French Revolution.

“I HAVE closed the war,” said Nelson in one of his letters, “without a fortune; but there is not a speck in my character. True honour, I hope, predominates in my mind far above riches.” He did not apply for a ship, because he was not wealthy enough to live on board in the manner which was then become customary. Finding it, therefore, prudent to economise on his half-pay during the peace, he went to France, in company with Captain Macnamara of the navy, and took lodgings at St. Omer’s. The death of his favourite sister, Anne, who died in consequence of going out of the ball-room at Bath when heated with dancing, affected his father so much that it had nearly occasioned him to return in a few weeks. Time, however, and reason and religion, overcame this grief in the old man; and Nelson continued at St. Omer’s long enough to fall in love with the daughter of an English clergyman. This second attachment appears to have been less ardent than the first, for upon weighing the evils of a straitened income to a married man, he thought it better to leave France, assigning to his friends something in his accounts as the cause. This prevented him from accepting an invitation from the Count of Deux-Ponts to visit him at Paris, couched in the handsomest terms of acknowledgment for the treatment which he had received on board the ALBEMARLE.

The self-constraint which Nelson exerted in subduing this attachment made him naturally desire to be at sea; and when, upon visiting Lord Howe at the Admiralty, he was asked if he wished to be employed, he made answer that he did. Accordingly in March, he was appointed to the BOREAS, twenty-eight guns, going to the Leeward Islands as a cruiser on the peace establishment. Lady Hughes and her family went out with him to Admiral Sir Richard Hughes, who commanded on that station. His ship was full of young midshipmen, of whom there were not less than thirty on board; and happy were they whose lot it was to be placed with such a captain. If he perceived that a boy was afraid at first going aloft, he would say to him in a friendly manner, “Well, sir, I am going a race to the mast-head, and beg that I may meet you there.” The poor little fellow instantly began to climb, and got up how he could, — Nelson never noticed in what manner, but when they met in the top, spoke cheerfully to him, and would say how much any person was to be pitied who fancied that getting up was either dangerous or difficult. Every day he went into the school-room to see that they were pursuing their nautical studies; and at noon he was always the first on deck with his quadrant. Whenever he paid a visit of ceremony, some of these youths accompanied him; and when he went to dine with the governor at Barbadoes, he took one of them in his hand, and presented him, saying, “Your Excellency must excuse me for bringing one of my midshipmen. I make it a rule to introduce them to all the good company I can, as they have few to look up to, besides myself, during the time they are at sea.”

When Nelson arrived in the West Indies, he found himself senior captain, and consequently second in command on that station. Satisfactory as this was, it soon involved him in a dispute with the admiral, which a man less zealous for the service might have avoided. He found the LATONA in English Harbour, Antigua, with a broad pendant hoisted; and upon inquiring the reason, was presented with a written order from Sir R. Hughes, requiring and directing him to obey the orders of Resident Commissioner Moutray during the time he might have occasion to remain there; the said resident commissioner being in consequence, authorised to hoist a broad pendant on board any of his Majesty’s ships in that port that he might think proper. Nelson was never at a loss how to act in any emergency.

“I know of no superior officers,” said he, “besides the Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty, and my seniors on the post list.” Concluding, therefore, that it was not consistent with the service for a resident commissioner, who held only a civil situation, to hoist a broad pendant, the moment that he had anchored he sent an order to the captain of the LATONA to strike it, and return it to the dock-yard. He went on shore the same day, dined with the commissioner, to show him that he was actuated by no other motive than a sense of duty, and gave him the first intelligence that his pendant had been struck. Sir Richard sent an account of this to the Admiralty; but the case could admit of no doubt, and Captain Nelson’s conduct was approved.

He displayed the same promptitude on another occasion. While the BOREAS, after the hurricane months were over, was riding at anchor in Nevis Roads, a French frigate passed to leeward, close along shore. Nelson had obtained information that this ship was sent from Martinico, with two general officers and some engineers on board, to make a survey of our sugar islands. This purpose he was determined to prevent them from executing, and therefore he gave orders to follow them. The next day he came up with them at anchor in the roads of St. Eustatia, and anchored at about two cables’ length on the frigate’s quarter. Being afterwards invited by the Dutch governor to meet the French officers at dinner, he seized that occasion of assuring the French captain that, understanding it was his intention to honour the British possessions with a visit, he had taken the earliest opportunity in his power to accompany him, in his Majesty’s ship the BOREAS, in order that such attention might be paid to the officers of his Most Christian Majesty as every Englishman in the islands would be proud to show. The French, with equal courtesy, protested against giving him this trouble; especially, they said, as they intended merely to cruise round the islands without landing on any. But Nelson, with the utmost politeness, insisted upon paying them this compliment, followed them close in spite of all their attempts to elude his vigilance, and never lost sight of them; till, finding it impossible either to deceive or escape him, they gave up their treacherous purpose in despair, and beat up for Martinico.

A business of more serious import soon engaged his attention. The Americans were at this time trading with our islands, taking advantage of the register of their ships, which had been issued while they were British subjects. Nelson knew that, by the Navigation Act, no foreigners, directly or indirectly, are permitted to carry on any trade with these possessions. He knew, also, that the Americans had made themselves foreigners with regard to England; they had disregarded the ties of blood and language when they acquired the independence which they had been led on to claim, unhappily for themselves before they were fit for it; and he was resolved that they should derive no profit from those ties now. Foreigners they had made themselves, and as foreigners they were to be treated. “If once,” said he, “they are admitted to any kind of intercourse with our islands, the views of the loyalists, in settling at Nova Scotia, are entirely done away; and when we are again embroiled in a French war, the Americans will first become the carriers of these colonies, and then have possession of them. Here they come, sell their cargoes for ready money, go to Martinico, buy molasses, and so round and round. The loyalist cannot do this, and consequently must sell a little dearer. The residents here are Americans by connection and by interest, and are inimical to Great Britain. They are as great rebels as ever were in America, had they the power to show it.” In November, when the squadron, having arrived at Barbadoes, was to separate, with no other orders than those for examining anchorages, and the usual inquiries concerning wood and water, Nelson asked his friend Collingwood, then captain of the MEDIATOR, whose opinions he knew upon the subject, to accompany him to the commander-in-chief, whom he then respectfully asked, whether they were not to attend to the commerce of the country, and see that the Navigation Act was respected — that appearing to him to be the intent of keeping men-of-war upon this station in time of peace? Sir Richard Hughes replied, he had no particular orders, neither had the Admiralty sent him any Acts of Parliament. But Nelson made answer, that the Navigation Act was included in the statutes of the Admiralty, with which every captain was furnished, and that Act was directed to admirals, captains, &c., to see it carried into execution. Sir Richard said he had never seen the book. Upon this Nelson produced the statutes, read the words of the Act, and apparently convinced the commander-in-chief, that men-of-war, as he said, “were sent abroad for some other purpose than to be made a show of.” Accordingly orders were given to enforce the Navigation Act.

Major-General Sir Thomas Shirley was at this time governor of the Leeward Islands; and when Nelson waited on him, to inform him how he intended to act, and upon what grounds, he replied, that “old generals were not in the habit of taking advice from young gentlemen.” “Sir,” said the young officer, with that confidence in himself which never carried him too far, and always was equal to the occasion, “I am as old as the prime minister of England, and I think myself as capable of commanding one of his Majesty’s ships as that minister is of governing the state.” He was resolved to do his duty, whatever might be the opinion or conduct of others; and when he arrived upon his station at St. Kitt’s, he sent away all the Americans, not choosing to seize them before they had been well apprised that the Act would be carried into effect, lest it might seem as if a trap had been laid for them. The Americans, though they prudently decamped from St. Kitt’s, were emboldened by the support they met with, and resolved to resist his orders, alleging that king’s ships had no legal power to seize them without having deputations from the customs. The planters were to a man against him; the governors and the presidents of the different islands, with only a single exception, gave him no support; and the admiral, afraid to act on either side, yet wishing to oblige the planters, sent him a note, advising him to be guided by the wishes of the president of the council. There was no danger in disregarding this, as it came unofficially, and in the form of advice. But scarcely a month after he had shown Sir Richard Hughes the law, and, as he supposed, satisfied him concerning it, he received an order from him, stating that he had now obtained good advice upon the point, and the Americans were not to be hindered from coming, and having free egress and regress, if the governor chose to permit them. An order to the same purport had been sent round to the different governors and presidents; and General Shirley and others informed him, in an authoritative manner, that they chose to admit American ships, as the commander-in-chief had left the decision to them. These persons, in his own words, he soon “trimmed up, and silenced;” but it was a more delicate business to deal with the admiral: “I must either,” said he, “disobey my orders, or disobey Acts of Parliament. I determined upon the former, trusting to the uprightness of my intentions, and believing that my country would not let me be ruined for protecting her commerce.” With this determination he wrote to Sir Richard; appealed again to the plain, literal, unequivocal sense of the Navigation Act; and in respectful language told him, he felt it his duty to decline obeying these orders till he had an opportunity of seeing and conversing with him. Sir Richard’s first feeling was that of anger, and he was about to supersede Nelson; but having mentioned the affair to his captain, that officer told him he believed all the squadron thought the orders illegal, and therefore did not know how far they were bound to obey them. It was impossible, therefore, to bring Nelson to a court-martial, composed of men who agreed with him in opinion upon the point in dispute; and luckily, though the admiral wanted vigour of mind to decide upon what was right, he was not obstinate in wrong, and had even generosity enough in his nature to thank Nelson afterwards for having shown him his error.

Collingwood in the MEDIATOR, and his brother, Wilfred Collingwood, in the RATTLER, actively co-operated with Nelson. The custom-houses were informed that after a certain day all foreign vessels found in the ports would be seized; and many were, in consequence, seized, and condemned in the Admiralty Court. When the BOREAS arrived at Nevis, she found four American vessels deeply laden, and what are called the island colours flying — white, with a red cross. They were ordered to hoist their proper flag, and depart within 48 hours; but they refused to obey, denying that they were Americans. Some of their crews were then examined in Nelson’s cabin, where the Judge of Admiralty happened to be present. The case was plain; they confessed that they were Americans, and that the ships, hull and cargo, were wholly American property; upon which he seized them. This raised a storm: the planters, the custom-house, and the governor, were all against him. Subscriptions were opened, and presently filled, for the purpose of carrying on the cause in behalf of the American captains; and the admiral, whose flag was at that time in the roads, stood neutral. But the Americans and their abettors were not content with defensive law. The marines, whom he had sent to secure the ships, had prevented some of the masters from going ashore; and those persons, by whose depositions it appeared that the vessels and cargoes were American property, declared that they had given their testimony under bodily fear, for that a man with a drawn sword in his hand had stood over them the whole time. A rascally lawyer, whom the party employed, suggested this story; and as the sentry at the cabin door was a man with a drawn sword, the Americans made no scruple of swearing to this ridiculous falsehood, and commencing prosecutions against him accordingly. They laid their damages at the enormous amount of L40,000; and Nelson was obliged to keep close on board his own ship, lest he should be arrested for a sum for which it would have been impossible to find bail. The marshal frequently came on board to arrest him, but was always prevented by the address of the first lieutenant, Mr. Wallis. Had he been taken, such was the temper of the people that it was certain he would have been cast for the whole sum. One of his officers, one day, in speaking of the restraint which he was thus compelled to suffer, happened to use the word PITY! “Pity!” exclaimed Nelson: “Pity! did you say? I shall live, sir, to be envied! and to that point I shall always direct my course.” Eight weeks remained in this state of duresse. During that time the trial respecting the detained ships came on in the court of Admiralty. He went on shore under a protection for the day from the judge; but, notwithstanding this, the marshal was called upon to take that opportunity of arresting him, and the merchants promised to indemnify him for so doing. The judge, however, did his duty, and threatened to send the marshal to prison if he attempted to violate the protection of the court. Mr. Herbert, the president of Nevis, behaved with singular generosity upon this occasion. Though no man was a greater sufferer by the measures which Nelson had pursued, he offered in court to become his bail for L10,000 if he chose to suffer the arrest. The lawyer whom he had chosen proved to be an able as well as an honest man; and notwithstanding the opinions and pleadings of most of the counsel of the different islands, who maintained that ships of war were not justified in seizing American vessels without a deputation from the customs, the law was so explicit, the case so clear, and Nelson pleaded his own cause so well, that the four ships were condemned. During the progress of this business he sent a memorial home to the king, in consequence of which orders were issued that he should be defended at the expense of the crown. And upon the representation which he made at the same time to the Secretary of State, and the suggestions with which he accompanied it, the Register Act was framed. The sanction of Government, and the approbation of his conduct which it implied, were highly gratifying to him; but he was offended, and not without just cause, that the Treasury should have transmitted thanks to the commander-in-chief for his activity and zeal in protecting the commerce of Great Britain. “Had they known all,” said he, “I do not think they would have bestowed thanks in that quarter, and neglected me. I feel much hurt that, after the loss of health and risk of fortune, another should be thanked for what I did against his orders. I either deserved to be sent out of the service, or at least to have had some little notice taken of what I had done. They have thought it worthy of notice, and yet have neglected me. If this is the reward for a faithful discharge of my duty, I shall be careful, and never stand forward again. But I have done my duty, and have nothing to accuse myself of.”

The anxiety which he had suffered from the harassing uncertainties of law is apparent from these expressions. He had, however, something to console him, for he was at this time wooing the niece of his friend the president, then in her eighteenth year, the widow of Dr. Nisbet, a physician. She had one child, a son, by name Josiah, who was three years old. One day Mr. Herbert, who had hastened half-dressed to receive Nelson, exclaimed, on returning to his dressing-room, “Good God! if I did not find that great little man, of whom everybody is so afraid, playing in the next room, under the dining-table, with Mrs. Nisbet’s child!” A few days afterwards Mrs. Nisbet herself was first introduced to him, and thanked him for the partiality which he had shown to her little boy. Her manners were mild and winning; and the captain, whose heart was easily susceptible of attachment, found no such imperious necessity for subduing his inclinations as had twice before withheld him from marrying. They were married on March 11, 1787: Prince William Henry, who had come out to the West Indies the preceding winter, being present, by his own desire, to give away the bride. Mr. Herbert, her uncle, was at this time so much displeased with his only daughter, that he had resolved to disinherit her, and leave his whole fortune, which was very great, to his niece. But Nelson, whose nature was too noble to let him profit by an act of injustice, interfered, and succeeded in reconciling the president to his child.

“Yesterday,” said one of his naval friends the day after the wedding, “the navy lost one of its greatest ornaments by Nelson’s marriage. It is a national loss that such an officer should marry: had it not been for this, Nelson would have become the greatest man in the service.” The man was rightly estimated; but he who delivered this opinion did not understand the effect of domestic love and duty upon a mind of the true heroic stamp.

“We are often separate,” said Nelson, in a letter to Mrs. Nisbet a few months before their marriage; “but our affections are not by any means on that account diminished. Our country has the first demand for our services; and private convenience or happiness must ever give way to the public good. Duty is the great business of a sea officer: all private considerations must give way to it, however painful.” “Have you not often heard,” says he in another letter, “that salt water and absence always wash away love? Now I am such a heretic as not to believe that article, for, behold, every morning I have had six pails of salt water poured upon my head, and instead of finding what seamen say to be true, it goes on so contrary to the prescription, that you may, perhaps, see me before the fixed time.” More frequently his correspondence breathed a deeper strain. “To write letters to you,” says he, “is the next greatest pleasure I feel to receiving them from you. What I experience when I read such as I am sure are the pure sentiments of your heart, my poor pen cannot express; nor, indeed, would I give much for any pen or head which could express feelings of that kind. Absent from you, I feel no pleasure: it is you who are everything to me. Without you, I care not for this world; for I have found, lately, nothing in it but vexation and trouble. These are my present sentiments. God Almighty grant they may never change! Nor do I think they will. Indeed there is, as far as human knowledge can judge, a moral certainty that they cannot; for it must be real affection that brings us together, not interest or compulsion.” Such were the feelings, and such the sense of duty, with which Nelson became a husband.

During his stay upon this station he had ample opportunity of observing the scandalous practices of the contractors, prize-agents, and other persons in the West Indies connected with the naval service. When he was first left with the command, and bills were brought him to sign for money which was owing for goods purchased for the navy, he required the original voucher, that he might examine whether those goods had been really purchased at the market price; but to produce vouchers would not have been convenient, and therefore was not the custom. Upon this Nelson wrote to Sir Charles Middleton, then Comptroller of the Navy, representing the abuses which were likely to be practised in this manner. The answer which he received seemed to imply that the old forms were thought sufficient; and thus, having no alternative, he was compelled, with his eyes open, to submit to a practice originating in fraudulent intentions. Soon afterwards two Antigua merchants informed him that they were privy to great frauds which had been committed upon government in various departments; at Antigua, to the amount of nearly L500,000; at Lucie, L300,000; at Barbadoes, L250,000; at Jamaica, upwards of a million. The informers were both shrewd sensible men of business; they did not affect to be actuated by a sense of justice, but required a percentage upon so much as government should actually recover through their means. Nelson examined the books and papers which they produced, and was convinced that government had been most infamously plundered. Vouchers, he found, in that country, were no check whatever: the principle was, that “a thing was always worth what it would bring;” and the merchants were in the habit of signing vouchers for each other, without even the appearance of looking at the articles. These accounts he sent home to the different departments which had been defrauded; but the peculators were too powerful, and they succeeded not merely in impeding inquiry, but even in raising prejudices against Nelson at the Board of Admiralty, which it was many years before he could subdue.

Owing probably, to these prejudices, and the influence of the peculators, he was treated, on his return to England, in a manner which had nearly driven him from the service. During the three years that the BOREAS had remained upon a station which is usually so fatal, not a single officer or man of her whole complement had died. This almost unexampled instance of good health, though mostly, no doubt, imputable to a healthy season, must in some measure, also, be ascribed to the wise conduct of the captain. He never suffered the ships to remain more than three or four weeks at a time at any of the islands; and when the hurricane months confined him to English Harbour, he encouraged all kinds of useful amusements — music, dancing, and cudgelling among the men; theatricals among the officers; anything which could employ their attention, and keep their spirits cheerful. The BOREAS arrived in England in June. Nelson, who had many times been supposed to be consumptive when in the West Indies, and perhaps was saved from consumption by that climate, was still in a precarious state of health; and the raw wet weather of one of our ungenial summers brought on cold, and sore throat, and fever; yet his vessel was kept at the Nore from the end of June till the end of November, serving as a slop and receiving ship. This unworthy treatment, which more probably proceeded from inattention than from neglect, excited in Nelson the strongest indignation. During the whole five months he seldom or never quitted the ship, but carried on the duty with strict and sullen attention. On the morning when orders were received to prepare the BOREAS for being paid off, he expressed his joy to the senior officer in the Medway, saying, “It will release me for ever from an ungrateful service; for it is my firm and unalterable determination never again to set my foot on board a king’s ship. Immediately after my arrival in town I shall wait on the First Lord of the Admiralty, and resign my commission.” The officer to whom he thus communicated his intentions behaved in the wisest and most friendly manner; for finding it in vain to dissuade him in his present state of feeling, he secretly interfered with the First Lord to save him from a step so injurious to himself, little foreseeing how deeply the welfare and honour of England were at that moment at stake. This interference produced a letter from Lord Howe the day before the ship was paid off, intimating a wish to see Captain Nelson as soon as he arrived in town; when, being pleased with his conversation, and perfectly convinced, by what was then explained to him, of the propriety of his conduct, he desired that he might present him to the king on the first levee-day; and the gracious manner in which Nelson was then received effectually removed his resentment.

Prejudices had been, in like manner, excited against his friend, Prince William Henry. “Nothing is wanting, sir,” said Nelson, in one of his letters, “to make you the darling of the English nation but truth. Sorry am I to say, much to the contrary has been dispersed.” This was not flattery, for Nelson was no flatterer. The letter in which this passage occurs shows in how wise and noble a manner he dealt with the prince. One of his royal highness’s officers had applied for a court-martial upon a point in which he was unquestionably wrong. His royal highness, however, while he supported his own character and authority, prevented the trial, which must have been injurious to a brave and deserving man. “Now that you are parted,” said Nelson, “pardon me, my prince, when I presume to recommend that he may stand in your royal favour as if he had never sailed with you, and that at some future day you will serve him. There only wants this to place your conduct in the highest point of view. None of us are without failings — his was being rather too hasty; but that, put in competition with his being a good officer, will not, I am bold to say, be taken in the scale against him. More able friends than myself your royal highness may easily find, and of more consequence in the state; but one more attached and affectionate is not so easily met with: Princes seldom, very seldom, find a disinterested person to communicate their thoughts to: I do not pretend to be that person; but of this be assured, by a man who, I trust, never did a dishonourable act, that I am interested only that your royal highness should be the greatest and best man this country ever produced.”

Encouraged by the conduct of Lord Howe, and by his reception at court, Nelson renewed his attack upon the peculators with fresh spirit. He had interviews with Mr. Rose, Mr. Pitt, and Sir Charles Middleton, to all of whom he satisfactorily proved his charges. In consequence, if is said, these very extensive public frauds were at length put in a proper train to be provided against in future; his representations were attended to; and every step which he recommended was adopted; the investigation was put into a proper course, which ended in the detection and punishment of some of the culprits; an immense saving was made to government, and thus its attention was directed to similar peculations in other arts of the colonies. But it is said also that no mark of commendation seems to have been bestowed upon Nelson for his exertion. It has been justly remarked that the spirit of the navy cannot be preserved so effectually by the liberal honours bestowed on officers when they are worn out in the service, as by an attention to those who, like Nelson at this part of his life, have only their integrity and zeal to bring them into notice. A junior officer, who had been left with the command at Jamaica, received an additional allowance, for which Nelson had applied in vain. Double pay was allowed to every artificer and seaman employed in the naval yard: Nelson had superintended the whole business of that yard with the most rigid exactness, and he complained that he was neglected. “It was most true,” he said, “that the trouble which he took to detect the fraudulent practices then carried on was no more than his duty; but he little thought that the expenses attending his frequent journeys to St. John’s upon that duty (a distance of twelve miles) would have fallen upon his pay as captain of the BOREAS.” Nevertheless, the sense of what he thought unworthy usage did not diminish his zeal. “I,” said he, “must buffet the waves in search of — What? Alas! that they called honour is thought of no more. My fortune, God knows, has grown worse for the service; so much for serving my country! But the devil, ever willing to tempt the virtuous, has made me offer, if any ships should be sent to destroy his Majesty of Morocco’s ports, to be there; and I have some reason to think that, should any more come of it, my humble services will be accepted. I have invariably laid down, and followed close, a plan of what ought to be uppermost in the breast of an officer, — that it is much better to serve an ungrateful country than to give up his own fame. Posterity will do him justice. A uniform course of honour and integrity seldom fails of bringing a man to the goal of fame at last.”

The design against the Barbary pirates, like all other designs against them, was laid aside; and Nelson took his wife to his father’s parsonage, meaning only to pay him a visit before they went to France; a project which he had formed for the sake of acquiring a competent knowledge of the French language. But his father could not bear to lose him thus unnecessarily. Mr. Nelson had long been an invalid, suffering under paralytic and asthmatic affections, which, for several hours after he rose in the morning, scarcely permitted him to speak. He had been given over by his physicians for this complaint nearly forty years before his death; and was, for many of his latter years, obliged to spend all his winters at Bath. The sight of his son, he declared, had given him new life. “But, Horatio,” said he, “it would have been better that I had not been thus cheered, if I am so soon to be bereaved of you again. Let me, my good son, see you whilst I can. My age and infirmities increase, and I shall not last long.” To such an appeal there could be no reply. Nelson took up his abode at the parsonage, and amused himself with the sports and occupations of the country. Sometimes he busied himself with farming the glebe; sometimes spent the greater part of the day in the garden, where he would dig as if for the mere pleasure of wearying himself. Sometimes he went a birds’-nesting, like a boy; and in these expeditions Mrs. Nelson always, by his expressed desire, accompanied him. Coursing was his favourite amusement. Shooting, as he practised it, was far too dangerous for his companions; for he carried his gun upon the full cock, as if he were going to board an enemy; and the moment a bird rose, he let fly without ever putting the fowling-piece to his shoulder. It is not, therefore, extraordinary that his having once shot a partridge should be remembered by his family among the remarkable events of his life.

But his time did not pass away thus without some vexatious cares to ruffle it. The affair of the American ships was not yet over, and he was again pestered with threats of prosecution. “I have written them word,” said he, “that I will have nothing to do with them, and they must act as they think proper. Government, I suppose, will do what is right, and not leave me in the lurch. We have heard enough lately of the consequences of the Navigation Act to this country. They may take my person; but if sixpence would save me from a prosecution, I would not give it.” It was his great ambition at this time to possess a pony; and having resolved to purchase one, he went to a fair for that purpose. During his absence two men abruptly entered the parsonage and inquired for him: they then asked for Mrs. Nelson; and after they had made her repeatedly declare that she was really and truly the captain’s wife, presented her with a writ, or notification, on the part of the American captains, who now laid their damages at L20,000, and they charged her to give it to her husband on his return. Nelson, having bought his pony, came home with it in high spirits. He called out his wife to admire the purchase and listen to all its excellences: nor was it till his glee had in some measure subsided that the paper could be presented to him. His indignation was excessive; and in the apprehension that he should be exposed to the anxieties of the suit and the ruinous consequences which might ensue, he exclaimed, “This affront I did not deserve! But I’ll be trifled with no longer. I will write immediately to the Treasury, and if government will not support me, I am resolved to leave the country.” Accordingly, he informed the Treasury that, if a satisfactory answer were not sent him by return of post, he should take refuge in France. To this he expected he should be driven, and for this he arranged everything with his characteristic rapidity of decision. It was settled that he should depart immediately, and Mrs. Nelson follow, under the care of his elder brother Maurice, ten days after him. But the answer which he received from government quieted his fears: it stated that Captain Nelson was a very good officer, and needed to be under no apprehension, for he would assuredly be supported.

Here his disquietude upon this subject seems to have ended. Still he was not at ease; he wanted employment, and was mortified that his applications for it produced no effect. “Not being a man of fortune,” he said, “was a crime which he was unable to get over, and therefore none of the great cared about him.” Repeatedly he requested the Admiralty that they would not leave him to rust in indolence. During the armament which was made upon occasion of the dispute concerning Nootka Sound, he renewed his application; and his steady friend, Prince William, who had then been created Duke of Clarence, recommended him to Lord Chatham. The failure of this recommendation wounded him so keenly that he again thought of retiring from the service in disgust; a resolution from which nothing but the urgent remonstrances of Lord Hood induced him to desist. Hearing that the RAISONNABLE, in which he had commenced his career, was to be commissioned, he asked for her. This also was in vain; and a coolness ensued, on his part, toward Lord Hood, because that excellent officer did not use his influence with Lord Chatham upon this occasion. Lord Hood, however, had certainly sufficient reasons for not interfering; for he ever continued his steady friend. In the winter of 1792, when we were on the eve of the revolutionary war, Nelson once more offered his services, earnestly requested a ship, and added, that if their lordships should be pleased to appoint him to a cockle-boat he should feel satisfied. He was answered in the usual official form: “Sir, I have received your letter of the 5th instant, expressing your readiness to serve, and have read the same to my Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty.” On the 12th of December he received this dry acknowledgment. The fresh mortification did not, however, affect him long; for, by the joint interest of the Duke and Lord Hood, he was appointed, on the 30th of January following, to the AGAMEMNON, of sixty-four guns.




CHAPTER III. 1793 - 1795
 

The AGAMEMNON sent to the Mediterranean — Commencement of Nelson’s Aquaintance with Sir W. Hamilton — He is sent to Corsica, to cooperate with Paoli — State of Affairs in that Island — Nelson undertakes the Siege of Bastia, and reduces it — Takes a distinguished Part in the Siege of Calvi, where he loses an Eye — Admiral Hotham’s Action — The AGAMEMNON ordered to Genoa, to co-operate with the Austrian and Sardinian Forces — Gross Misconduct of the Austrian General.

“THERE are three things, young gentleman,” said Nelson to one of his midshipmen, “which you are constantly to bear in mind. First, you must always implicitly obey orders, without attempting to form any opinion of your own respecting their propriety; secondly, you must consider every man your enemy who speaks ill of your king; and, thirdly, you must hate a Frenchman as you do the devil.” With these feelings he engaged in the war. Josiah, his son-in-law, went with him as a midshipman.

The AGAMEMNON was ordered to the Mediterranean under Lord Hood. The fleet arrived in those seas at a time when the south of France would willingly have formed itself into a separate republic, under the protection of England. But good principles had been at that time perilously abused by ignorant and profligate men; and, in its fear and hatred of democracy, the English Government abhorred whatever was republican. Lord Hood could not take advantage of the fair occasion which presented itself; and which, if it had been seized with vigour, might have ended in dividing France: — but he negotiated with the people of Toulon, to take possession provisionally of their port and city; which, fatally for themselves, was done. Before the British fleet entered, Nelson was sent with despatches to Sir William Hamilton, our envoy at the Court of Naples. Sir William, after his first interview with him, told Lady Hamilton he was about to introduce a little man to her, who could not boast of being very handsome; but such a man as, he believed, would one day astonish the world. “I have never before,” he continued, “entertained an officer at my house; but I am determined to bring him here. Let him be put in the room prepared for Prince Augustus.” Thus that acquaintance began which ended in the destruction of Nelson’s domestic happiness. It seemed to threaten no such consequences at its commencement. He spoke of Lady Hamilton, in a letter to his wife, as a young woman of amiable manners, who did honour to the station to which she had been raised; and he remarked, that she had been exceedingly kind to Josiah. The activity with which the envoy exerted himself in procuring troops from Naples, to assist in garrisoning Toulon, so delighted him, that he is said to have exclaimed, “Sir William, you are a man after my own heart! — you do business in my own way:” and then to have added, “I am now only a captain; but I will, if I live, be at the top of the tree.” Here, also, that acquaintance with the Neapolitan court commenced, which led to the only blot upon Nelson’s public character. The king, who was sincere at that time in his enmity to the French, called the English the saviours of Italy, and of his dominions in particular. He paid the most flattering attentions to Nelson, made him dine with him, and seated him at his right hand.

Having accomplished this mission, Nelson received orders to join Commodore Linzee at Tunis. On the way, five sail of the enemy were discovered off the coast of Sardinia, and he chased them. They proved to be three forty-four gun frigates, with a corvette of twenty-four and a brig of twelve. The AGAMEMNON had only 345 men at quarters, having landed part of her crew at Toulon, and others being absent in prizes. He came near enough one of the frigates to engage her, but at great disadvantage, the Frenchman manoeuvring well and sailing greatly better. A running fight of three hours ensued, during which the other ships, which were at some distance, made all speed to come up. By this time the enemy was almost silenced, when a favourable change of wind enabled her to get out of reach of the AGAMEMNON’s guns; and that ship had received so much damage in the rigging that she could not follow her. Nelson, conceiving that this was but the forerunner of a far more serious engagement, called his officers together, and asked them if the ship was fit to go into action against such a superior force without some small refit and refreshment for the men. Their answer was, that she certainly was not. He then gave these orders,—”Veer the ship, and lay her head to the westward: let some of the best men be employed in refitting the rigging, and the carpenter in getting crows and capstan-bars to prevent our wounded spars from coming down: and get the wine up for the people, with some bread, for it may be half an hour good before we are again in action.” But when the French came up, their comrade made signals of distress, and they all hoisted out their boats to go to her assistance, leaving the AGAMEMNON unmolested.

Nelson found Commodore Linzee at Tunis, where he had been sent to expostulate with the dey upon the impolicy of his supporting the revolutionary government of France. Nelson represented to him the atrocity of that government. Such arguments were of little avail in Barbary; and when the Dey was told that the French had put their sovereign to death, he drily replied, that “Nothing could be more heinous; and yet, if historians told the truth, the English had once done the same.” This answer had doubtless been suggested by the French about him: they had completely gained the ascendancy, and all negotiation on our part proved fruitless. Shortly afterward, Nelson was detached with a small squadron, to co-operate with General Paoli and the Anti-Gallican party in Corsica.

Some thirty years before this time the heroic patriotism of the Corsicans, and of their leader Paoli, had been the admiration of England. The history of these brave people is but a melancholy tale. The island which they inhabit has been abundantly blessed by nature; it has many excellent harbours; and though the MALARIA, or pestilential atmosphere, which is so deadly in many parts of Italy and of the Italian islands, prevails on the eastern coast, the greater part of the country is mountainous and healthy. It is about 150 miles long, and from 40 to 50 broad; in circumference, some 320; a country large enough, and sufficiently distant from the nearest shores, to have subsisted as an independent state, if the welfare and happiness of the human race had ever been considered as the end and aim of policy. The Moors, the Pisans, the kings of Aragon, and the Genoese, successively attempted, and each for a time effected its conquest. The yoke of the Genoese continued longest, and was the heaviest. These petty tyrants ruled with an iron rod; and when at any time a patriot rose to resist their oppressions, if they failed to subdue him by force they resorted to assassination. At the commencement of the last century they quelled one revolt by the aid of German auxiliaries, whom the Emperor Charles VI. sent against a people who had never offended him, and who were fighting for whatever is most dear to man. In 1734 the war was renewed; and Theodore, a Westphalian baron, then appeared upon the stage. In that age men were not accustomed to see adventurers play for kingdoms, and Theodore became the common talk of Europe. He had served in the French armies; and having afterwards been noticed both by Ripperda and Alberoni, their example, perhaps, inflamed a spirit as ambitious and as unprincipled as their own. He employed the whole of his means in raising money and procuring arms; then wrote to the leaders of the Corsican patriots, to offer them considerable assistance, if they would erect Corsica into an independent kingdom, and elect him king. When he landed among them, they were struck with his stately person, his dignified manners, and imposing talents. They believed the magnificent promises of foreign assistance which he held out, and elected him king accordingly. Had his means been as he represented them, they could not have acted more wisely than in thus at once fixing the government of their country, and putting an end to those rivalries among the leading families, which had so often proved pernicious to the public weal. He struck money, conferred titles, blocked up the fortified towns which were held by the Genoese, and amused the people with promises of assistance for about eight months: then, perceiving that they cooled in their affections towards him in proportion as their expectations were disappointed, he left the island, under the plea of expediting himself the succours which he had so long awaited. Such was his address, that he prevailed upon several rich merchants in Holland, particularly the Jews, to trust him with cannon and warlike stores to a great amount. They shipped these under the charge of a supercargo. Theodore returned with this supercargo to Corsica, and put him to death on his arrival, as the shortest way of settling the account. The remainder of his life was a series of deserved afflictions. He threw in the stores which he had thus fraudulently obtained; but he did not dare to land, for Genoa had now called in the French to their assistance, and a price had been set upon his head. His dreams of royalty were now at an end; he took refuge in London, contracted debts, and was thrown into the King’s Bench. After lingering there many years, he was released under an act of insolvency, in consequence of which he made over the kingdom of Corsica for the use of his creditors, and died shortly after his deliverance.

The French, who have never acted a generous part in the history of the world, readily entered into the views of the Genoese, which accorded with their own policy: for such was their ascendancy at Genoa, that in subduing Corsica for these allies, they were in fact subduing it for themselves. They entered into the contest, therefore, with their usual vigour, and their usual cruelty. It was in vain that the Corsicans addressed a most affecting memorial to the court of Versailles; that remorseless government persisted in its flagitious project. They poured in troops; dressed a part of them like the people of the country, by which means they deceived and destroyed many of the patriots; cut down the standing corn, the vines, and the olives; set fire to the villages, and hung all the most able and active men who fell into their hands. A war of this kind may be carried on with success against a country so small and so thinly peopled as Corsica. Having reduced the island to perfect servitude, which they called peace, the French withdrew their forces. As soon as they were gone, men, women, and boys rose at once against their oppressors. The circumstances of the times were now favourable to them; and some British ships, acting as allies of Sardinia, bombarded Bastia and San Fiorenzo, and delivered them into the hands of the patriots. This service was long remembered with gratitude: the impression made upon our own countrymen was less favourable. They had witnessed the heartburnings of rival chiefs, and the dissensions among the patriots; and perceiving the state of barbarism to which continual oppression, and habits of lawless turbulence, had reduced the nation, did not recollect that the vices of the people were owing to their unhappy circumstances, but that the virtues which they displayed arose from their own nature. This feeling, perhaps, influenced the British court, when, in 1746, Corsica offered to put herself under the protection of Great Britain: an answer was returned, expressing satisfaction at such a communication, hoping that the Corsicans would preserve the same sentiments, but signifying also that the present was not the time for such a measure.

These brave islanders then formed a government for themselves, under two leaders, Gaffori and Matra, who had the title of protectors. The latter is represented as a partisan of Genoa, favouring the views of the oppressors of his country by the most treasonable means. Gaffori was a hero worthy of old times. His eloquence was long remembered with admiration. A band of assassins was once advancing against him; he heard of their approach, went out to meet them; and, with a serene dignity which overawed them, requested them to hear him. He then spake to them so forcibly of the distresses of their country, her intolerable wrongs, and the hopes and views of their brethren in arms, that the very men who had been hired to murder him, fell at his feet, implored his forgiveness, and joined his banner. While he was besieging the Genoese in Corte, a part of the garrison perceiving the nurse with his eldest son, then an infant in arms, straying at a little distance from the camp, suddenly sallied out and seized them. The use they made of their persons was in conformity to their usual execrable conduct. When Gaffori advanced to batter the walls, they held up the child directly over that part of the wall at which the guns were pointed. The Corsicans stopped: but Gaffori stood at their head, and ordered them to continue the fire. Providentially the child escaped, and lived to relate, with becoming feeling, a fact so honourable to his father. That father conducted the affairs of the island till 1753, when he was assassinated by some wretches, set on, it is believed, by Genoa, but certainly pensioned by that abominable government after the deed. He left the country in such a state that it was enabled to continue the war two years after his death without a leader: the Corsicans then found one worthy of their cause in Pasquale de Paoli.

Paoli’s father was one of the patriots who effected their escape from Corsica when the French reduced it to obedience. He retired to Naples, and brought up his youngest son in the Neapolitan service. The Corsicans heard of young Paoli’s abilities, and solicited him to come over to his native country, and take the command. He did not hesitate long: his father, who was too far advanced in years to take an active part himself, encouraged him to go; and when they separated, the old man fell on his neck, and kissed him, and gave him his blessing. “My son,” said he, “perhaps I may never see you more; but in my mind I shall ever be present with you. Your design is great and noble; and I doubt not but God will bless you in it. I shall devote to your cause the little remainder of my life in offering up my prayers for your success.” When Paoli assumed the command, he found all things in confusion: he formed a democratical government, of which he was chosen chief: restored the authority of the laws; established a university; and took such measures, both for repressing abuses and moulding the rising generation, that, if France had not interfered, upon its wicked and detestable principle of usurpation, Corsica might at this day have been as free, and flourishing and happy a commonwealth as any of the Grecian states in the days of their prosperity. The Genoese were at this time driven out of their fortified towns, and must in a short time have been expelled. France was indebted some millions of livres to Genoa: it was not convenient to pay this money; so the French minister proposed to the Genoese, that she should discharge the debt by sending six battalions to serve in Corsica for four years. The indignation which this conduct excited in all generous hearts was forcibly expressed by Rousseau, who, with all his errors, was seldom deficient in feeling for the wrongs of humanity. “You Frenchmen,” said he, writing to one of that people, “are a thoroughly servile nation, thoroughly sold to tyranny, thoroughly cruel and relentless in persecuting the unhappy. If you knew of a freeman at the other end of the world, I believe you would go thither for the mere pleasure of extirpating him.”

The immediate object of the French happened to be purely mercenary: they wanted to clear off their debt to Genoa; and as the presence of their troops in the island effected this, they aimed at doing the people no farther mischief. Would that the conduct of England had been at this time free from reproach! but a proclamation was issued by the English government, after the peace of Paris, prohibiting any intercourse with the rebels of Corsica. Paoli said, he did not expect this from Great Britain. This great man was deservedly proud of his country. “I defy Rome, Sparta, or Thebes,” he would say, “to show me thirty years of such patriotism as Corsica can boast!” Availing himself of the respite which the inactivity of the French and the weakness of the Genoese allowed, he prosecuted his plans of civilising the people. He used to say, that though he had an unspeakable pride in the prospect of the fame to which he aspired; yet if he could but render his countrymen happy, he could be content to be forgotten. His own importance he never affected to undervalue. “We are now to our country,” said he, “like the prophet Elisha stretched over the dead child of the Shunamite, — eye to eye, nose to nose, mouth to mouth. It begins to recover warmth, and to revive: I hope it will yet regain full health and vigour.”

But when the four years were expired, France purchased the sovereignty of Corsica from the Genoese for forty millions of livres; as if the Genoese had been entitled to sell it; as if any bargain and sale could justify one country in taking possession of another against the will of the inhabitants, and butchering all who oppose the usurpation! Among the enormities which France has committed, this action seems but as a speck; yet the foulest murderer that ever suffered by the hand of the executioner has infinitely less guilt upon his soul than the statesman who concluded this treaty, and the monarch who sanctioned and confirmed it. A desperate and glorious resistance was made, but it was in vain; no power interposed in behalf of these injured islanders, and the French poured in as many troops as were required. They offered to confirm Paoli in the supreme authority, only on condition that he would hold it under their government. His answer was, that “the rocks which surrounded him should melt away before he would betray a cause which he held in common with the poorest Corsican.” This people then set a price upon his head. During two campaigns he kept them at bay: they overpowered him at length; he was driven to the shore, and having escaped on shipboard, took refuge in England. It is said that Lord Shelburne resigned his seat in the cabinet because the ministry looked on without attempting to prevent France from succeeding in this abominable and important act of aggrandizement. In one respect, however, our country acted as became her. Paoli was welcomed with the honours which he deserved, a pension of L1200 was immediately granted him, and provision was liberally made for his elder brother and his nephew.

About twenty years Paoli remained in England, enjoying the friendship of the wise and the admiration of the good. But when the French Revolution began, it seemed as if the restoration of Corsica was at hand. The whole country, as if animated by one spirit, rose and demanded liberty; and the National Assembly passed a decree recognising the island as a department of France, and therefore entitled to all the privileges of the new French constitution. This satisfied the Corsicans, which it ought not to have done; and Paoli, in whom the ardour of youth was passed, seeing that his countrymen were contented, and believing that they were about to enjoy a state of freedom, naturally wished to return to his native country. He resigned his pension in the year 1790, and appeared at the bar of the Assembly with the Corsican deputies, when they took the oath of fidelity to France. But the course of events in France soon dispelled those hopes of a new and better order of things, which Paoli, in common with so many of the friends of human-kind, had indulged; and perceiving, after the execution of the king, that a civil war was about to ensue, of which no man could foresee the issue, he prepared to break the connection between Corsica and the French Republic. The convention suspecting such a design, and perhaps occasioning it by their suspicions, ordered him to their bar. That way he well knew led to the guillotine; and returning a respectful answer, he declared that he would never be found wanting in his duty, but pleaded age and infirmity as a reason for disobeying the summons. Their second order was more summary; and the French troops, who were in Corsica, aided by those of the natives, who were either influenced by hereditary party feelings, or who were sincere in Jacobinism, took the field against him. But the people were with him. He repaired to Corte, the capital of the island, and was again invested with the authority which he had held in the noonday of his fame. The convention upon this denounced him as a rebel, and set a price upon his head. It was not the first time that France had proscribed Paoli.

Paoli now opened a correspondence with Lord Hood, promising, if the English would make an attack upon St. Fiorenzo from the sea, he would at the same time attack it by land. This promise he was unable to perform; and Commodore Linzee, who, in reliance upon it, was sent upon this service, was repulsed with some loss. Lord Hood, who had now been compelled to evacuate Toulon, suspected Paoli of intentionally deceiving him. This was an injurious suspicion. Shortly afterwards he dispatched Lieutenant-Colonel (afterward Sir John) Moore and Major Koehler to confer with him upon a plan of operations. Sir Gilbert Elliot accompanied them; and it was agreed that, in consideration of the succours, both military and naval, which his Britannic Majesty should afford for the purpose of expelling the French, the island of Corsica should be delivered into the immediate possession of his Majesty, and bind itself to acquiesce in any settlement he might approve of concerning its government, and its future relation with Great Britain. While this negotiation was going on, Nelson cruised off the island with a small squadron, to prevent the enemy from throwing in supplies. Close to St. Fiorenzo the French had a storehouse of flour near their only mill: he watched an opportunity, and landed 120 men, who threw the flour into the sea, burnt the mill, and re-embarked before 1000 men, who were sent against him, could occasion them the loss of a single man. While he exerted himself thus, keeping out all supplies, intercepting despatches, attacking their outposts and forts, and cutting out vessels from the bay, — a species of warfare which depresses the spirit of an enemy even more than it injures them, because of the sense of individual superiority which it indicates in the assailants — troops were landed, and St. Fiorenzo was besieged. The French finding themselves unable to maintain their post sunk one of their frigates, burnt another, and retreated to Bastia. Lord Hood submitted to General Dundas, who commanded the land forces, a plan for the reduction of this place: the general declined co-operating, thinking the attempt impracticable without a reinforcement of 2000 men, which he expected from Gibraltar. Upon this Lord Hood determined to reduce it with the naval force under his command; and leaving part of his fleet off Toulon, he came with the rest to Bastia.

He showed a proper sense of respect for Nelson’s services, and of confidence in his talents, by taking care not to bring with him any older captain. A few days before their arrival, Nelson had had what he called a brush with the enemy. “If I had had with me 500 troops,” he said, “to a certainty I should have stormed the town; and I believe it might have been carried. Armies go so slow that seamen think they never mean to get forward; but I daresay they act on a surer principle, although we seldom fail.” During this partial action our army appeared upon the heights; and having reconnoitered the place, returned to St. Fiorenzo. “What the general could have seen to make a retreat necessary,” said Nelson, “I cannot comprehend. A thousand men would certainly take Bastia: with five hundred and the AGAMEMNON I would attempt it. My seamen are now what British seamen ought to be — almost invincible. They really mind shot no more than peas.” General Dundas had not the same confidence. “After mature consideration,” he said in a letter to Lord Hood, “and a personal inspection for several days of all circumstances, local as well as others, I consider the siege of Bastia, with our present means and force, to be a most visionary and rash attempt; such as no officer would be justified in undertaking.” Lord Hood replied that nothing would be more gratifying to his feelings than to have the whole responsibility upon himself; and that he was ready and willing to undertake the reduction of the place at his own risk with the force and means at present there. General D’Aubant, who succeeded at this time to the command of the army, coincided in opinion with his predecessor, and did not think it right to furnish his lordship with a single soldier, cannon, or any stores. Lord Hood could only obtain a few artillerymen; and ordering on board that part of the troops who, having been embarked as marines, “were borne on the ships” books as part of their respective complements, he began the siege with 1183 soldiers, artillerymen, and marines, and 250 sailors. “We are but few,” said Nelson, “but of the right sort; our general at St. Fiorenzo not giving us one of the five regiments he has there lying idle.”

These men were landed on the 4th of April, under Lieutenant-Colonel Villettes and Nelson, who had now acquired from the army the title of brigadier. Guns were dragged by the sailors up heights where it appeared almost impossible to convey them — a work of the greatest difficulty, and which Nelson said could never, in his opinion, have been accomplished by any but British seamen. The soldiers, though less dexterous in such service, because not accustomed, like sailors, to habitual dexterity. behaved with equal spirit. “Their zeal,” said the brigadier, “is almost unexampled. There is not a man but considers himself as personally interested in the event, and deserted by the general. It has, I am persuaded, made them equal to double their numbers.” This is one proof, of many, that for our soldiers to equal our seamen, it is only necessary for them to be equally well commanded. They have the same heart and soul, as well as the same flesh and blood. Too much may, indeed, be exacted from them in a retreat; but set their face toward a foe, and there is nothing within the reach of human achievement which they cannot perform. The French had improved the leisure which our military commander had allowed them; and before Lord Hood commenced his operations, he had the mortification of seeing that the enemy were every day erecting new works, strengthening old ones, and rendering the attempt more difficult. La Combe St. Michel, the commissioner from the national convention, who was in the city, replied in these terms to the summons of the British admiral—”I have hot shot for your ships, and bayonets for your troops. When two-thirds of our men are killed, I will then trust to the generosity of the English.” The siege, however, was not sustained with the firmness which such a reply seemed to augur. On the 19th of May a treaty of capitulation was begun; that same evening the troops from St. Fiorenzo made their appearance on the hills; and, on the following morning, General d’Aubant arrived with the whole army to take possession of Bastia.

The event of the siege had justified the confidence of the sailors; but they themselves excused the opinion of the generals when they saw what they had done. “I am all astonishment,” said Nelson, “when I reflect on what we have achieved; 1000 regulars, 1500 national guards, and a large party of Corsican troops, 4000 in all, laying down their arms to 1200 soldiers, marines, and seamen! I always was of opinion, have ever acted up to it, and never had any reason to repent it, that one Englishman was equal to three Frenchmen. Had this been an English town, I am sure it would not have been taken by them.” When it had been resolved to attack the place, the enemy were supposed to be far inferior in number; and it was not till the whole had been arranged, and the siege publicly undertaken, that Nelson received certain information of the great superiority of the garrison. This intelligence he kept secret, fearing lest, if so fair a pretext were afforded, the attempt would be abandoned. “My own honour,” said he to his wife, “Lord Hood’s honour, and the honour of our country, must have been sacrificed had I mentioned what I knew; therefore you will believe what must have been my feelings during the whole siege, when I had often proposals made to me to write to Lord Hood to raise it.” Those very persons who thus advised him, were rewarded for their conduct at the siege of Bastia: Nelson, by whom it may truly be affirmed that Bastia was taken, received no reward. Lord Hood’s thanks to him, both public and private, were, as he himself said, the handsomest which man could give; but his signal merits were not so mentioned in the despatches as to make them sufficiently known to the nation, nor to obtain for him from government those honours to which they so amply entitled him. This could only have arisen from the haste in which the despatches were written; certainly not from any deliberate purpose, for Lord Hood was uniformly his steady and sincere friend.

One of the cartel’s ships, which carried the garrison of Bastia to Toulon, brought back intelligence that the French were about to sail from that port;-such exertions had they made to repair the damage done at the evacuation, and to fit out a fleet. The intelligence was speedily verified. Lord Hood sailed in quest of them toward the islands of Hieres. The AGAMEMNON was with him. “I pray God,” said Nelson, writing to his wife, “that we may meet their fleet. If any accident should happen to me, I am sure my conduct will be such as will entitle you to the royal favour; not that I have the least idea but I shall return to you, and full of honour: if not, the Lord’s will be done. My name shall never be a disgrace to those who may belong to me. The little I have, I have given to you, except a small annuity — I wish it was more; but I have never got a farthing dishonestly: it descends from clean hands. Whatever fate awaits me, I pray God to bless you, and preserve you, for your son’s sake.” With a mind thus prepared, and thus confident, his hopes and wishes seemed on the point of being gratified, when the enemy were discovered close under the land, near St. Tropez. The wind fell, and prevented Lord Hood from getting between them and the shore, as he designed: boats came out from Antibes and other places to their assistance, and towed them within the shoals in Gourjean Roads, where they were protected by the batteries on isles St. Honore and St. Marguerite, and on Cape Garousse. Here the English admiral planned a new mode of attack, meaning to double on five of the nearest ships; but the wind again died away, and it was found that they had anchored in compact order, guarding the only passage for large ships. There was no way of effecting this passage, except by towing or warping the vessels; and this rendered the attempt impracticable. For this time the enemy escaped; but Nelson bore in mind the admirable plan of attack which Lord Hood had devised, and there came a day when they felt its tremendous effects.

The AGAMEMNON was now despatched to co-operate at the siege of Calvi with General Sir Charles Stuart; an officer who, unfortunately for his country, never had an adequate field allotted him far the display of those eminent talents which were, to all who knew him, so conspicuous. Nelson had less responsibility here than at Bastia; and was acting with a man after his own heart, who was never sparing of himself, and slept every night in the advanced battery. But the service was not less hard than that of the former siege. “We will fag ourselves to death,” said he to Lord Hood, “before any blame shall lie at our doors. I trust it will not be forgotten, that twenty-five pieces of heavy ordnance have been dragged to the different batteries, mounted, and, all but three, fought by seamen, except one artilleryman to point the guns.” The climate proved more destructive than the service; for this was during the lion sun, as they call our season of the dog-days. Of 2000 men, above half were sick, and the rest like so many phantoms. Nelson described himself as the reed among the oaks, bowing before the storm when they were laid low by it. “All the prevailing disorders have attacked me,” said he, “but I have not strength enough for them to fasten on.” The loss from the enemy was not great; but Nelson received a serious injury: a shot struck the ground near him, and drove the sand and small gravel into one of his eyes. He spoke of it slightly at the time: writing the same day to Lord Hood, he only said that he had got a little hurt that morning, not much; and the next day, he said, he should be able to attend his duty in the evening. In fact, he suffered it to confine him only one day; but the sight was lost.

After the fall of Calvi, his services were, by a strange omission, altogether overlooked; and his name was not even mentioned in the list of wounded. This was no ways imputable to the admiral, for he sent home to government Nelson’s journal of the siege, that they might fully understand the nature of his indefatigable and unequalled exertions. If those exertions were not rewarded in the conspicuous manner which they deserved, the fault was in the administration of the day, not in Lord Hood. Nelson felt himself neglected. “One hundred and ten days,” said he, “I have been actually engaged at sea and on shore against the enemy; three actions against ships, two against Bastia in my ship, four boat actions, and two villages taken, and twelve sail of vessels burnt. I do not know that any one has done more. I have had the comfort to be always applauded by my Commander-in-Chief, but never to be rewarded; and, what is more mortifying, for services in which I have been wounded, others have been praised, who, at the same time, were actually in bed, far from the scene of action. They have not done me justice. But never mind, I’ll have a GAZETTE of my own.” How amply was this second-sight of glory realised!

The health of his ship’s company had now, in his own words, been miserably torn to pieces by as hard service as a ship’s crew ever performed: 150 were in their beds when he left Calvi; of them he lost 54 and believed that the constitutions of the rest were entirely destroyed. He was now sent with despatches to Mr. Drake, at Genoa, and had his first interview with the Doge. The French had, at this time, taken possession of Vado Bay, in the Genoese territory; and Nelson foresaw that, if their thoughts were bent on the invasion of Italy, they would accomplish it the ensuing spring. “The allied powers,” he said, “were jealous of each other; and none but England was hearty in the cause.” His wish was for peace on fair terms, because England he thought was draining herself to maintain allies who would not fight for themselves. Lord Hood had now returned to England, and the command devolved on Admiral Hotham. The affairs of the Mediterranean wore at this time a gloomy aspect. The arts, as well as the arms of the enemy, were gaining the ascendancy there. Tuscany concluded peace relying upon the faith of France, which was, in fact, placing itself at her mercy. Corsica was in danger. We had taken that island for ourselves, annexed it formally to the crown of Great Britain, and given it a constitution as free as our own. This was done with the consent of the majority of the inhabitants; and no transaction between two countries was ever more fairly or legitimately conducted: yet our conduct was unwise; — the island is large enough to form an independent state, and such we should have made it, under our protection, as long as protection might be needed; the Corsicans would then have felt as a nation; but when one party had given up the country to England, the natural consequence was that the other looked to France. The question proposed to the people was, to which would they belong? Our language and our religion were against us; our unaccommodating manners, it is to be feared, still more so. The French were better politicians. In intrigue they have ever been unrivalled; and it now became apparent that, in spite of old wrongs, which ought never to have been forgotten nor forgiven, their partisans were daily acquiring strength. It is part of the policy of France, and a wise policy it is, to impress upon other powers the opinion of its strength, by lofty language: and by threatening before it strikes; a system which, while it keeps up the spirit of its allies, and perpetually stimulates their hopes, tends also to dismay its enemies. Corsica was now loudly threatened. “The French, who had not yet been taught to feel their own inferiority upon the seas, braved us in contempt upon that element.” They had a superior fleet in the Mediterranean, and they sent it out with express orders to seek the English and engage them. Accordingly, the Toulon fleet, consisting of seventeen ships of the line and five smaller vessels, put to sea. Admiral Hotham received this information at Leghorn, and sailed immediately in search of them. He had with him fourteen sail of the line, and one Neapolitan seventy-four; but his ships were only half-manned, containing but 7650 men, whereas the enemy had 16,900. He soon came in sight of them: a general action was expected; and Nelson, as was his custom on such occasions, wrote a hasty letter to his wife, as that which might possibly contain his last farewell. “The lives of all,” said he, “are in the hand of Him who knows best whether to preserve mine or not; my character and good name are in my own keeping.”

But however confident the French government might be of their naval superiority, the officers had no such feeling; and after manoeuvring for a day in sight of the English fleet, they suffered themselves to be chased. One of their ships, the CA IRA, of eighty-four guns, carried away her main and fore top-masts. The INCONSTANT frigate fired at the disabled ship, but received so many shot that she was obliged to leave her. Soon afterwards a French frigate took the CA IRA in tow; and the SANS-CULOTTES, one hundred and twenty, and the JEAN BARRAS, seventy-four, kept about gunshot distance on her weather bow. The AGAMEMNON stood towards her, having no ship of the line to support her within several miles. As she drew near, the CA IRA fired her stern guns so truly, that not a shot missed some part of the ship; and latterly, the masts were struck by every shot. It had been Nelson’s intention not to fire before he touched her stern; but seeing how impossible it was that he should be supported, and how certainly the AGAMEMNON must be severely cut up if her masts were disabled, he altered his plan according to the occasion. As soon, therefore, as he was within a hundred yards of her stern, he ordered the helm to be put a-starboard, and the driver and after-sails to be brailed up and shivered; and, as the ship fell off, gave the enemy her whole broadside. They instantly braced up the after-yards, put the helm a-port, and stood after her again. This manoeuvre he practised for two hours and a quarter, never allowing the CA IRA to get a single gun from either side to bear on him; and when the French fired their after-guns now, it was no longer with coolness and precision, for every shot went far ahead. By this time her sails were hanging in tatters, her mizen-top-mast, mizen-top-sail, and cross-jack-yards shot away. But the frigate which had her in tow hove in stays, and got her round. Both these French ships now brought their guns to bear, and opened their fire. The AGAMEMNON passed them within half-pistol shot; almost every shot passed over her, for the French had elevated their guns for the rigging, and for distant firing, and did not think of altering the elevation. As soon as the AGAMEMNON’s after-guns ceased to bear, she hove in stays, keeping a constant fire as she came round; and being worked, said Nelson, with as much exactness as if she had been turning into Spithead. On getting round, he saw that the Sans-Culottes, which had wore, with many of the enemy’s ships, was under his lee bow, and standing to leeward. The admiral, at the same time, made the signal for the van ships to join him. Upon this Nelson bore away, and prepared to set all sail; and the enemy, having saved their ship, hauled close to the wind, and opened upon him a distant and ineffectual fire. Only seven of the AGAMEMNON’s men were hurt — a thing which Nelson himself remarked as wonderful: her sails and rigging were very much cut, and she had many shots in her hull, and some between wind and water. The CA IRA lost 110 men that day, and was so cut up that she could not get a top-mast aloft during the night.

At daylight on the following morning, the English ships were taken aback with a fine breeze at N.W., while the enemy’s fleet kept the southerly wind. The body of their fleet was about five miles distant; the CA IRA and the CENSEUR, seventy-four, which had her in tow, about three and a half. All sail was made to cut these ships off; and as the French attempted to save them, a partial action was brought on. The AGAMEMNON was again engaged with her yesterday’s antagonist; but she had to fight on both sides the ship at the same time. The CA IRA and the CENSEUR fought most gallantly: the first lost nearly 300 men, in addition to her former loss; the last, 350. Both at length struck; and Lieutenant Andrews, of the AGAMEMNON, brother to the lady to whom Nelson had become attached in France, and, in Nelson’s own words, “as gallant an officer as ever stepped a quarter-deck,” hoisted English colours on board them both. The rest of the enemy’s ships’ behaved very ill. As soon as these vessels had struck, Nelson went to Admiral Hotham and proposed that the two prizes should be left with the ILLUSTRIOUS and COURAGEUX, which had been crippled in the action, and with four frigates, and that the rest of the fleet should pursue the enemy, and follow up the advantage to the utmost. But his reply was—”We must be contented: we have done very well.”—”Now,” said Nelson, “had we taken ten sail, and allowed the eleventh to escape, when it had been possible to have got at her, I could never have called it well done. Goodall backed me; I got him to write to the admiral; but it would not do. We should have had such a day as, I believe, the annals of England never produced.” In this letter the character of Nelson fully manifests itself. “I wish,” said he, “to be an admiral, and in the command of the English fleet: I should very soon either do much, or be ruined: my disposition cannot bear tame and slow measures. Sure I am, had I commanded on the 14th, that either the whole French fleet would have graced my triumph, or I should have been in a confounded scrape.” What the event would have been, he knew from his prophetic feelings and his own consciousness of power; and we also know it now, for Aboukir and Trafalgar have told it.

The CA IRA and CENSEUR probably defended themselves with more obstinacy in this action, from a persuasion that, if they struck, no quarter would be given; because they had fired red-hot shot, and had also a preparation sent, as they said, by the convention from Paris, which seems to have been of the nature of the Greek fire; for it became liquid when it was discharged, and water would not extinguish its flames. This combustible was concealed with great care in the captured ships; like the red-hot shot, it had been found useless in battle. Admiral Hotham’s action saved Corsica for the time; but the victory had been incomplete, and the arrival at Toulon of six sail of the line, two frigates, and two cutters from Brest, gave the French a superiority which, had they known how to use it, would materially have endangered the British Mediterranean fleet. That fleet had been greatly neglected at the Admiralty during Lord Chatham’s administration: and it did not, for some time, feel the beneficial effect of his removal. Lord Hood had gone home to represent the real state of affairs, and solicit reinforcements adequate to the exigencies of the time, and the importance of the scene of action. But that fatal error of under-proportioning the force to the service; that ruinous economy, which, by sparing a little, renders all that is spent useless, infected the British councils; and Lord Hood, not being able to obtain such reinforcements as he knew were necessary, resigned the command. “Surely,” said Nelson, “the people at home have forgotten us.” Another Neapolitan seventy-four joined Admiral Hotham, and Nelson observed with sorrow that this was matter of exultation to an English fleet. When the store-ships and victuallers from Gibraltar arrived, their escape from the enemy was thought wonderful; and yet, had they not escaped, “the game,” said Nelson, “was up here. At this moment our operations are at a stand for want of ships to support the Austrians in getting possession of the sea-coast of the king of Sardinia; and behold our admiral does not feel himself equal to show himself, much less to give assistance in their operations.” It was reported that the French were again out with 18 or 20 sail. The combined British and Neapolitan were but sixteen; should the enemy be only eighteen, Nelson made no doubt of a complete victory; but if they were twenty, he said, it was not to be expected; and a battle, without complete victory, would have been destruction, because another mast was not to be got on that side Gibraltar. At length Admiral Man arrived with a squadron from England. “What they can mean by sending him with only five sail of the line,” said Nelson, “is truly astonishing; but all men are alike, and we in this country do not find any amendment or alteration from the old Board of Admiralty. They should know that half the ships in the fleet require to go to England; and that long ago they ought to have reinforced us.”

About this time Nelson was made colonel of marines; a mark of approbation which he had long wished for rather than expected. It came in good season, for his spirits were oppressed by the thought that his services had not been acknowledged as they deserved; and it abated the resentful feeling which would else have been excited by the answer to an application to the War-office. During his four months’ land service in Corsica, he had lost all his ship furniture, owing to the movements of a camp. Upon this he wrote to the Secretary at War, briefly stating what his services on shore had been, and saying, he trusted it was not asking an improper thing to request that the same allowance might be made to him which would be made to a land officer of his rank, which, situated as he was, would be that of a brigadier-general: if this could not be accorded, he hoped that his additional expenses would be paid him. The answer which he received was, that “no pay had ever been issued under the direction of the War-office to officers of the navy serving with the army on shore.”

He now entered upon a new line of service. The Austrian and Sardinian armies, under General de Vins, required a British squadron to co-operate with them in driving the French from the Riviera di Genoa; and as Nelson had been so much in the habit of soldiering, it was immediately fixed that the brigadier should go. He sailed from St. Fiorenzo on this destination; but fell in, off Cape del Mele, with the enemy’s fleet, who immediately gave his squadron chase. The chase lasted four-and-twenty hours; and, owing to the fickleness of the wind, the British ships were sometimes hard pressed; but the want of skill on the part of the French gave Nelson many advantages. Nelson bent his way back to St. Fiorenzo, where the fleet, which was in the midst of watering and refitting, had, for seven hours, the mortification of seeing him almost in possession of the enemy, before the wind would allow them to put out to his assistance. The French, however, at evening, went off, not choosing to approach nearer the shore. During the night, Admiral Hotham, by great exertions, got under weigh; and, having sought the enemy four days, came in sight of them on the fifth. Baffling winds and vexatious calms, so common in the Mediterranean, rendered it impossible to close with them; only a partial action could be brought on; and then the firing made a perfect calm. The French being to windward, drew inshore; and the English fleet was becalmed six or seven miles to the westward. L’ALCIDE, of seventy-four guns, struck; but before she could be taken possession of, a box of combustibles in her fore-top took fire, and the unhappy crew experienced how far more perilous their inventions were to themselves than to their enemies. So rapid was the conflagration, that the French in their official account say, the hull, the masts, and sails, all seemed to take fire at the same moment; and though the English boats were put out to the assistance of the poor wretches on board, not more than 200 could be saved. The AGAMEMNON, and Captain Rowley in the CUMBERLAND, were just getting into close action a second time, when the admiral called them off, the wind now blowing directly into the Gulf of Frejus, where the enemy anchored after the evening closed.

Nelson now proceeded to his station with eight sail of frigates under his command. Arriving at Genoa, he had a conference with Mr. Drake, the British envoy to that state; the result of which was, that the object of the British must be to put an entire stop to all trade between Genoa, France, and the places occupied by the French troops; for unless this trade were stopped, it would be scarcely possible for the allied armies to hold their situation, and impossible for them to make any progress in driving the enemy out of the Riviera di Genoa. Mr. Drake was of opinion that even Nice might fall for want of supplies, if the trade with Genoa were cut off. This sort of blockade Nelson could not carry on without great risk to himself. A captain in the navy, as he represented to the envoy, is liable to prosecution for detention and damages. This danger was increased by an order which had then lately been issued; by which, when a neutral ship was detained, a complete specification of her cargo was directed to be sent to the secretary of the Admiralty, and no legal process instituted against her till the pleasure of that board should be communicated. This was requiring an impossibility. The cargoes of ships detained upon this station, consisting chiefly of corn, would be spoiled long before the orders of the Admiralty could be known; and then, if they should happen to release the vessel, the owners would look to the captain for damages. Even the only precaution which could be taken against this danger, involved another danger not less to be apprehended: for if the captain should direct the cargo to be taken out, the freight paid for, and the vessel released, the agent employed might prove fraudulent, and become bankrupt; and in that case the captain became responsible. Such things had happened: Nelson therefore required, as the only means for carrying on that service, which was judged essential to the common cause, without exposing the officers to ruin, that the British envoy should appoint agents to pay the freight, release the vessels, sell the cargo, and hold the amount till process was had upon it: government thus securing its officers. “I am acting,” said Nelson. “not only without the orders of my commander-in-chief, but, in some measure, contrary to him. However, I have not only the support of his Majesty’s ministers, both at Turin and Genoa, but a consciousness that I am doing what is right and proper for the service of our king and country. Political courage, in an officer abroad, is as highly necessary as military courage.”

This quality, which is as much rarer than military courage as it is more valuable, and without which the soldier’s bravery is often of little avail, Nelson possessed in an eminent degree. His representations were attended to as they deserved. Admiral Hotham commended him for what he had done; and the attention of government was awakened to the injury which the cause of the allies continually suffered from the frauds of neutral vessels. “What changes in my life of activity!” said the indefatigable man. “Here I am, having commenced a co-operation with an old Austrian general, almost fancying myself charging at the head of a troop of horse! I do not write less than from ten to twenty letters every day; which, with the Austrian general and aides-de-camp, and my own little squadron, fully employ my time. This I like; active service or none.” It was Nelson’s mind which supported his feeble body through these exertions. He was at this time almost blind, and wrote with very great pain. “Poor AGAMEMNON,” he sometimes said, “was as nearly worn out as her captain; and both must soon be laid up to repair.”

When Nelson first saw General de Vins, he thought him an able man, who was willing to act with vigour. The general charged his inactivity upon the Piedmontese and Neapolitans, whom, he said, nothing could induce to act; and he concerted a plan with Nelson for embarking a part of the Austrian army, and landing it in the rear of the French. But the English commodore soon began to suspect that the Austrian general was little disposed to any active operations. In the hope of spurring him on, he wrote to him, telling him that he had surveyed the coast to the W. as far as Nice, and would undertake to embark 4000 or 5000 men, with their arms and a few days’ provisions, on board the squadron, and land them within two miles of St. Remo, with their field-pieces. Respecting further provisions for the Austrian army, he would provide convoys, that they should arrive in safety; and if a re-embarkation should be found necessary, he would cover it with the squadron. The possession of St. Remo, as headquarters for magazines of every kind, would enable the Austrian general to turn his army to the eastward or westward. The enemy at Oneglia would be cut off from provisions, and men could be landed to attack that place whenever it was judged necessary. St. Remo was the only place between Vado and Ville Franche where the squadron could lie in safety, and anchor in almost all winds. The bay was not so good as Vado for large ships; but it had a mole, which Vado had not, where all small vessels could lie, and load and unload their cargoes. This bay being in possession of the allies, Nice could be completely blockaded by sea. General de Vins affecting, in his reply, to consider that Nelson’s proposal had no other end than that of obtaining the bay of St. Remo as a station for the ships, told him, what he well knew, and had expressed before, that Vado Bay was a better anchorage; nevertheless, if MONSIEUR LE COMMANDANT NELSON was well assured that part of the fleet could winter there, there was no risk to which he would not expose himself with pleasure, for the sake of procuring a safe station for the vessels of his Britannic Majesty. Nelson soon assured the Austrian commander that this was not the object of his memorial. He now began to suspect that both the Austrian Court and their general had other ends in view than the cause of the allies. “This army,” said he, “is slow beyond all description; and I begin to think that the Emperor is anxious to touch another L4,000,000 of English money. As for the German generals, war is their trade, and peace is ruin to them; therefore we cannot expect that they should have any wish to finish the war. The politics of courts are so mean, that private people would be ashamed to act in the same way; all is trick and finesse, to which the common cause is sacrificed. The general wants a loop-hole; it has for some time appeared to me that he means to go no further than his present position, and to lay the miscarriage of the enterprise against Nice, which has always been held out as the great object of his army, to the non-cooperation of the British fleet and of the Sardinians.”

To prevent this plea, Nelson again addressed De Vins, requesting only to know the time, and the number of troops ready to embark; then he would, he said, dispatch a ship to Admiral Hotham, requesting transports, having no doubt of obtaining them, and trusting that the plan would be successful to its fullest extent. Nelson thought at the time that, if the whole fleet were offered him for transports, he would find some other excuse; and Mr. Drake, who was now appointed to reside at the Austrian headquarters, entertained the same idea of the general’s sincerity. It was not, however, put so clearly to the proof as it ought to have been. He replied that, as soon as Nelson could declare himself ready with the vessels necessary for conveying 10,000 men, with their artillery and baggage, he would put the army in motion. But Nelson was not enabled to do this: Admiral Hotham, who was highly meritorious in leaving such a man so much at his own discretion, pursued a cautious system, ill according with the bold and comprehensive views of Nelson, who continually regretted Lord Hood, saying that the nation had suffered much by his resignation of the Mediterranean command. The plan which had been concerted, he said, would astonish the French, and perhaps the English.

There was no unity in the views of the allied powers, no cordiality in their co-operation, no energy in their councils. The neutral powers assisted France more effectually than the allies assisted each other. The Genoese ports were at this time filled with French privateers, which swarmed out every night, and covered the gulf; and French vessels were allowed to tow out of the port of Genoa itself, board vessels which were coming in, and then return into the mole. This was allowed without a remonstrance; while, though Nelson abstained most carefully from offering any offence to the Genoese territory or flag, complaints were so repeatedly made against his squadron, that, he says, it seemed a trial who should be tired first; they of complaining, or he of answering their complaints. But the question of neutrality was soon at an end. An Austrian commissary was travelling from Genoa towards Vado; it was known that he was to sleep at Voltri, and that he had L10,000 with him — a booty which the French minister in that city, and the captain of a French frigate in that port, considered as far more important than the word of honour of the one, the duties of the other, and the laws of neutrality. The boats of the frigate went out with some privateers, landed, robbed the commissary, and brought back the money to Genoa. The next day men were publicly enlisted in that city for the French army: 700 men were embarked, with 7000 stand of arms, on board the frigates and other vessels, who were to land between Voltri and Savona. There a detachment from the French army was to join them, and the Genoese peasantry were to be invited to insurrection — a measure for which everything had been prepared. The night of the 13th was fixed for the sailing of this expedition; the Austrians called loudly for Nelson to prevent it; and he, on the evening of the 13th, arrived at Genoa. His presence checked the plan: the frigate, knowing her deserts, got within the merchant-ships, in the inner mole; and the Genoese government did not now even demand of Nelson respect to the neutral port, knowing that they had allowed, if not connived at, a flagrant breach of neutrality, and expecting the answer which he was prepared to return, that it was useless and impossible for him to respect it longer.

But though this movement produced the immediate effect which was designed, it led to ill consequences, which Nelson foresaw, but for want of sufficient force was unable to prevent. His squadron was too small for the service which it had to perform. He required two seventy-fours and eight or ten frigates and sloops; but when he demanded this reinforcement, Admiral Hotham had left the command. Sir Hyde Parker had succeeded till the new commander should arrive; and he immediately reduced it to almost nothing, leaving him only one frigate and a brig. This was a fatal error. While the Austrian and Sardinian troops, whether from the imbecility or the treachery of their leaders, remained inactive, the French were preparing for the invasion of Italy. Not many days before Nelson was thus summoned to Genoa, he chased a large convoy into Alassio. Twelve vessels he had formerly destroyed in that port, though 2000 French troops occupied the town. This former attack had made them take new measures of defence; and there were now above 100 sail of victuallers, gun-boats, and ships of war. Nelson represented to the Admiral how important it was to destroy these vessels; and offered, with his squadron of frigates, and the CULLODEN and COURAGEUX, to lead himself in the AGAMEMNON, and take or destroy the whole. The attempt was not permitted; but it was Nelson’s belief that, if it had been made, it would have prevented the attack upon the Austrian army, which took place almost immediately afterwards.

General de Vins demanded satisfaction of the Genoese government for the seizure of his commissary; and then, without waiting for their reply, took possession of some empty magazines of the French, and pushed his sentinels to the very gates of Genoa. Had he done so at first, he would have found the magazines full; but, timed as the measure was, and useless as it was to the cause of the allies, it was in character with the whole of the Austrian general’s conduct; and it is no small proof of the dexterity with which he served the enemy, that in such circumstances he could so act with Genoa as to contrive to put himself in the wrong. Nelson was at this time, according to his own expression, placed in a cleft stick. Mr. Drake, the Austrian minister, and the Austrian general, all joined in requiring him not to leave Genoa; if he left that port unguarded, they said, not only the imperial troops at St. Pier d’Arena and Voltri would be lost, but the French plan for taking post between Voltri and Savona would certainly succeed; if the Austrians should be worsted in the advanced posts, the retreat of the Bocchetta would be cut off; and if this happened, the loss of the army would be imputed to him, for having left Genoa. On the other hand, he knew that if he were not at Pietra, the enemy’s gun-boats would harass the left flank of the Austrians, who, if they were defeated, as was to be expected, from the spirit of all their operations, would, very probably, lay their defeat to the want of assistance from the AGAMEMNON. Had the force for which Nelson applied been given him, he could have attended to both objects; and had he been permitted to attack the convoy in Alassio, he would have disconcerted the plans of the French, in spite of the Austrian general. He had foreseen the danger, and pointed out how it might be prevented; but the means of preventing it were withheld. The attack was made as he foresaw; and the gun-boats brought their fire to bear upon the Austrians. It so happened, however, that the left flank, which was exposed to them, was the only part of the army that behaved well: this division stood its ground till the centre and the right wing fled, and then retreated in a soldier-like manner. General de Vins gave up the command in the middle of the battle, pleading ill health. “From that moment,” says Nelson, “not a soldier stayed at his post: it was the devil take the hindmost. Many thousands ran away who had never seen the enemy; some of them thirty miles from the advanced posts. Had I not, though I own, against my inclination, been kept at Genoa, from 8000 to 10,000 men would have been taken prisoners, and, amongst the number, General de Vins himself; but by this means the pass of the Bocchetta was kept open. The purser of the ship, who was at Vado, ran with the Austrians eighteen miles without stopping; the men without arms, officers without soldiers, women without assistance. The oldest officers say they never heard of so complete a defeat, and certainly without any reason. Thus has ended my campaign. We have established the French republic: which but for us, I verily believe, would never have been settled by such a volatile, changeable people. I hate a Frenchman: they are equally objects of my detestation whether royalists or republicans: in some points, I believe, the latter are the best.” Nelson had a lieutenant and two midshipmen taken at Vado: they told him, in their letter, that few of the French soldiers were more than three or four and twenty years old, a great many not more than fourteen, and all were nearly naked; they were sure, they said, his barge’s crew could have beat a hundred of them; and that, had he himself seen them, he would not have thought, if the world had been covered with such people, that they could have beaten the Austrian army.

The defeat of General de Vins gave the enemy possession of the Genoese coast from Savona to Voltri, and it deprived the Austrians of their direct communication with the English fleet. The AGAMEMNON, therefore, could no longer be useful on this station, and Nelson sailed for Leghorn to refit. When his ship went into dock, there was not a mast, yard, sail, or any part of the rigging, but what stood in need of repair, having been cut to pieces with shot. The hull was so damaged that it had for some time been secured by cables, which were served or thrapped round it.




CHAPTER IV. 1796 - 1797
 

Sir J. Jervis takes the Command — Genoa joins the French — Bounaparte begins his Career — Evacuation of Corsica — Nelson hoists his broad Pennant in the MINERVE — Action with the SABINA — Battle off Cape St. Vincent — Nelson commands the inner Squadron at the Blockade of Cadiz Boat Action in the Bay of Cadiz — Expedition against Teneriffe — Nelson loses an Arm — His Sufferings in England, and Recovery.

SIR JOHN JERVIS had now arrived to take the command of the Mediterranean fleet. The AGAMEMNON having, as her captain said, been made as fit for sea as a rotten ship could be, Nelson sailed from Leghorn, and joined the admiral in Fiorenzo Bay. “I found him,” said he, “anxious to know many things which I was a good deal surprised to find had not been communicated to him by others in the fleet; and it would appear that he was so well satisfied with my opinion of what is likely to happen, and the means of prevention to be taken, that he had no reserve with me respecting his information and ideas of what is likely to be done.” The manner in which Nelson was received is said to have excited some envy. One captain observed to him: “You did just as you pleased in Lord Hood’s time, the same in Admiral Hotham’s, and now again with Sir John Jervis: it makes no difference to you who is commander-in-chief.” A higher compliment could not have been paid to any commander-in-chief than to say of him that he understood the merits of Nelson, and left him, as far as possible, to act upon his own judgment.

Sir John Jervis offered him the ST. GEORGE, ninety, or the ZEALOUS, seventy-four, and asked if he should have any objection to serve under him with his flag. He replied, that if the AGAMEMNON were ordered home, and his flag were not arrived, he should, on many accounts, wish to return to England; still, if the war continued, he should be very proud of hoisting his flag under Sir John’s command, “We cannot spare you,” said Sir John, “either as captain or admiral.” Accordingly, he resumed his station in the Gulf of Genoa. The French had not followed up their successes in that quarter with their usual celerity. Scherer, who commanded there, owed his advancement to any other cause than his merit: he was a favourite of the directory; but for the present, through the influence of Barras, he was removed from a command for which his incapacity was afterwards clearly proved, and Buonaparte was appointed to succeed him. Buonaparte had given indications of his military talents at Toulon, and of his remorseless nature at Paris; but the extent either of his ability or his wickedness was at this time known to none, and perhaps not even suspected by himself.

Nelson supposed, from the information which he had obtained, that one column of the French army would take possession of Port Especia; either penetrating through the Genoese territory, or proceeding coast-ways in light vessels; our ships of war not being able to approach the coast, because of the shallowness of the water. To prevent this, he said; two things were necessary: the possession of Vado Bay, and the taking of Port Especia; if either of these points were secured, Italy would be safe from any attack of the French by sea. General Beaulieu, who had now superseded De Vins in the command of the allied Austrian and Sardinian army, sent his nephew and aide-de-camp to communicate with Nelson, and inquire whether he could anchor in any other place than Vado Bay. Nelson replied, that Vado was the only place where the British fleet could lie in safety, but all places would suit his squadron; and wherever the general came to the sea-coast, there he should find it. The Austrian repeatedly asked, if there was not a risk of losing the squadron? and was constantly answered, that if these ships should be lost, the admiral would find others. But all plans of co-operation with the Austrians were soon frustrated by the battle of Montenotte. Beaulieu ordered an attack to be made upon the post of Voltri. It was made twelve hours before the time which he had fixed, and before he arrived to direct it. In consequence, the French were enabled to effect their retreat, and fall back to Montenotte, thus giving the troops there a decisive superiority in number over the division which attacked them. This drew on the defeat of the Austrians. Buonaparte, with a celerity which had never before been witnessed in modern war, pursued his advantages; and, in the course of a fortnight, dictated to the court of Turin terms of peace, or rather of submission; by which all the strongest places of Piedmont were put into his bands.

On one occasion, and only on one, Nelson was able to impede the progress of this new conqueror. Six vessels, laden with cannon and ordnance-stores for the siege of Mantua, sailed from Toulon for St. Pier d’Arena. Assisted by Captain Cockburn, in the MELEAGER, he drove them under a battery; pursued them, silenced the batteries, and captured the whole. Military books, plans and maps of Italy, with the different points marked upon them where former battles had been fought, sent by the directory for Buonaparte’s use, were found in the convoy. The loss of this artillery was one of the chief causes which compelled the French to raise the siege of Mantua; but there was too much treachery, and too much imbecility, both in the councils and armies of the allied powers, for Austria to improve this momentary success. Buonaparte perceived that the conquest of Italy was within his reach; treaties, and the rights of neutral or of friendly powers, were as little regarded by him as by the government for which he acted. In open contempt of both he entered Tuscany, and took possession of Leghorn. In consequence of this movement, Nelson blockaded that port, and landed a British force in the Isle of Elba, to secure Porto Ferrajo. Soon afterwards he took the Island of Capraja, which had formerly belonged to Corsica, being less than forty miles distant from it; a distance, however, short as it was, which enabled the Genoese to retain it, after their infamous sale of Corsica to France. Genoa had now taken part with France: its government had long covertly assisted the French, and now willingly yielded to the first compulsory menace which required them to exclude the English from their ports. Capraja was seized in consequence; but this act of vigour was not followed up as it ought to have been. England at that time depended too much upon the feeble governments of the Continent, and too little upon itself. It was determined by the British cabinet to evacuate Corsica, as soon as Spain should form an offensive alliance with France. This event, which, from the moment that Spain had been compelled to make peace, was clearly foreseen, had now taken place; and orders for the evacuation of the island were immediately sent out. It was impolitic to annex this island to the British dominions; but having done so, it was disgraceful thus to abandon it. The disgrace would have been spared, and every advantage which could have been derived from the possession of the island secured, if the people had at first been left to form a government for themselves, and protected by us in the enjoyment of their independence.

The viceroy, Sir Gilbert Elliott, deeply felt the impolicy and ignominy of this evacuation. The fleet also was ordered to leave the Mediterranean. This resolution was so contrary to the last instructions which had been received, that Nelson exclaimed, “Do his majesty’s ministers know their own minds? They at home,” said he, “do not know what this fleet is capable of performing — anything and everything. Much as I shall rejoice to see England, I lament our present orders in sackcloth and ashes, so dishonourable to the dignity of England, whose fleets are equal to meet the world in arms; and of all the fleets I ever saw, I never beheld one, in point of officers and men, equal to Sir John Jervis’s, who is a commander-in-chief able to lead them to glory.” Sir Gilbert Elliott believed that the great body of the Corsicans were perfectly satisfied, as they had good reason to be, with the British Government, sensible of its advantages, and attached to it. However this may have been, when they found that the English intended to evacuate the island, they naturally and necessarily sent to make their peace with the French. The partisans of France found none to oppose them. A committee of thirty took upon them the government of Bastia, and sequestrated all the British property; armed Corsicans mounted guard at every place, and a plan was laid for seizing the viceroy. Nelson, who was appointed to superintend the evacuation, frustrated these projects. At a time when every one else despaired of saving stores, cannon, provisions, or property of any kind, and a privateer was moored across the mole-head to prevent all boats from passing, he sent word to the committee, that if the slightest opposition were made to the embarkment and removal of British property, he would batter the town down. The privateer pointed her guns at the officer who carried this message, and muskets were levelled against his boats from the mole-head. Upon this Captain Sutton, of the EGMONT, pulling out his watch, gave them a quarter of an hour to deliberate upon their answer. In five minutes after the expiration of that time, the ships, he said, would open their fire. Upon this the very sentinels scampered off, and every vessel came out of the mole. A shipowner complained to the commodore that the municipality refused to let him take his goods out of the custom-house. Nelson directed him to say, that unless they were instantly delivered, he would open his fire. The committee turned pale, and, without answering a word, gave him the keys. Their last attempt was to levy a duty upon the things that were re-embarked. He sent them word, that he would pay them a disagreeable visit, if there were any more complaints. The committee then finding that they had to deal with a man who knew his own power, and was determined to make the British name respected, desisted from the insolent conduct which they had assumed; and it was acknowledged that Bastia never had been so quiet and orderly since the English were in possession of it. This was on the 14th of October; during the five following days the work of embarkation was carried on, the private property was saved, and public stores to the amount of L200,000. The French, favoured by the Spanish fleet, which was at that time within twelve leagues of Bastia, pushed over troops from Leghorn, who landed near Cape Corse on the 18th; and on the 20th, at one in the morning, entered the citadel, an hour only after the British had spiked the guns and evacuated it. Nelson embarked at daybreak, being the last person who left the shore; having thus, as he said, seen the first and the last of Corsica. Provoked at the conduct of the municipality, and the disposition which the populace had shown to profit by the confusion, he turned towards the shore, as he stepped into his boat, and exclaimed: “Now, John Corse, follow the natural bent of your detestable character — plunder and revenge.” This, however, was not Nelson’s deliberate opinion of the people of Corsica; he knew that their vices were the natural consequences of internal anarchy and foreign oppression, such as the same causes would produce in any people; and when he saw, that of all those who took leave of the viceroy there was not one who parted from him without tears, he acknowledged that they manifestly acted not from dislike of the English, but from fear of the French. England then might, with more reason, reproach her own rulers for pusillanimity than the Corsicans for ingratitude.

Having thus ably effected this humiliating service, Nelson was ordered to hoist his broad pendant on board the MINERVE frigate, Captain George Cockburn, and with the BLANCHE under his command, proceed to Porto Ferrajo, and superintend the evacuation of that place also. On his way, he fell in with two Spanish frigates, the SABINA and the CERES. The MINERVE engaged the former, which was commanded by D. Jacobo Stuart, a descendent of the Duke of Berwick. After an action of three hours, during which the Spaniards lost 164 men, the SABINA struck. The Spanish captain, who was the only surviving officer, had hardly been conveyed on board the MINERVE, when another enemy’s frigate came up, compelled her to cast off the prize, and brought her a second time into action. After half an hour’s trial of strength, this new antagonist wore and hauled off; but a Spanish squadron of two ships of the line and two frigates came in sight. The BLANCHE, from which the CERES had got off, was far to windward, and the MINERVE escaped only by the anxiety of the enemy to recover their own ship. As soon as Nelson reached Porto Ferrajo he sent his prisoner in a flag of truce to Carthagena, having returned him his sword; this he did in honour of the gallantry which D. Jacobo had displayed, and not without some feeling of respect for his ancestry. “I felt it,” said he, “consonant to the dignity of my country and I always act as I feel right, without regard to custom; he was reputed the best officer in Spain, and his men were worthy of such a commander.” By the same flag of truce he sent back all the Spanish prisoners at Porto Ferrajo; in exchange for whom he received his own men who had been taken in the prize.

General de Burgh, who commanded at the Isle of Elba, did not think himself authorised to abandon the place till he had received specific instructions from England to that effect; professing that he was unable to decide between the contradictory orders of government, or to guess at what their present intentions might be; but he said, his only motive for urging delay in this measure arose from a desire that his own conduct might be properly sanctioned, not from any opinion that Porto Ferrajo ought to be retained. But Naples having made peace, Sir John Jervis considered his business with Italy as concluded; and the protection of Portugal was the point to which he was now instructed to attend. Nelson, therefore, whose orders were perfectly clear and explicit, withdrew the whole naval establishment from that station, leaving the transports victualled, and so arranged that all the troops and stores could be embarked in three days. He was now about to leave the Mediterranean. Mr. Drake, who had been our minister at Genoa, expressed to him, on this occasion, the very high opinion which the allies entertained of his conspicuous merit; adding, that it was impossible for any one, who had the honour of co-operating with him, not to admire the activity, talents, and zeal which he had so eminently and constantly displayed. In fact, during this long course of services in the Mediterranean, the whole of his conduct had exhibited the same zeal, the same indefatigable energy, the same intuitive judgment, the same prompt and unerring decision which characterised his after-career of glory. His name was as yet hardly known to the English public; but it was feared and respected throughout Italy. A letter came to him, directed “Horatio Nelson, Genoa;” and the writer, when he was asked how he could direct it so vaguely, replied, “Sir, there is but one Horatio Nelson in the world.” At Genoa, in particular, where he had so long been stationed, and where the nature of his duty first led him to continual disputes with the government, and afterwards compelled him to stop the trade of the port, he was equally respected by the doge and by the people; for, while he maintained the rights and interests of Great Britain with becoming firmness, he tempered the exercise of power with courtesy and humanity wherever duty would permit. “Had all my actions,” said he, writing at this time to his wife, “been gazetted, not one fortnight would have passed, during the whole war, without a letter from me. One day or other I will have a long GAZETTE to myself. I feel that such an opportunity will be given me. I cannot, if I am in the field of glory, be kept out of sight; wherever there is anything to be done, there Providence is sure to direct my steps.”

These hopes and anticipations were soon to be fulfilled. Nelson’s mind had long been irritated and depressed by the fear that a general action would take place before he could join the fleet. At length he sailed from Porto Ferrajo with a convoy for Gibraltar; and having reached that place, proceeded to the westward in search of the admiral. Off the mouth of the Straits he fell in with the Spanish fleet; and on the 13th of February reaching the station off Cape St. Vincent, communicated this intelligence to Sir John Jervis. He was now directed to shift his broad pendant on board the CAPTAIN, seventy-four, Captain R.W. Miller; and before sunset the signal was made to prepare for action, and to keep, during the night, in close order. At daybreak the enemy were in sight. The British force consisted of two ships of one hundred guns, two of ninety-eight, two of ninety, eight of seventy-four, and one sixty-four;-fifteen of the line in all; with four frigates, a sloop, and a cutter. The Spaniards had one four-decker, of one hundred and thirty-six guns; six three-deckers, of one hundred and twelve; two eighty-four, eighteen seventy-four — in all, twenty-seven ships of the line, with ten frigates and a brig. Their admiral, D. Joseph de Cordova, had learnt from an American on the 5th, that the English had only nine ships, which was indeed the case when his informer had seen them; for a reinforcement of five ships from England, under Admiral Parker, had not then joined, and the CULLODEN had parted company. Upon this information the Spanish commander, instead of going into Cadiz, as was his intention when he sailed from Carthagena, determined to seek an enemy so inferior in force; and relying, with fatal confidence, upon the American account, he suffered his ships to remain too far dispersed, and in some disorder. When the morning of the 14th broke, and discovered the English fleet, a fog for some time concealed their number. That fleet had heard their signal-guns during the night, the weather being fine though thick and hazy; soon after daylight they were seen very much scattered, while the British ships were in a compact little body. The look-out ship of the Spaniards, fancying that her signal was disregarded because so little notice seemed to be taken of it, made another signal, that the English force consisted of forty sail of the line. The captain afterwards said he did this to rouse the admiral; it had the effect of perplexing him and alarming the whole fleet. The absurdity of such an act shows what was the state of the Spanish navy under that miserable government by which Spain was so long oppressed and degraded, and finally betrayed. In reality, the general incapacity of the naval officers was so well known, that in a pasquinade, which about this time appeared at Madrid, wherein the different orders of the state were advertised for sale, the greater part of the sea-officers, with all their equipments, were offered as a gift; and it was added, that any person who would please to take them, should receive a handsome gratuity. When the probability that Spain would take part in the war, as an ally of France, was first contemplated, Nelson said that their fleet, if it were no better than when it acted in alliance with us, would “soon be done for.”

Before the enemy could form a regular order of battle, Sir J. Jervis, by carrying a press of sail, came up with them, passed through their fleet, then tacked, and thus cut off nine of their ships from the main body. These ships attempted to form on the larboard tack, either with a design of passing through the British line, or to leeward of it, and thus rejoining their friends. Only one of them succeeded in this attempt; and that only because she was so covered with smoke that her intention was not discovered till she had reached the rear: the others were so warmly received, that they put about, took to flight, and did not appear again in the action to its close. The admiral was now able to direct his attention to the enemy’s main body, which was still superior in number to his whole fleet, and greatly so in weight of metal. He made signal to tack in succession. Nelson, whose station was in the rear of the British line, perceived that the Spaniards were bearing up before the wind, with an intention of forming their line, going large, and joining their separated ships, or else of getting off without an engagement. To prevent either of these schemes, he disobeyed the signal without a moment’s hesitation: and ordered his ship to be wore. This at once brought him into action with the SANTISSIMA TRINIDAD, one hundred and thirty-six; the SAN JOSEPH, one hundred and twelve; the SALVADOR DEL MUNDO, one hundred and twelve; the SAN NICOLAS, eighty; the SAN ISIDRO, seventy-four, another seventy-four, and another first-rate. Troubridge, in the CULLODEN, immediately joined, and most nobly supported him; and for nearly an hour did the CULLODEN and CAPTAIN maintain what Nelson called “this apparently, but not really unequal contest;” — such was the advantage of skill and discipline, and the confidence which brave men derive from them. The BLENHEIM then passing between them and the enemy, gave them a respite, and poured in her fire upon the Spaniards. The SALVADOR DEL MUNDO and SAN ISIDRO dropped astern, and were fired into in a masterly style by the EXCELLENT, Captain Collingwood. The SAN ISIDRO struck; and Nelson thought that the SALVADOR struck also. “But Collingwood,” says he, “disdaining the parade of taking possession of beaten enemies, most gallantly pushed up, with every sail set, to save his old friend and messmate, who was to appearance in a critical situation;” for the CAPTAIN was at this time actually fired upon by three first-rates — by the SAN NICOLAS, and by a seventy-four, within about pistol-shot of that vessel. The BLENHEIM was ahead, the CULLODEN crippled and astern. Collingwood ranged up, and hauling up his mainsail just astern, passed within ten feet of the SAN NICOLAS, giving her a most tremendous fire, then passed on for the SANTISSIMA TRINIDAD. The SAN NICOLAS luffing up, the SAN JOSEPH fell on board her, and Nelson resumed his station abreast of them, and close alongside. The CAPTAIN was now incapable of further service, either in the line or in chase: she had lost her foretop-mast; not a sail, shroud, or rope was left, and her wheel was shot away. Nelson therefore directed Captain Miller to put the helm a-starboard, and calling for the boarders, ordered them to board.

Captain Berry, who had lately been Nelson’s first lieutenant, was the first man who leaped into the enemy’s mizen chains. Miller, when in the very act of going, was ordered by Nelson to remain. Berry was supported from the spritsail-yard, which locked in the SAN NICOLAS’s main rigging. A soldier of the 69th broke the upper quarter-gallery window, and jumped in, followed by the commodore himself and by the others as fast as possible. The cabin doors were fastened, and the Spanish officers fired their pistols at them through the window; the doors were soon forced, and the Spanish brigadier fell while retreating to the quarter-deck. Nelson pushed on, and found Berry in possession of the poop, and the Spanish ensign hauling down. He passed on to the forecastle, where he met two or three Spanish officers, and received their swords. The English were now in full possession of every part of the ship, when a fire of pistols and musketry opened upon them from the admiral’s stern-gallery of the SAN JOSEPH. Nelson having placed sentinels at the different ladders, and ordered Captain Miller to send more men into the prize, gave orders for boarding that ship from the SAN NICOLAS. It was done in an instant, he himself leading the way, and exclaiming, “Westminster Abbey or victory!” Berry assisted him into the main chains; and at that moment a Spanish officer looked over the quarter-deck rail, and said they surrendered. It was not long before he was on the quarter-deck, where the Spanish captain presented to him his sword, and told him the admiral was below dying of his wounds. There, on the quarter-deck of an enemy’s first-rate, he received the swords of the officers, giving them, as they were delivered, one by one to William Fearney, one of his old AGAMEMNONs, who, with the utmost coolness, put them under his arm, “bundling them up,” in the lively expression of Collingwood, “with as much composure as he would have made a faggot, though twenty-two sail of their line were still within gunshot.” One of his sailors came up, and with an Englishman’s feeling took him by the hand, saying he might not soon have such another place to do it in, and he was heartily glad to see him there. Twenty-four of the CAPTAIN’s men were killed, and fifty-six wounded; a fourth part of the loss sustained by the whole squadron falling upon this ship. Nelson received only a few bruises.

The Spaniards had still eighteen or nineteen ships which had suffered little or no injury: that part of the fleet which had been separated from the main body in the morning was now coming up, and Sir John Jervis made signal to bring to. His ships could not have formed without abandoning those which they had captured, and running to leeward: the CAPTAIN was lying a perfect wreck on board her two prizes; and many of the other vessels were so shattered in their masts and rigging as to be wholly unmanageable. The Spanish admiral meantime, according to his official account, being altogether undecided in his own opinion respecting the state of the fleet, inquired of his captains whether it was proper to renew the action; nine of them answered explicitly that it was not; others replied that it was expedient to delay the business. The PELAYO and the PRINCE CONQUISTADOR were the only ships that were for fighting.

As soon as the action was discontinued, Nelson went on board the admiral’s ship. Sir John Jervis received him on the quarter-deck, took him in his arms, and said he could not sufficiently thank him. For this victory the commander-in-chief was rewarded with the title of Earl St. Vincent. Nelson, who before the action was known in England had been advanced to the rank of rear-admiral, had the Order of the Bath given him. The sword of the Spanish rear-admiral, which Sir John Jervis insisted upon his keeping, he presented to the Mayor and Corporation of Norwich, saying that he knew no place where it could give him or his family more pleasure to have it kept than in the capital city of the county where he was born. The freedom of that city was voted him on this occasion. But of all the numerous congratulations which he received, none could have affected him with deeper delight than that which came from his venerable father. “I thank my God,” said this excellent man, “with all the power of a grateful soul, for the mercies he has most graciously bestowed on me in preserving you. Not only my few acquaintance here, but the people in general, met me at every corner with such handsome words, that I was obliged to retire from the public eye. The height of glory to which your professional judgment, united with a proper degree of bravery, guarded by Providence, has raised you, few sons, my dear child, attain to, and fewer fathers live to see. Tears of joy have involuntarily trickled down my furrowed cheeks: who could stand the force of such general congratulation? The name and services of Nelson have sounded through this city of Bath — from the common ballad-singer to the public theatre.” The good old man concluded by telling him that the field of glory, in which he had so long been conspicuous, was still open, and by giving him his blessing.

Sir Horatio, who had now hoisted his flag as rear-admiral of the blue, was sent to bring away the troops from Porto Ferrajo; having performed this, he shifted his flag to the THESEUS. That ship, had taken part in the mutiny in England, and being just arrived from home, some danger was apprehended from the temper of the men. This was one reason why Nelson was removed to her. He had not been on board many weeks before a paper, signed in the name of all the ship’s company, was dropped on the quarter-deck, containing these words: “Success attend Admiral Nelson! God bless Captain Miller! We thank them for the officers they have placed over us. We are happy and comfortable, and will shed every drop of blood in our veins to support them; and the name of the THESEUS shall be immortalised as high as her captain’s.” Wherever Nelson commanded, the men soon became attached to him; in ten days’ time he would have restored the most mutinous ship in the navy to order. Whenever an officer fails to win the affections of those who are under his command, he may be assured that the fault is chiefly in himself.

While Sir Horatio was in the THESEUS, he was employed in the command of the inner squadron at the blockade of Cadiz. During this service, the most perilous action occurred in which he was ever engaged. Making a night attack upon the Spanish gun-boats, his barge was attacked by an armed launch, under their commander, D. Miguel Tregoyen, carrying 26 men. Nelson had with him only his ten bargemen, Captain Freemantle, and his coxswain, John Sykes, an old and faithful follower, who twice saved the life of his admiral by parrying the blows that were aimed at him, and at last actually interposed his own head to receive the blow of a Spanish sabre, which he could not by any other means avert; thus dearly was Nelson beloved. This was a desperate service — hand to hand with swords; and Nelson always considered that his personal courage was more conspicuous on this occasion than on any other during his whole life. Notwithstanding the great disproportion of numbers, 18 of the enemy were killed, all the rest wounded, and their launch taken. Nelson would have asked for a lieutenancy for Sykes, if he had served long enough; his manner and conduct, he observed, were so entirely above his situation, that Nature certainly intended him for a gentleman; but though he recovered from the dangerous wound which he received in this act of heroic attachment, he did not live to profit by the gratitude and friendship of his commander.

Twelve days after this rencontre, Nelson sailed at the head of an expedition against Teneriffe. A report had prevailed a few months before, that the viceroy of Mexico, With the treasure ships, had put into that island. This had led Nelson to meditate the plan of an attack upon it, which he communicated to Earl St. Vincent. He was perfectly aware of the difficulties of the attempt. “I do not,” said he, “reckon myself equal to Blake; but, if I recollect right, he was more obliged to the wind coming off the land than to any exertions of his own. The approach by sea to the anchoring-place is under very high land, passing three valleys; therefore the wind is either in from the sea, or squally with calms from the mountains:” and he perceived that if the Spanish ships were won, the object would still be frustrated if the wind did not come off shore. The land force, he thought, would render success certain; and there were the troops from Elba, with all necessary stores and artillery, already embarked. “But here,” said he, “soldiers must be consulted; and I know, from experience, they have not the same boldness in undertaking a political measure that we have: we look to the benefit of our country, and risk our own fame every day to serve her; a soldier obeys his orders, and no more.” Nelson’s experience at Corsica justified him in this harsh opinion: he did not live to see the glorious days of the British army under Wellington. The army from Elba, consisting of 3700 men, would do the business, he said, in three days, probably in much less time; and he would undertake, with a very small squadron, to perform the naval part; for though the shore was not easy of access, the transports might run in and land the troops in one day.

The report concerning the viceroy was unfounded: but a homeward-bound Manilla ship put into Santa Cruz at this time, and the expedition was determined upon. It was not fitted out upon the scale which Nelson had proposed. Four ships of the line, three frigates, and the FOX cutter, formed the squadron; and he was allowed to choose such ships and officers as he thought proper. No troops were embarked; the seamen and marines of the squadron being thought sufficient. His orders were, to make a vigorous attack; but on no account to land in person, unless his presence should be absolutely necessary. The plan was, that the boats should land in the night, between the fort on the N.E. side of Santa Cruz bay and the town, make themselves masters of that fort, and then send a summons to the governor. By midnight, the three frigates, having the force on board which was intended for this debarkation, approached within three miles of the place; but owing to a strong gale of wind in the offing, and a strong current against them in-shore, they were not able to get within a mile of the landing-place before daybreak; and then they were seen, and their intention discovered. Troubridge and Bowen, with Captain Oldfield, of the marines, went upon this to consult with the admiral what was to be done; and it was resolved that they should attempt to get possession of the heights above the fort. The frigates accordingly landed their men; and Nelson stood in with the line-of-battle ships, meaning to batter the fort for the purpose of distracting the attention of the garrison. A calm and contrary current hindered him from getting within a league of the shore; and the heights were by this time so secured, and manned with such a force, as to be judged impracticable. Thus foiled in his plans by circumstances of wind and tide, he still considered it a point of honour that some attempt should be made. This was on the 22nd of July: he re-embarked his men that night, got the ships on the 24th to anchor about two miles north of the town, and made show as if he intended to attack the heights. At six in the evening signal was made for the boats to prepare to proceed on the service as previously ordered.

When this was done, Nelson addressed a letter to the commander-in-chief — the last which was ever written with his right hand. “I shall not,” said he, “enter on the subject, why we are not in possession of Santa Cruz. Your partiality will give credit, that all has hitherto been done which was possible, but without effect. This night I, humble as I am, command the whole destined to land under the batteries of the town; and to-morrow my head will probably be crowned either with laurel or cypress. I have only to recommend Josiah Nisbet to you and my country. The Duke of Clarence, should I fall, will, I am confident, take a lively interest for my son-in-law, on his name being mentioned.” Perfectly aware how desperate a service this was likely to prove, before he left the THESEUS he called Lieutenant Nisbet, who had the watch on deck, into the cabin, that he might assist in arranging and burning his mother’s letters. Perceiving that the young man was armed, he earnestly begged him to remain behind. “Should we both fall, Josiah,” said he, “what will become of your poor mother! The care of the THESEUS falls to you: stay, therefore, and take charge of her.” Nisbet replied: “Sir, the ship must take care of herself: I will go with you to-night, if I never go again.”

He met his captains at supper on board the SEAHORSE, Captain Freemantle, whose wife, whom he had lately married in the Mediterranean, presided at table. At eleven o’clock the boats, containing between 600 and 700 men, with 180 on board the FOX cutter, and from 70 to 80 in a boat which had been taken the day before, proceeded in six divisions toward the town, conducted by all the captains of the squadron, except Freemantle and Bowen, who attended with Nelson to regulate and lead the way to the attack. They were to land on the mole, and thence hasten as fast as possible into the great square; then form and proceed as should be found expedient. They were not discovered till about half-past one o’clock, when, being within half gun-shot of the landing-place, Nelson directed the boats to cast off from each other, give a huzza, and push for the shore. But the Spaniards were exceedingly well prepared; the alarm-bells answered the huzza, and a fire of thirty or forty pieces of cannon, with musketry from one end of the town to the other, opened upon the invaders. Nothing, however, could check the intrepidity with which they advanced. The night was exceedingly dark: most of the boats missed the mole and went on shore through a raging surf, which stove all to the left of it. The Admiral, Freemantle, Thompson, Bowen, and four or five other boats, found the mole: they stormed it instantly, and carried it, though it was defended, as they imagined, by 400 or 500 men. Its guns, which were six-and-twenty pounders, were spiked; but such a heavy fire of musketry and grape was kept up from the citadel and the houses at the head of the mole, that the assailants could not advance, and nearly all of them were killed or wounded.

In the act of stepping out of the boat, Nelson received a shot through the right elbow, and fell; but as he fell he caught the sword, which he had just drawn, in his left hand, determined never to part with it while he lived, for it had belonged to his uncle, Captain Suckling, and he valued it like a relic. Nisbet, who was close to him, placed him at the bottom of the boat, and laid his hat over the shattered arm, lest the sight of the blood, which gushed out in great abundance, should increase his faintness. He then examined the wound, and taking some silk handkerchiefs from his neck, bound them round tight above the lacerated vessels. Had it not been for this presence of mind in his son-in-law, Nelson must have perished. One of his bargemen, by name Level, tore his shirt into shreds, and made a sling with them for the broken limb. They then collected five other seamen, by whose assistance they succeeded at length in getting the boat afloat; for it had grounded with the falling tide. Nisbet took one of the oars and ordered the steersman to go close under the guns of the battery, that they might be safe from its tremendous fire. Hearing his voice, Nelson roused himself, and desired to be lifted up in the boat that he might look about him. Nisbet raised him up; but nothing could be seen except the firing of the guns on shore, and what could be discerned by their flashes upon a stormy sea. In a few minutes a general shriek was heard from the crew of the FOX, which had received a shot under water, and went down. Ninety-seven men were lost in her: 83 were saved, many by Nelson himself, whose exertions on this occasion greatly increased the pain and danger of his wound. The first ship which the boat could reach happened to be the SEAHORSE; but nothing could induce him to go on board, though he was assured that if they attempted to row to another ship it might be at the risk of his life. “I had rather suffer death,” he replied, “than alarm Mrs. Freemantle, by letting her see me in this state, when I can give her no tidings whatever of her husband.” They pushed on for the THESEUS. When they came alongside he peremptorily refused all assistance in getting on board, so impatient was he that the boat should return, in hopes that it might save a few more from the FOX. He desired to have only a single rope thrown over the side, which he twisted round his left hand, saying “Let me alone; I have yet my legs left and one arm. Tell the surgeon to make haste and get his instruments. I know I must lose my right arm, so the sooner it is off the better.” The spirit which he displayed in jumping up the ship’s side astonished everybody.

Freemantle had been severely wounded in the right arm soon after the admiral. He was fortunate enough to find a boat on the beach, and got instantly to his ship. Thompson was wounded: Bowen killed, to the great regret of Nelson: as was also one of his own officers, Lieutenant Weatherhead, who had followed him from the AGAMEMNON, and whom he greatly and deservedly esteemed. Troubridge, meantime, fortunately for his party, missed the mole in the darkness, but pushed on shore under the batteries, close to the south end of the citadel. Captain Waller, of the EMERALD, and two or three other boats, landed at the same time. The surf was so high that many others put back. The boats were instantly filled with water and stove against the rocks; and most of the ammunition in the men’s pouches was wetted. Having collected a few men they pushed on to the great square, hoping there to find the admiral and the rest of the force. The ladders were all lost, so that they could make no immediate attempt on the citadel; but they sent a sergeant with two of the town’s-people to summon it: this messenger never returned; and Troubridge having waited about an hour in painful expectation of his friends, marched to join Captains Hood and Miller, who had effected their landing to the south-west. They then endeavoured to procure some intelligence of the admiral and the rest of the officers, but without success. By daybreak they had gathered together about eighty marines, eighty pikemen, and one hundred and eighty small-arm seamen; all the survivors of those who had made good their landing. They obtained some ammunition from the prisoners whom they had taken, and marched on to try what could be done at the citadel without ladders. They found all the streets commanded by field-pieces, and several thousand Spaniards, with about a hundred French, under arms, approaching by every avenue. Finding himself without provisions, the powder wet, and no possibility of obtaining either stores or reinforcements from the ships, the boats being lost, Troubridge with great presence of mind, sent Captain Samuel Hood with a flag of truce to the governor to say he was prepared to burn the town, and would instantly set fire to it if the Spaniards approached one inch nearer. This, however, if he were compelled to do it, he should do with regret, for he had no wish to injure the inhabitants; and he was ready to treat upon these terms — that the British troops should reembark, with all their arms of every kind, and take their own boats, if they were saved, or be provided with such others as might be wanting; they, on their part, engaging that the squadron should not molest the town, or any of the Canary Islands: all prisoners on both sides to be given up. When these terms were proposed the governor made answer, that the English ought to surrender as prisoners of war; but Captain Hood replied, he was instructed to say, that if the terms were not accepted in five minutes, Captain Troubridge would set the town on fire and attack the Spaniards at the point of the bayonet. Satisfied with his success, which was indeed sufficiently complete, and respecting, like a brave and honourable man, the gallantry of his enemy, the Spaniard acceded to the proposal, found boats to re-embark them, their own having all been dashed to pieces in landing, and before they parted gave every man a loaf and a pint of wine.

“And here,” says Nelson in his journal, “it is right we should notice the noble and generous conduct of Don Juan Antonio Gutierrez, the Spanish governor. The moment the terms were agreed to, he directed our wounded men to be received into the hospitals, and all our people to be supplied with the best provisions that could be procured; and made it known that the ships were at liberty to send on shore and purchase whatever refreshments they were in want of during the time they might be off the island.” A youth, by name Don Bernardo Collagon, stripped himself of his shirt to make bandages for one of those Englishmen against whom, not an hour before, he had been engaged in battle. Nelson wrote to thank the governor for the humanity which he had displayed. Presents were interchanged between them. Sir Horatio offered to take charge of his despatches for the Spanish Government, and thus actually became the first messenger to Spain of his own defeat.

The total loss of the English in killed, wounded, and drowned, amounted to 250. Nelson made no mention of his own wound in his official despatches; but in a private letter to Lord St. Vincent — the first which he wrote with his left hand — he shows himself to have been deeply affected by the failure of this enterprise. “I am become,” he said, “a burthen to my friends, and useless to my country; but by my last letter you will perceive my anxiety for the promotion of my son-in-law, Josiah Nisbet. When I leave your command I become dead to the world—’I go hence, and am no more seen.’ If from poor Bowen’s loss, you think it proper to oblige me, I rest confident you will do it. The boy is under obligations to me, but he repaid me by bringing me from the mole of Santa Cruz. I hope you will be able to give me a frigate to convey the remains of my carcass to England.” “A left-handed admiral,” he said in a subsequent letter, “will never again be considered as useful; therefore the sooner I get to a very humble cottage the better, and make room for a sounder man to serve the state.” His first letter to Lady Nelson was written under the same opinion, but in a more cheerful strain. “It was the chance of war,” said he, “and I have great reason to be thankful: and I know it will add much to your pleasure to find that Josiah, under God’s providence, was principally instrumental in saving my life. I shall not be surprised if I am neglected and forgotten: probably I shall no longer be considered as useful; however, I shall feel rich if I continue to enjoy your affection. I beg neither you nor my father will think much of this mishap; my mind has long been made up to such an event.”

His son-in-law, according to his wish, was immediately promoted; and honours enough to heal his wounded spirit awaited him in England. Letters were addressed to him by the first lord of the Admiralty, and by his steady friend the Duke of Clarence, to congratulate him on his return, covered as he was with glory. He assured the Duke, in his reply, that not a scrap of that ardour with which he had hitherto served his king had been shot away. The freedom of the cities of Bristol and London were transmitted to him; he was invested with the Order of the Bath, and received a pension of L1000 a-year. The memorial which, as a matter of form, he was called upon to present on this occasion, exhibited an extraordinary catalogue of services performed during the war. It stated that he had been in four actions with the fleets of the enemy, and in three actions with boats employed in cutting out of harbour, in destroying vessels, and in taking three towns. He had served on shore with the army four months, and commanded the batteries at the sieges of Basti and Calvi: he had assisted at the capture of seven sail of the line, six frigates, four corvettes, and eleven privateers: taken and destroyed near fifty sail of merchant vessels, and actually been engaged against the enemy upwards of a hundred and twenty times, in which service he had lost his right eye and right arm, and been severely wounded and bruised in his body.

His sufferings from the lost limb were long and painful. A nerve had been taken up in one of the ligatures at the time of the operation; and the ligature, according to the practice of the French surgeons, was of silk instead of waxed thread; this produced a constant irritation and discharge; and the ends of the ligature being pulled every day, in hopes of bringing it away, occasioned fresh agony. He had scarcely any intermission of pain, day or night, for three months after his return to England. Lady Nelson, at his earnest request, attended the dressing of his arm, till she had acquired sufficient resolution and skill to dress it herself. One night, during this state of suffering, after a day of constant pain, Nelson retired early to bed, in hope of enloying some respite by means of laudanum. He was at that time lodging in Bond Street, and the family were soon disturbed by a mob knocking loudly and violently at the door. The news of Duncan’s victory had been made public, and the house was not illuminated. But when the mob were told that Admiral Nelson lay there in bed, badly wounded, the foremost of them made answer: “You shall hear no more from us to-night:” and in fact, the feeling of respect and sympathy was communicated from one to another with such effect that, under the confusion of such a night, the house was not molested again.

About the end of November, after a night of sound sleep, he found the arm nearly free from pain. The surgeon was immediately sent for to examine it; and the ligature came away with the slightest touch. From that time it began to heal. As soon as he thought his health established, he sent the following form of thanksgiving to the minister of St. George’s, Hanover Square:—”An officer desires to return thanks to Almighty God for his perfect recovery from a severe wound, and also for the many mercies bestowed on him.”

Not having been in England till now, since he lost his eye, he went to receive a year’s pay as smart money; but could not obtain payment, because he had neglected to bring a certificate from a surgeon that the sight was actually destroyed. A little irritated that this form should be insisted upon, because, though the fact was not apparent, he thought it was sufficiently notorious, he procured a certificate at the same time for the loss of his arm; saying, they might just as well doubt one as the other. This put him in good humour with himself, and with the clerk who had offended him. On his return to the office, the clerk, finding it was only the annual pay of a captain, observed, he thought it had been more. “Oh!” replied Nelson, “this is only for an eye. In a few days I shall come for an arm; and in a little time longer, God knows, most probably for a leg.” Accordingly he soon afterwards went, and with perfect good humour exhibited the certificate of the loss of his arm.




CHAPTER V. 1798
 

Nelson rejoins Earl St. Vincent in the VANGUARD — Sails in Pursuit of the French in Egypt — Returns to Sicily, and sails again to Egypt — Battle of the Nile.

EARLY in the year 1798, Sir Horatio Nelson hoisted his flag in the VANGUARD, and was ordered to rejoin Earl St. Vincent. Upon his departure, his father addressed him with that affectionate solemnity by which all his letters were distinguished. “I trust in the Lord,” said he, “that He will prosper your going out and your coming in. I earnestly desired once more to see you, and that wish has been heard. If I should presume to say, I hope to see you again, the question would be readily asked, How old art thou? VALE! VALE! DOMINE, VALE!” It is said that a gloomy foreboding hung on the spirits of Lady Nelson at their parting. This could have arisen only from the dread of losing him by the chance of war. Any apprehension of losing his affections could hardly have existed, for all his correspondence to this time shows that he thought himself happy in his marriage; and his private character had hitherto been as spotless as his public conduct. One of the last things he said to her was, that his own ambition was satisfied, but that he went to raise her to that rank in which he had long wished to see her.

Immediately on his rejoining the fleet, he was despatched to the Mediterranean with a small squadron, in order to ascertain, if possible, the object of the great expedition which at that time was fitting out under Buonaparte at Toulon. The defeat of this armament, whatever might be its destination, was deemed by the British government an object paramount to every other; and Earl St. Vincent was directed, if he thought it necessary, to take his whole force into the Mediterranean, to relinquish, for that purpose, the blockade of the Spanish fleet, as a thing of inferior moment; but if he should deem a detachment sufficient, “I think it almost necessary,” said the first lord of the Admiralty in his secret instructions, “to suggest to you the propriety of putting it under Sir Horatio Nelson.” It is to the honour of Earl St. Vincent that he had already made the same choice. This appointment to a service in which so much honour might be acquired, gave great offence to the senior admirals of the fleet. Sir William Parker, who was a very excellent naval officer, and as gallant a man as any in the navy, and Sir John Orde, who on all occasions of service had acquitted himself with great honour, each wrote to Lord Spencer, complaining that so marked a preference should have been given to a junior of the same fleet. This resentment is what most men in a like case would feel; and if the preference thus given to Nelson had not originated in a clear perception that (as his friend Collingwood said of him a little while before) his spirit was equal to all undertakings, and his resources fitted to all occasions, an injustice would have been done to them by his appointment. But if the service were conducted with undeviating respect to seniority, the naval and military character would soon be brought down to the dead level of mediocrity.

The armament at Toulon consisted of thirteen ships of the line, seven forty-gun frigates, with twenty-four smaller vessels of war, and nearly 200 transports. Mr. Udney, our consul at Leghorn, was the first person who procured certain intelligence of the enemy’s design against Malta; and, from his own sagacity, foresaw that Egypt must be their after object. Nelson sailed from Gibraltar on the 9th of May, with the VANGUARD, ORION, and ALEXANDER, seventy-fours; the CAROLINE, FLORA, EMERALD, and TERPSICHORE, frigates; and the BONNE CITOYENNE, sloop of war, to watch this formidable armament. On the 19th, when they were in the Gulf of Lyons, a gale came on from the N.W. It moderated so much on the 20th as to enable them to get their top-gallant masts and yards aloft. After dark it again began to blow strong, but the ships had been prepared for a gale, and therefore Nelson’s mind was easy. Shortly after midnight, however, his main-topmast went over the side, and the mizentopmast soon afterward. The night was so tempestuous that it was impossible for any signal either to be seen or heard; and Nelson determined, as soon as it should be daybreak, to wear, and scud before the gale; but at half-past three the fore-mast went in three pieces, and the bowsprit was found to be sprung in three places.

When day broke they succeeded in wearing the ship with a remnant of the spritsail. This was hardly to have been expected. The VANGUARD was at that time twenty-five leagues south of the island of Hieres; with her head lying to the N.E., and if she had not wore, the ship must have drifted to Corsica. Captain Ball, in the ALEXANDER, took her in tow, to carry her into the Sardinian harbour of St. Pietro. Nelson, apprehensive that this attempt might endanger both vessels, ordered him to cast off; but that excellent officer, with a spirit like his commanders, replied, he was confident he could save the VANGUARD, and, by God’s help, he would do it. There had been a previous coolness between these great men; but from this time Nelson became fully sensible of the extraordinary talents of Captain Ball, and a sincere friendship subsisted between them during the remainder of their lives. “I ought not,” said the admiral, writing to his wife—”I ought not to call what has happened to the VANGUARD by the cold name of accident: I believe firmly it was the Almighty’s goodness, to check my consummate vanity. I hope it has made me a better officer, as I feel confident it has made me a better man. Figure to yourself, on Sunday evening at sunset, a vain man walking in his cabin, with a squadron around him, who looked up to their chief to lead them to glory, and in whom their chief placed the firmest reliance that the proudest ships of equal numbers belonging to France would have lowered their flags; figure to yourself, on Monday morning, when the sun rose, this proud man, his ship dismasted, his fleet dispersed, and himself in such distress that the meanest frigate out of France would have been an unwelcome guest.” Nelson had, indeed, more reason to refuse the cold name of accident to this tempest than he was then aware of, for on that very day the French fleet sailed from Toulon, and must have passed within a few leagues of his little squadron, which was thus preserved by the thick weather that came on.

The British Government at this time, with a becoming spirit, gave orders that any port in the Mediterranean should be considered as hostile where the governor or chief magistrate should refuse to let our ships of war procure supplies of provisions, or of any article which they might require.

In these orders the ports of Sardinia were excepted. The continental possessions of the King of Sardinia were at this time completely at the mercy of the French, and that prince was now discovering, when too late, that the terms to which he had consented, for the purpose of escaping immediate danger, necessarily involved the loss of the dominions which they were intended to preserve. The citadel of Turin was now occupied by French troops; and his wretched court feared to afford the common rights of humanity to British ships, lest it should give the French occasion to seize on the remainder of his dominions — a measure for which it was certain they would soon make a pretext, if they did not find one. Nelson was informed that he could not be permitted to enter the port of St Pietro. Regardless of this interdict, which, under his circumstances, it would have been an act of suicidal folly to have regarded, he anchored in the harbour; and, by the exertions of Sir James Saumarez, Captain Ball, and Captain Berry, the VANGUARD was refitted in four days; months would have been employed in refitting her in England. Nelson, with that proper sense of merit, wherever it was found, which proved at once the goodness and the greatness of his character, especially recommended to Earl St. Vincent the carpenter of the ALEXANDER, under whose directions the ship had been repaired; stating, that he was an old and faithful servant of the Crown, who had been nearly thirty years a warrant carpenter, and begging most earnestly that the Commander-in-Chief would recommend him to the particular notice of the Board of Admiralty. He did not leave the harbour without expressing his sense of the treatment which he had received there, in a letter to the Viceroy of Sardinia. “Sir,” it said, “having, by a gale of wind, sustained some trifling damages, I anchored a small part of his Majesty’s fleet under my orders off this island, and was surprised to hear, by an officer sent by the governor, that admittance was to be refused to the flag of his Britannic Majesty into this port. When I reflect, that my most gracious sovereign is the oldest, I believe, and certainly the most faithful ally which the King of Sardinia ever had, I could feel the sorrow which it must have been to his majesty to have given such an order; and also for your excellency, who had to direct its execution. I cannot but look at the African shore, where the followers of Mahomet are performing the part of the good Samaritan, which I look for in vain at St. Peter’s, where it is said the Christian religion is professed.”

The delay which was thus occasioned was useful to him in many respects; it enabled him to complete his supply of water, and to receive a reinforcement which Earl St. Vincent, being himself reinforced from England, was enabled to send him. It consisted of the best ships of his fleet; the CULLODEN, seventy-four, Captain T. Troubridge; GOLIATH, seventy-four, Captain T. Foley; MINOTAUR, seventy-four, Captain T. Louis; DEFENCE, seventy-four, Captain John Peyton; BELLEROPHON, seventy-four, Captain H.D.E. Darby; MAJESTIC, seventy-four, Captain G. B. Westcott; ZEALOUS, seventy-four, Captain S. Hood; SWIFTSURE, seventy-four, Captain B. Hallowell; THESEUS, seventy-four, Captain R. W. Miller; AUDACIOUS, seventy-four, Captain Davidge Gould. The LEANDER, fifty, Captain T. E. Thompson, was afterwards added. These ships were made ready for the service as soon as Earl St. Vincent received advice from England that he was to be reinforced. As soon as the reinforcement was seen from the mast-head of the admiral’s ship, off Cadiz Bay, signal was immediately made to Captain Troubridge to put to sea; and he was out of sight before the ships from home cast anchor in the British station. Troubridge took with him no instructions to Nelson as to the course he was to steer, nor any certain account of the enemy’s destination; everything was left to his own judgment. Unfortunately, the frigates had been separated from him in the tempest and had not been able to rejoin: they sought him unsuccessfully in the Bay of Naples, where they obtained no tidings of his course: and he sailed without them.

The first news of the enemy’s armament was that it had surprised Malta, Nelson formed a plan for attacking it while at anchor at Gozo; but on the 22nd of June intelligence reached him that the French had left that island on the 16th, the day after their arrival. It was clear that their destination was eastward — he thought for Egypt — and for Egypt, therefore, he made all sail. Had the frigates been with him, he could scarcely have failed to gain information of the enemy; for want of them, he only spoke three vessels on the way: two came from Alexandria, one from the Archipelago, and neither of them had seen anything of the French. He arrived off Alexandria on the 28th, and the enemy were not there, neither was there any account of them; but the governor was endeavouring to put the city in a state of defence, having received advice from Leghorn that the French expedition was intended against Egypt, after it had taken Malta. Nelson then shaped his course to the northward for Caramania, and steered from thence along the southern side of Candia, carrying a press of sail both night and day, with a contrary wind. It would have been his delight, he said, to have tried Bonaparte on a wind. It would have been the delight of Europe, too, and the blessing of the world, if that fleet had been overtaken with its general on board. But of the myriads and millions of human beings who would have been preserved by that day’s victory, there is not one to whom such essential benefit would have resulted as to Bonaparte himself. It would have spared him his defeat at Acre — his only disgrace; for to have been defeated by Nelson upon the seas would not have been disgraceful; it would have spared him all his after enormities. Hitherto his career had been glorious; the baneful principles of his heart had never yet passed his lips; history would have represented him as a soldier of fortune, who had faithfully served the cause in which he engaged; and whose career had been distinguished by a series of successes unexampled in modern times. A romantic obscurity would have hung over the expedition to Egypt, and he would have escaped the perpetration of those crimes which have incarnadined his soul with a deeper dye than that of the purple for which he committed them — those acts of perfidy, midnight murder, usurpation, and remorseless tyranny, which have consigned his name to universal execration, now and for ever.

Conceiving that when an officer is not successful in his plans it is absolutely necessary that he should explain the motives upon which they were founded, Nelson wrote at this time an account and vindication of his conduct for having carried the fleet to Egypt. The objection which he anticipated was that he ought not to have made so long a voyage without more certain information. “My answer,” said he, “is ready. Who was I to get it from? The governments of Naples and Sicily either knew not, or chose to keep me in ignorance. Was I to wait patiently until I heard certain accounts? If Egypt were their object, before I could hear of them they would have been in India. To do nothing was disgraceful; therefore I made use of my understanding. I am before your lordships’ judgment; and if, under all circumstances, it is decided that I am wrong, I ought, for the sake of our country, to be superseded; for at this moment, when I know the French are not in Alexandria, I hold the same opinion as off Cape Passaro — that, under all circumstances, I was right in steering for Alexandria; and by that opinion I must stand or fall.” Captain Ball, to whom he showed this paper, told him he should recommend a friend never to begin a defence of his conduct before he was accused of error: he might give the fullest reasons for what he had done, expressed in such terms as would evince that he had acted from the strongest conviction of being right; and of course he must expect that the public would view it in the same light. Captain Ball judged rightly of the public, whose first impulses, though, from want of sufficient information, they must frequently be erroneous, are generally founded upon just feelings. But the public are easily misled, and there are always persons ready to mislead them. Nelson had not yet attained that fame which compels envy to be silent; and when it was known in England that he had returned after an unsuccessful pursuit, it was said that he deserved impeachment; and Earl St. Vincent was severely censured for having sent so young an officer upon so important a service.

Baffled in his pursuit, he returned to Sicily. The Neapolitan ministry had determined to give his squadron no assistance, being resolved to do nothing which could possibly endanger their peace with the French Directory; by means, however, of Lady Hamilton’s influence at court, he procured secret orders to the Sicilian governors; and under those orders obtained everything which he wanted at Syracuse — a timely supply; without which, he always said, he could not have recommenced his pursuit with any hope of success. “It is an old saying,” said he in his letter, “that the devil’s children have the devil’s luck. I cannot to this moment learn, beyond vague conjecture, where the French fleet have gone to; and having gone a round of 600 leagues, at this season of the year, with an expedition incredible, here I am, as ignorant of the situation of the enemy as I was twenty-seven days ago. Every moment I have to regret the frigates having left me; had one-half of them been with me, I could not have wanted information. Should the French be so strongly secured in port that I cannot get at them, I shall immediately shift my flag into some other ship, and send the VANGUARD to Naples to be refitted; for hardly any person but myself would have continued on service so long in such a wretched state.” Vexed, however, and disappointed as he was, Nelson, with the true spirit of a hero, was still full of hope. “Thanks to your exertions,” said he, writing to Sir. William and Lady Hamilton, “we have victualled and watered; and surely watering at the fountain of Arethusa, we must have victory. We shall sail with the first breeze; and be assured I will return either crowned with laurel or covered with cypress.” Earl St. Vincent he assured, that if the French were above water he would find them out: he still held his opinion that they were bound for Egypt: “but,” said he to the First Lord of the Admiralty, “be they bound to the Antipodes, your lordship may rely that I will not lose a moment in bringing them to action.”

On the 25th of July he sailed from Syracuse for the Morea. Anxious beyond measure, and irritated that the enemy should so long have eluded him, the tediousness of the nights made him impatient; and the officer of the watch was repeatedly called on to let him know the hour, and convince him, who measured time by his own eagerness, that it was not yet daybreak. The squadron made the Gulf of Coron on the 28th. Troubridge entered the port, and returned with intelligence that the French fleet had been seen about four weeks before steering to the S.E. from Candia. Nelson then determined immediately to return to Alexandria; and the British fleet accordingly, with every sail set, stood once more for the coast of Egypt. On the 1st of August, about 10 in the morning, they came in sight of Alexandria: the port had been vacant and solitary when they saw it last; it was now crowded with ships; and they perceived with exultation that the tri-coloured flag was flying upon the walls. At four in the afternoon, Captain Hood, in the ZEALOUS, made the signal for the enemy’s fleet. For many preceding days Nelson had hardly taken either sleep or food: he now ordered his dinner to be served, while preparations were making for battle; and when his officers rose from table, and went to their separate stations, he said to them, “Before this time to-morrow I shall have gained a peerage or Westminster Abbey.”

The French, steering direct for Candia, had made an angular passage for Alexandria; whereas Nelson, in pursuit of them, made straight for that place, and thus materially shortened the distance. The comparative smallness of his force made it necessary to sail in close order, and it covered a less space than it would have done if the frigates had been with him: the weather also was constantly hazy. These circumstances prevented the English from discovering the enemy on the way to Egypt, though it appeared, upon examining the journals of the French officers taken in the action, that the two fleets must actually have crossed on the night of the 22nd of June. During the return to Syracuse, the chances of falling in with them were become fewer.

Why Buonaparte, having effected his landing, should not have suffered the fleet to return, has never yet been explained. This much is certain, that it was detained by his command, though, with his accustomed falsehood, he accused Admiral Brueys, after that officer’s death, of having lingered on the coast contrary to orders. The French fleet arrived at Alexandria on the 1st of July, and Brueys, not being able to enter the port, which time and neglect had ruined, moored his ships in Aboukir Bay, in a strong and compact line of battle; the headmost vessel, according to his own account, being as close as possible to a shoal on the N.W., and the rest of the fleet forming a kind of curve along the line of deep water, so as not to be turned by any means in the S.W. By Buonaparte’s desire he had offered a reward of 10,000 livres to any pilot of the country who would carry the squadron in, but none could be found who would venture to take charge of a single vessel drawing more than twenty feet. He had therefore made the best of his situation, and chosen the strongest position which he could possibly take in an open road. The commissary of the fleet said they were moored in such a manner as to bid defiance to a force more than double their own. This presumption could not then be thought unreasonable. Admiral Barrington, when moored in a similar manner off St. Lucia, in the year 1778, beat off the Comte d’Estaign in three several attacks, though his force was inferior by almost one-third to that which assailed it. Here, the advantage in numbers, both in ships, guns, and men, was in favour of the French. They had thirteen ships of the line and four frigates, carrying 1196 guns and 11,230 men. The English had the same number of ships of the line and one fifty-gun ship, carrying 1012 guns and 8068 men. The English ships were all seventy-fours; the French had three eighty-gun ships, and one three-decker of one hundred and twenty.

During the whole pursuit it had been Nelson’s practice, whenever circumstances would permit, to have his captains on board the VANGUARD, and explain to them his own ideas of the different and best modes of attack, and such plans as he proposed to execute on falling in with the enemy, whatever their situation might be. There is no possible position, it is said, which he did not take into calculation. His officers were thus fully acquainted with his principles of tactics; and such was his confidence in their abilities that the only thing determined upon, in case they should find the French at anchor, was for the ships to form as most convenient for their mutual support, and to anchor by the stern. “First gain the victory,” he said, “and then make the best use of it you can.” The moment he perceived the position of the French, that intuitive genius with which Nelson was endowed displayed itself; and it instantly struck him that where there was room for an enemy’s ship to swing, there was room for one of ours to anchor. The plan which he intended to pursue, therefore, was to keep entirely on the outer side of the French line, and station his ships, as far as he was able, one on the outer bow, and another on the outer quarter, of each of the enemy’s. This plan of doubling on the enemy’s ships was projected by Lord Hood, when he designed to attack the French fleet at their anchorage in Gourjean Road. Lord Hood found it impossible to make the attempt; but the thought was not lost upon Nelson, who acknowledged himself, on this occasion, indebted for it to his old and excellent commander. Captain Berry, when he comprehended the scope of the design, exclaimed with transport, “If we succeed, what will the world say?” “There is no IF in the case,” replied the admiral: “that we shall succeed is certain; who may live to tell the story is a very different question.”

As the squadron advanced, they were assailed by a shower of shot and shells from the batteries on the island, and the enemy opened a steady fire from the starboard side of their whole line, within half gunshot distance, full into the bows of our van ships. It was received in silence: the men on board every ship were employed aloft in furling sails, and below in tending the braces and making ready for anchoring. A miserable sight for the French; who, with all their skill, and all their courage, and all their advantages of numbers and situation, were upon that element on which, when the hour of trial comes, a Frenchman has no hope. Admiral Brueys was a brave and able man; yet the indelible character of his country broke out in one of his letters, wherein he delivered it as his private opinion, that the English had missed him, because, not being superior in force, they did not think it prudent to try their strength with him. The moment was now come in which he was to be undeceived.

A French brig was instructed to decoy the English by manoeuvring so as to tempt them toward a shoal lying off the island of Bekier; but Nelson either knew the danger or suspected some deceit; and the lure was unsuccessful. Captain Foley led the way in the GOLIATH, outsailing the ZEALOUS, which for some minutes disputed this post of honour with him. He had long conceived that if the enemy were moored in line of battle in with the land, the best plan of attack would be to lead between them and the shore, because the French guns on that side were not likely to be manned, nor even ready for action. Intending, therefore, to fix himself on the inner bow of the GUERRIER, he kept as near the edge of the bank as the depth of water would admit; but his anchor hung, and having opened his fire he drifted to the second ship, the CONQUERANT, before it was clear; then anchored by the stern inside of her, and in ten minutes shot away her mast. Hood, in the ZEALOUS, perceiving this, took the station which the GOLIATH intended to have occupied, and totally disabled the GUERRIER in twelve minutes. The third ship which doubled the enemy’s van was the ORION, Sir J. Saumarez; she passed to windward of the ZEALOUS, and opened her larboard guns as long as they bore on GUERRIER; then, passing inside the GOLIATH, sunk a frigate which annoyed her, hauled round toward the French line, and anchoring inside, between the fifth and sixth ships from the GUERRIER, took her station on the larboard bow of the FRANKLIN and the quarter of the PEUPLE SOUVERAIN, receiving and returning the fire of both. The sun was now nearly down. The AUDACIOUS, Captain Could, pouring a heavy fire into the GUERRIER and the CONQUERANT, fixed herself on the larboard bow of the latter, and when that ship struck, passed on to the PEUPLE SOUVERAIN. The THESEUS, Capt Miller, followed, brought down the GUERRIER’s remaining main and mizzen masts, then anchored inside of the SPARTIATE, the third in the French line.

While these advanced ships doubled the French line, the VANGUARD was the first that anchored on the outer side of the enemy, within half pistol-shot of their third ship, the SPARTIATE. Nelson had six colours flying in different parts of his rigging, lest they should be shot away; that they should be struck, no British admiral considers as a possibility. He veered half a cable, and instantly opened a tremendous fire; under cover of which the other four ships of his division, the MINOTAUR, BELLEROPHON, DEFENCE, and MAJESTIC, sailed on ahead of the admiral. In a few minutes, every man stationed at the first six guns in the fore part of the VANGUARD’s deck was killed or wounded. These guns were three times cleared. Captain Louis, in the MINOTAUR, anchored just ahead, and took off the fire of the AQUILON, the fourth in the enemy’s line. The BELLEROPHON, Captain Darby, passed ahead, and dropped her stern anchor on the starboard bow of the ORIENT, seventh in the line, Brueys’ own ship, of one hundred and twenty guns, whose difference of force was in proportion of more than seven to three, and whose weight of ball, from the lower deck alone, exceeded that from the whole broadside of the BELLEROPHON. Captain Peyton, in the DEFENCE, took his station ahead of the MINOTAUR, and engaged the FRANKLIN, the sixth in the line, by which judicious movement the British line remained unbroken. The MAJESTIC, Captain Westcott, got entangled with the main rigging of one of the French ships astern of the ORIENT, and suffered dreadfully from that three-decker’s fire; but she swung clear, and closely engaging the HEUREUX, the ninth ship on the starboard bow, received also the fire of the TONNANT, which was the eighth in the line. The other four ships of the British squadron, having been detached previous to the discovery of the French, were at a considerable distance when the action began. It commenced at half after six; about seven night closed, and there was no other light than that from the fire of the contending fleets.

Troubridge, in the CULLODEN, then foremost of the remaining ships, was two leagues astern. He came on sounding, as the others had done: as he advanced, the increasing darkness increased the difficulty of the navigation; and suddenly, after having found eleven fathoms water, before the lead could be hove again he was fast aground; nor could all his own exertions, joined with those of the LEANDER and the MUTINE brig, which came to his assistance, get him off in time to bear a part in the action. His ship, however, served as a beacon to the ALEXANDER and SWIFTSURE, which would else, from the course which they were holding, have gone considerably further on the reef, and must inevitably have been lost. These ships entered the bay, and took their stations in the darkness, in a manner still spoken of with admiration by all who remember it. Captain Hallowell, in the SWIFTSURE, as he was bearing down, fell in with what seemed to be a strange sail. Nelson had directed his ships to hoist four lights horizontally at the mizzen peak as soon as it became dark; and this vessel had no such distinction. Hallowell, however, with great judgment, ordered his men not to fire: if she was an enemy, he said, she was in too disabled a state to escape; but from her sails being loose, and the way in which her head was, it was probable she might be an English ship. It was the BELLEROPHON, overpowered by the huge ORIENT: her lights had gone overboard, nearly 200 of her crew were killed or wounded, all her masts and cables had been shot away; and she was drifting out of the line toward the leeside of the bay. Her station, at this important time, was occupied by the SWIFTSURE, which opened a steady fire on the quarter of the FRANKLIN and the bows of the French admiral. At the same instant, Captain Ball, with the ALEXANDER, passed under his stern, and anchored within-side on his larboard quarter, raking; him, and keeping up a severe fire of musketry upon his decks. The last ship which arrived to complete the destruction of the enemy was the LEANDER. Captain Thompson, finding that nothing could be done that night to get off the CULLODEN, advanced with the intention of anchoring athwart-hawse of the ORIENT. The FRANKLIN was so near her ahead that there was not room for him to pass clear of the two; he therefore took his station athwart-hawse of the latter in such a position as to rake both.

The two first ships of the French line had been dismasted within a quarter of an hour after the commencement of the action; and the others had in that time suffered so severely that victory was already certain. The third, fourth, and fifth were taken possession of at half-past eight.

Meantime Nelson received a severe wound on the head from a piece of langridge shot. Captain Berry caught him in his arms as he was falling. The great effusion of blood occasioned an apprehension that the wound was mortal: Nelson himself thought so; a large flap of the skin of the forehead, cut from the bone, had fallen over one eye; and the other being blind, he was in total darkness. When he was carried down, the surgeon — in the midst of a scene scarcely to be conceived by those who have never seen a cockpit in time of action, and the heroism which is displayed amid its horrors, — with a natural and pardonable eagerness, quitted the poor fellow then under his hands, that he might instantly attend the admiral. “No!” said Nelson, “I will take my turn with my brave fellows.” Nor would he suffer his own wound to be examined till every man who had been previously wounded was properly attended to. Fully believing that the wound was mortal, and that he was about to die, as he had ever desired, in battle, and in victory, he called the chaplain, and desired him to deliver what he supposed to be his dying remembrance to lady Nelson; he then sent for Captain Louis on board from the MINOTAUR, that he might thank him personally for the great assistance which he had rendered to the VANGUARD; and ever mindful of those who deserved to be his friends, appointed Captain Hardy from the brig to the command of his own ship, Captain Berry having to go home with the news of the victory. When the surgeon came in due time to examine his wound (for it was in vain to entreat him to let it be examined sooner), the most anxious silence prevailed; and the joy of the wounded men, and of the whole crew, when they heard that the hurt was merely superficial, gave Nelson deeper pleasure than the unexpected assurance that his life was in no danger. The surgeon requested, and as far as he could, ordered him to remain quiet; but Nelson could not rest. He called for his secretary, Mr. Campbell, to write the despatches. Campbell had himself been wounded, and was so affected at the blind and suffering state of the admiral that he was unable to write. The chaplain was then sent for; but before he came, Nelson with his characteristic eagerness took the pen, and contrived to trace a few words, marking his devout sense of the success which had already been obtained. He was now left alone; when suddenly a cry was heard on the deck that the ORIENT was on fire. In the confusion he found his way up, unassisted and unnoticed; and, to the astonishment of every one, appeared on the quarter-decks where he immediately gave order that the boats should be sent to the relief of the enemy.

It was soon after nine that the fire on, board the ORIENT broke out. Brueys was dead; he had received three wounds, yet would not leave his post: a fourth cut him almost in two. He desired not to be carried below, but to be left to die upon deck. The flames soon mastered his ship. Her sides had just been painted; and the oil-jars and paint buckets were lying on the poop. By the prodigious light of this conflagration, the situation of the two fleets could now be perceived, the colours of both being clearly distinguishable. About ten o’clock the ship blew up, with a shock which was felt to the very bottom of every vessel. Many of her officers and men jumped overboard, some clinging to the spars and pieces of wreck with which the sea was strewn, others swimming to escape from the destruction which they momently dreaded. Some were picked up by our boats; and some even in the heat and fury of the action were dragged into the lower ports of the nearest British ships by the British sailors. The greater part of her crew, however, stood the danger till the last, and continued to fire from the lower deck. This tremendous explosion was followed by a silence not less awful: the firing immediately ceased on both sides; and the first sound which broke the silence, was the dash of her shattered masts and yards, falling into the water from the vast height to which they had been exploded. It is upon record that a battle between two armies was once broken off by an earthquake. Such an event would be felt like a miracle; but no incident in war, produced by human means, has ever equalled the sublimity of this co-instantaneous pause, and all its circumstances.

About seventy of the ORIENT’s crew were saved by the English boats. Among the many hundreds who perished were the commodore, Casa-Bianca, and his son, a brave boy, only ten years old. They were seen floating on a shattered mast when the ship blew up. She had money on board (the plunder of Malta) to the amount of L600,000 sterling. The masses of burning wreck, which were scattered by the explosion, excited for some moments apprehensions in the English which they had never felt from any other danger. Two large pieces fell into the main and fore tops of the SWIFTSURE without injuring any person. A port-fire also fell into the main-royal of the ALEXANDER; the fire which it occasioned was speedily extinguished. Captain Ball had provided, as far as human foresight could provide, against any such danger. All the shrouds and sails of his ship, not absolutely necessary for its immediate management, were thoroughly wetted, and so rolled up that they were as hard and as little inflammable as so many solid cylinders.

The firing recommenced with the ships to leeward of the centre, and continued till about three. At daybreak, the GUILLAUME TELL and the GENEREUX, the two rear ships of the enemy, were the only French ships of the line which had their colours flying; they cut their cables in the forenoon, not having been engaged, and stood out to sea, and two frigates with them. The ZEALOUS pursued; but as there was no other ship in a condition to support Captain Hood, he was recalled. It was generally believed by the officers that if Nelson had not been wounded, not one of these ships could have escaped. The four certainly could not if the CULLODEN had got into action; and if the frigates belonging to the squadron had been present, not one of the enemy’s fleet would have left Aboukir Bay. These four vessels, however, were all that escaped; and the victory was the most complete and glorious in the annals of naval history. “Victory,” said Nelson, “is not a name strong enough for such a scene:” he called it a conquest. Of thirteen sail of the line, nine were taken and two burned. Of the four frigates, one was sunk, another, the ARTEMISE, was burned in a villanous manner by her captain, M. Estandlet, who, having fired a broadside at the THESEUS, struck his colours, then set fire to the ship and escaped with most of his crew to shore. The British loss, in killed and wounded, amounted to 895 Westcott was the only captain who fell; 3105 of the French, including the wounded, were sent on shore by cartel, and 5225 perished.

As soon as the conquest was completed, Nelson sent orders through the fleet to return thanksgiving in every ship for the victory with which Almighty God had blessed his majesty’s arms. The French at Rosetta, who with miserable fear beheld the engagement, were at a loss to understand the stillness of the fleet during the performance of this solemn duty; but it seemed to affect many of the prisoners, officers as well as men; and graceless and godless as the officers were, some of them remarked that it was no wonder such order was Preserved in the British navy, when the minds of our men could be Impressed with such sentiments after so great a victory, and at a moment of such confusion. The French at Rosetta, seeing their four ships sail out of the bay unmolested, endeavoured to persuade themselves that they were in possession of the place of battle. But it was in vain thus to attempt, against their own secret and certain conviction, to deceive themselves; and even if they could have succeeded in this, the bonfires which the Arabs kindled along the whole coast, and over the country, for the three following nights, would soon have undeceived them. Thousands of Arabs and Egyptians lined the shore, and covered the house tops during the action, rejoicing in the destruction which had overtaken their invaders. Long after the battle, innumerable bodies were seen floating about the bay, in spite of all the exertions which were made to sink them, as well from fear of pestilence as from the loathing and horror which the sight occasioned. Great numbers were cast up upon the Isle of Bekier (Nelson’s Island, as it has since been called), and our sailors raised mounds of sand over them. Even after an interval of nearly three years Dr. Clarke saw them, and assisted in interring heaps of human bodies, which, having been thrown up by the sea where there were no jackals to devour them, presented a sight loathsome to humanity. The shore, for an extent of four leagues, was covered with wreck; and the Arabs found employment for many days in burning on the beach the fragments which were cast up, for the sake of the iron. Part of the ORIENT’s main-mast was picked up by the SWIFTSURE. Captain Hallowell ordered his carpenter to make a coffin of it; the iron, as well as the wood, was taken from the wreck of the same ship; it was finished as well and handsomely as the workman’s skill and materials would permit; and Hallowell then sent it to the admiral with the following letter:—”Sir, I have taken the liberty of presenting you a coffin made from the main mast of L’ORIENT, that when you have finished your military career in this world you may be buried in one of your trophies. But that that period may be far distant is the earnest wish of your sincere friend, Benjamin Hallowell.” — An offering so strange, and yet so suited to the occasion, was received by Nelson in the spirit with which it was sent. As if he felt it good for him, now that he was at the summit of his wishes, to have death before his eyes, he ordered the coffin to be placed upright in his cabin. Such a piece of furniture, however, was more suitable to his own feelings than to those of his guests and attendants; and an old favourite servant entreated him so earnestly to let it be removed, that at length he consented to have the coffin carried below; but he gave strict orders that it should be safely stowed, and reserved for the purpose for which its brave and worthy donor had designed it.

The victory was complete; but Nelson could not pursue it as he would have done for want of means. Had he been provided with small craft, nothing could have prevented the destruction of the store-ships and transports in the port of Alexandria: four bomb-vessels would at that time have burned the whole in a few hours. “Were I to die this moment.” said he in his despatches to the Admiralty, “WANT OF FRIGATES would be found stamped on my heart! No words of mine can express what I have suffered, and am suffering, for want of them.” He had also to bear up against great bodily suffering: the blow had so shaken his head, that from its constant and violent aching, and the perpetual sickness which accompanied the pain, he could scarcely persuade himself that the skull was not fractured. Had it not been for Troubridge, Ball, Hood, and Hallowell, he declared that he should have sunk under the fatigue of refitting the squadron. “All,” he said, “had done well; but these officers were his supporters.” But, amidst his sufferings and exertions, Nelson could yet think of all the consequences of his victory; and that no advantage from it might be lost, he despatched an officer overland to India, with letters to the governor of Bombay, informing him of the arrival of the French in Egypt, the total destruction of their fleet, and the consequent preservation of India from any attempt against it on the part of this formidable armament. “He knew that Bombay,” he said, “was their first object, if they could get there; but he trusted that Almighty God would overthrow in Egypt these pests of the human race. Buonaparte had never yet had to contend with an English officer, and he would endeavour to make him respect us.” This despatch he sent upon his own responsibility, with letters of credit upon the East India Company, addressed to the British consuls, vice-consuls, and merchants on his route; Nelson saying, “that if he had done wrong, he hoped the bills would be paid, and he would repay the Company; for, as an Englishman, he should be proud that it had been in his power to put our settlements on their guard.” The information which by this means reached India was of great importance. Orders had just been received for defensive preparations, upon a scale proportionate to the apprehended danger; and the extraordinary expenses which would otherwise have been incurred were thus prevented.

Nelson was now at the summit of glory; congratulations, rewards, and honours were showered upon him by all the states, and princes, and powers to whom his victory gave a respite. The first communication of this nature which he received was from the Turkish sultan, who, as soon as the invasion of Egypt was known, had called upon “all true believers to take arms against those swinish infidels the French, that they might deliver these blessed habitations from their accursed hands;” and who had ordered his “pashas to turn night into day in their efforts to take vengeance.” The present of “his imperial majesty, the powerful, formidable, and most magnificent Grand Seignior,” was a pelisse of sables, with broad sleeves, valued at 5000 dols.; and a diamond aigrette, valued at 18,000 dols., the most honourable badge among the Turks; and in this instance more especially honourable, because it was taken from one of the royal turbans. “If it were worth a million,” said Nelson to his wife, “my pleasure would be to see it in your possession.” The sultan also sent, in a spirit worthy of imitation, a purse of 2000 sequins, to be distributed among the wounded. The mother of the sultan sent him a box, set with diamonds, valued at L1000. The Czar Paul, in whom the better part of his strangely compounded nature at this time predominated, presented him with his portrait, set in diamonds, in a gold box, accompanied with a letter of congratulation, written by his own hand. The king of Sardinia also wrote to him, and sent a gold box set with diamonds. Honours in profusion were awaiting him at Naples. In his own country the king granted these honourable augmentations to his armorial ensign: a chief undulated, ARGENT: thereon waves of the sea; from which a palm tree issuant, between a disabled ship on the dexter, and a ruinous battery on the sinister all proper; and for his crest, on a naval crown, OR, the chelengk, or plume, presented to him by the Turk, with the motto, PALMAM QUI MERUIT FERAT. And to his supporters, being a sailor on the dexter, and a lion on the sinister, were given these honourable augmentations: a palm branch in the sailor’s hand, and another in the paw of the lion, both proper; with a tri-coloured flag and staff in the lion’s mouth. He was created Baron Nelson of the Nile, and of Burnham Thorpe, with a pension of L2000 for his own life, and those of his two immediate successors. When the grant was moved in the House of Commons, General Walpole expressed an opinion that a higher degree of rank ought to be conferred. Mr. Pitt made answer, that he thought it needless to enter into that question. “Admiral Nelson’s fame,” he said, “would be co-equal with the British name; and it would be remembered that he had obtained the greatest naval victory on record, when no man would think of asking whether he had been created a baron, a viscount, or an earl.” It was strange that, in the very act of conferring a title, the minister should have excused himself for not having conferred a higher one, by representing all titles, on such an occasion, as nugatory and superfluous. True, indeed, whatever title had been bestowed, whether viscount, earl, marquis, duke, or prince, if our laws had so permitted, he who received it would have been Nelson still. That name he had ennobled beyond all addition of nobility; it was the name by which England loved him, France feared him, Italy, Egypt, and Turkey celebrated him, and by which he will continue to be known while the present kingdoms and languages of the world endure, and as long as their history after them shall be held in remembrance. It depended upon the degree of rank what should be the fashion of his coronet, in what page of the red book his name was to be inserted, and what precedency should be allowed his lady in the drawing-room and at the ball. That Nelson’s honours were affected thus far, and no further, might be conceded to Mr. Pitt and his colleagues in administration; but the degree of rank which they thought proper to allot was the measure of their gratitude, though not of his service. This Nelson felt, and this he expressed, with indignation, among his friends.

Whatever may have been the motives of the ministry, and whatever the formalities with which they excused their conduct to themselves, the importance and magnitude of the victory were universally acknowledged. A grant of L10,000 was voted to Nelson by the East India Company; the Turkish Company presented him with a piece of plate; the City of London presented a sword to him, and to each of his captains; gold medals were distributed to the captains; and the first lieutenants of all the ships were promoted, as had been done after Lord Howe’s victory. Nelson was exceedingly anxious that the captain and first lieutenant of the CULLODEN should not be passed over because of their misfortune. To Troubridge himself he said, “Let us rejoice that the ship which got on shore was commanded by an officer whose character is so thoroughly established.” To the Admiralty he stated that Captain Troubridge’s conduct was as fully entitled to praise as that of any one officer in the squadron, and as highly deserving of reward. “It was Troubridge,” said he, “who equipped the squadron so soon at Syracuse; it was Troubridge who exerted himself for me after the action; it was Troubridge who saved the CULLODEN, when none that I know in the service would have attempted it.” The gold medal, therefore, by the king’s express desire, was given to Captain Troubridge, “for his services both before and since, and for the great and wonderful exertion which he made at the time of the action in saving and getting off his ship.” The private letter from the Admiralty to Nelson informed him that the first lieutenants of all the ships ENGAGED were to be promoted. Nelson instantly wrote to the commander-in-chief: “I sincerely hope,” said he, “this is not intended to exclude the first lieutenant of the CULLODEN. For heaven’s sake — for my sake, if it be so — get it altered. Our dear friend Troubridge has endured enough. His sufferings were, in every respect, more than any of us.” To the Admiralty he wrote in terms equally warm. “I hope, and believe, the word ENGAGED is not intended to exclude the CULLODEN. The merits of that ship, and her gallant Captain, are too well known to benefit by anything I could say. Her misfortune was great in getting aground, while her more fortunate companions were in the full tide of happiness. No: I am confident that my good Lord Spencer will never add misery to misfortune. Captain Troubridge on shore is superior to captains afloat: in the midst of his great misfortunes he made those signals which prevented certainly the ALEXANDER and SWIFTSURE from running on the shoals. I beg your pardon for writing on a subject which, I verily believe, has never entered your lordship’s head; but my heart, as it ought to be, is warm to my gallant friends.” Thus feelingly alive was Nelson to the claims, and interests, and feelings of others. The Admiralty replied, that the exception was necessary, as the ship had not been in action; but they desired the commander-in-chief to promote the lieutenant upon the first vacancy which should occur.

Nelson, in remembrance of an old and uninterrupted friendship, appointed Alexander Davison sole prize agent for the captured ships: upon which Davison ordered medals to be struck in gold, for the captains; in silver, for the lieutenants and warrant officers; in gilt metal for the petty officers; and in copper for the seamen and marines. The cost of this act of liberality amounted nearly to L2000. It is worthy of record on another account; — for some of the gallant men, who received no other honorary badge of their conduct on that memorable day than this copper medal from a private individual, years afterwards, when they died upon a foreign station, made it their last request, that the medals might carefully be sent home to their respective friends. So sensible are brave men of honour, in whatever rank they may be placed.

Three of the frigates, whose presence would have been so essential a few weeks sooner, joined the squadron on the twelfth day after the action. The fourth joined a few days after them. Nelson thus received despatches, which rendered it necessary for him to return to Naples. Before he left Egypt he burned three of the prizes; they could not have been fitted for a passage to Gibraltar in less than a month, and that at a great expense, and with the loss of the services of at least two sail of the line. “I rest assured,” he said to the Admiralty, “that they will be paid for, and have held out that assurance to the squadron. For if an admiral, after a victory, is to look after the captured ships, and not to the distressing of the enemy, very dearly, indeed, must the nation pay for the prizes. I trust that L60,000 will be deemed a very moderate sum for them: and when the services, time, and men, with the expense of fitting the three ships for a voyage to England, are considered, government will save nearly as much as they are valued at. Paying for prizes,” he continued, “is no new idea of mine, and would often prove an amazing saving to the state, even without taking into calculation what the nation loses by the attention of admirals to the property of the captors; an attention absolutely necessary, as a recompence for the exertions of the officers and men. An admiral may be amply rewarded by his own feelings, and by the approbation of his superiors; but what reward have the inferior officers and men but the value of the prizes? If an admiral takes that from them, on any consideration, he cannot expect to be well supported.” To Earl St. Vincent he said, “If he could have been sure that government would have paid a reasonable value for them, he would have ordered two of the other prizes to be burnt, for they would cost more in refitting, and by the loss of ships attending them, than they were worth.”

Having sent the six remaining prizes forward, under Sir James Saumarez, Nelson left Captain Hood, in the ZEALOUS off Alexandria, with the SWIFTSURE, GOLIATH, Alcmene, ZEALOUS, and EMERALD, and stood out to sea himself on the seventeenth day after the battle.




CHAPTER VI. 1798 - 1800
 

Nelson returns to Naples — State of that Court and Kingdom — General Mack — The French approach Naples — Flight of the Royal Family — Successes of the Allies in Italy — Transactions in the Bay of Naples — Expulsion of the French from the Neapolitan and Roman States — Nelson is made Duke of Bronte — He leaves the Mediterranean and returns to England.

NELSON’s health had suffered greatly while he was in the AGAMEMNON. “My complaint,” he said, “is as if a girth were buckled taut over my breast, and my endeavour in the night is to get it loose.” After the battle of Cape St. Vincent he felt a little rest to be so essential to his recovery, that he declared he would not continue to serve longer than the ensuing summer, unless it should be absolutely necessary; for in his own strong language, he had then been four years and nine months without one moment’s repose for body or mind. A few months’ intermission of labour he had obtained — not of rest, for it was purchased with the loss of a limb; and the greater part of the time had been a season of constant pain. As soon as his shattered frame had sufficiently recovered for him to resume his duties, he was called to services of greater importance than any on which he had hitherto been employed, which brought with them commensurate fatigue and care.

The anxiety which he endured during his long pursuit of the enemy, was rather changed in its direction than abated by their defeat; and this constant wakefulness of thought, added to the effect of his wound, and the exertions from which it was not possible for one of so ardent and wide-reaching a mind to spare himself, nearly proved fatal. On his way back to Italy he was seized with fever. For eighteen hours his life was despaired of; and even when the disorder took a favourable turn, and he was so far recovered as again to appear on deck, he himself thought that his end was approaching — such was the weakness to which the fever and cough had reduced him. Writing to Earl St. Vincent on the passage, he said to him, “I never expect, my dear lord, to see your face again. It may please God that this will be the finish to that fever of anxiety which I have endured from the middle of June; but be that as it pleases his goodness. I am resigned to his will.”

The kindest attentions of the warmest friendship were awaiting him at Naples. “Come here,” said Sir William Hamilton, “for God’s sake, my dear friend, as soon as the service will permit you. A pleasant apartment is ready for you in my house, and Emma is looking out for the softest pillows to repose the few wearied limbs you have left.” Happy would it have been for Nelson if warm and careful friendship had been all that waited him there. He himself saw at that time the character of the Neapolitan court, as it first struck an Englishman, in its true light; and when he was on the way, he declared that he detested the voyage to Naples, and that nothing but necessity could have forced him to it. But never was any hero, on his return from victory, welcomed with more heartfelt joy. Before the battle of Aboukir the Court at Naples had been trembling for its existence. The language which the Directory held towards it was well described by Sir William Hamilton as being exactly the language of a highwayman. The Neapolitans were told that Benevento might be added to their dominions, provided they would pay a large sum, sufficient to satisfy the Directory; and they were warned, that if the proposal were refused, or even if there were any delay in accepting it, the French would revolutionise all Italy. The joy, therefore, of the Court at Nelson’s success was in proportion to the dismay from which that success relieved them. The queen was a daughter of Maria Theresa, and sister of Maria Antoinette. Had she been the wisest and gentlest of her sex, it would not have been possible for her to have regarded the French without hatred and horror; and the progress of revolutionary opinions, while it perpetually reminded her of her sister’s fate, excited no unreasonable apprehensions for her own. Her feelings, naturally ardent, and little accustomed to restraint, were excited to the highest pitch when the news of the victory arrived. Lady Hamilton, her constant friend and favourite, who was present, says, “It is not possible to describe her transports; she wept, she kissed her husband, her children, walked frantically about the room, burst into tears again, and again kissed and embraced every person near her; exclaiming, ‘O brave Nelson! O God! bless and protect our brave deliverer! O Nelson! Nelson! what do we not owe you! O conqueror — saviour of Italy! O that my swollen heart could now tell him personally what we owe to him!’” She herself wrote to the Neapolitan ambassador at London upon the occasion, in terms which show the fulness of her joy, and the height of the hopes which it had excited. “I wish I could give wings,” said she, “to the bearer of the news, and at the same time to our most sincere gratitude. The whole of the sea-coast of Italy saved; and this is owing alone to the generous English. This battle, or, to speak more correctly, this total defeat of the regicide squadron, was obtained by the valour of this brave admiral, seconded by a navy which is the terror of its enemies. The victory is so complete that I can still scarcely believe it; and if it were not the brave English nation, which is accustomed to perform prodigies by sea, I could not persuade myself that it had happened. It would have moved you to have seen all my children, boys and girls, hanging on my neck, and crying for joy at the happy news. Recommend the hero to his master: he has filled the whole of Italy with admiration of the English. Great hopes were entertained of some advantages being gained by his bravery, but no one could look for so total a destruction. All here are drunk with joy.”

Such being the feelings of the royal family, it may well be supposed with what delight, and with what honours Nelson would be welcomed. Early on the 22nd of September the poor wretched VANGUARD, as he called his shattered vessel, appeared in sight of Naples. The CULLODEN and ALEXANDER had preceded her by some days, and given notice of her approach. Many hundred boats and barges were ready to go forth and meet him, with music and streamers and every demonstration of joy and triumph. Sir William and Lady Hamilton led the way in their state barge. They had seen Nelson only for a few days, four years ago, but they then perceived in him that heroic spirit which was now so fully and gloriously manifested to the world. Emma Lady Hamilton, who from this time so greatly influenced his future life, was a woman whose personal accomplishments have seldom been equalled, and whose powers of mind were not less fascinating than her person. She was passionately attached to the queen; and by her influence the British fleet had obtained those supplies at Syracuse, without which, Nelson always asserted, the battle of Aboukir could not have been fought. During the long interval which passed before any tidings were received, her anxiety had been hardly less than that of Nelson himself, while pursuing an enemy of whom he could obtain no information; and when the tidings were brought her by a joyful bearer, open-mouthed, its effect was such that she fell like one who had been shot. She and Sir William had literally been made ill by their hopes and fears, and joy at a catastrophe so far exceeding all that they had dared to hope for. Their admiration for the hero necessarily produced a degree of proportionate gratitude and affection; and when their barge came alongside the VANGUARD, at the sight of Nelson, Lady Hamilton sprang up the ship’s side, and exclaiming, “O God! is it possible!” fell into his arms more, he says, like one dead than alive. He described the meeting as “terribly affecting.” These friends had scarcely recovered from their tears, when the king, who went out to meet him three leagues in the royal barge, came on board and took him by the hand, calling him his deliverer and preserver. From all the boats around he was saluted with the same appellations: the multitude who surrounded him when he landed repeated the same enthusiastic cries; and the lazzaroni displayed their joy by holding up birds in cages, and giving them their liberty as he passed.

His birth-day, which occurred a week after his arrival, was celebrated with one of the most splendid fetes ever beheld at Naples. But, notwithstanding the splendour with which he was encircled, and the flattering honours with which all ranks welcomed him, Nelson was fully sensible of the depravity, as well as weakness, of those by whom he was surrounded. “What precious moments,” said he, “the courts of Naples and Vienna are losing! Three months would liberate Italy! but this court is so enervated that the happy moment will be lost. I am very unwell; and their miserable conduct is not likely to cool my irritable temper. It is a country of fiddlers and poets, whores and scoundrels.” This sense of their ruinous weakness he always retained; nor was he ever blind to the mingled folly and treachery of the Neapolitan ministers, and the complication in iniquities under which the country groaned; but he insensibly, under the influence of Lady Hamilton, formed an affection for the court, to whose misgovernment the miserable condition of the country was so greatly to be imputed. By the kindness of her nature, as well as by her attractions, she had won his heart. Earl St. Vincent, writing to her at this time, says, “Pray do not let your fascinating Neapolitan dames approach too near our invaluable friend Nelson, for he is made of flesh and blood, and cannot resist their temptations.” But this was addressed to the very person from whom he was in danger.

The state of Naples may be described in few words. The king was one of the Spanish Bourbons. As the Caesars have shown us to what wickedness the moral nature of princes may be perverted, so in this family, the degradation to which their intellectual nature can be reduced has been not less conspicuously evinced. Ferdinand, like the rest of his race, was passionately fond of field sports, and cared for nothing else. His queen had all the vices of the house of Austria, with little to mitigate, and nothing to ennoble them — provided she could have her pleasures, and the king his sports, they cared not in what manner the revenue was raised or administered. Of course a system of favouritism existed at court, and the vilest and most impudent corruption prevailed in every department of state, and in every branch of administration, from the highest to the lowest. It is only the institutions of Christianity, and the vicinity of better-regulated states, which prevent kingdoms, under such circumstances of misrule, from sinking into a barbarism like that of Turkey. A sense of better things was kept alive in some of the Neapolitans by literature, and by their intercourse with happier countries. These persons naturally looked to France, at the commencement of the Revolution, and during all the horrors of that Revolution still cherished a hope that, by the aid of France, they might be enabled to establish a new order of things in Naples. They were grievously mistaken in supposing that the principles of liberty would ever be supported by France, but they were not mistaken in believing that no government could be worse than their own; and therefore they considered any change as desirable. In this opinion men of the most different characters agreed. Many of the nobles, who were not in favour, wished for a revolution, that they might obtain the ascendancy to which they thought themselves entitled; men of desperate fortunes desired it, in the hope of enriching themselves; knaves and intriguers sold themselves to the French to promote it; and a few enlightened men, and true lovers of their country, joined in the same cause, from the purest and noblest motives. All these were confounded under the common name of Jacobins; and the Jacobins of the continental kingdoms were regarded by the English with more hatred than they deserved. They were classed with Phillippe Egalite, Marat, and Hebert; whereas they deserved rather to be ranked, if not with Locke, and Sydney, and Russell, at least with Argyle and Monmouth, and those who, having the same object as the prime movers of our own Revolution, failed in their premature but not unworthy attempt.

No circumstances could be more unfavourable to the best interests of Europe, than those which placed England in strict alliance with the superannuated and abominable governments of the continent. The subjects of those governments who wished for freedom thus became enemies to England, and dupes and agents of France. They looked to their own grinding grievances, and did not see the danger with which the liberties of the world were threatened. England, on the other hand, saw the danger in its true magnitude, but was blind to these grievances, and found herself compelled to support systems which had formerly been equally the object of her abhorrence and her contempt. This was the state of Nelson’s mind; he knew that there could be no peace for Europe till the pride of France was humbled, and her strength broken; and he regarded all those who were the friends of France as traitors to the common cause, as well as to their own individual sovereigns. There are situations in which the most opposite and hostile parties may mean equally well, and yet act equally wrong. The court of Naples, unconscious of committing any crime by continuing the system of misrule to which they had succeeded, conceived that, in maintaining things as they were, they were maintaining their own rights, and preserving the people from such horrors as had been perpetrated in France. The Neapolitan revolutionists thought that without a total change of system, any relief from the present evils was impossible, and they believed themselves justified in bringing about that change by any means. Both parties knew that it was the fixed intention of the French to revolutionise Naples. The revolutionists supposed that it was for the purpose of establishing a free government; the court, and all disinterested persons, were perfectly aware that the enemy had no other object than conquest and plunder.

The battle of the Nile shook the power of France. Her most successful general, and her finest army, were blocked up in Egypt — hopeless, as it appeared, of return; and the government was in the hands of men without talents, without character, and divided among themselves. Austria, whom Buonaparte had terrified into a peace, at a time when constancy on her part would probably have led to his destruction, took advantage of the crisis to renew the war. Russia also was preparing to enter the field with unbroken forces, led by a general, whose extraordinary military genius would have entitled him to a high and honourable rank in history, if it had not been sullied by all the ferocity of a barbarian. Naples, seeing its destruction at hand, and thinking that the only means of averting it was by meeting the danger, after long vacillations, which were produced by the fears and treachery of its council, agreed at last to join this new coalition with a numerical force of 80,000 men. Nelson told the king, in plain terms, that he had his choice, either to advance, trusting to God for his blessing on a just cause, and prepared to die sword in hand, or to remain quiet, and be kicked out of his kingdom; one of these things must happen. The king made answer he would go on, and trust in God and Nelson; and Nelson, who would else have returned to Egypt, for the purpose of destroying the French shipping in Alexandria, gave up his intention at the desire of the Neapolitan court, and resolved to remain on that station, in the hope that he might be useful to the movements of the army. He suspected also, with reason, that the continuance of his fleet was so earnestly requested, because the royal family thought their persons would be safer, in case of any mishap, under the British flag, than under their own.

His first object was the recovery of Malta — an island which the King of Naples pretended to claim. The Maltese, whom the villanous knights of their order had betrayed to France, had taken up arms against their rapacious invaders, with a spirit and unanimity worthy of the highest praise. They blockaded the French garrison by land, and a small squadron, under Captain Ball, began to blockade them by sea, on the 12th of October. Twelve days afterwards Nelson arrived. “It is as I suspected,” he says: “the ministers at Naples know nothing of the situation of the island. Not a house or bastion of the town is in possession of the islanders: and the Marquis de Niza tells us they want arms, victuals, and support. He does not know that any Neapolitan officers are on the island; perhaps, although I have their names, none are arrived; and it is very certain, by the marquis’s account, that no supplies have been sent by the governors of Syracuse and Messina.” The little island of Gozo, dependent upon Malta, which had also been seized and garrisoned by the French, capitulated soon after his arrival, and was taken possession of by the British, in the name of his Sicilian Majesty — a power who had no better claim to it than France. Having seen this effected, and reinforced Captain Ball, he left that able officer to perform a most arduous and important part, and returned himself to cooperate with the intended movements of the Neapolitans.

General Mack was at the head of the Neapolitan troops. All that is now doubtful concerning this man is, whether he was a coward or a traitor. At that time he was assiduously extolled as a most consummate commander, to whom Europe might look for deliverance. And when he was introduced by the king and queen to the British admiral, the queen said to him, “Be to us by land, general, what my hero Nelson has been by sea.” Mack, on his part, did not fail to praise the force which he was appointed to command. “It was,” he said, “the finest army in Europe.” Nelson agreed with him that there could not be finer men; but when the general, at a review, so directed the operations of a mock fight, that by an unhappy blunder his own troops were surrounded, instead of those of the enemy, he turned to his friends and exclaimed with bitterness, that the fellow did not understand his business. Another circumstance, not less characteristic, confirmed Nelson in his judgment. “General Mack:” said he, in one of his letters, “cannot move without five carriages! I have formed my opinion. I heartily pray I may be mistaken.”

While Mack, at the head of 32,000 men, marched into the Roman state, 5000 Neapolitans were embarked on board the British and Portuguese squadron, to take possession of Leghorn. This was effected without opposition; and the Grand Duke of Tuscany, whose neutrality had been so outrageously violated by the French, was better satisfied with the measure than some of the Neapolitans themselves. Nasseli, their general, refused to seize the French vessels at Leghorn, because he and the Duke di Sangro, who was ambassador at the Tuscan court, maintained that the king of Naples was not at war with France. “What!” said Nelson, “has not the king received, as a conquest made by him, the republican flag taken at Gozo? Is not his own flag flying there, and at Malta, not only by his permission, but by his order? Is not his flag shot at every day by the French, and their shot returned from batteries which bear that flag? Are not two frigates and a corvette placed under my orders ready to fight the French, meet them where they may? Has not the king sent publicly from Naples guns, mortars, &c., with officers and artillery, against the French in Malta? If these acts are not tantamount to any written paper, I give up all knowledge of what is war.” This reasoning was of less avail than argument addressed to the general’s fears. Nelson told him that, if he permitted the many hundred French who were then in the mole to remain neutral, till they had a fair opportunity of being active, they had one sure resource, if all other schemes failed, which was to set one vessel on fire; the mole would be destroyed, probably the town also, and the port ruined for twenty years. This representation made Naselli agree to the half measure of laying an embargo on the vessels; among them were a great number of French privateers, some of which were of such force as to threaten the greatest mischief to our commerce, and about seventy sail of vessels belonging to the Ligurian republic, as Genoa was now called, laden with corn, and ready to sail for Genoa and France; where their arrival would have expedited the entrance of more French troops into Italy. “The general,” said Nelson, “saw, I believe, the consequence of permitting these vessels to depart, in the same light as myself; but there is this difference between us: he prudently, and certainly safely, waits the orders of his court, taking no responsibility upon himself; I act from the circumstances of the moment, as I feel may be most advantageous for the cause which I serve, taking all responsibility on myself.” It was in vain to hope for anything vigorous or manly from such men as Nelson was compelled to act with. The crews of the French ships and their allies were ordered to depart in two days. Four days elapsed and nobody obeyed the order; nor, in spite of the representations of the British minister, Mr. Wyndham, were any means taken to enforce it: the true Neapolitan shuffle, as Nelson called it, took place on all occasions. After an absence of ten days he returned to Naples; and receiving intelligence there from Mr. Wyndham that the privateers were at last to be disarmed, the corn landed, and the crews sent away, he expressed his satisfaction at the news in characteristic language, saying, “So far I am content. The enemy will be distressed; and, thank God, I shall get no money. The world, I know, think that money is our god; and now they will be undeceived as far as relates to us. Down, down with the French! is my constant prayer.”

Odes, sonnets, and congratulatory poems of every description were poured in upon Nelson on his arrival at Naples. An Irish Franciscan, who was one of the poets, not being content with panegyric upon this occasion, ventured on a flight of prophecy, and predicted that Lord Nelson would take Rome with his ships. His lordship reminded Father M’Cormick that ships could not ascend the Tiber; but the father, who had probably forgotten this circumstance, met the objection with a bold front, and declared he saw that it would come to pass notwithstanding. Rejoicings of this kind were of short duration. The King of Naples was with the army which had entered Rome; but the castle of St. Angelo was held by the French, and 13,000 French were strongly posted in the Roman states at Castallana. Mack had marched against them with 20,000 men. Nelson saw that the event was doubtful, or rather that there could be very little hope of the result. But the immediate fate of Naples, as he well knew, hung upon the issue. “If Mack is defeated,” said he, “in fourteen days this country is lost; for the emperor has not yet moved his army, and Naples has not the power of resisting the enemy. It was not a case for choice, but of necessity, which induced the king to march out of his kingdom, and not wait till the French had collected a force sufficient to drive him out of it in a week.” He had no reliance upon the Neapolitan officers, who, as he described them, seemed frightened at a drawn sword or a loaded gun; and he was perfectly aware of the consequences which the sluggish movements and deceitful policy of the Austrians were likely to bring down upon themselves and all their continental allies. “A delayed war on the part of the emperor,” said he, writing to the British minister at Vienna, “will be destructive to this monarchy of Naples; and, of course, to the newly-acquired dominions of the Emperor in Italy. Had the war commenced in September or October, all Italy would, at this moment, have been liberated. This month is worse than the last; the next will render the contest doubtful; and, in six months, when the Neapolitan republic will be organised, armed, and with its numerous resources called forth, the emperor will not only be defeated in Italy, but will totter on his throne at Vienna. DOWN, DOWN WITH THE FRENCH! ought to be written in the council-room of every country in the world; and may Almighty God give right thoughts to every sovereign, is my constant prayer!” His perfect foresight of the immediate event was clearly shown in this letter, when he desired the ambassador to assure the empress (who was a daughter of the house of Naples) that, notwithstanding the councils which had shaken the throne of her father and mother, he would remain there, ready to save their persons, and her brothers and sisters; and that he had also left ships at Leghorn to save the lives of the grand duke and her sister: “For all,” said he, “must be a republic, if the emperor does not act with expedition and vigour.”

His fears were soon verified. “The Neapolitan officers,” said Nelson, “did not lose much honour, for, God knows, they had not much to lose; but they lost all they had.” General St. Philip commanded the right wing, of 19,000 men. He fell in with 3000 of the enemy; and, as soon as he came near enough, deserted to them. One of his men had virtue enough to level a musket at him, and shot him through the arm; but the wound was not sufficient to prevent him from joining with the French in pursuit of his own countrymen. Cannon, tents, baggage, and military chest, were all forsaken by the runaways, though they lost only forty men; for the French having put them to flight and got possession of everything, did not pursue an army of more than three times their own number. The main body of the Neapolitans, under Mack, did not behave better. The king returned to Naples, where every day brought with it tidings of some new disgrace from the army and the discovery of some new treachery at home; till, four days after his return, the general sent him advice that there was no prospect of stopping the progress of the enemy, and that the royal family must look to their own personal safety. The state of the public mind at Naples was such, at this time, that neither the British minister nor the British Admiral thought it prudent to appear at court. Their motions were watched; and the revolutionists had even formed a plan for seizing and detaining them as hostages, to prevent an attack on the city after the French should have taken possession of it. A letter which Nelson addressed at this time to the First Lord of the Admiralty, shows in what manner he contemplated the possible issue of the storm, it was in these words:—”My dear lord, there is an old saying, that when things are at the worst they must mend: now the mind of man cannot fancy things worse than they are here. But, thank God! my health is better, my mind never firmer, and my heart in the right trim to comfort, relieve, and protect those whom it is my duty to afford assistance to. Pray, my lord, assure our gracious sovereign that while I live, I will support his glory; and that if I fall, it shall be in a manner worthy of your lordship’s faithful and obliged Nelson. I must not write more. Every word may be a text for a long letter.”

Meantime Lady Hamilton arranged every thing for the removal of the royal family. This was conducted on her part with the greatest address, and without suspicion, because she had been in habits of constant correspondence with the queen. It was known that the removal could not be effected without danger; for the mob, and especially the lazzaroni, were attached to the king; and as at this time they felt a natural presumption in their own numbers and strength, they insisted that he should not leave Naples. Several persons fell victims to their fury; among others was a messenger from Vienna, whose body was dragged under the windows of the palace in the king’s sight. The king and queen spoke to the mob, and pacified them; but it would not have been safe, while they were in this agitated state, to have embarked the effects of the royal family openly. Lady Hamilton, like a heroine of modern romance, explored with no little danger a subterraneous passage leading from the palace to the sea-side: through this passage the royal treasures, the choicest pieces of painting and sculpture, and other property to the amount of two millions and a half, were conveyed to the shore, and stowed safely on board the English ships. On the night of the 21st, at half-past eight, Nelson landed, brought out the whole royal family, embarked them in three barges, and carried them safely, through a tremendous sea, to the VANGUARD. Notice was then immediately given to the British merchants, that they would be received on board any ships in the squadron. Their property had previously been embarked in transports. Two days were passed in the bay, for the purpose of taking such persons on board as required an asylum; and, on the night of the 23rd, the fleet sailed. The next day a more violent storm arose than Nelson had ever before encountered. On the 25th, the youngest of the princes was taken ill, and died in Lady Hamilton’s arms. During this whole trying season, Lady Hamilton waited upon the royal family with the zeal of the most devoted servant, at a time when, except one man, no person belonging to the court assisted them.

On the morning of the 26th the royal family were landed at Palermo. It was soon seen that their flight had not been premature. Prince Pignatelli, who had been left as vicar-general and viceroy, with orders to defend the kingdom to the last rock in Calabria, sent plenipotentiaries to the French camp before Capua; and they, for the sake of saving the capital, signed an armistice, by which the greater part of the kingdom was given up to the enemy: a cession that necessarily led to the loss of the whole. This was on the 10th of January. The French advanced towards Naples. Mack, under pretext of taking shelter from the fury of the lazzaroni, fled to the French General Championet, who sent him under an escort to Milan; but as France hoped for further services from this wretched traitor, it was thought prudent to treat him apparently as a prisoner of war. The Neapolitan army disappeared in a few days: of the men, some, following their officers, deserted to the enemy; the greater part took the opportunity of disbanding themselves. The lazzaroni proved true to their country; they attacked the enemy’s advanced posts, drove them in, and were not dispirited by the murderous defeat which they suffered from the main body. Flying into the city, they continued to defend it, even after the French had planted their artillery in the principal streets. Had there been a man of genius to have directed their enthusiasm, or had there been any correspondent feelings in the higher ranks, Naples might have set a glorious example to Europe, and have proved the grave of every Frenchman who entered it. But the vices of the government had extinguished all other patriotism than that of the rabble, who had no other than that sort of loyalty which was like the fidelity of a dog to its master. This fidelity the French and their adherents counteracted by another kind of devotion: the priests affirmed that St. Januarius had declared in favour of the revolution. The miracle of his blood was performed with the usual success, and more than usual effect, on the very evening when, after two days of desperate fighting, the French obtained possession of Naples. A French guard of honour was stationed at his church. Championet gave, “Respect for St. Januarius!” as the word for the army; and the next day TE DEUM was sung by the archbishop in the cathedral; and the inhabitants were invited to attend the ceremony, and join in thanksgiving for the glorious entry of the French; who, it was said, being under the peculiar protection of Providence, had regenerated the Neapolitans, and were come to establish and consolidate their happiness.

It seems to have been Nelson’s opinion that the Austrian cabinet regarded the conquest of Naples with complacency, and that its measures were directed so as designedly not to prevent the French from overrunning it. That cabinet was assuredly capable of any folly, and of any baseness; and it is not improbable that at this time, calculating upon the success of the new coalition, it indulged a dream of adding extensively to its former Italian possessions; and, therefore, left the few remaining powers of Italy to be overthrown, as a means which would facilitate its own ambitious views. The King of Sardinia, finding it impossible longer to endure the exactions of France and the insults of the French commissary, went to Leghorn, embarked on board a Danish frigate, and sailed, under British protection, to Sardinia — that part of his dominions which the maritime supremacy of England rendered a secure asylum. On his arrival he published a protest against the conduct of France, declaring, upon the faith and word of a king, that he had never infringed, even in the slightest degree, the treaties which he had made with the French republic. Tuscany was soon occupied by French troops — a fate which bolder policy might, perhaps, have failed to avert, but which its weak and timid neutrality rendered inevitable. Nelson began to fear even for Sicily. “Oh, my dear sir,” said he, writing to Commodore Duckworth, “one thousand English troops would save Messina; and I fear General Stuart cannot give me men to save this most important island!” But his representations were not lost upon Sir Charles Stuart. This officer hastened immediately from Minorca with 1000 men, assisted in the measures of defence which were taken, and did not return before he had satisfied himself that, if the Neapolitans were excluded from the management of affairs, and the spirit of the peasantry properly directed, Sicily was safe. Before his coming, Nelson had offered the king, if no resources should arrive, to defend Messina with the ship’s company of an English man-of-war.

Russia had now entered into the war. Corfu, surrendered to a Russian and Turkish fleet, acting now, for the first time, in strange confederacy yet against a power which was certainly the common and worst enemy of both. Troubridge having given up the blockade of Alexandria to Sir Sidney Smith, joined Nelson, bringing with him a considerable addition of strength; and in himself what Nelson valued more, a man, upon whose sagacity, indefatigable zeal, and inexhaustible resources, he could place full reliance. Troubridge was intrusted to commence the operations against the French in the bay of Naples. Meantime Cardinal Ruffo, a man of questionable character, but of a temper fitted for such times, having landed in Calabria, raised what he called a Christian army, composed of the best and the vilest materials — loyal peasants, enthusiastic priests and friars, galley slaves, the emptying of the jails, and banditti. The islands in the bay of Naples were joyfully delivered up by the inhabitants, who were in a state of famine already, from the effect of this baleful revolution. Troubridge distributed among them all his flour, and Nelson pressed the Sicilian court incessantly for supplies; telling them that L10,000 given away in provisions would, at this time, purchase a kingdom. Money, he was told, they had not to give; and the wisdom and integrity which might have supplied its wants were not to be found. “There is nothing,” said he, “which I propose, that is not, so far as orders go, implicitly complied with; but the execution is dreadful, and almost makes me mad. My desire to serve their majesties faithfully, as is my duty, has been such that I am almost blind and worn out; and cannot in my present state hold out much longer.”

Before any government can be overthrown by the consent of the people, the government must be intolerably oppressive, or the people thoroughly corrupted. Bad as the misrule at Naples had been, its consequences had been felt far less there than in Sicily; and the peasantry had that attachment to the soil which gives birth to so many of the noblest as well as of the happiest feelings. In all the islands the people were perfectly frantic with joy when they saw the Neapolitan colours hoisted. At Procida, Troubridge could not procure even a rag of the tri-coloured flag to lay at the king’s feet: it was rent into ten thousand pieces by the inhabitants, and entirely destroyed. “The horrid treatment of the French,” he said, “had made them mad.” It exasperated the ferocity of a character which neither the laws nor the religion under which they lived tended to mitigate. Their hatred was especially directed against the Neapolitan revolutionists; and the fishermen, in concert among themselves, chose each his own victim, whom he would stiletto when the day of vengeance should arrive. The head of one was sent off one morning to Troubridge, with his basket of grapes for breakfast; and a note from the Italian who had, what he called, the glory of presenting it, saying, he had killed the man as he was running away, and begging his excellency to accept the head, and consider it as a proof of the writer’s attachment to the crown. With the first successes of the court the work of punishment began. The judge at Ischia said it was necessary to have a bishop to degrade the traitorous priests before he could execute them; upon which Troubridge advised him to hang them first, and send them to him afterwards, if he did not think that degradation sufficient. This was said with the straightforward feeling of a sailor, who cared as little for canon-law as he knew about it; but when he discovered that the judge’s orders were to go through the business in a summary manner, under his sanction, he told him at once that could not be, for the prisoners were not British subjects; and he declined having anything to do with it. There were manifestly persons about the court, who, while they thirsted for the pleasure of vengeance, were devising how to throw the odium of it upon the English. They wanted to employ an English man-of-war to carry the priests to Palermo for degradation, and then bring them back for execution; and they applied to Troubridge for a hangman, which he indignantly refused. He, meantime, was almost heartbroken by the situation in which he found himself. He had promised relief to the islanders, relying upon the queen’s promise to him. He had distributed the whole of his private stock, — there was plenty of grain at Palermo, and in its neighbourhood, and yet none was sent him: the enemy, he complained, had more interest there than the king; and the distress for bread which he witnessed was such, he said, that it would move even a Frenchman to pity.

Nelson’s heart, too, was at this time a-shore. “To tell you,” he says, writing to Lady Hamilton, “how dreary and uncomfortable the VANGUARD appears, is only telling you what it is to go from the pleasantest society to a solitary cell, or from the dearest friends to no friends. I am now perfectly the GREAT MAN — not a creature near me. From my heart I wish myself the little man again. You and good Sir William have spoiled me for any place but with you.”

His mind was not in a happier state respecting public affairs. “As to politics,” said he, “at this time they are my abomination: the ministers of kings and princes are as great scoundrels as ever lived. The brother of the emperor is just going to marry the great Something of Russia, and it is more than expected that a kingdom is to be found for him in Italy, and that the king of Naples will be sacrificed.” Had there been a wise and manly spirit in the Italian states, or had the conduct of Austria been directed by anything like a principle of honour, a more favourable opportunity could not have been desired for restoring order and prosperity in Europe, than the misconduct of the French Directory at this time afforded. But Nelson perceived selfishness and knavery wherever he looked; and even the pleasure of seeing a cause prosper, in which he was so zealously engaged, was poisoned by his sense of the rascality of those with whom he was compelled to act. At this juncture intelligence arrived that the French fleet had escaped from Brest, under cover of a fog, passed Cadiz unseen by Lord Keith’s squadron, in hazy weather, and entered the Mediterranean. It was said to consist of twenty-four sail of the line, six frigates, and three sloops. The object of the French was to liberate the Spanish fleet, form a junction with them, act against Minorca and Sicily, and overpower our naval force in the Mediterranean, by falling in with detached squadrons, and thus destroying it in detail. When they arrived off Carthagena, they requested the Spanish ships to make sail and join; but the Spaniards replied they had not men to man them. To this it was answered that the French had men enough on board for that purpose. But the Spaniards seem to have been apprehensive of delivering up their ships thus entirely into the power of such allies, and refused to come out. The fleet from Cadiz, however, consisting of from seventeen to twenty sail of the line, got out, under Masaredo, a man who then bore an honourable name, which he has since rendered infamous by betraying his country. They met with a violent storm off the coast of Oran, which dismasted many of their ships, and so effectually disabled them as to prevent the junction, and frustrate a well-planned expedition.

Before this occurred, and while the junction was as probable as it would have been formidable, Nelson was in a state of the greatest anxiety. “What a state am I in!” said he to Earl St. Vincent. “If I go, I risk, and more than risk, Sicily; for we know, from experience, that more depends upon opinion than upon acts themselves; and, as I stay, my heart is breaking.” His first business was to summon Troubridge to join him, with all the ships of the line under his command, and a frigate, if possible. Then hearing that the French had entered the Mediterranean, and expecting them at Palermo, where he had only his own ship — with that single ship he prepared to make all the resistance possible. Troubridge having joined him, he left Captain E. J. Foote, of the SEAHORSE, to command the smaller vessels in the bay of Naples, and sailed with six ships — one a Portuguese, and a Portuguese corvette — telling Earl St. Vincent that the squadron should never fall into the hands of the enemy. “And before we are destroyed,” said he, “I have little doubt but they will have their wings so completely clipped that they may be easily overtaken.” It was just at this time that he received from Captain Hallowell the present of the coffin. Such a present was regarded by the men with natural astonishment. One of his old shipmates in the AGAMEMNON said, “We shall have hot work of it indeed! You see the admiral intends to fight till he is killed; and there he is to be buried.” Nelson placed it upright against the bulkhead of his cabin, behind his chair, where he sat at dinner. The gift suited him at this time. It is said that he was disappointed in the step-son whom he had loved so dearly from his childhood, and who had saved his life at Teneriffe; and it is certain that he had now formed an infatuated attachment for Lady Hamilton, which totally weaned his affections from his wife. Farther than this, there is no reason to believe that this most unfortunate attachment was criminal; but this was criminality enough, and it brought with it its punishment. Nelson was dissatisfied with himself, and therefore weary of the world. This feeling he now frequently expressed. “There is no true happiness in this life,” said he, “and in my present state I could quit it with a smile.” And in a letter to his old friend Davison he said, “Believe me, my only wish is to sink with honour into the grave; and when that shall please God, I shall meet death with a smile. Not that I am insensible to the honours and riches my king and country have heaped upon me — so much more than any officer could deserve; yet am I ready to quit this world of trouble, and envy none but those of the estate six feet by two.”

Well had it been for Nelson if he had made no other sacrifices to this unhappy attachment than his peace of mind; but it led to the only blot upon his public character. While he sailed from Palermo, with the intention of collecting his whole force, and keeping off Maretimo, either to receive reinforcements there if the French were bound upwards, or to hasten to Minorca if that should be their destination, Captain Foote, in the Sea-horse, with the Neapolitan frigates, and some small vessels, under his command, was left to act with a land force consisting of a few regular troops, of four different nations, and with the armed rabble which Cardinal Ruffo called the Christian army. His directions were to co-operate to the utmost of his power with the royalists, at whose head Ruffo had been placed, and he had no other instructions whatever. Ruffo advancing without any plan, but relying upon the enemy’s want of numbers, which prevented them from attempting to act upon the offensive, and ready to take advantage of any accident which might occur, approached Naples. Fort St. Elmo, which commands the town, was wholly garrisoned by the French troops; the castles of Uovo and Nuovo, which commanded the anchorage, were chiefly defended by Neapolitan revolutionists, the powerful men among them having taken shelter there. If these castles were taken, the reduction of Fort St. Elmo would be greatly expedited. They were strong places, and there was reason to apprehend that the French fleet might arrive to relieve them. Ruffo proposed to the garrison to capitulate, on condition that their persons and property should be guaranteed, and that they should, at their own option, either be sent to Toulon or remain at Naples, without being molested either in their persons or families. This capitulation was accepted: it was signed by the cardinal, and the Russian and Turkish commanders; and lastly, by Captain Foote, as commander of the British force. About six-and-thirty hours afterwards Nelson arrived in the bay with a force which had joined him during his cruise, consisting of seventeen sail of the line, with 1700 troops on board, and the Prince Royal of Naples in the admiral’s ship. A flag of truce was flying on the castles, and on board the SEAHORSE. Nelson made a signal to annul the treaty; declaring that he would grant rebels no other terms than those of unconditional submission. The cardinal objected to this: nor could all the arguments of Nelson, Sir W. Hamilton, and Lady Hamilton, who took an active part in the conference, convince him that a treaty of such a nature, solemnly concluded, could honourably be set aside. He retired at last, silenced by Nelson’s authority, but not convinced. Captain Foote was sent out of the bay; and the garrisons, taken out of the castles under pretence of carrying the treaty into effect, were delivered over as rebels to the vengeance of the Sicilian court. A deplorable transaction! a stain upon the memory of Nelson and the honour of England! To palliate it would be in vain; to justify it would be wicked: there is no alternative, for one who will not make himself a participator in guilt, but to record the disgraceful story with sorrow and with shame.

Prince Francesco Caraccioli, a younger branch of one of the noblest Neapolitan families, escaped from one of these castles before it capitulated. He was at the head of the marine, and was nearly seventy years of age, bearing a high character, both for professional and personal merit. He had accompanied the court to Sicily; but when the revolutionary government, or Parthenopean Republic, as it was called, issued an edict, ordering all absent Neapolitans to return on pain of confiscation of their property, he solicited and obtained permission of the king to return, his estates being very great. It is said that the king, when he granted him this permission, warned him not to take any part in politics; expressing at the same time his own persuasion that he should recover his kingdom. But neither the king, nor he himself, ought to have imagined that, in such times, a man of such reputation would be permitted to remain inactive; and it soon appeared that Caraccioli was again in command of the navy, and serving under the republic against his late sovereign. The sailors reported that he was forced to act thus; and this was believed, till it was seen that he directed ably the offensive operations of the revolutionists, and did not avail himself of opportunities for escaping when they offered. When the recovery of Naples was evidently near, he applied to Cardinal Ruffo, and to the Duke of Calvirrano, for protection; expressing his hope that the few days during which he had been forced to obey the French would not outweigh forty years of faithful services; but perhaps not receiving such assurances as he wished, and knowing too well the temper of the Sicilian court, he endeavoured to secrete himself, and a price was set upon his head. More unfortunately for others than for himself, he was brought in alive, having been discovered in the disguise of a peasant, and carried one morning on board Lord Nelson’s ship, with his hands tied behind him.

Caraccioli was well known to the British officers, and had been ever highly esteemed by all who knew him. Captain Hardy ordered him immediately to be unbound, and to be treated with all those attentions which he felt due to a man who, when last on board the FOUDROYANT, had been received as an admiral and a prince. Sir William and Lady Hamilton were in the ship; but Nelson, it is affirmed, saw no one except his own officers during the tragedy which ensued. His own determination was made; and he issued an order to the Neapolitan commodore, Count Thurn, to assemble a court-martial of Neapolitan officers, on board the British flag-ship, proceed immediately to try the prisoner, and report to him, if the charges were proved, what punishment he ought to suffer. These proceedings were as rapid as possible; Caraccioli was brought on board at nine in the forenoon, and the trial began at ten. It lasted two hours: he averred in his defence that he had acted under compulsion, having been compelled to serve as a common soldier, till he consented to take command of the fleet. This, the apologists of Lord Nelson say, he failed in proving. They forget that the possibility of proving it was not allowed him, for he was brought to trial within an hour after he was legally in arrest; and how, in that time, was he to collect his witnesses? He was found guilty, and sentenced to death; and Nelson gave orders that the sentence should be carried into effect that evening, at five o’clock, on board the Sicilian frigate, LA MINERVA, by hanging him at the fore-yard-arm till sunset; when the body was to be cut down and thrown into the sea. Caraccioli requested Lieut. Parkinson, under whose custody he was placed, to intercede with Lord Nelson for a second trial — for this, among other reasons, that Count Thurn, who presided at the court-martial, was notoriously his personal enemy. Nelson made answer, that the prisoner had been fairly tried by the officers of his own country, and he could not interfere; forgetting that, if he felt himself justified in ordering the trial and the execution, no human being could ever have questioned the propriety of his interfering on the side of mercy. Caraccioli then entreated that he might be shot. “I am an old man, sir,” said he: “I leave no family to lament me, and therefore cannot be supposed to be very anxious about prolonging my life; but the disgrace of being hanged is dreadful to me.” When this was repeated to Nelson, he only told the lieutenant, with much agitation, to go and attend his duty. As a last hope, Caraccioli asked the lieutenant if he thought an application to Lady Hamilton would be beneficial? Parkinson went to seek her; she was not to be seen on this occasion; but she was present at the execution. She had the most devoted attachment to the Neapolitan court; and the hatred which she felt against those whom she regarded as its enemies, made her at this time forget what was due to the character of her sex as well as of her country. Here, also, a faithful historian is called upon to pronounce a severe and unqualified condemnation of Nelson’s conduct. Had he the authority of his Sicilian majesty for proceeding as he did? If so, why was not that authority produced? If not, why were the proceedings hurried on without it? Why was the trial precipitated, so that it was impossible for the prisoner, if he had been innocent, to provide the witnesses, who might have proved him so? Why was a second trial refused, when the known animosity of the president of the court against the prisoner was considered? Why was the execution hastened, so as to preclude any appeal for mercy, and render the prerogative of mercy useless? Doubtless, the British Admiral seemed to himself to be acting under a rigid sense of justice; but to all other persons it was obvious that he was influenced by an infatuated attachment — a baneful passion, which destroyed his domestic happiness, and now, in a second instance, stained ineffaceably his public character.

The body was carried out to a considerable distance, and sunk in the bay, with three double-headed shot, weighing 250 lbs., tied to its legs. Between two or three weeks afterward, when the king was on board the FOUDROYANT, a Neapolitan fisherman came to the ship, and solemnly declared that Caraccioli had risen from the bottom of the sea, and was coming as fast as he could to Naples, swimming half out of the water. Such an account was listened to like a tale of idle credulity. The day being fair, Nelson, to please the king, stood out to sea; but the ship had not proceeded far before a body was distinctly seen, upright in the water, and approaching them. It was soon recognised to be indeed the corpse of Caraccioli, which had risen and floated, while the great weights attached to the legs kept the body in a position like that of a living man. A fact so extraordinary astonished the king, and perhaps excited some feeling of superstitious fear, akin to regret. He gave permission for the body to be taken on shore and receive Christian burial. It produced no better effect. Naples exhibited more dreadful scenes than it had witnessed in the days of Massaniello. After the mob had had their fill of blood and plunder, the reins were given to justice — if that can be called justice which annuls its own stipulations, looks to the naked facts alone, disregarding all motives and all circumstances; and without considering character, or science, or sex, or youth, sacrifices its victims, not for the public weal, but for the gratification of greedy vengeance.

The castles of St. Elmo, Gaieta, and Capua remained to be subdued. On the land side there was no danger that the French in these garrisons should be relieved, for Suvarof was now beginning to drive the enemy before him; but Nelson thought his presence necessary in the bay of Naples: and when Lord Keith, having received intelligence that the French and Spanish fleets had formed a junction, and sailed for Carthagena, ordered him to repair to Minorca with the whole or the greater part of his force, he sent Admiral Duckworth with a small part only. This was a dilemma which he had foreseen. “Should such an order come at this moment,” he said, in a letter previously written to the Admiralty, “it would be a case for some consideration, whether Minorca is to be risked, or the two kingdoms of Naples and Sicily; I rather think my decision would be to risk the former.” And after he had acted upon this opinion, he wrote in these terms to the Duke of Clarence, with whose high notions of obedience he was well acquainted: “I am well aware of the consequences of disobeying my orders; but as I have often before risked my life for the good cause, so I with cheerfulness did my commission; for although a military tribunal may think me criminal, the world will approve of my conduct; and I regard not my own safety when the honour of my king is at stake.”

Nelson was right in his judgment: no attempt was made on Minorca: and the expulsion of the French from Naples may rather be said to have been effected than accelerated by the English and Portuguese of the allied fleet, acting upon shore, under Troubridge. The French commandant at St. Elmo, relying upon the strength of the place, and the nature of the force which attacked it, had insulted Captain Foote in the grossest terms; but CITOYEN Mejan was soon taught better manners, when Troubridge, in spite of every obstacle, opened five batteries upon the fort. He was informed that none of his letters, with the insolent printed words at the top, LIBERTE EQALITE, GUERRE AUX TYRANS, &c. would be received; but that if he wrote like a soldier and a gentleman he would be answered in the same style. The Frenchman then began to flatter his antagonist upon the BIENFAISANCE and HUMANITE which, he said, were the least of the many virtues which distinguished Monsieur Troubridge. Monsieur Troubridge’s BIENFAISANCE was at this time thinking of mining the fort. “If we can accomplish that,” said he, “I am a strong advocate to send them, hostages and all, to Old Nick, and surprise him with a group of nobility and republicans. Meantime,” he added, “it was some satisfaction to perceive that the shells fell well, and broke some of their shins.” Finally, to complete his character, Mejan offered to surrender for 150,000 ducats. Great Britain, perhaps, has made but too little use of this kind of artillery, which France has found so effectual towards subjugating the continent: but Troubridge had the prey within his reach; and in the course of a few days, his last battery, “after much trouble and palaver,” as he said, “brought the vagabonds to their senses.”

Troubridge had more difficulties to overcome this siege, from the character of the Neapolitans who pretended to assist him, and whom he made useful, than even from the strength of the place and the skill of the French. “Such damned cowards and villains,” he declared, “he had never seen before.” The men at the advanced posts carried on, what he called, “a diabolical good understanding” with the enemy, and the workmen would sometimes take fright and run away. “I make the best I can,” said he, “of the degenerate race I have to deal with; the whole means of guns, ammunition, pioneers, &c., with all materials, rest with them. With fair promises to the men, and threats of instant death if I find any one erring, a little spur has been given.” Nelson said of him with truth, upon this occasion, that he was a first-rate general. “I find, sir,” said he afterwards in a letter to the Duke of Clarence, “that General Koehler does not approve of such irregular proceedings as naval officers attacking and defending fortifications. We have but one idea — to get close alongside. None but a sailor would have placed a battery only 180 yards from the Castle of St. Elmo; a soldier must have gone according to art, and the /\/\/\/\ way. My brave Troubridge went straight on, for we had no time to spare.”

Troubridge then proceeded to Capua, and took the command of the motley besieging force. One thousand of the best men in the fleet were sent to assist in the siege. Just at this time Nelson received a peremptory order from Lord Keith to sail with the whole of his force for the protection of Minorca; or, at least, to retain no more than was absolutely necessary at Sicily. “You will easily conceive my feelings,” said he in communicating this to Earl St. Vincent; “but my mind, as your lordship knows, was perfectly prepared for this order; and it is now, more than ever, made up. At this moment I will not part with a single ship; as I cannot do that without drawing a hundred and twenty men from each ship, now at the siege of Capua. I am fully aware of the act I have committed; but I am prepared for any fate which may await my disobedience. Capua and Gaieta will soon fall; and the moment the scoundrels of French are out of this kingdom I shall send eight or nine ships of the line to Minorca. I have done what I thought right — others may think differently; but it will be my consolation that I have gained a kingdom, seated a faithful ally of his Majesty firmly on his throne, and restored happiness to millions.”

At Capua, Troubridge had the same difficulties as at St. Elmo; and being farther from Naples, and from the fleet, was less able to overcome them. The powder was so bad that he suspected treachery; and when he asked Nelson to spare him forty casks from the ships, he told him it would be necessary that some Englishmen should accompany it, or they would steal one-half, and change the other. “All the men you see,” said he, “gentle and simple, are such notorious villains, that it is misery to be with them.” Capua, however, soon fell; Gaieta immediately afterwards surrendered to Captain Louis of the MINOTAUR. Here the commanding officer acted more unlike a Frenchman, Captain Louis said, than any one he had ever met; meaning that he acted like a man of honour. He required, however, that the garrison should carry away their horses, and other pillaged property: to which Nelson replied, “That no property which they did not bring with them into the country could be theirs: and that the greatest care should be taken to prevent them from carrying it away.” “I am sorry,” said he to Captain Louis, “that you have entered into any altercation. There is no way of dealing with a Frenchman but to knock him down; to be civil to them is only to be laughed at, when they are enemies.”

The whole kingdom of Naples was thus delivered by Nelson from the French. The Admiralty, however, thought it expedient to censure him for disobeying Lord Keith’s orders, and thus hazarding Minorca, without, as it appeared to them, any sufficient reason; and also for having landed seamen for the siege of Capua, to form part of an army employed in operations at a distance from the coast; where, in case of defeat, they might have been prevented from returning to their ships; and they enjoined him, “not to employ the seamen in like manner in future.” This reprimand was issued before the event was known; though, indeed, the event would not affect the principle upon which it proceeded. When Nelson communicated the tidings of his complete success, he said, in his public letter, “that it would not be the less acceptable for having been principally brought about by British sailors.” His judgment in thus employing them had been justified by the result; and his joy was evidently heightened by the gratification of a professional and becoming pride. To the first lord he said, at the same time, “I certainly, from having only a left hand, cannot enter into details which may explain the motives that actuated my conduct. My principle is, to assist in driving the French to the devil, and in restoring peace and happiness to mankind. I feel that I am fitter to do the action than to describe it.” He then added that he would take care of Minorca.

In expelling the French from Naples, Nelson had, with characteristic zeal and ability, discharged his duty; but he deceived himself when he imagined that he had seated Ferdinand firmly on his throne, and that he had restored happiness to millions. These objects might have been accomplished if it had been possible to inspire virtue and wisdom into a vicious and infatuated court; and if Nelson’s eyes had not been, as it were, spell-bound by that unhappy attachment, which had now completely mastered him, he would have seen things as they were; and might, perhaps, have awakened the Sicilian court to a sense of their interest, if not of their duty. That court employed itself in a miserable round of folly and festivity, while the prisons of Naples were filled with groans, and the scaffolds streamed with blood. St. Januarius was solemnly removed from his rank as patron saint of the kingdom, having been convicted of Jacobinism; and St. Antonio as solemnly installed in his place. The king, instead of re-establishing order at Naples by his presence, speedily returned to Palermo, to indulge in his favourite amusements. Nelson, and the ambassador’s family, accompanied the court; and Troubridge remained, groaning over the villany and frivolity of those with whom he was compelled to deal. A party of officers applied to him for a passage to Palermo, to see the procession of St. Rosalia: he recommended them to exercise their troops, and not behave like children. It was grief enough for him that the court should be busied in these follies, and Nelson involved in them. “I dread, my lord,” said he, “all the feasting, &c. at Palermo. I am sure your health will be hurt. If so, all their saints will be damned by the navy. The king would be better employed digesting a good government; everything gives way to their pleasures. The money spent at Palermo gives discontent here; fifty thousand people are unemployed, trade discouraged, manufactures at a stand. It is the interest of many here to keep the king away: they all dread reform. Their villanies are so deeply rooted, that if some method is not taken to dig them out, this government cannot hold together. Out of twenty millions of ducats, collected as the revenue, only thirteen millions reach the treasury; and the king pays four ducats where he should pay one. He is surrounded by thieves; and none of them have honour or honesty enough to tell him the real and true state of things.” In another letter he expressed his sense of the miserable state of Naples. “There are upwards of forty thousand families,” said he, “who have relations confined. If some act of oblivion is not passed, there will be no end of persecution; for the people of this country have no idea of anything but revenge, and to gain a point would swear ten thousand false oaths. Constant efforts are made to get a man taken up, in order to rob him. The confiscated property does not reach the king’s treasury. All thieves! It is selling for nothing. His own people, whom he employs, are buying it up, and the vagabonds pocket the whole. I should not be surprised to hear that they brought a bill of expenses against him for the sale.”

The Sicilian court, however, were at this time duly sensible of the services which had been rendered them by the British fleet, and their gratitude to Nelson was shown with proper and princely munificence. They gave him the dukedom and domain of Bronte, worth about L3000 a year. It was some days before he could be persuaded to accept it; the argument which finally prevailed is said to have been suggested by the queen, and urged, at her request, by Lady Hamilton upon her knees. “He considered his own honour too much,” she said, “if he persisted in refusing what the king and queen felt to be absolutely necessary for the preservation of theirs.” The king himself, also, is said to have addressed him in words, which show that the sense of rank will sometimes confer a virtue upon those who seem to be most unworthy of the lot to which they have been born: “Lord Nelson, do you wish that your name alone should pass with honour to posterity; and that I, Ferdinand Bourbon, should appear ungrateful?” He gave him also, when the dukedom was accepted, a diamond-hilted sword, which his father, Char. III. of Spain, had given him on his accession to the throne of the two Sicilies. Nelson said, “the reward was magnificent, and worthy of a king, and he was determined that the inhabitants on the domain should be the happiest in all his Sicilian majesty’s dominions. Yet,” said he, speaking of these and the other remunerations which were made him for his services, “these presents, rich as they are, do not elevate me. My pride is, that at Constantinople, from the grand seignior to the lowest Turk, the name of Nelson is familiar in their mouths; and in this country I am everything which a grateful monarch and people can call me.” Nelson, however, had a pardonable pride in the outward and visible signs of honour which he had so fairly won. He was fond of his Sicilian title; the signification, perhaps, pleased him; Duke of Thunder was what in Dahomy would be called a STRONG NAME; it was to a sailor’s taste; and certainly, to no man could it ever be more applicable. But a simple offering, which he received not long afterwards, from the island of Zante, affected him with a deeper and finer feeling. The Greeks of that little community sent him a golden-headed sword and a truncheon, set round with all the diamonds that the island could furnish, in a single row. They thanked him “for having, by his victory, preserved that part of Greece from the horrors of anarchy; and prayed that his exploits might accelerate the day, in which, amidst the glory and peace of thrones, the miseries of the human race would cease.” This unexpected tribute touched Nelson to the heart. “No officer,” he said, “had ever received from any country a higher acknowledgment of his services.”

The French still occupied the Roman states; from which, according to their own admission, they had extorted in jewels, plate, specie, and requisitions of every kind, to the enormous amount of eight millions sterling; yet they affected to appear as deliverers among the people whom they were thus cruelly plundering; and they distributed portraits of Buonaparte, with the blasphemous inscription, “This is the true likeness of the holy saviour of the world!” The people, detesting the impiety, and groaning beneath the exactions of these perfidious robbers, were ready to join any regular force that should come to their assistance; but they dreaded Cardinal Ruffo’s rabble, and declared they would resist him as a banditti, who came only for the purpose of pillage. Nelson perceived that no object was now so essential for the tranquillity of Naples as the recovery of Rome; which in the present state of things, when Suvarof was driving the French before him, would complete the deliverance of Italy. He applied, therefore, to Sir James St. Clair Erskine, who in the absence of General Fox commanded at Minorca, to assist in this great object with 1200 men. “The field of glory,” said he, “is a large one, and was never more open to any one than at this moment to you. Rome would throw open her gates and receive you as her deliverer; and the pope would owe his restoration to a heretic.” But Sir James Erskine looked only at the difficulties of the undertaking. “Twelve hundred men, he thought, would be too small a force to be committed in such an enterprise; for Civita Vecchia was a regular fortress; the local situation and climate also were such, that even if this force were adequate, it would be proper to delay the expedition till October. General Fox, too, was soon expected; and during his absence, and under existing circumstances, he did not feel justified in sending away such a detachment.”

What this general thought it imprudent to attempt, Nelson and Troubridge effected without his assistance, by a small detachment from the fleet. Troubridge first sent Captain Hallowell to Civita Vecchia to offer the garrison there and at Castle St. Angelo the same terms which had been granted to Gaieta. Hallowell perceived, by the overstrained civility of the officers who came off to him, and the compliments which they paid to the English nation, that they were sensible of their own weakness and their inability to offer any effectual resistance; but the French know, that while they are in a condition to serve their government, they can rely upon it for every possible exertion in their support; and this reliance gives them hope and confidence to the last. Upon Hallowell’s report, Troubridge, who had now been made Sir Thomas for his services, sent Captain Louis with a squadron to enforce the terms which he had offered; and, as soon as he could leave Naples, he himself followed. The French, who had no longer any hope from the fate of arms, relied upon their skill in negotiation, and proposed terms to Troubridge with that effrontery which characterises their public proceedings; but which is as often successful as it is impudent. They had a man of the right stamp to deal with. Their ambassador at Rome began by saying, that the Roman territory was the property of the French by right of conquest. The British commodore settled that point, by replying, “It is mine by reconquest.” A capitulation was soon concluded for all the Roman states, and Captain Louis rowed up the Tiber in his barge, hoisted English colours on the capitol, and acted for the time as governor of Rome. The prophecy of the Irish poet was thus accomplished, and the friar reaped the fruits; for Nelson, who was struck with the oddity of the circumstance, and not a little pleased with it, obtained preferment for him from the King of Sicily, and recommended him to the Pope.

Having thus completed his work upon the continent of Italy, Nelson’s whole attention was directed towards Malta; where Captain Ball, with most inadequate means, was besieging the French garrison. Never was any officer engaged in more anxious and painful service: the smallest reinforcement from France would, at any moment, have turned the scale against him; and had it not been for his consummate ability, and the love and veneration with which the Maltese regarded him, Malta must have remained in the hands of the enemy. Men, money, food — all things were wanting. The garrison consisted of 5000 troops; the besieging force of 500 English and Portuguese marines, and about 1500 armed peasants. Long and repeatedly did Nelson solicit troops to effect the reduction of this important place. “It has been no fault of the navy,” said he, “that Malta has not been attacked by land; but we have neither the means ourselves nor influence with those who have.” The same causes of demurral existed which prevented British troops from assisting in the expulsion of the French from Rome. Sir James Erskine was expecting General Fox; he could not act without orders; and not having, like Nelson, that lively spring of hope within him, which partakes enough of the nature of faith to work miracles in war, he thought it “evident that unless a respectable land force, in numbers sufficient to undertake the siege of such a garrison, in one of the strongest places of Europe, and supplied with proportionate artillery and stores, were sent against it, no reasonable hope could be entertained of its surrender.” Nelson groaned over the spirit of over-reasoning caution and unreasoning obedience. “My heart,” said he, “is almost broken. If the enemy gets supplies in, we may bid adieu to Malta; all the force we can collect would then be of little use against the strongest place in Europe. To say that an officer is never, for any object, to alter his orders, is what I cannot comprehend. The circumstances of this war so often vary, that an officer has almost every moment to consider, what would my superiors direct, did they know what was passing under my nose?” “But, sir,” said he writing to the Duke of Clarence, “I find few think as I do. To obey orders is all perfection. To serve my king, and to destroy the French, I consider as the great order of all, from which little ones spring; and if one of these militate against it (for who can tell exactly at a distance?) I go back and obey the great order and object, to down — down with the damned French villains! — my blood boils at the name of Frenchmen!”

At length, General Fox arrived at Minorca — and at length permitted Col. Graham to go to Malta, but with means miserably limited. In fact, the expedition was at a stand for want of money; when Troubridge arriving at Messina to co-operate in it, and finding this fresh delay, immediately offered all that he could command of his own. “I procured him, my lord,” said he to Nelson,”1500 of my cobs — every farthing and every atom of me shall be devoted to the cause.” “What can this mean?” said Nelson, when he learned that Col. Graham was ordered not to incur any expenses for stores, or any articles except provisions!—”the cause cannot stand still for want of a little money. If nobody will pay it, I will sell Bronte and the Emperor of Russia’s box.” And he actually pledged Bronte for L6600 if there should be any difficulty about paying the bills. The long-delayed expedition was thus, at last, sent forth; but Troubridge little imagined in what scenes of misery he was to bear his part. He looked to Sicily for supplies: it was the interest, as well as the duty of the Sicilian government to use every exertion for furnishing them; and Nelson and the British ambassador were on the spot to press upon them the necessity of exertion. But, though Nelson saw with what a knavish crew the Sicilian court was surrounded, he was blind to the vices of the court itself; and resigning himself wholly to Lady Hamilton’s influence, never even suspected the crooked policy which it was remorselessly pursuing. The Maltese and the British in Malta severely felt it. Troubridge, who had the truest affection for Nelson, knew his infatuation, and feared that it might prove injurious to his character, as well as fatal to an enterprise which had begun so well, and been carried on so patiently.

“My lord,” said he, writing to him from the siege, “we are dying off fast for want. I learn that Sir William Hamilton says Prince Luzzi refused corn some time ago, and Sir William does not think it worth while making another application. If that be the case, I wish he commanded this distressing scene instead of me. Puglia had an immense harvest; near thirty sail left Messina before I did, to load corn. Will they let us have any? If not, a short time will decide the business. The German interest prevails. I wish I was at your Lordship’s elbow for an hour. ALL, ALL, will be thrown on you! — I will parry the blow as much as in my power: I foresee much mischief brewing. God bless your Lordship; I am miserable I cannot assist your operations more. Many happy returns of the day to you — (it was the first of the new year) — I never spent so miserable a one. I am not very tender-hearted; but really the distress here would even move a Neapolitan.” Soon afterwards he wrote, “I have this day saved thirty thousand people from starving; but with this day my ability ceases. As the government are bent on starving us, I see no alternative but to leave these poor unhappy people to perish, without our being witnesses of their distress. I curse the day I ever served the Neapolitan government. We have characters, my lord, to lose; these people have none. Do not suffer their infamous conduct to fall on us. Our country is just, but severe. Such is the fever of my brain this minute, that I assure you, on my honour, if the Palermo traitors were here, I would shoot them first, and then myself. Girgenti is full of corn; the money is ready to pay for it; we do not ask it as a gift. Oh! could you see the horrid distress I daily experience, something would be done. Some engine is at work against us at Naples; and I believe I hit on the proper person. If you complain he will be immediately promoted, agreeably to the Neapolitan custom. All I write to you is known at the queen’s. For my own part, I look upon the Neapolitans as the worst of intriguing enemies: every hour shows me their infamy and duplicity. I pray your lordship be cautious: your honest, open manner of acting will be made a handle of. When I see you, and tell of their infamous tricks, you will be as much surprised as I am. The whole will fall on you.”

Nelson was not, and could not be, insensible to the distress which his friend so earnestly represented. He begged, almost on his knees, he said, small supplies of money and corn, to keep the Maltese from starving. And when the court granted a small supply, protesting their poverty, he believed their protestations, and was satisfied with their professions, instead of insisting that the restrictions upon the exportation of corn should be withdrawn. The anxiety, however, which he endured, affected him so deeply that he said it had broken his spirit for ever. Happily, all that Troubridge with so much reason foreboded, did not come to pass. For Captain Ball, with more decision than Nelson himself would have shown at that time and upon that occasion, ventured upon a resolute measure, for which his name would deserve always to be held in veneration by the Maltese, even if it had no other claims to the love and reverence of a grateful people. Finding it hopeless longer to look for succour or common humanity from the deceitful and infatuated court of Sicily, which persisted in prohibiting by sanguinary edicts the exportation of supplies, at his own risk, he sent his first lieutenant to the port of Girgenti, with orders to seize and bring with him to Malta the ships which were there lying laden with corn; of the numbers of which he had received accurate information. These orders were executed to the great delight and advantage of the shipowners and proprietors: the necessity of raising the siege was removed, and Captain Ball waited in calmness for the consequences to himself. The Neapolitan government complained to the English ambassador, and the complaint was communicated to Nelson, who, in return, requested Sir William Hamilton would fully and plainly state, that the act ought not to be considered as any intended disrespect to his Sicilian Majesty, but as of the most absolute and imperious necessity; the alternative being either of abandoning Malta to the French, or of anticipating the king’s orders for carrying the corn in those vessels to Malta. “I trust,” he added, “that the government of the country will never again force any of our royal master’s servants to so unpleasant an alternative.” Thus ended the complaint of the Neapolitan court. “The sole result was,” says Mr. Coleridge, “that the governor of Malta became an especial object of its hatred, its fears, and its respect.”

Nelson himself, at the beginning of February, sailed for that island. On the way he fell in with a French squadron bound for its relief, and consisting of the GENEREUX seventy-four, three frigates, and a corvette. One of these frigates and the line-of-battle ship were taken; the others escaped, but failed in their purpose of reaching La Valette. This success was peculiarly gratifying to Nelson, for many reasons. During some months he had acted as commander-in-chief in the Mediterranean, while Lord Keith was in England. Lord Keith was now returned; and Nelson had, upon his own plan, and at his own risk, left him to sail for Malta, “for which,” said he, “if I had not succeeded, I might have been broke: and if I had not acted thus, the GENEREUX never would have been taken.” This ship was one of those which had escaped from Aboukir. Two frigates, and the GUILLAUME TELL, eighty-six were all that now remained of the fleet which Buonaparte had conducted to Egypt. The GUILLAUME TELL was at this time closely watched in the harbour of La Valette; and shortly afterwards, attempting to make her escape from thence, was taken after an action, in which greater skill was never displayed by British ships, nor greater gallantry by an enemy. She was taken by the FOUDROYANT, LION, and PENELOPE frigate. Nelson, rejoicing at what he called this glorious finish to the whole French Mediterranean fleet, rejoiced also that he was not present to have taken a sprig of these brave men’s laurels. “They are,” said he, “and I glory in them, my children; they served in my school; and all of us caught our professional zeal and fire from the great and good Earl St. Vincent. What a pleasure, what happiness, to have the Nile fleet all taken, under my orders and regulations!” The two frigates still remained in La Valette; before its surrender they stole out; one was taken in the attempt; the other was the only ship of the whole fleet which escaped capture or destruction.

Letters were found on board the GUILLAUME TELL showing that the French were now become hopeless of preserving the conquest which they had so foully acquired. Troubridge and his brother officers were anxious that Nelson should have the honour of signing the capitulation. They told, him that they absolutely, as far as they dared, insisted on his staying to do this; but their earnest and affectionate entreaties were vain. Sir William Hamilton had just been superseded: Nelson had no feeling of cordiality towards Lord Keith; and thinking that after Earl St. Vincent no man had so good a claim to the command in the Mediterranean as himself, he applied for permission to return to England; telling the First Lord of the Admiralty that his spirit could not submit patiently, and that he was a broken-hearted man. From the time of his return from Egypt, amid all the honours which were showered upon him, he had suffered many mortifications. Sir Sidney Smith had been sent to Egypt with orders to take under his command the squadron which Nelson had left there. Sir Sidney appears to have thought that this command was to be independent of Nelson; and Nelson himself thinking so, determined to return, saying to Earl St. Vincent, “I do feel, for I am a man, that it is impossible for me to serve in these seas with a squadron under a junior officer.” Earl St. Vincent seems to have dissuaded him from this resolution: some heart-burnings, however, still remained, and some incautious expressions of Sir Sidney’s were noticed by him in terms of evident displeasure. But this did not continue long, as no man bore more willing testimony than Nelson to the admirable defence of Acre.

He differed from Sir Sidney as to the policy which ought to be pursued toward the French in Egypt; and strictly commanded him, in the strongest language, not, on any pretence, to permit a single Frenchman to leave the country, saying that he considered it nothing short of madness to permit that band of thieves to return to Europe. “No,” said he, “to Egypt they went with their own consent, and there they shall remain while Nelson commands this squadron; for never, never, will he consent to the return of one ship or Frenchman. I wish them to perish in Egypt, and give an awful lesson to the world of the justice of the Almighty.” If Nelson had not thoroughly understood the character of the enemy against whom he was engaged, their conduct in Egypt would have disclosed it. After the battle of the Nile he had landed all his prisoners, upon a solemn engagement made between Troubridge on one side and Captain Barre on the other, that none of them should serve until regularly exchanged. They were no sooner on shore than part of them were drafted into the different regiments, and the remainder formed into a corps, called the Nautic Legion. This occasioned Captain Hallowell to say that the French had forfeited all claim to respect from us. “The army of Buonaparte,” said he, “are entirely destitute of every principle of honour: they have always acted like licentious thieves.” Buonaparte’s escape was the more regretted by Nelson, because, if he had had sufficient force, he thought it would certainly have been prevented. He wished to keep ships upon the watch to intercept anything coming from Egypt; but the Admiralty calculated upon the assistance of the Russian fleet, which failed when it was most wanted. The ships which should have been thus employed were then required for more pressing services; and the bloody Corsican was thus enabled to reach Europe in safety; there to become the guilty instrument of a wider-spreading destruction than any with which the world had ever before been visited.

Nelson had other causes of chagrin. Earl St. Vincent, for whom he felt such high respect, and whom Sir John Orde had challenged for having nominated Nelson instead of himself to the command of the Nile squadron, laid claim to prize money, as commander-in-chief, after he had quitted the station. The point was contested, and decided against him. Nelson, perhaps, felt this the more, because his own feelings, with regard to money, were so different. An opinion had been given by Dr. Lawrence, which would have excluded the junior flag-officers from prize-money. When this was made known to him, his reply was in these words: “Notwithstanding Dr. Lawrence’s opinion, I do not believe I have any right to exclude the junior flag-officers; and if I have, I desire that no such claim may be made: no, not if it were sixty times the sum — and, poor as I am, I were never to see prize-money.”

A ship could not be spared to convey him to England; he therefore travelled through Germany to Hamburgh, in company with his inseparable friends, Sir William and Lady Hamilton. The Queen of Naples went with them to Vienna. While they were at Leghorn, upon a report that the French were approaching (for, through the folly of weak courts and the treachery of venal cabinets, they had now recovered their ascendancy in Italy), the people rose tumultuously, and would fain have persuaded Nelson to lead them against the enemy. Public honours, and yet more gratifying testimonials of public admiration, awaited Nelson wherever he went. The Prince of Esterhazy entertained him in a style of Hungarian magnificence — a hundred grenadiers, each six feet in height, constantly waiting at table. At Madgeburgh, the master of the hotel where he was entertained contrived to show him for money — admitting the curious to mount a ladder, and peep at him through a small window. A wine merchant at Hamburgh, who was above seventy years of age, requested to speak with Lady Hamilton; and told her he had some Rhenish wine, of the vintage of 1625, which had been in his own possession more than half-a-century: he had preserved it for some extraordinary occasion; and that which had now arrived was far beyond any that he could ever have expected. His request was, that her ladyship would prevail upon Lord Nelson to accept six dozen of this incomparable wine: part of it would then have the honour to flow into the heart’s blood of that immortal hero; and this thought would make him happy during the remainder of his life. Nelson, when this singular request was reported to him, went into the room, and taking the worthy old gentleman kindly by the hand, consented to receive six bottles, provided the donor would dine with him next day. Twelve were sent; and Nelson, saying that he hoped yet to win half-a-dozen more great victories, promised to lay by six bottles of his Hamburgh friend’s wine, for the purpose of drinking one after each. A German pastor, between seventy and eighty years of age, travelled forty miles, with the Bible of his parish church, to request that Nelson would write his name on the first leaf of it. He called him the Saviour of the Christian world. The old man’s hope deceived him. There was no Nelson upon shore, or Europe would have been saved; but in his foresight of the horrors with which all Germany and all Christendom were threatened by France, the pastor could not possibly have apprehended more than has actually taken place.




CHAPTER VII. 1800 - 1801
 

Nelson separates himself from his Wife — Northern Confederacy — He goes to the Baltic, under Sir Hyde Parker — Battle of Copenhagen, and subsequent Negotiation — Nelson is made a Viscount.

NELSON was welcomed in England with every mark of popular honour. At Yarmouth, where he landed, every ship in the harbour hoisted her colours. The mayor and corporation waited upon him with the freedom of the town, and accompanied him in procession to church, with all the naval officers on shore, and the principal inhabitants. Bonfires and illuminations concluded the day; and on the morrow, the volunteer cavalry drew up, and saluted him as he departed, and followed the carriage to the borders of the county. At Ipswich, the people came out to meet him, drew him a mile into the town, and three miles out. When he was in the AGAMEMNON, he wished to represent this place in parliament, and some of his friends had consulted the leading men of the corporation — the result was not successful; and Nelson, observing that he would endeavour to find out a preferable path into parliament, said there might come a time when the people of Ipswich would think it an honour to have had him for their representative. In London, he was feasted by the City, drawn by the populace from Ludgate-hill to Guildhall, and received the thanks of the common-council for his great victory, and a golden-hilted sword studded with diamonds. Nelson had every earthly blessing except domestic happiness; he had forfeited that for ever. Before he had been three months in England he separated from Lady Nelson. Some of his last words to her were—”I call God to witness, there is nothing in you, or your conduct, that I wish otherwise.” This was the consequence of his infatuated attachment to Lady Hamilton. It had before caused a quarrel with his son-in-law, and occasioned remonstrances from his truest friends, which produced no other effect than that of making him displeased with them, and more dissatisfied with himself.

The Addington administration was just at this time formed; and Nelson, who had solicited employment, and been made vice-admiral of the blue, was sent to the Baltic, as second in command, under Sir Hyde Parker, by Earl St. Vincent, the new First Lord of the Admiralty. The three Northern courts had formed a confederacy for making England resign her naval rights. Of these courts, Russia was guided by the passions of its emperor, Paul, a man not without fits of generosity, and some natural goodness, but subject to the wildest humours of caprice, and erased by the possession of greater power than can ever be safely, or perhaps innocently, possessed by weak humanity. Denmark was French at heart: ready to co-operate in all the views of France, to recognise all her usurpations, and obey all her injunctions. Sweden, under a king whose principles were right, and whose feelings were generous, but who had a taint of hereditary insanity, acted in acquiescence with the dictates of two powers whom it feared to offend. The Danish navy, at this time, consisted of 23 ships of the line, with about 31 frigates and smaller vessels, exclusive of guard-ships. The Swedes had 18 ships of the line, 14 frigates and sloops, seventy-four galleys and smaller vessels, besides gun-boats; and this force was in a far better state of equipment than the Danish. The Russians had 82 sail of the line and 40 frigates. Of these there were 47 sail of the line at Cronstadt, Revel, Petersburgh, and Archangel; but the Russian fleet was ill-manned, ill-officered, and ill-equipped. Such a combination under the influence of France would soon have become formidable; and never did the British Cabinet display more decision than in instantly preparing to crush it. They erred, however, in permitting any petty consideration to prevent them from appointing Nelson to the command. The public properly murmured at seeing it intrusted to another; and he himself said to Earl St. Vincent that, circumstanced as he was, this expedition would probably be the last service that he should ever perform. The earl, in reply, besought him, for God’s sake, not to suffer himself to be carried away by any sudden impulse.

The season happened to be unusually favourable; so mild a winter had not been known in the Baltic for many years. When Nelson joined the fleet at Yarmouth, he found the admiral “a little nervous about dark nights and fields of ice.” “But we must brace up,” said he; “these are not times for nervous systems. I hope we shall give our northern enemies that hailstorm of bullets which gives our dear country the dominion of the sea. We have it, and all the devils in the north cannot take it from us, if our wooden walls have fair play.” Before the fleet left Yarmouth, it was sufficiently known that its destination was against Denmark. Some Danes, who belonged to the AMAZON frigate, went to Captain Riou, and telling him what they had heard, begged that he would get them exchanged into a ship bound on some other destination. “They had no wish,” they said, “to quit the British service; but they entreated that they might not be forced to fight against their own country.” There was not in our whole navy a man who had a higher and more chivalrous sense of duty than Riou. Tears came into his eyes while the men were speaking. Without making any reply, he instantly ordered his boat, and did not return to the AMAZON till he could tell them that their wish was effected. The fleet sailed on the 12th of March. Mr. Vansittart sailed in it; the British Cabinet still hoping to attain its end by negotiation. It was well for England that Sir Hyde Parker placed a fuller confidence in Nelson than the government seems to have done at this most important crisis. Her enemies might well have been astonished at learning that any other man should for a moment have been thought of for the command. But so little deference was paid, even at this time, to his intuitive and all-commanding genius, that when the fleet had reached its first rendezvous, at the entrance of the Cattegat, he had received no official communication whatever of the intended operations. His own mind had been made up upon them with its accustomed decision. “All I have gathered of our first plans,” said he, “I disapprove most exceedingly. Honour may arise from them; good cannot. I hear we are likely to anchor outside of Cronenburgh Castle, instead of Copenhagen, which would give weight to our negotiation. A Danish minister would think twice before he would put his name to war with England, when the next moment he would probably see his master’s fleet in flames, and his capital in ruins. The Dane should see our flag every moment he lifted up his head.”

Mr Vansittart left the fleet at the Scaw, and preceded it in a frigate with a flag of truce. Precious time was lost by this delay, which was to be purchased by the dearest blood of Britain and Denmark: according to the Danes themselves, the intelligence that a British fleet was seen off the Sound produced a much more general alarm in Copenhagen than its actual arrival in the Roads; for the means of defence were at that time in such a state that they could hardly hope to resist, still less to repel an enemy. On the 21st Nelson had a long conference with Sir Hyde; and the next day addressed a letter to him, worthy of himself and of the occasion. Mr. Vansittart’s report had then been received. It represented the Danish government as in the highest degree hostile, and their state of preparation as exceeding what our cabinet had supposed possible; for Denmark had profited with all activity of the leisure which had so impoliticly been given her. “The more I have reflected,” said Nelson to his commander, “the more I am confirmed in opinion, that not a moment should be lost in attacking the enemy. They will every day and every hour be stronger; we shall never be so good a match for them as at this moment. The only consideration is, how to get at them with the least risk to our ships. Here you are, with almost the safety, certainly with the honour of England, more entrusted to you than ever yet fell to the lot of any British officer. On your decision depends whether our country shall be degraded in the eyes of Europe, or whether she shall rear her head higher than ever. Again, I do repeat, never did our country depend so much upon the success of any fleet as on this. How best to honour her and abate the pride of her enemies, must be the subject of your deepest consideration.”

Supposing him to force the passage of the Sound, Nelson thought some damage might be done among the masts and yards; though, perhaps, not one of them but would be serviceable again. “If the wind be fair,” said he, “and you determined to attack the ships and Crown Islands, you must expect the natural issue of such a battle — ships crippled, and perhaps one or two lost for the wind which carries you in will most probably not bring out a crippled ship. This mode I call taking the bull by the horns. It, however, will not prevent the Revel ships, or the Swedes, from joining the Danes and to prevent this is, in my humble opinion, a measure absolutely necessary, and still to attack Copenhagen.” For this he proposed two modes. One was to pass Cronenburg, taking the risk of danger; take the deepest and straightest channel along the middle grounds, and then coming down to Garbar, or King’s Channel, attack the Danish line of floating batteries and ships as might be found convenient. This would prevent a junction, and might give an opportunity of bombarding Copenhagen. Or to take the passage of the Belt, which might be accomplished in four or five days; and then the attack by Draco might be made, and the junction of the Russians prevented. Supposing them through the Belt, he proposed that a detachment of the fleet should be sent to destroy the Russian squadron at Revel; and that the business at Copenhagen should be attempted with the remainder. “The measure,” he said, “might be thought bold; but the boldest measures are the safest.”

The pilots, as men who had nothing but safety to think of, were terrified by the formidable report of the batteries of Elsinore, and the tremendous preparations which our negotiators, who were now returned from their fruitless mission, had witnessed. They, therefore, persuaded Sir Hyde to prefer the passage of the Belt. “Let it be by the Sound, by the Belt, or anyhow,” cried Nelson, “only lose not an hour!” On the 26th they sailed for the Belt. Such was the habitual reserve of Sir Hyde that his own captain, the captain of the fleet, did not know which course he had resolved to take till the fleet were getting under weigh. When Captain Domett was thus apprised of it, he felt it his duty to represent to the admiral his belief that if that course were persevered in, the ultimate object would be totally defeated: it was liable to long delays, and to accidents of ships grounding; in the whole fleet there were only one captain and one pilot who knew anything of this formidable passage (as it was then deemed), and their knowledge was very slight — their instructions did not authorise them to attempt it. Supposing them safe through the Belts, the heavy ships could not come over the GROUNDS to attack Copenhagen; and light vessels would have no effect on such a line of defence as had been prepared against them. Domett urged these reasons so forcibly that Sir Hyde’s opinion was shaken, and he consented to bring the fleet to and send for Nelson on board. There can be little doubt but that the expedition would have failed if Captain Domett had not thus timeously and earnestly given his advice. Nelson entirely agreed with him; and it was finally determined to take the passage of the Sound, and the fleet returned to its former anchorage.

The next day was more idly expended in despatching a flag of truce to the governor of Cronenburg Castle, to ask whether he had received orders to fire at the British fleet; as the admiral must consider the first gun to be a declaration of war on the part of Denmark. A soldier-like and becoming answer was returned to this formality. The governor said that the British minister had not been sent away from Copenhagen, but had obtained a passport at his own demand. He himself, as a soldier, could not meddle with politics; but he was not at liberty to suffer a fleet, of which the intention was not yet known, to approach the guns of the castle which he had the honour to command: and he requested, “if the British admiral should think proper to make any proposals to the King of Denmark, that he might be apprised of it before the fleet approached nearer.” During this intercourse, a Dane, who came on board the commander’s ship, having occasion to express his business in writing, found the pen blunt; and, holding it up, sarcastically said, “If your guns are not better pointed than your pens, you will make little impression on Copenhagen!”

On that day intelligence reached the admiral of the loss of one of his fleet, the INVINCIBLE, seventy-four, wrecked on a sand-bank, as she was coming out of Yarmouth: four hundred of her men perished in her. Nelson, who was now appointed to lead the van, shifted his flag to the ELEPHANT, Captain Foley — a lighter ship than the ST. GEORGE, and, therefore, fitter for the expected operations. The two following days were calm. Orders had been given to pass the Sound as soon as the wind would permit; and, on the afternoon of the 29th, the ships were cleared for action, with an alacrity characteristic of British seamen. At daybreak on the 30th it blew a topsail breeze from N.W. The signal was made, and the fleet moved on in order of battle; Nelson’s division in the van, Sir Hyde’s in the centre, and Admiral Graves’ in the rear.

Great actions, whether military or naval, have generally given celebrity to the scenes from whence they are denominated; and thus petty villages, and capes and bays known only to the coasting trader, become associated with mighty deeds, and their names are made conspicuous in the history of the world. Here, however, the scene was every way worthy of the drama. The political importance of the Sound is such, that grand objects are not needed there to impress the imagination; yet is the channel full of grand and interesting objects, both of art and nature. This passage, which Denmark had so long considered as the key of the Baltic, is, in its narrowest part, about three miles wide; and here the city of Elsinore is situated; except Copenhagen, the most flourishing of the Danish towns. Every vessel which passes lowers her top-gallant sails and pays toll at Elsinore; a toll which is believed to have had its origin in the consent of the traders to that sea, Denmark taking upon itself the charge of constructing lighthouses, and erecting signals, to mark the shoals and rocks from the Cattegat to the Baltic; and they, on their part, agreeing that all ships should pass this way in order that all might pay their shares: none from that time using the passage of the Belt, because it was not fitting that they who enjoyed the benefit of the beacons in dark and stormy weather, should evade contributing to them in fair seasons and summer nights. Of late years about ten thousand vessels had annually paid this contribution in time of peace. Adjoining Elsinore, and at the edge of the peninsular promontory, upon the nearest point of land to the Swedish coast, stands Cronenburgh Castle, built after Tycho Brahe’s design; a magnificent pile — at once a palace, and fortress, and state-prison, with its spires, and towers, and battlements, and batteries. On the left of the strait is the old Swedish city of Helsinburg, at the foot, and on the side of a hill. To the north of Helsinburg the shores are steep and rocky; they lower to the south; and the distant spires of Lanscrona, Lund, and Malmoe are seen in the flat country. The Danish shores consist partly of ridges of sand; but more frequently they are diversified with cornfields, meadows, slopes, and are covered with rich wood, and villages, and villas, and summer palaces belonging to the king and the nobility, and denoting the vicinity of a great capital. The isles of Huen, Statholm, and Amak, appear in the widening channel; and at the distance of twenty miles from Elsinore stands Copenhagen in full view; the best city of the north, and one of the finest capitals of Europe, visible, with its stately spires, far off. Amid these magnificent objects there are some which possess a peculiar interest for the recollections which they call forth. The isle of Huen, a lovely domain, about six miles in circumference, had been the munificent gift of Frederick the Second to Tycho Brahe. It has higher shores than the near coast of Zealand, or than the Swedish coast in that part. Here most of his discoveries were made; and here the ruins are to be seen of his observatory, and of the mansion where he was visited by princes; and where, with a princely spirit, he received and entertained all comers from all parts, and promoted science by his liberality as well as by his labours. Elsinore is a name familiar to English ears, being inseparably associated with HAMLET, and one of the noblest works of human genius. Cronenburgh had been the scene of deeper tragedy: here Queen Matilda was confined, the victim of a foul and murderous court intrigue. Here, amid heart-breaking griefs, she found consolation in nursing her infant. Here she took her everlasting leave of that infant, when, by the interference of England, her own deliverance was obtained; and as the ship bore her away from a country where the venial indiscretions of youth and unsuspicious gaiety had been so cruelly punished, upon these towers she fixed her eyes, and stood upon the deck, obstinately gazing toward them till the last speck had disappeared.

The Sound being the only frequented entrance to the Baltic, the great Mediterranean of the North, few parts of the sea display so frequent a navigation. In the height of the season not fewer than a hundred vessels pass every four-and-twenty hours for many weeks in succession; but never had so busy or so splendid a scene been exhibited there as on this day, when the British fleet prepared to force that passage where, till now, all ships had vailed their topsails to the flag of Denmark. The whole force consisted of fifty-one sail of various descriptions, of which sixteen were of the line. The greater part of the bomb and gun vessels took their stations off Cronenburgh Castle, to cover the fleet; while others on the larboard were ready to engage the Swedish shore. The Danes, having improved every moment which ill-timed negotiation and baffling weather gave them, had lined their shores with batteries; and as soon as the MONARCH, which was the leading ship, came abreast of them, a fire was opened from about a hundred pieces of cannon and mortars; our light vessels immediately, in return, opened their fire upon the castle. Here was all the pompous circumstance and exciting reality of war, without its effects; for this ostentatious display was but a bloodless prelude to the wide and sweeping destruction which was soon to follow. The enemy’s shot fell near enough to splash the water on board our ships: not relying upon any forbearance of the Swedes, they meant to have kept the mid channel; but when they perceived that not a shot was fired from Helsinburg, and that no batteries were to be seen on the Swedish shore, they inclined to that side, so as completely to get out of reach of the Danish guns. The uninterrupted blaze which was kept up from them till the fleet had passed, served only to exhilarate our sailors, and afford them matter for jest, as the shot fell in showers a full cable’s length short of its destined aim. A few rounds were returned from some of our leading ships, till they perceived its inutility: this, however, occasioned the only bloodshed of the day, some of our men being killed and wounded by the bursting of a gun. As soon as the main body had passed, the gun vessels followed, desisting from their bombardment, which had been as innocent as that of the enemy; and, about mid-day, the whole fleet anchored between the island of Huen and Copenhagen. Sir Hyde, with Nelson, Admiral Graves, some of the senior captains, and the commanding officers of the artillery and the troops, then proceeded in a lugger to reconnoitre the enemy’s means of defence; a formidable line of ships, radeaus, pontoons, galleys, fire-ships and gun-boats, flanked and supported by extensive batteries, and occupying, from one extreme point to the other, an extent of nearly four miles.

A council of war was held In the afternoon. It was apparent that the Danes could not be attacked without great difficulty and risk; and some of the members of the council spoke of the number of the Swedes and the Russians whom they should afterwards have to engage, as a consideration which ought to be borne in mind. Nelson, who kept pacing the cabin, impatient as he ever was of anything which savoured of irresolution, repeatedly said, “The more numerous the better: I wish they were twice as many, — the easier the victory, depend on it.” The plan upon which he had determined; if ever it should be his fortune to bring a Baltic fleet to action, was, to attack the head of their line and confuse their movements. “Close with a Frenchman,” he used to say, “but out manoeuvre a Russian.” He offered his services for the attack, requiring ten sail of the line and the whole of the smaller craft. Sir Hyde gave him two more line-of-battle ships than he asked, and left everything to his judgment.

The enemy’s force was not the only, nor the greatest, obstacle with which the British fleet had to contend: there was another to be overcome before they could come in contact with it. The channel was little known and extremely intricate: all the buoys had been removed; and the Danes considered this difficulty as almost insuperable, thinking the channel impracticable for so large a fleet. Nelson himself saw the soundings made and the buoys laid down, boating it upon this exhausting service, day and night, till it was effected. When this was done he thanked God for having enabled him to get through this difficult part of his duty. “It had worn him down,” he said, “and was infinitely more grievous to him than any resistance which he could experience from the enemy.”

At the first council of war, opinions inclined to an attack from the eastward; but the next day, the wind being southerly, after a second examination of the Danish position, it was determined to attack from the south, approaching in the manner which Nelson had suggested in his first thoughts. On the morning of the 1st of April the whole fleet removed to an anchorage within two leagues of the town, and off the N.W. end of the Middle Ground; a shoal lying exactly before the town, at about three quarters of a mile distance, and extending along its whole sea-front. The King’s Channel, where there is deep water, is between this shoal and the town; and here the Danes had arranged their line of defence, as near the shore as possible: nineteen ships and floating batteries, flanked, at the end nearest the town, by the Crown Batteries, which were two artificial islands, at the mouth of the harbour — most formidable works; the larger one having, by the Danish account, 66 guns; but, as Nelson believed, 88. The fleet having anchored, Nelson, with Riou, in the AMAZON, made his last examination of the ground; and about one o’clock, returning to his own ship, threw out the signal to weigh. It was received with a shout throughout the whole division; they weighed with a light and favourable wind: the narrow channel between the island of Saltholm and the Middle Ground had been accurately buoyed; the small craft pointed out the course distinctly; Riou led the way: the whole division coasted along the outer edge of the shoal, doubled its further extremity, and anchored there off Draco Point, just as the darkness closed — the headmost of the enemy’s line not being more than two miles distant. The signal to prepare for action had been made early in the evening; and as his own anchor dropt, Nelson called out, “I will fight them the moment I have a fair wind!” It had been agreed that Sir Hyde, with the remaining ships, should weigh on the following morning, at the same time as Nelson, to menace the Crown Batteries on his side, and the four ships of the line which lay at the entrance of the arsenal; and to cover our own disabled ships as they came out of action.

The Danes, meantime, had not been idle: no sooner did the guns of Cronenburgh make it known to the whole city that all negotiation was at an end, that the British fleet was passing the Sound, and that the dispute between the two crowns must now be decided by arms, than a spirit displayed itself most honourable to the Danish character. All ranks offered themselves to the service of their country; the university furnished a corps of 1200 youth, the flower of Denmark — it was one of those emergencies in which little drilling or discipline is necessary to render courage available: they had nothing to learn but how to manage the guns, and day and night were employed in practising them. When the movements of Nelson’s squadron were perceived, it was known when and where the attack was to be expected, and the line of defence was manned indiscriminately by soldiers, sailors, and citizens. Had not the whole attention of the Danes been directed to strengthen their own means of defence, they might most materially have annoyed the invading squadron, and perhaps frustrated the impending attack; for the British ships were crowded in an anchoring ground of little extent: — it was calm, so that mortar-boats might have acted against them to the utmost advantage; and they were within range of shells from Amak Island. A few fell among them; but the enemy soon ceased to fire. It was learned afterwards, that, fortunately for the fleet, the bed of the mortar had given way; and the Danes either could not get it replaced, or, in the darkness, lost the direction.

This was an awful night for Copenhagen — far more so than for the British fleet, where the men were accustomed to battle and victory, and had none of those objects before their eyes which rendered death terrible. Nelson sat down to table with a large party of his officers: he was, as he was ever wont to be when on the eve of action, in high spirits, and drank to a leading wind, and to the success of the morrow. After supper they returned to their respective ships, except Riou, who remained to arrange the order of battle with Nelson and Foley, and to draw up instructions. Hardy, meantime, went in a small boat to examine the channel between them and the enemy; approaching so near that he sounded round their leading ship with a pole, lest the noise of throwing the lead should discover him. The incessant fatigue of body, as well as mind, which Nelson had undergone during the last three days, had so exhausted him that he was earnestly urged to go to his cot; and his old servant, Allen, using that kind of authority which long and affectionate services entitled and enabled him to assume on such occasions, insisted upon his complying. The cot was placed on the floor, and he continued to dictate from it. About eleven Hardy returned, and reported the practicability of the channel, and the depth of water up to the enemy’s line. About one the orders were completed; and half-a-dozen clerks, in the foremost cabin, proceeded to transcribe them, Nelson frequently calling out to them from his cot to hasten their work, for the wind was becoming fair. Instead of attempting to get a few hours’ sleep, he was constantly receiving reports on this important point. At daybreak it was announced as becoming perfectly fair. The clerks finished their work about six. Nelson, who was already up, breakfasted, and made signal for all captains. The land forces and five hundred seamen, under Captain Freemantle and the Hon. Colonel Stewart, were to storm the Crown Battery as soon as its fire should be silenced: and Riou — whom Nelson had never seen till this expedition, but whose worth he had instantly perceived, and appreciated as it deserved — had the BLANCHE and ALCMENE frigates, the DART and ARROW sloops, and the ZEPHYR and OTTER fire-ships, given him, with a special command to act as circumstances might require — every other ship had its station appointed.

Between eight and nine, the pilots and masters were ordered on board the admirals’ ships. The pilots were mostly men who had been mates in Baltic traders; and their hesitation about the bearing of the east end of the shoal, and the exact line of deep water, gave ominous warning of how little their knowledge was to be trusted. The signal for action had been made, the wind was fair — not a moment to be lost. Nelson urged them to be steady, to be resolute, and to decide; but they wanted the only ground for steadiness and decision in such cases; and Nelson had reason to regret that he had not trusted to Hardy’s single report. This was one of the most painful moments of his life; and he always spoke of it with bitterness. “I experienced in the Sound,” said he, “the misery of having the honour of our country entrusted to a set of pilots, who have no other thought than to keep the ships clear of danger, and their own silly heads clear of shot. Everybody knows what I must have suffered; and if any merit attaches itself to me, it was for combating the dangers of the shallows in defiance of them.” At length Mr. Bryerly, the master of the BELLONA, declared that he was prepared to lead the fleet; his judgment was acceded to by the rest; they returned to their ships; and at half-past nine the signal was made to weigh in succession.

Captain Murray, in the EDGAR, led the way; the AGAMEMNON was next in order; but on the first attempt to leave her anchorage, she could not weather the edge of the shoal; and Nelson had the grief to see his old ship, in which he had performed so many years’ gallant services, immovably aground at a moment when her help was so greatly required. Signal was then made for the POLYPHEMUS; and this change in the order of sailing was executed with the utmost promptitude: yet so much delay had thus been unavoidably occasioned, that the EDGAR was for some time unsupported, and the POLYPHEMUS, whose place should have been at the end of the enemy’s line, where their strength was the greatest, could get no further than the beginning, owing to the difficulty of the channel: there she occupied, indeed, an efficient station, but one where her presence was less required. The ISIS followed with better fortune, and took her own berth. The BELLONA, Sir Thomas Boulden Thompson, kept too close on the starboard shoal, and grounded abreast of the outer ship of the enemy: this was the more vexatious, inasmuch as the wind was fair, the room ample, and three ships had led the way. The RUSSELL, following the BELLONA, grounded in like manner: both were within reach of shot; but their absence from their intended stations was severely felt. Each ship had been ordered to pass her leader on the starboard side, because the water was supposed to shoal on the larboard shore. Nelson, who came next after these two ships, thought they had kept too far on the starboard direction, and made signal for them to close with the enemy, not knowing that they were aground; but when he perceived that they did not obey the signal, he ordered the ELEPHANT’s helm to starboard, and went within these ships: thus quitting the appointed order of sailing, and guiding those which were to follow. The greater part of the fleet were probably, by this act of promptitude on his part, saved from going on shore. Each ship, as she arrived nearly opposite to her appointed station, let her anchor go by the stern, and presented her broadside to the Danes. The distance between each was about half a cable. The action was fought nearly at the distance of a cable’s length from the enemy. This, which rendered its continuance so long, was owing to the ignorance and consequent indecision of the pilots. In pursuance of the same error which had led the BELLONA and the RUSSELL aground, they, when the lead was at a quarter less five, refused to approach nearer, in dread of shoaling their water on the larboard shore: a fear altogether erroneous, for the water deepened up to the very side of the enemy’s line of battle.

At five minutes after ten the action began. The first half of our fleet was engaged in about half an hour; and by half-past eleven the battle became general. The plan of the attack had been complete: but seldom has any plan been more disconcerted by untoward accidents. Of twelve ships of the line, one was entirely useless, and two others in a situation where they could not render half the service which was required of them. Of the squadron of gun-brigs, only one could get into action; the rest were prevented, by baffling currents, from weathering the eastern end of the shoal; and only two of the bomb-vessels could reach their station on the Middle Ground, and open their mortars on the arsenal, firing over both fleets. Riou took the vacant station against the Crown Battery, with his frigates: attempting, with that unequal force, a service in which three sail of the line had been directed to assist.

Nelson’s agitation had been extreme when he saw himself, before the action began, deprived of a fourth part of his ships of the line; but no sooner was he in battle, where his squadron was received with the fire of more than a thousand guns, than, as if that artillery, like music, had driven away all care and painful thoughts, his countenance brightened; and, as a bystander describes him, his conversation became joyous, animated, elevated, and delightful. The Commander-in-Chief meantime, near enough to the scene of action to know the unfavourable accidents which had so materially weakened Nelson, and yet too distant to know the real state of the contending parties, suffered the most dreadful anxiety. To get to his assistance was impossible; both wind and current were against him. Fear for the event, in such circumstances, would naturally preponderate in the bravest mind; and at one o’clock, perceiving that, after three hours’ endurance, the enemy’s fire was unslackened, he began to despair of success. “I will make the signal of recall,” said he to his captain, “for Nelson’s sake. If he is in a condition to continue the action successfully, he will disregard it; if he is not, it will be an excuse for his retreat, and no blame can be imputed to him.” Captain Domett urged him at least to delay the signal till he could communicate with Nelson; but in Sir Hyde’s opinion the danger was too pressing for delay. “The fire,” he said, “was too hot for Nelson to oppose; a retreat he thought must be made; he was aware of the consequences to his own personal reputation, but it would be cowardly in him to leave Nelson to bear the whole shame of the failure, if shame it should be deemed.” Under, a mistaken judgment, therefore, but with this disinterested and generous feeling, he made the signal for retreat.

Nelson was at this time, in all the excitement of action, pacing the quarter-deck. A shot through the mainmast knocked the splinters about; and he observed to one of his officers with a smile, “It is warm work, and this day may be the last to any of us at a moment:” — and then stopping short at the gangway, added, with emotion—”But mark you! I would not be elsewhere for thousands.” About this time the signal-lieutenant called out that number Thirty-nine (the signal for discontinuing the action) was thrown out by the Commander-in-Chief. He continued to walk the deck, and appeared to take no notice of it. The signal officer met him at the next turn, and asked if he should repeat it. “No,” he replied, “acknowledge it.” Presently he called after him to know if the signal for close action was still hoisted; and being answered in the affirmative, said, “Mind you keep it so.” He now paced the deck, moving the stump of his lost arm in a manner which always indicated great emotion. “Do you know,” said he to Mr. Ferguson, “what is shown on board the Commander-in-Chief? Number Thirty-nine!” Mr. Ferguson asked what that meant. “Why, to leave off action!” Then shrugging up his shoulders, he repeated the words—”Leave off action? Now, damn me if I do! You know, Foley,” turning to the captain, “I have only one eye, — I have a right to be blind sometimes:” and then putting the glass to his blind eye, in that mood of mind which sports with bitterness, he exclaimed, “I really do not see the signal!” Presently he exclaimed, “Damn the signal! Keep mine for closer battle flying! That’s the way I answer signals! Nail mine to the mast!” Admiral Graves, who was so situated that he could not discern what was done on board the ELEPHANT, disobeyed Sir Hyde’s signal in like manner; whether by fortunate mistake, or by a like brave intention, has not been made known. The other ships of the line, looking only to Nelson, continued the action. The signal, however, saved Riou’s little squadron, but did not save its heroic leader. This squadron, which was nearest the Commander-in-Chief, obeyed and hauled off. It had suffered severely in its most unequal contest. For a long time the AMAZON had been firing, enveloped in smoke, when Riou desired his men to stand fast, and let the smoke clear off, that they might see what they were about. A fatal order — for the Danes then got clear sight of her from the batteries, and pointed their guns with such tremendous effect that nothing but the signal for retreat saved this frigate from destruction. “What will Nelson think of us?” was Riou’s mournful exclamation when he unwillingly drew off. He had been wounded in the head by a splinter, and was sitting on a gun, encouraging his men, when, just as the AMAZON showed her stern to the Trekroner battery, his clerk was killed by his side; and another shot swept away several marines who were hauling in the main-brace. “Come, then, my boys!” cried Riou; “let us die all together!” The words had scarcely been uttered before a raking shot cut him in two. Except it had been Nelson himself, the British navy could not have suffered a severer loss.

The action continued along the line with unabated vigour on our side, and with the most determined resolution on the part of the Danes. They fought to great advantage, because most of the vessels in their line of defence were without masts; the few which had any standing had their top-masts struck, and the hulls could not be seen at intervals. The ISIS must have been destroyed by the superior weight of her enemy’s fire, if Captain Inman, in the DESIREE frigate, had not judiciously taken a situation which enabled him to rake the Dane, if the POLYPHEMUS had not also relieved her. Both in the BELLONA and the ISIS many men were lost by the bursting of their guns. The former ship was about forty years old, and these guns were believed to be the same which she had first taken to sea: they were, probably, originally faulty, for the fragments were full of little air-holes. The BELLONA lost 75 men; the ISIS, 110; the MONARCH, 210. She was, more than any other line-of-battle ship, exposed to the great battery; and supporting, at the same time, the united fire of the HOLSTEIN and the ZEALAND, her loss this day exceeded that of any single ship during the whole war. Amid the tremendous carnage in this vessel, some of the men displayed a singular instance of coolness: the pork and peas happened to be in the kettle; a shot knocked its contents about; they picked up the pieces, and ate and fought at the same time.

The Prince-Royal had taken his station upon one of the batteries, from whence he beheld the action and issued his orders. Denmark had never been engaged in so arduous a contest, and never did the Danes more nobly display their national courage — a courage not more unhappily than impolitically exerted in subserviency to the interests of France. Captain Thura, of the INDFOEDSRETTEN, fell early in the action; and all his officers, except one lieutenant and one marine officer, were either killed or wounded In the confusion, the colours were either struck or shot away; but she was moored athwart one of the batteries in such a situation that the British made no attempt to board her; and a boat was despatched to the prince, to inform him of her situation. He turned to those about him, and said, “Gentlemen, Thura is killed; which of you will take the command?” Schroedersee, a captain who had lately resigned on account of extreme ill-health, answered in a feeble voice, “I will!” and hastened on board. The crew, perceiving a new commander coming alongside, hoisted their colours again, and fired a broadside. Schroedersee, when he came on deck, found himself surrounded by the dead and wounded, and called to those in the boat to get quickly on board: a ball struck him at that moment. A lieutenant, who had accompanied him, then took the command, and continued to fight the ship. A youth of seventeen, by name Villemoes, particularly distinguished himself on this memorable day. He had volunteered to take the command of a floating battery, which was a raft, consisting merely of a number of beams nailed together, with a flooring to support the guns: it was square, with a breast-work full of port-holes, and without masts — carrying twenty-four guns, and one hundred and twenty men. With this he got under the stern of the ELEPHANT, below the reach of the stern-chasers; and under a heavy fire of small-arms from the marines, fought his raft, till the truce was announced, with such skill as well as courage, as to excite Nelson’s warmest admiration.

Between one and two the fire of the Danes slackened; about two it ceased from the greater part of their line, and some of their lighter ships were adrift. It was, however, difficult to take possession of those which struck, because the batteries on Amak Island protected them; and because an irregular fire was kept up from the ships themselves as the boats approached. This arose from the nature of the action: the crews were continually reinforced from the shore; and fresh men coming on board, did not inquire whether the flag had been struck, or, perhaps, did not heed it; many or most of them never having been engaged in war before — knowing nothing, therefore, of its laws, and thinking only of defending their country to the last extremity. The DANBROG fired upon the ELEPHANT’s boats in this manner, though her commodore had removed her pendant and deserted her, though she had struck, and though she was in flames. After she had been abandoned by the commodore, Braun fought her till he lost his right hand, and then Captain Lemming took the command. This unexpected renewal of her fire made the ELEPHANT and GLATTON renew theirs, till she was not only silenced, but nearly every man in the praams, ahead and astern of her, was killed. When the smoke of their guns died away, she was seen drifting in flames before the wind: those of her crew who remained alive, and able to exert themselves, throwing themselves out at her port-holes. Captain Bertie of the ARDENT sent his launch to their assistance, and saved three-and-twenty of them.

Captain Rothe commanded the NYEBORG praam; and perceiving that she could not much longer be kept afloat, made for the inner road. As he passed the line, he found the AGGERSHUUS praam in a more miserable condition than his own; her masts had all gone by the board, and she was on the point of sinking. Rothe made fast a cable to her stern, and towed her off; but he could get her no further than a shoal called Stubben, when she sunk, and soon after he had worked the NYEBORG up to the landing-place, that vessel also sunk to her gunwale. Never did any vessel come out of action in a more dreadful plight. The stump of her foremast was the only stick standing; her cabin had been stove in; every gun, except a single one, was dismounted; and her deck was covered with shattered limbs and dead bodies.

By half-past two the action had ceased along that part of the line which was astern of the ELEPHANT, but not with the ships ahead and the Crown Batteries. Nelson, seeing the manner in which his boats were fired upon when they went to take possession of the prizes, became angry, and said he must either send ashore to have this irregular proceeding stopped, or send a fire-ship and burn them. Half the shot from the Trekroner, and from the batteries at Amak, at this time, struck the surrendered ships, four of which had got close together; and the fire of the English, in return, was equally or even more destructive to these poor devoted Danes. Nelson, who was as humane as he was brave, was shocked at the massacre — for such he called it; and with a presence of mind peculiar to himself, and never more signally displayed than now, he retired into the stern gallery, and wrote thus to the Crown Prince:—”Vice-Admiral Lord Nelson has been commanded to spare Denmark when she no longer resists. The line of defence which covered her shores has struck to the British flag; but if the firing is continued on the part of Denmark, he must set on fire all the prizes that he has taken, without having the power of saving the men who have so nobly defended them. The brave Danes are the brothers, and should never be the enemies, of the English.” A wafer was given him, but he ordered a candle to be brought from the cockpit, and sealed the letter with wax, affixing a larger seal than he ordinarily used. “This,” said he, “is no time to appear hurried and informal.” Captain Sir Frederick Thesiger, who acted as his aide-de-camp, carried this letter with a flag of truce. Meantime the fire of the ships ahead, and the approach of the RAMILLIES and DEFENCE from Sir Hyde’s division, which had now worked near enough to alarm the enemy, though not to injure them, silenced the remainder of the Danish line to the eastward of the Trekroner. That battery, however, continued its fire. This formidable work, owing to the want of the ships which had been destined to attack it, and the inadequate force of Riou’s little squadron, was comparatively uninjured. Towards the close of the action it had been manned with nearly fifteen hundred men; and the intention of storming it, for which every preparation had been made, was abandoned as impracticable.

During Thesiger’s absence, Nelson sent for Freemantle, from the GANGES, and consulted with him and Foley whether it was advisable to advance, with those ships which had sustained least damage, against the yet uninjured part of the Danish line. They were decidedly of opinion that the best thing which could be done was, while the wind continued fair, to remove the fleet out of the intricate channel from which it had to retreat. In somewhat more than half an hour after Thesiger had been despatched, the Danish adjutant-general, Lindholm came, bearing a flag of truce, upon which the Trekroner ceased to fire, and the action closed, after four hours’ continuance. He brought an inquiry from the prince, — What was the object of Nelson’s note? The British admiral wrote in reply:—”Lord Nelson’s object in sending the flag of truce was humanity; he therefore consents that hostilities shall cease, and that the wounded Danes may be taken on shore. And Lord Nelson will take his prisoners out of the vessels, and burn or carry off his prizes as he shall think fit. Lord Nelson, with humble duty to his royal highness the prince, will consider this the greatest victory he has ever gained, if it may be the cause of a happy reconciliation and union between his own most gracious sovereign and his majesty the King of Denmark.” Sir Frederick Thesiger was despatched a second time with the reply; and the Danish adjutant-general was referred to the commander-in-chief for a conference upon this overture. Lindholm assenting to this, proceeded to the LONDON, which was riding at anchor full four miles off and Nelson, losing not one of the critical moments which he had thus gained, made signal for his leading ships to weigh in succession; they had the shoal to clear, they were much crippled, and their course was immediately under the guns of the Trekroner.

The MONARCH led the way. This ship had received six-and-twenty shot between wind and water. She had not a shroud standing; there was a double-headed shot in the heart of her foremast, and the slightest wind would have sent every mast over her side. The imminent danger from which Nelson had extricated himself soon became apparent: the MONARCH touched immediately upon a shoal, over which she was pushed by the GANGES taking her amidships; the GLATTON went clear; but the other two, the DEFIANCE and the ELEPHANT, grounded about a mile from the Trekroner, and there remained fixed for many hours, in spite of all the exertions of their wearied crews. The DESIREE frigate also, at the other end of the line, having gone toward the close of the action to assist the BELLONA, became fast on the same shoal. Nelson left the ELEPHANT soon after she took the ground, to follow Lindholm. The heat of the action was over, and that kind of feeling which the surrounding scene of havoc was so well fitted to produce, pressed heavily upon his exhausted spirits. The sky had suddenly become overcast; white flags were waving from the mast-heads of so many shattered ships; the slaughter had ceased, but the grief was to come; for the account of the dead was not yet made up, and no man could tell for what friends he might have to mourn. The very silence which follows the cessation of such a battle becomes a weight upon the heart at first, rather than a relief; and though the work of mutual destruction was at an end, the DANBROG was at this time drifting about in flames; presently she blew up; while our boats, which had put off in all directions to assist her, were endeavouring to pick up her devoted crew, few of whom could be saved. The fate of these men, after the gallantry which they had displayed, particularly affected Nelson; for there was nothing in this action of that indignation against the enemy, and that impression of retributive justice, which at the Nile had given a sterner temper to his mind, and a sense of austere delight in beholding the vengeance of which he was the appointed minister. The Danes were an honourable foe; they were of English mould as well as English blood; and now that the battle had ceased, he regarded them rather as brethren than as enemies. There was another reflection also which mingled with these melancholy thoughts, and predisposed him to receive them. He was not here master of his own movements, as at Egypt; he had won the day by disobeying his orders; and in so far as he had been successful, had convicted the commander-in-chief of an error in judgment. “Well,” said he, as he left the ELEPHANT, “I have fought contrary to orders, and I shall perhaps be hanged. Never mind: let them!”

This was the language of a man who, while he is giving utterance to uneasy thought, clothes it half in jest, because he half repents that it has been disclosed. His services had been too eminent on that day, his judgment too conspicuous, his success too signal, for any commander, however jealous of his own authority, or envious of another’s merits, to express anything but satisfaction and gratitude: which Sir Hyde heartily felt, and sincerely expressed. It was speedily agreed that there should be a suspension of hostilities for four-and-twenty hours; that all the prizes should be surrendered, and the wounded Danes carried on shore. There was a pressing necessity for this, for the Danes, either from too much confidence in the strength of their position and the difficulty of the channel, or supposing that the wounded might be carried on shore during the action, which was found totally impracticable, or perhaps from the confusion which the attack excited, had provided no surgeons; so that, when our men boarded the captured ships, they found many of the mangled and mutilated Danes bleeding to death for want of proper assistance — a scene, of all others, the most shocking to a brave man’s feelings.

The boats of Sir Hyde’s division were actively employed all night in bringing out the prizes, and in getting afloat the ships which were on shore. At daybreak, Nelson, who had slept in his own ship, the St. George, rowed to the ELEPHANT; and his delight at finding her afloat seemed to give him new life. There he took a hasty breakfast, praising the men for their exertions, and then pushed off to the prizes, which had not yet been removed. The ZEALAND, seventy-four, the last which struck, had drifted on the shoal under the Trekroner; and relying, as it seems, upon the protection which that battery might have afforded, refused to acknowledge herself captured; saying, that though it was true her flag was not to be seen, her pendant was still flying. Nelson ordered one of our brigs and three long-boats to approach her, and rowed up himself to one of the enemy’s ships, to communicate with the commodore. This officer proved to be an old acquaintance, whom he had known in the West Indies; so he invited himself on board, and with that urbanity as well as decision which always characterised him, urged his claim to the ZEALAND so well that it was admitted. The men from the boats lashed a cable round her bowsprit, and the gun-vessel towed her away. It is affirmed, and probably with truth, that the Danes felt more pain at beholding this than at all their misfortunes on the preceding day; and one of the officers, Commodore Steen Rille, went to the Trekroner battery, and asked the commander why he had not sunk the ZEALAND, rather than suffer her thus to be carried off by the enemy?

This was, indeed, a mournful day for Copenhagen! It was Good Friday; but the general agitation, and the mourning which was in every house, made all distinction of days be forgotten. There were, at that hour, thousands in that city who felt, and more perhaps who needed, the consolations of Christianity, but few or none who could be calm enough to think of its observances. The English were actively employed in refitting their own ships, securing the prizes, and distributing the prisoners; the Danes, in carrying on shore and disposing of the wounded and the dead. It had been a murderous action. Our loss, in killed and wounded, was 953. Part of this slaughter might have been spared. The commanding officer of the troops on board one of our ships asked where his men should be stationed? He was told that they could be of no use! that they were not near enough for musketry, and were not wanted at the guns; they had, therefore, better go below. This, he said, was impossible; it would be a disgrace that could never be wiped away. They were, therefore, drawn up upon the gangway, to satisfy this cruel point of honour; and there, without the possibility of annoying the enemy, they were mowed down! The loss of the Danes, including prisoners, amounted to about six thousand. The negotiations, meantime, went on; and it was agreed that Nelson should have an interview with the prince the following day. Hardy and Freemantle landed with him. This was a thing as unexampled as the other circumstances of the battle. A strong guard was appointed to escort him to the palace, as much for the purpose of security as of honour. The populace, according to the British account, showed a mixture of admiration, curiosity, and displeasure, at beholding that man in the midst of them who had inflicted such wounds upon Denmark. But there were neither acclamations nor murmurs. “The people,” says a Dane, “did not degrade themselves with the former, nor disgrace themselves with the latter: the admiral was received as one brave enemy ever ought to receive another — he was received with respect.” The preliminaries of the negotiation were adjusted at this interview. During the repast which followed, Nelson, with all the sincerity of his character, bore willing testimony to the valour of his foes. He told the prince that he had been in a hundred and five engagements, but that this was the most tremendous of all. “The French,” he said, “fought bravely; but they could not have stood for one hour the fight which the Danes had supported for four.” He requested that Villemoes might be introduced to him; and, shaking hands with the youth, told the prince that he ought to be made an admiral. The prince replied: “If, my lord, I am to make all my brave officers admirals, I should have no captains or lieutenants in my service.”

The sympathy of the Danes for their countrymen who had bled in their defence, was not weakened by distance of time or place in this instance. Things needful for the service, or the comfort of the wounded, were sent in profusion to the hospitals, till the superintendents gave public notice that they could receive no more. On the third day after the action, the dead were buried in the naval churchyard: the ceremony was made as public and as solemn as the occasion required; such a procession had never before been seen in that, or perhaps in any other city. A public monument was erected upon the spot where the slain were gathered together. A subscription was opened on the day of the funeral for the relief of the sufferers, and collections in aid of it made throughout all the churches in the kingdom. This appeal to the feelings of the people was made with circumstances which gave it full effect. A monument was raised in the midst of the church, surmounted by the Danish colours: young maidens, dressed in white, stood round it, with either one who had been wounded in the battle, or the widow and orphans of some one who had fallen: a suitable oration was delivered from the pulpit, and patriotic hymns and songs were afterwards performed. Medals were distributed to all the officers, and to the men who had distinguished themselves. Poets and painters vied with each other in celebrating a battle which, disastrous as it was, had yet been honourable to their country: some, with pardonable sophistry, represented the advantage of the day as on their own side. One writer discovered a more curious, but less disputable ground of satisfaction, in the reflection that Nelson, as may be inferred from his name, was of Danish descent, and his actions therefore, the Dane argued, were attributable to Danish valour.

The negotiation was continued during the five following days; and in that interval the prizes were disposed of, in a manner which was little approved by Nelson. Six line-of-battle ships and eight praams had been taken. Of these the HOLSTEIN, sixty-four, was the only one which was sent home. The ZEALAND was a finer ship; but the ZEALAND and all the others were burned, and their brass battering cannon sunk with the hulls in such shoal water, that, when the fleet returned from Revel, they found the Danes, with craft over the wrecks, employed in getting the guns up again. Nelson, though he forbore from any public expression of displeasure at seeing the proofs and trophies of his victory destroyed, did not forget to represent to the Admiralty the case of those who were thus deprived of their prize-money. “Whether,” said he to Earl St. Vincent, “Sir Hyde Parker may mention the subject to you, I know not; for he is rich, and does not want it: nor is it, you will believe me, any desire to get a few hundred pounds that actuates me to address this letter to you; but justice to the brave officers and men who fought on that day. It is true our opponents were in hulks and floats, only adapted for the position they were in; but that made our battle so much the harder, and victory so much the more difficult to obtain. Believe me, I have weighed all circumstances; and, in my conscience, I think that the king should send a gracious message to the House of Commons for a gift to this fleet; for what must be the natural feelings of the officers and men belonging to it, to see their rich commander-in-chief burn all the fruits of their victory, which, if fitted up and sent to England (as many of them might have been by dismantling part of our fleet), would have sold for a good round sum.”

On the 9th, Nelson landed again, to conclude the terms of the armistice. During its continuance the armed ships and vessels of Denmark were to remain in their actual situation, as to armament, equipment, and hostile position; and the treaty of armed neutrality, as far as related to the co-operation of Denmark, was suspended. The prisoners were to be sent on shore; an acknowledgment being given for them, and for the wounded also, that: they might be carried to Great Britain’s credit in the account of war, in case hostilities should be renewed. The British fleet was allowed to provide itself with all things requisite for the health and comfort of its men. A difficulty arose respecting the duration of the armistice. The Danish commissioners fairly stated their fears of Russia; and Nelson, with that frankness which sound policy and the sense of power seem often to require as well as justify in diplomacy, told them his reason for demanding a long term was, that he might have time to act against the Russian fleet, and then return to Copenhagen. Neither party would yield upon this point; and one of the Danes hinted at the renewal of hostilities. “Renew hostilities!” cried Nelson to one of his friends — for he understood French enough to comprehend what was said, though not to answer it in the same language—”tell him we are ready at a moment! ready to bombard this very night!” The conference, however, proceeded amicably on both sides; and as the commissioners could not agree on this head, they broke up, leaving Nelson to settle it with the prince. A levee was held forthwith in one of the state-rooms, a scene well suited for such a consultation; for all these rooms had been stripped of their furniture, in fear of a bombardment. To a bombardment also Nelson was looking at this time: fatigue and anxiety, and vexation at the dilatory measures of the commander-in-chief, combined to make him irritable; and as he was on his way to the prince’s dining-room, he whispered to the officer on whose arm he was leaning, “Though I have only one eye, I can see that all this will burn well.” After dinner he was closeted with the prince; and they agreed that the armistice should continue fourteen weeks; and that, at its termination, fourteen days’ notice should be given before the recommencement of hostilities.

An official account of the battle was published by Olfert Fischer, the Danish commander-in-chief in which it was asserted that our force was greatly superior; nevertheless, that two of our ships of the line had struck; that the others were so weakened, and especially Lord Nelson’s own ship, as to fire only single shots for an hour before the end of the action; and that this hero himself, in the middle and very heat of the conflict, sent a flag of truce on shore, to propose a cessation of hostilities. For the truth of this account the Dane appealed to the prince, and all those who, like him, had been eyewitnesses of the scene. Nelson was exceedingly indignant at such a statement, and addressed a letter in confutation of it to the Adjutant-General Lindholm; thinking this incumbent on him for the information of the prince, since His Royal Highness had been appealed to as a witness: “Otherwise,” said he, “had Commodore Fischer confined himself to his own veracity, I should have treated his official letter with the contempt it deserved, and allowed the world to appreciate the merits of the two commanding officers.” After pointing out and detecting some of the misstatements in the account, he proceeds: “As to his nonsense about victory, His Royal Highness will not much credit him. I sunk, burnt, captured, or drove into the harbour, the whole line of defence to the southward of the Crown Islands. He says he is told that two British ships struck. Why did he not take possession of them? I took possession of his as fast as they struck. The reason is clear, that he did not believe it: he must have known the falsity of the report. He states that the ship in which I had the honour to hoist my flag fired latterly only single guns. It is true; for steady and cool were my brave fellows, and did not wish to throw away a single shot. He seems to exult that I sent on shore a flag of truce. You know, and His Royal Highness knows, that the guns fired from the shore could only fire through the Danish ships which had surrendered; and that, if I fired at the shore, it could only be in the same manner. God forbid that I should destroy an unresisting Dane! When they become my prisoners, I become their protector.”

This letter was written in terms of great asperity to the Danish commander. Lindholm replied in a manner every way honourable to himself. He vindicated the commodore in some points, and excused him in others; reminding Nelson that every commander-in-chief was liable to receive incorrect reports. With a natural desire to represent the action in the most favourable light to Denmark, he took into the comparative strength of the two parties the ships which were aground, and which could not get into action; and omitted the Trekroner and the batteries upon Amak Island. He disclaimed all idea of claiming as a victory, “what, to every intent and purpose,” said he, “was a defeat — but not an inglorious one. As to your lordship’s motive for sending a flag of truce, it never can be misconstrued and your subsequent conduct has sufficiently shown that humanity is always the companion of true valour. You have done more: you have shown yourself a friend to the re-establishment of peace and good harmony between this country and Great Britain. It is, therefore, with the sincerest esteem I shall always feel myself attached to your lordship.” Thus handsomely winding up his reply, he soothed and contented Nelson; who drawing up a memorandum of the comparative force of the two parties for his own satisfaction, assured Lindholm that, if the commodore’s statement had been in the same manly and honourable strain, he would have been the last man to have noticed any little inaccuracies which might get into a commander-in-chiefs public letter.

For the battle of Copenhagen Nelson was raised to the rank of viscount — an inadequate mark of reward for services so splendid, and of such paramount importance to the dearest interests of England. There was, however, some prudence in dealing out honours to him step by step: had he lived long enough, he would have fought his way up to a dukedom.




CHAPTER VIII. 1801 - 1805
 

Sir Hyde Parker is recalled and Nelson appointed Commander — He goes to Revel — Settlement of Affairs in the Baltic — Unsuccessful Attempt upon the Flotilla at Boulogne — Peace of Amiens — Nelson takes Command in the Mediterranean on the Renewal of the War — Escape of the Toulon Fleet — Nelson chases them to the West Indies and back — Delivers up his Squadron to Admiral Cornwallis and lands in England.

WHEN Nelson informed Earl St. Vincent that the armistice had been concluded, he told him also, without reserve, his own discontent at the dilatoriness and indecision which he witnessed, and could not remedy. “No man,” said he, “but those who are on the spot, can tell what I have gone through, and do suffer. I make no scruple in saying, that I would have been at Revel fourteen days ago! that, without this armistice, the fleet would never have gone, but by order of the Admiralty; and with it, I daresay, we shall not go this week. I wanted Sir Hyde to let me, at least, go and cruise off Carlscrona, to prevent the Revel ships from getting in. I said I would not go to Revel to take any of those laurels which I was sure he would reap there. Think for me, my dear lord: and if I have deserved well, let me return; if ill, for Heaven’s sake supersede me, for I cannot exist in this state.”

Fatigue, incessant anxiety, and a climate little suited to one of a tender constitution, which had now for many years been accustomed to more genial latitudes, made him at this time seriously determine upon returning home. “If the northern business were not settled,” he said, “they must send more admirals; for the keen air of the north had cut him to the heart.” He felt the want of activity and decision in the commander-in-chief more keenly; and this affected his spirits, and, consequently, his health, more than the inclemency of the Baltic. Soon after the armistice was signed, Sir Hyde proceeded to the eastward with such ships as were fit for service, leaving Nelson to follow with the rest, as soon as those which had received slight damages should be repaired, and the rest sent to England. In passing between the isles of Amak and Saltholm, most of the ships touched the ground, and some of them stuck fast for a while: no serious injury, however, was sustained. It was intended to act against the Russians first, before the breaking up of the frost should enable them to leave Revel; but learning on the way that the Swedes had put to sea to effect a junction with them, Sir Hyde altered his course, in hopes of intercepting this part of the enemy’s force. Nelson had, at this time, provided for the more pressing emergencies of the service, and prepared on the 18th to follow the fleet. The ST. GEORGE drew too much water to pass the channel between the isles without being lightened; the guns were therefore taken out, and put on board an American vessel; a contrary wind, however, prevented Nelson from moving; and on that same evening, while he was thus delayed, information reached him of the relative situation of the Swedish and British fleets, and the probability of an action. The fleet was nearly ten leagues distant, and both wind and current contrary, but it was not possible that Nelson could wait for a favourable season under such an expectation. He ordered his boat immediately, and stepped into it. Night was setting in, one of the cold spring nights of the north; and it was discovered, soon after they left the ship, that in their haste they had forgotten to provide him with a boat-cloak. He, however, forbade them to return for one; and when one of his companions offered his own great-coat, and urged him to make use of it, he replied, “I thank you very much; but, to tell you the truth, my anxiety keeps me sufficiently warm at present.”

“Do you think,” said he presently, “that our fleet has quitted Bornholm? If it has, we must follow it to Carlscrona.” About midnight he reached it, and once more got on board the ELEPHANT. On the following morning the Swedes were discovered; as soon, however, as they perceived the English approaching, they retired, and took shelter in Carlscrona, behind the batteries on the island, at the entrance of that port. Sir Hyde sent in a flag of truce, stating that Denmark had concluded an armistice, and requiring an explicit declaration from the court of Sweden, whether it would adhere to or abandon the hostile measures which it had taken against the rights and interests of Great Britain? The commander, Vice-Admiral Cronstadt, replied, “That he could not answer a question which did not come within the particular circle of his duty; but that the king was then at Maloe, and would soon be at Carlscrona.” Gustavus shortly afterwards arrived, and an answer was then returned to this effect: “That his Swedish majesty would not, for a moment, fail to fulfil, with fidelity and sincerity, the engagements he had entered into with his allies; but he would not refuse to listen to equitable proposals made by deputies furnished with proper authority by the King of Great Britain to the united northern powers.” Satisfied with this answer, and with the known disposition of the Swedish court, Sir Hyde sailed for the Gulf of Finland; but he had not proceeded far before a despatch boat from the Russian ambassador at Copenhagen arrived, bringing intelligence of the death of the Emperor Paul, and that his successor Alexander had accepted the offer made by England to his father of terminating the dispute by a convention: the British admiral was, therefore, required to desist from all further hostilities.

It was Nelson’s maxim, that, to negotiate with effect, force should be at hand, and in a situation to act. The fleet, having been reinforced from England, amounted to eighteen sail of the line, and the wind was fair for Revel. There he would have sailed immediately to place himself between that division of the Russian fleet and the squadron at Cronstadt, in case this offer should prove insincere. Sir Hyde, on the other hand, believed that the death of Paul had effected all which was necessary. The manner of that death, indeed, rendered it apparent that a change of policy would take place in the cabinet of Petersburgh; but Nelson never trusted anything to the uncertain events of time, which could possibly be secured by promptitude or resolution. It was not, therefore, without severe mortification, that he saw the commander-in-chief return to the coast of Zealand, and anchor in Kioge Bay, there to wait patiently for what might happen.

There the fleet remained till dispatches arrived from home, on the 5th of May, recalling Sir Hyde, and appointing Nelson commander-in-chief.

Nelson wrote to Earl St. Vincent that he was unable to hold this honourable station. Admiral Graves also was so ill as to be confined to his bed; and he entreated that some person might come out and take the command. “I will endeavour,” said he, “to do my best while I remain; but, my dear lord, I shall either soon go to heaven, I hope, or must rest quiet for a time. If Sir Hyde were gone, I would now be under sail.” On the day when this was written, he received news of his appointment. Not a moment was now lost. His first signal, as commander-in-chief, was to hoist in all launches and prepare to weigh; and on the 7th he sailed from Kioge. Part of his fleet was left at Bornholm, to watch the Swedes, from whom he required and obtained an assurance that the British trade in the Cattegat and in the Baltic should not be molested; and saying how unpleasant it would be to him if anything should happen which might for a moment disturb the returning harmony between Sweden and Great Britain, he apprised them that he was not directed to abstain from hostilities should he meet with the Swedish fleet at sea. Meantime he himself; with ten sail of the line, two frigates, a brig, and a schooner, made for the Gulf of Finland. Paul, in one of the freaks of his tyranny, had seized upon all the British effects in Russia, and even considered British subjects as his prisoners. “I will have all the English shipping and property restored,” said Nelson, “but I will do nothing violently, neither commit the affairs of my country, nor suffer Russia to mix the affairs of Denmark or Sweden with the detention of our ships.” The wind was fair, and carried him in four days to Revel Roads. But the Bay had been clear of firm ice on the 29th of April, while the English were lying idly at Kioge. The Russians had cut through the ice in the mole six feet thick, and their whole squadron had sailed for Cronstadt on the 3rd. Before that time it had lain at the mercy of the English. “Nothing,” Nelson said, “if it had been right to make the attack, could have saved one ship of them in two hours after our entering the bay.”

It so happened that there was no cause to regret the opportunity which had been lost, and Nelson immediately put the intentions of Russia to the proof. He sent on shore, to say that he came with friendly views, and was ready to return a salute. On their part the salute was delayed, till a message was sent to them to inquire for what reason; and the officer whose neglect had occasioned the delay, was put under arrest. Nelson wrote to the emperor, proposing to wait on him personally and congratulate him on his accession, and urged the immediate release of British subjects, and restoration of British property.

The answer arrived on the 16th: Nelson, meantime, had exchanged visits with the governor, and the most friendly intercourse had subsisted between the ships and the shore. Alexander’s ministers, in their reply, expressed their surprise at the arrival of a British fleet in a Russian port, and their wish that it should return: they professed, on the part of Russia, the most friendly disposition towards Great Britain; but declined the personal visit of Lord Nelson, unless he came in a single ship. There was a suspicion implied in this which stung Nelson; and he said the Russian ministers would never have written thus if their fleet had been at Revel. He wrote an immediate reply, expressing what he felt; he told the court of Petersburgh, “That the word of a British admiral, when given in explanation of any part of his conduct, was as sacred as that of any sovereign’s in Europe.” And he repeated, “that, under other circumstances, it would have been his anxious wish to have paid his personal respects to the emperor, and signed with his own hand the act of amity between the two countries.” Having despatched this, he stood out to sea immediately, leaving a brig to bring off the provisions which had been contracted for, and to settle the accounts. “I hope all is right,” said he, writing to our ambassador at Berlin; “but seamen are but bad negotiators; for we put to issue in five minutes what diplomatic forms would be five months doing.”

On his way down the Baltic, however, he met the Russian admiral, Tchitchagof, whom the emperor, in reply to Sir Hyde’s overtures, had sent to communicate personally with the British commander-in-chief. The reply was such as had been wished and expected; and these negotiators going, seamen-like, straight to their object, satisfied each other of the friendly intentions of their respective governments. Nelson then anchored off Rostock; and there he received an answer to his last despatch from Revel, in which the Russian court expressed their regret that there should have been any misconception between them; informed him that the British vessels which Paul had detained were ordered to be liberated, and invited him to Petersburgh, in whatever mode might be most agreeable to himself. Other honours awaited him: the Duke of Mecklenburgh Strelitz, the queen’s brother, came to visit him on board his ship; and towns of the inland parts of Mecklenburgh sent deputations, with their public books of record, that they might have the name of Nelson in them written by his own hand.

From Rostock the fleet returned to Kioge Bay. Nelson saw that the temper of the Danes towards England was such as naturally arose from the chastisement which they had so recently received. “In this nation,” said he, “we shall not be forgiven for having the upper hand of them: I only thank God we have, or they would try to humble us to the dust.” He saw also that the Danish cabinet was completely subservient to France: a French officer was at this time the companion and counsellor of the Crown Prince; and things were done in such open violation of the armistice, that Nelson thought a second infliction of vengeance would soon be necessary. He wrote to the Admiralty, requesting a clear and explicit reply to his inquiry, Whether the commander-in-chief was at liberty to hold the language becoming a British admiral? “Which, very probably,” said he, “if I am here, will break the armistice, and set Copenhagen in a blaze. I see everything which is dirty and mean going on, and the Prince Royal at the head of it. Ships have been masted, guns taken on board, floating batteries prepared, and except hauling out and completing their rigging, everything is done in defiance of the treaty. My heart burns at seeing the word of a prince, nearly allied to our good king, so falsified; but his conduct is such, that he will lose his kingdom if he goes on; for Jacobins rule in Denmark. I have made no representations yet, as it would be useless to do so until I have the power of correction. All I beg, in the name of the future commander-in-chief, is, that the orders may be clear; for enough is done to break twenty treaties, if it should be wished, or to make the Prince Royal humble himself before British generosity.”

Nelson was not deceived in his judgment of the Danish cabinet, but the battle of Copenhagen had crippled its power. The death of the Czar Paul had broken the confederacy; and that cabinet, therefore, was compelled to defer till a more convenient season the indulgence of its enmity towards Great Britain. Soon afterwards Admiral Sir Charles Maurice Pole arrived to take the command. The business, military and political, had by that time been so far completed that the presence of the British fleet soon became no longer necessary. Sir Charles, however, made the short time of his command memorable, by passing the Great Belt for the first time with line-of-battle ships, working through the channel against adverse winds. When Nelson left the fleet, this speedy termination of the expedition, though confidently expected, was not certain; and he, in his unwillingness to weaken the British force, thought at one time of traversing Jutland in his boat, by the canal to Tonningen on the Eyder and finding his way home from thence. This intention was not executed; but he returned in a brig, declining to accept a frigate, which few admirals would have done, especially if, like him, they suffered from sea-sickness in a small vessel. On his arrival at Yarmouth, the first thing he did was to visit the hospital and see the men who had been wounded in the late battle — that victory which had added new glory to the name of Nelson, and which was of more importance even than the battle of the Nile to the honour, the strength, and security of England.

The feelings of Nelson’s friends, upon the news of his great victory at Copenhagen, were highly described by Sir William Hamilton in a letter to him. “We can only expect,” he says, “what me know well, and often said before, that Nelson WAS, IS, and to the LAST WILL EVER BE, THE FIRST. Emma did not know whether she was on her head or heels — in such a hurry to tell your great news, that she could utter nothing but tears of joy and tenderness. I went to Davison, and found him still in bed, having had a severe fit of the gout, and with your letter, which he had just received; and he cried like a child; but, what was very extraordinary, assured me that, from the instant he had read your letter, all pain had left him, and that he felt himself able to get up and walk about. Your brother, Mrs. Nelson, and Horace dined with us. Your brother was more extraordinary than ever. He would get up suddenly and cut a caper, rubbing his hands every time that the thought of your fresh laurels came into his head. But I am sure that no one really rejoiced more at heart than I did. I have lived too long to have ecstasies! But with calm reflection, I felt for my friend having got to the very summit of glory! the NE PLUS ULTRA! that he has had another opportunity of rendering his country the most important service, and manifesting again his judgment, his intrepidity, and his humanity.”

He had not been many weeks on shore before he was called upon to undertake a service, for which no Nelson was required. Buonaparte, who was now first consul, and in reality sole ruler of France, was making preparations, upon a great scale, for invading England; but his schemes in the Baltic had been baffled; fleets could not be created as they were wanted; and his armies, therefore, were to come over in gun-boats, and such small craft as could be rapidly built or collected for the occasion. From the former governments of France such threats have only been matter of insult and policy: in Buonaparte they were sincere; for this adventurer, intoxicated with success, already began to imagine that all things were to be submitted to his fortune. We had not at that time proved the superiority of our soldiers over the French; and the unreflecting multitude were not to be persuaded that an invasion could only be effected by numerous and powerful fleets. A general alarm was excited; and, in condescension to this unworthy feeling, Nelson was appointed to a command, extending from Orfordness to Beachy Head, on both shores — a sort of service, he said, for which he felt no other ability than what might be found in his zeal.

To this service, however, such as it was, he applied with his wonted alacrity; though in no cheerful frame of mind. To Lady Hamilton, his only female correspondent, he says at this time; “I am not in very good spirits; and, except that our country demands all our services and abilities to bring about an honourable peace, nothing should prevent my being the bearer of my own letter. But, my dear friend, I know you are so true and loyal an Englishwoman, that you would hate those who would not stand forth in defence of our king, laws, religion, and all that is dear to us. It is your sex that makes us go forth, and seem to tell us, ‘None but the brave deserve the fair’; and if we fall, we still live in the hearts of those females. It is your sex that rewards us; it is your sex who cherish our memories; and you, my dear honoured friend, are, believe me, the first, the best of your sex. I have been the world around, and in every corner of it, and never yet saw your equal, or even one who could be put in comparison with you. You know how to reward virtue, honour, and courage, and never to ask if it is placed in a prince, duke, lord, or peasant.” Having hoisted his flag in the MEDUSA frigate, he went to reconnoitre Boulogne the point from which it was supposed the great attempt would be made, and which the French, in fear of an attack themselves, were fortifying with all care. He approached near enough to sink two of their floating batteries, and to destroy a few gun-boats which were without the pier. What damage was done within could not be ascertained. “Boulogne,” he said, “was certainly not a very pleasant place that morning; but,” he added, “it is not my wish to injure the poor inhabitants; and the town is spared as much as the nature of the service will admit.” Enough was done to show the enemy that they could not, with impunity, come outside their own ports. Nelson was satisfied by what he saw, that they meant to make an attempt from this place, but that it was impracticable; for the least wind at W.N.W. and they were lost. The ports of Flushing and Flanders were better points: there we could not tell by our eyes what means of transport were provided. From thence, therefore, if it came forth at all, the expedition would come. “And what a forlorn undertaking!” said he: “consider cross tides, &c. As for rowing, that is impossible. It Is perfectly right to be prepared for a mad government; but with the active force which has been given me, I may pronounce it almost impracticable.”

That force had been got together with an alacrity which has seldom been equalled. On the 28th of July, we were, in Nelson’s own words, literally at the foundation of our fabric of defence, and twelve days afterwards we were so prepared on the enemy’s coast that he did not believe they could get three miles from their ports. The MEDUSA, returning to our own shores, anchored in the rolling ground off Harwich; and when Nelson wished to get to the Nore in her, the wind rendered it impossible to proceed there by the usual channel. In haste to be at the Nore, remembering that he had been a tolerable pilot for the mouth of the Thames in his younger days, and thinking it necessary that he should know all that could be known of the navigation, he requested the maritime surveyor of the coast, Mr. Spence, to get him into the Swin by any channel; for neither the pilots which he had on board, nor the Harwich ones, would take charge of the ship. No vessel drawing more than fourteen feet had ever before ventured over the Naze. Mr. Spence, however, who had surveyed the channel, carried her safely through. The channel has since been called Nelson’s, though he himself wished it to be named after the MEDUSA: his name needed no new memorial.

Nelson’s eye was upon Flushing. “To take possession of that place,” he said, “would be a week’s expedition for four or five thousand troops.” This, however, required a consultation with the Admiralty; and that something might be done, meantime he resolved upon attacking the flotilla in the mouth of the Boulogne harbour. This resolution was made in deference to the opinion of others, and to the public feeling, which was so preposterously excited. He himself scrupled not to assert that the French army would never embark at Boulogne for the invasion of England; and he owned that this boat warfare was not exactly congenial to his feelings. Into Helvoet or Flushing he should be happy to lead, if Government turned their thoughts that way. “While I serve,” said he, “I will do it actively, and to the very best of my abilities. I require nursing like a child,” he added; “my mind carries me beyond my strength, and will do me up; but such is my nature.”

The attack was made by the boats of the squadron in five divisions, under Captains Somerville, Parker, Cotgrave, Jones, and Conn. The previous essay had taught the French the weak parts of their position; and they omitted no means of strengthening it, and of guarding against the expected attempt. The boats put off about half-an-hour before midnight; but, owing to the darkness, and tide and half-tide, which must always make night attacks so uncertain on the coasts of the Channel, the divisions separated. One could not arrive at all; another not till near daybreak. The others made their attack gallantly; but the enemy were fully prepared: every vessel was defended by long poles, headed with iron spikes, projecting from their sides: strong nettings were braced up to their lower yards; they were moored by the bottom to the shore, they were strongly manned with soldiers, and protected by land batteries, and the shore was lined with troops. Many were taken possession of; and, though they could not have been brought out, would have been burned, had not the French resorted to a mode of offence, which they have often used, but which no other people have ever been wicked enough to employ. The moment the firing ceased on board one of their own vessels they fired upon it from the shore, perfectly regardless of their own men.

The commander of one of the French divisions acted like a generous enemy. He hailed the boats as they approached, and cried out in English: “Let me advise you, my brave Englishmen, to keep your distance: you can do nothing here; and it is only uselessly shedding the blood of brave men to make the attempt.” The French official account boasted of the victory. “The combat,” it said, “took place in sight of both countries; it was the first of the kind, and the historian would have cause to make this remark.” They guessed our loss at four or five hundred; it amounted to one hundred and seventy-two. In his private letters to the Admiralty, Nelson affirmed, that had our force arrived as he intended, it was not all the chains in France which could have prevented our men from bringing off the whole of the vessels. There had been no error committed, and never did Englishmen display more courage. Upon this point Nelson was fully satisfied; but he said he should never bring himself again to allow any attack wherein he was not personally concerned; and that his mind suffered more than if he had had a leg shot off in the affair. He grieved particularly for Captain Parker, an excellent officer, to whom he was greatly attached, and who had an aged father looking to him for assistance. His thigh was shattered in the action; and the wound proved mortal, after some weeks of suffering and manly resignation. During this interval, Nelson’s anxiety was very great. “Dear Parker is my child,” said he; “for I found him in distress.” And when he received the tidings of his death, he replied: “You will judge of my feelings: God’s will be done. I beg that his hair may be cut off and given me; it shall be buried in my grave. Poor Mr. Parker! What a son has he lost! If I were to say I was content, I should lie; but I shall endeavour to submit with all the fortitude in my power. His loss has made a wound in my heart, which time will hardly heal.”

“You ask me, my dear friend,” he says to Lady Hamilton, “if I am going on more expeditions? and even if I was to forfeit your friendship, which is dearer to me than all the world, I can tell you nothing. For, I go out: I see the enemy, and can get at them, it is my duty: and you would naturally hate me, if I kept back one moment. I long to pay them for their tricks t’other day, the debt of a drubbing, which surely I’ll pay: but WHEN, WHERE or HOW, it is impossible, your own good sense must tell you, for me or mortal man to say.” Yet he now wished to be relieved from this service. The country, he said, had attached a confidence to his name, which he had submitted to, and therefore had cheerfully repaired to the station; but this boat business, though it might be part of a great plan of invasion, could never be the only one, and he did not think it was a command for a vice-admiral. It was not that he wanted a more lucrative situation; for, seriously indisposed as he was, and low-spirited from private considerations, he did not know, if the Mediterranean were vacant, that he should be equal to undertake it. He was offended with the Admiralty for refusing him leave to go to town when he had solicited: in reply to a friendly letter from Troubridge he says, “I am at this moment as firmly of opinion as ever, that Lord St. Vincent and yourself should have allowed of my coming to town for my own affairs, for every one knows I left it without a thought for myself.”

His letters at this time breathe an angry feeling toward Troubridge, who was now become, he said, one of his lords and masters. “I have a letter from him,” he says, “recommending me to wear flannel shirts. Does he care for me? NO: but never mind. They shall work hard to get me again. The cold has settled in my bowels. I wish the Admiralty had my complaint: but they have no bowels, at least for me. I daresay Master Troubridge is grown fat; I know I am grown lean with my complaint, which, but for their indifference about my health, could never have happened; or, at least, I should have got well long ago in a warm room with a good fire and sincere friend.” In the same tone of bitterness he complained that he was not able to promote those whom he thought deserving. “Troubridge,” he says, “has so completely prevented my ever mentioning anybody’s service, that I am become a cipher, and he has gained a victory over Nelson’s spirit. I am kept here, for what? — he may be able to tell, I cannot. But long it cannot, shall not be.” An end was put to this uncomfortable state of mind when, fortunately (on that account) for him, as well as happily for the nation, the peace of Amiens was just at this time signed. Nelson rejoiced that the experiment was made, but was well aware that it was an experiment. He saw what he called the misery of peace, unless the utmost vigilance and prudence were exerted; and he expressed, in bitter terms, his proper indignation at the manner in which the mob of London welcomed the French general who brought the ratification saying, “that they made him ashamed of his country.”

He had purchased a house and estate at Merton, in Surrey, meaning to pass his days there in the society of Sir William and Lady Hamilton. He had indulged in pleasant dreams when looking on to this as his place of residence and rest. “To be sure,” he says, “we shall employ the tradespeople of our village in preference to any others in what we want for common use, and give them every encouragement to be kind and attentive to us.” “Have we a nice church at Merton? We will set an example of goodness to the under-parishioners. I admire the pigs and poultry. Sheep are certainly most beneficial to eat off the grass. Do you get paid for them, and take care that they are kept on the premises all night, for that is the time they do good to the land. They should be folded. Is your head-man a good person, and true to our interest? I intend to have a farming-book. I expect that all animals will increase where you are, for I never expect that you will suffer any to be killed. No person can take amiss our not visiting. The answer from me will always be very civil thanks, but that I wish to live retired. We shall have our sea-friends; and I know Sir William thinks they are the best.” This place he had never seen till he was now welcomed there by the friends to whom he had so passionately devoted himself, and who were not less sincerely attached to him. The place, and everything which Lady Hamilton had done to it, delighted him; and he declared that the longest liver should possess it all. Here he amused himself with angling in the Wandle, having been a good fly-fisher in former days, and learning now to practise with his left hand what he could no longer pursue as a solitary diversion. His pensions for his victories, and for the loss of his eye and arm, amounted with his half-pay to about L3400 a-year. From this he gave L1800 to Lady Nelson, L200 to a brother’s widow, and L150 for the education of his children; and he paid L500 interest for borrowed money; so that Nelson was comparatively a poor man; and though much of the pecuniary embarrassment which he endured was occasioned by the separation from his wife — even if that cause had not existed, his income would not have been sufficient for the rank which he held, and the claims which would necessarily be made upon his bounty. The depression of spirits under which he had long laboured arose partly from this state of his circumstances, and partly from the other disquietudes in which his connection with Lady Hamilton had involved him — a connection which it was not possible his father could behold without sorrow and displeasure. Mr. Nelson, however, was soon persuaded that the attachment, which Lady Nelson regarded with natural jealousy and resentment, did not in reality pass the bounds of ardent and romantic admiration: a passion which the manners and accomplishments of Lady Hamilton, fascinating as they were, would not have been able to excite, if they had not been accompanied by more uncommon intellectual endowments, and by a character which, both in its strength and in its weakness, resembled his own. It did not, therefore, require much explanation to reconcile him to his son — an event the more essential to Nelson’s happiness, because, a few months afterwards, the good old man died at the age of seventy-nine.

Soon after the conclusion of peace, tidings arrived of our final and decisive successes in Egypt; in consequence of which, the common council voted their thanks to the army and navy for bringing the campaign to so glorious a conclusion. When Nelson, after the action of Cape St. Vincent, had been entertained at a city feast, he had observed to the lord mayor, “that, if the city continued its generosity, the navy would ruin them in gifts.” To which the lord mayor replied, putting his hand upon the admiral’s shoulder: “Do you find victories and we will find rewards.” Nelson, as he said, had kept his word, had doubly fulfilled his part of the contract, but no thanks had been voted for the battle of Copenhagen; and feeling that he and his companions in that day’s glory had a fair and honourable claim to this reward, he took the present opportunity of addressing a letter to the lord mayor, complaining of the omission and the injustice. “The smallest services,” said he, “rendered by the army or navy to the country, have always been noticed by the great city of London with one exception — the glorious 2nd of April — a day when the greatest dangers of navigation were overcome; and the Danish force, which they thought impregnable, totally taken or destroyed, by the consummate skill of our commanders, and by the undaunted bravery of as gallant a band as ever defended the rights of this country. For myself, if I were only personally concerned, I should bear the stigma, attempted to be now first placed upon my brow, with humility. But, my lord, I am the natural guardian of the fame of all the officers of the navy, army, and marines who fought, and so profusely bled, under my command on that day. Again I disclaim for myself more merit than naturally falls to a successful commander; but when I am called upon to speak of the merits of the captains of his Majesty’s ships, and of the officers and men, whether seamen, marines, or soldiers, whom I that day had the happiness to command, I then say, that never was the glory of this country upheld with more determined bravery than on that occasion: and if I may be allowed to give an opinion as a Briton, then I say, that more important service was never rendered to our king and country. It is my duty, my lord, to prove to the brave fellows, my companions in danger, that I have not failed at every proper place to represent, as well as I am able, their bravery and meritorious conduct.”

Another honour, of greater import, was withheld from the conquerors. The king had given medals to those captains who were engaged in the battles of the 1st of June, of Cape St. Vincent, of Camperdown, and of the Nile. Then came the victory at Copenhagen, which Nelson truly called the most difficult achievement, the hardest-fought battle, the most glorious result that ever graced the annals of our country. He, of course, expected the medal; and in writing to Earl St. Vincent, said, “He longed to have it, and would not give it up to be made an English duke.” The medal, however, was not given:—”For what reason,” said Nelson, “Lord St. Vincent best knows.” Words plainly implying a suspicion that it was withheld by some feeling of jealousy; and that suspicion estranged him, during the remaining period of his life, from one who had at one time been essentially, as well as sincerely, his friend; and of whose professional abilities he ever entertained the highest opinion.

The happiness which Nelson enjoyed in the society of his chosen friends was of no long continuance. Sir William Hamilton, who was far advanced in years, died early in 1803; a mild, amiable, and accomplished man, who has thus in a letter described his own philosophy: “My study of antiquities,” he says, “has kept me in constant thought of the perpetual fluctuation of everything. The whole art is really to live all the DAYS of our life; and not with anxious care disturb the sweetest hour that life affords — which is the present. Admire the Creator, and all His works, to us incomprehensible; and do all the good you can upon earth; and take the chance of eternity without dismay.” He expired in his wife’s arms, holding Nelson by the hand; and almost in his last words, left her to his protection; requesting him that he would see justice done her by the government, as he knew what she had done for her country. He left him her portrait in enamel, calling him his dearest friend; the most virtuous, loyal, and truly brave character he had ever known. The codicil, containing this bequest, concluded with these words, “God bless him, and shame fall on those who do not say amen.” Sir William’s pension of L1200 a year ceased with his death. Nelson applied to Mr. Addington in Lady Hamilton’s behalf, stating the important service which she had rendered to the fleet at Syracuse; and Mr. Addington, it is said, acknowledged that she had a just claim upon the gratitude of the country. This barren acknowledgment was all that was obtained; but a sum, equal to the pension which her husband had enjoyed, was settled on her by Nelson, and paid in monthly payments during his life. A few weeks after this event, the war was renewed; and the day after his Majesty’s message to Parliament, Nelson departed to take the command of the Mediterranean fleet. The war he thought, could not be long; just enough to make him independent in pecuniary matters.

He took his station immediately off Toulon; and there, with incessant vigilance, waited for the coming out of the enemy. The expectation of acquiring a competent fortune did not last long. “Somehow,” he says, “my mind is not sharp enough for prize-money. Lord Keith would have made L20,000, and I have not made L6000.” More than once he says that the prizes taken in the Mediterranean had not paid his expenses; and once he expresses himself as if it were a consolation to think that some ball might soon close all his accounts with this world of care and vexation. At this time the widow of his brother, being then blind and advanced in years, was distressed for money, and about to sell her plate; he wrote to Lady Hamilton, requesting of her to find out what her debts were, and saying that, if the amount was within his power, he would certainly pay it, and rather pinch himself than that she should want. Before he had finished the letter, an account arrived that a sum was payable to him for some neutral taken four years before, which enabled him to do this without being the poorer; and he seems to have felt at the moment that what was thus disposed of by a cheerful giver, shall be paid to him again. One from whom he had looked for very different conduct, had compared his own wealth, in no becoming manner, with Nelson’s limited means. “I know,” said he to Lady Hamilton, “the full extent of the obligation I owe him, and he may be useful to me again; but I can never forget his unkindness to you. But, I guess many reasons influenced his conduct in bragging of his riches and my honourable poverty; but, as I have often said, and with honest pride, what I have is my own: it never cost the widow a tear, or the nation a farthing. I got what I have with my pure blood, from the enemies of my country. Our house, my own Emma, is built upon a solid foundation; and will last to us, when his houses and lands may belong to others than his children.”

His hope was that peace might soon be made, or that he should be relieved from his command, and retire to Merton, where at that distance he was planning and directing improvements. On his birthday he writes, “This day, my dearest Emma, I consider as more fortunate than common days, as by my coming into this world it has brought me so intimately acquainted with you. I well know that you will keep it, and have my dear Horatio to drink my health. Forty-six years of toil and trouble! How few more the common lot of mankind leads us to expect! and therefore it is almost time to think of spending the few last years in peace and quietness.” It is painful to think that this language was not addressed to his wife, but to one with whom he promised himself “many many happy years, when that impediment,” as he calls her, “shall be removed, if God pleased; and they might be surrounded by their children’s children.”

When he had been fourteen months off Toulon, he received a vote of thanks from the city of London for his skill and perseverance in blockading that port, so as to prevent the French from putting to sea. Nelson had not forgotten the wrong which the city had done to the Baltic fleet by their omission, and did not lose the opportunity which this vote afforded of recurring to that point. “I do assure your lordship,” said he, in his answer to the lord mayor, “that there is not that man breathing who sets a higher value upon the thanks of his fellow-citizens of London than myself; but I should feel as much ashamed to receive them for a particular service marked in the resolution, if I felt that I did not come within that line of service, as I should feel hurt at having a great victory passed over without notice. I beg to inform your lordship, that the port of Toulon has never been blockaded by me; quite the reverse. Every opportunity has been offered the enemy to put to sea; for it is there that we hope to realise the hopes and expectations of our country.” Nelson then remarked that the junior flag-officers of his fleet had been omitted in this vote of thanks; and his surprise at the omission was expressed with more asperity, perhaps, than an offence so entirely and manifestly unintentional deserved; but it arose from that generous regard for the feelings as well as the interests of all who were under his command, which made him as much beloved in the fleets of Britain as he was dreaded in those of the enemy.

Never was any commander more beloved. He governed men by their reason and their affections; they knew that he was incapable of caprice or tyranny and they obeyed him with alacrity and joy, because he possessed their confidence as well as their love. “Our Nel,” they used to say, “is as brave as a lion and as gentle as a lamb.” Severe discipline he detested, though he had been bred in a severe school. He never inflicted corporal punishment if it were possible to avoid it; and when compelled to enforce it, he, who was familiar with wounds and death, suffered like a woman. In his whole life, Nelson was never known to act unkindly towards an officer. If he was asked to prosecute one for ill behaviour, he used to answer, “That there was no occasion for him to ruin a poor devil who was sufficiently his own enemy to ruin himself.” But in Nelson there was more than the easiness and humanity of a happy nature: he did not merely abstain from injury; his was an active and watchful benevolence, ever desirous not only to render justice, but to do good. During the peace he had spoken in parliament upon the abuses respecting prize-money, and had submitted plans to government for more easily manning the navy, and preventing desertion from it, by bettering the condition of the seamen. He proposed that their certificates should be registered, and that every man who had served, with a good character, five years in war, should receive a bounty of two guineas annually after that time, and of four guineas after eight years. “This,” he said, “might, at first sight, appear an enormous sum for the state to pay; but the average life of seamen is, from hard service, finished at forty-five. He cannot, therefore, enjoy the annuity many years, and the interest of the money saved by their not deserting would go far to pay the whole expense.”

To his midshipmen he ever showed the most winning kindness, encouraging the diffident, tempering the hasty, counselling and befriending both. “Recollect,” he used to say, “that you must be a seaman to be an officer; and also that you cannot be a good officer without being a gentleman.” A lieutenant wrote to him to say that he was dissatisfied with his captain. Nelson’s answer was in that spirit of perfect wisdom and perfect goodness which regulated his whole conduct towards those who were under his command. “I have just received your letter, and am truly sorry that any difference should arise between your captain, who has the reputation of being one of the bright officers of the service, and yourself, a very young man, and a very young officer, who must naturally have much to learn; therefore the chance is that you are perfectly wrong in the disagreement. However, as your present situation must be very disagreeable, I will certainly take an early opportunity of removing you, provided your conduct to your present captain be such that another may not refuse to receive you.” The gentleness and benignity of his disposition never made him forget what was due to discipline. Being on one occasion applied to, to save a young officer from a court-martial, which he had provoked by his misconduct, his reply was, “That he would do everything in his power to oblige so gallant and good an officer as Sir John Warren,” in whose name the intercession had been made. “But what,” he added, “would he do if he were here? Exactly what I have done, and am still willing to do. The young man must write such a letter of contrition as would be an acknowledgment of his great fault; and with a sincere promise, if his captain will intercede to prevent the impending court-martial, never to so misbehave again. On his captain’s enclosing me such a letter, with a request to cancel the order for the trial, I might be induced to do it; but the letters and reprimand will be given in the public order-book of the fleet, and read to all the officers. The young man has pushed himself forward to notice, and he must take the consequence. It was upon the quarter-deck, in the face of the ship’s company, that he treated his captain with contempt; and I am in duty bound to support the authority and consequence of every officer under my command. A poor ignorant seaman is for ever punished for contempt to HIS superiors.”

A dispute occurred in the fleet while it was off Toulon, which called forth Nelson’s zeal for the rights and interests of the navy. Some young artillery officers, serving on board the bomb vessels, refused to let their men perform any other duty but what related to the mortars. They wished to have it established that their corps was not subject to the captain’s authority. The same pretensions were made in the Channel fleet about the same time, and the artillery rested their claims to separate and independent authority on board, upon a clause in the act, which they interpreted in their favour. Nelson took up the subject with all the earnestness which its importance deserved. “There is no real happiness in this world,” said he, writing to Earl St. Vincent, as first lord. “With all content and smiles around me, up start these artillery boys (I understand they are not beyond that age), and set us at defiance; speaking in the most disrespectful manner of the navy and its commanders. I know you, my dear lord, so well, that with your quickness the matter would have been settled, and perhaps some of them been broke. I am perhaps more patient, but I do assure you not less resolved, if my plan of conciliation is not attended to. You and I are on the eve of quitting the theatre of our exploits; but we hold it due to our successors never, whilst we have a tongue to speak or a hand to write, to allow the navy to be in the smallest degree injured in its discipline by our conduct.” To Troubridge he wrote in the same spirit: “It is the old history, trying to do away the act of parliament; but I trust they will never succeed; for when they do, farewell to our naval superiority. We should be prettily commanded! Let them once gain the step of being independent of the navy on board a ship, and they will soon have the other, and command us. But, thank God! my dear Troubridge, the king himself cannot do away the act of parliament. Although my career is nearly run, yet it would embitter my future days, and expiring moments, to hear of our navy being sacrificed to the army.” As the surest way of preventing such disputes, he suggested that the navy should have it’s own corps of artillery; and a corps of marine artillery was accordingly established.

Instead of lessening the power of the commander, Nelson would have wished to see it increased: it was absolutely necessary, he thought, that merit should be rewarded at the moment, and that the officers of the fleet should look up to the commander-in-chief for their reward. He himself was never more happy than when he could promote those who were deserving of promotion. Many were the services which he thus rendered unsolicited; and frequently the officer, in whose behalf he had interested himself with the Admiralty, did not know to whose friendly interference he was indebted for his good fortune. He used to say, “I wish it to appear as a God-send.” The love which he bore the navy made him promote the interests, and honour the memory, of all who had added to its glories. “The near relations of brother officers,” he said, “he considered as legacies to the service.” Upon mention being made to him of a son of Rodney, by the Duke of Clarence, his reply was: “I agree with your Royal Highness most entirely, that the son of a Rodney ought to be the PROTEGE of every person in the kingdom, and particularly of the sea-officers. Had I known that there had been this claimant, some of my own lieutenants must have given way to such a name, and he should have been placed in the VICTORY: she is full, and I have twenty on my list; but, whatever numbers I have, the name of Rodney must cut many of them out.” Such was the proper sense which Nelson felt of what was due to splendid services and illustrious names. His feelings toward the brave men who had served with him are shown by a note in his diary, which was probably not intended for any other eye than his own: “Nov. 7. I had the comfort of making an old AGAMEMNON, George Jones, a gunner into the CHAMELEON brig.”

When Nelson took the command, it was expected that the Mediterranean would be an active scene. Nelson well understood the character of the perfidious Corsican, who was now sole tyrant of France; and knowing that he was as ready to attack his friends as his enemies, knew, therefore, that nothing could be more uncertain than the direction of the fleet from Toulon, whenever it should put to sea. “It had as many destinations,” he said, “as there were countries.” The momentous revolutions of the last ten years had given him ample matter for reflection, as well as opportunities for observation: the film was cleared from his eyes; and now, when the French no longer went abroad with the cry of liberty and equality, he saw that the oppression and misrule of the powers which had been opposed to them, had been the main causes of their success, and that those causes would still prepare the way before them. Even in Sicily, where, if it had been possible longer to blind himself, Nelson would willingly have seen no evil, he perceived that the people wished for a change, and acknowledged that they had reason to wish for it. In Sardinia the same burden of misgovernment was felt; and the people, like the Sicilians, were impoverished by a government so utterly incompetent to perform its first and most essential duties that it did not protect its own coasts from the Barbary pirates. He would fain have had us purchase this island (the finest in the Mediterranean) from its sovereign, who did not receive L5000 a year from it after its wretched establishment was paid. There was reason to think that France was preparing to possess herself of this important point, which afforded our fleet facilities for watching Toulon, not to be obtained elsewhere. An expedition was preparing at Corsica for the purpose; and all the Sardes, who had taken part with revolutionary France, were ordered to assemble there. It was certain that if the attack were made it would succeed. Nelson thought that the only means to prevent Sardinia from becoming French was to make it English, and that half a million would give the king a rich price, and England a cheap purchase. A better, and therefore a wiser policy, would have been to exert our influence in removing the abuses of the government, for foreign dominion is always, in some degree, an evil and allegiance neither can nor ought to be made a thing of bargain and sale. Sardinia, like Sicily and Corsica, is large enough to form a separate state. Let us hope that these islands may one day be made free and independent. Freedom and independence will bring with them industry and prosperity; and wherever these are found, arts and letters will flourish, and the improvement of the human race proceed.

The proposed attack was postponed. Views of wider ambition were opening upon Buonaparte, who now almost undisguisedldy aspired to make himself master of the continent of Europe; and Austria was preparing for another struggle, to be conducted as weakly and terminated as miserably as the former. Spain, too, was once more to be involved in war by the policy of France: that perfidious government having in view the double object of employing the Spanish resources against England, and exhausting them in order to render Spain herself finally its prey. Nelson, who knew that England and the Peninsula ought to be in alliance, for the common interest of both, frequently expressed his hopes that Spain might resume her natural rank among the nations. “We ought,” he said, “by mutual consent, to be the very best friends, and both to be ever hostile to France.” But he saw that Buonaparte was meditating the destruction of Spain; and that, while the wretched court of Madrid professed to remain neutral, the appearances of neutrality were scarcely preserved, An order of the year 1771, excluding British ships of war from the Spanish ports, was revived, and put in force: while French privateers, from these very ports, annoyed the British trade, carried their prizes in, and sold them even at Barcelona. Nelson complained of this to the captain-general of Catalonia, informing him that he claimed, for every British ship or squadron, the right of lying, as long as it pleased, in the ports of Spain, while that right was allowed to other powers. To the British Ambassador he said: “I am ready to make large allowances for the miserable situation Spain has placed herself in; but there is a certain line, beyond which I cannot submit to be treated with disrespect. We have given up French vessels taken within gunshot of the Spanish shore, and yet French vessels are permitted to attack our ships from the Spanish shore. Your excellency may assure the Spanish government that, in whatever place the Spaniards allow the French to attack us, in that place I shall order the French to be attacked.”

During this state of things, to which the weakness of Spain, and not her will, consented, the enemy’s fleet did not venture to put to sea. Nelson watched it with unremitting and almost unexampled perseverance. The station off Toulon he called his home. “We are in the right fighting trim,” said he: “let them come as soon as they please. I never saw a fleet altogether so well officered and manned; would to God the ships were half as good! The finest ones in the service would soon be destroyed by such terrible weather. I know well enough that if I were to go into Malta I should save the ships during this bad season; but if I am to watch the French I must be at sea; and if at sea, must have bad weather; and if the ships are not fit to stand bad weather, they are useless.” Then only he was satisfied and at ease when he had the enemy in view. Mr. Elliot, our minister at Naples, seems at this time to have proposed to send a confidential Frenchman to him with information. “I should be very happy,” he replied, “to receive authentic intelligence of the destination of the French squadron, their route, and time of sailing. Anything short of this is useless; and I assure your excellency, that I would not upon any consideration have a Frenchman in the fleet, except as a prisoner. I put no confidence in them. You think yours good; the queen thinks the same; I believe they are all alike. Whatever information you can get me I shall be very thankful for; but not a Frenchman comes here. Forgive me, but my mother hated the French.”

M. Latouche Treville, who had commanded at Boulogne, commanded now at Toulon. “He was sent for on purpose,” said Nelson, “as he BEAT ME at Boulogne, to beat me again; but he seems very loath to try.” One day, while the main body of our fleet was out of sight of land, Rear-Admiral Campbell, reconnoitring with the CANOPUS, DONEGAL, and AMAZON, stood in close to the port; and M. Latouche, taking advantage of a breeze which sprung up, pushed out with four ships of the line and three heavy frigates, and chased him about four leagues. The Frenchman, delighted at having found himself in so novel a situation, published a boastful account, affirming that he had given chase to the whole British fleet, and that Nelson had fled before him! Nelson thought it due to the Admiralty to send home a copy of the VICTORY’s log upon this occasion. “As for himself,” he said, “if his character was not established by that time for not being apt to run away, it was not worth his while to put the world right.”—”If this fleet gets fairly up with M. Latouche,” said he to one of his correspondents, “his letter, with all his ingenuity, must be different from his last. We had fancied that we chased him into Toulon; for, blind as I am, I could see his water line, when he clued his topsails up, shutting in Sepet. But from the time of his meeting Captain Hawker in the ISIS, I never heard of his acting otherwise than as a poltroon and a liar. Contempt is the best mode of treating such a miscreant.” In spite, however, of contempt, the impudence of this Frenchman half angered him. He said to his brother: “You will have seen Latouche’s letter; how he chased me and how I ran. I keep it; and if I take him, by God he shall eat it.”

Nelson, who used to say, that in sea affairs nothing is impossible, and nothing improbable, feared the more that this Frenchman might get out and elude his vigilance; because he was so especially desirous of catching him, and administering to him his own lying letter in a sandwich. M. Latouche, however, escaped him in another way. He died, according to the French papers, in consequence of walking so often up to the signal-post upon Sepet, to watch the British fleet. “I always pronounced that would be his death,” said Nelson. “If he had come out and fought me, it would at least have added ten years to my life.” The patience with which he had watched Toulon, he spoke of, truly, as a perseverance at sea which had never been surpassed. From May, 1803, to August, 1805, he himself went out of his ship but three times; each of those times was upon the king’s service, and neither time of absence exceeded an hour. In 1804 the SWIFT cutter going out with despatches was taken, and all the despatches and letters fell into the hands of the enemy. “A very pretty piece of work,” says Nelson; “I am not surprised at the capture, but am very much so that any despatches should be sent in a vessel with twenty-three men, not equal to cope with any row-boat privateer. The loss of the HINDOSTAN was great enough; but for importance it is lost in comparison to the probable knowledge the enemy will obtain of our connexions with foreign countries. Foreigners for ever say, and it is true, we dare not trust England: one way or other we are sure to be committed.” In a subsequent letter he says, speaking of the same capture: “I find, my dearest Emma, that your picture is very much admired by the French Consul at Barcelona, and that he has not sent it to be admired, which I am sure it would be, by Buonaparte. They pretend that there were three pictures taken. I wish I had them; but they are all gone as irretrievably as the despatches, unless we may read them in a book, as we printed their correspondence from Egypt. But from us what can they find out? That I love you most dearly, and hate the French most damnably. Dr. Scott went to Barcelona to try to get the private letters, but I fancy they are all gone to Paris. The Swedish and American Consuls told him that the French Consul had your picture and read your letters; and the Doctor thinks one of them, probably, read the letters. By the master’s account of the cutter, I would not have trusted an old pair of shoes in her. He tells me she did not sail, but was a good sea-boat. I hope Mr. Marsden will not trust any more of my private letters in such a conveyance: if they choose to trust the affairs of the public in such a thing, I cannot help it.”

While he was on this station, the weather had been so unusually severe that he said the Mediterranean seemed altered. It was his rule never to contend with the gales; but either run to the southward to escape their violence, or furl all the sails, and make the ships as easy as possible. The men, though he said flesh and blood could hardly stand it, continued in excellent health, which he ascribed, in great measure, to a plentiful supply of lemons and onions. For himself, he thought he could only last till the battle was over. One battle more it was his hope that he might fight. “However,” said he, “whatever happens, I have run a glorious race.” “A few months rest,” he says, “I must have very soon. If I am in my grave, what are the mines of Peru to me? But to say the truth, I have no idea of killing myself. I may, with care, live yet to do good service to the state. My cough is very bad, and my side, where I was struck on the 14th of February, is very much swelled: at times a lump as large as my fist, brought on occasionally by violent coughing. But I hope and believe my lungs are yet safe.” He was afraid of blindness and this was the only evil which he could not contemplate without unhappiness. More alarming symptoms he regarded with less apprehension, describing his own “shattered carcass” as in the worst plight of any in the fleet; and he says, “I have felt the blood gushing up the left side of my head; and, the moment it covers the brain, I am fast asleep.” The fleet was in worse trim than the men; but when he compared it with the enemy’s, it was with a right English feeling. “The French fleet yesterday,” said he, in one of his letters, “was to appearance in high feather, and as fine as paint could make them; but when they may sail, or where they may go, I am very sorry to say is a secret I am not acquainted with. Our weather-beaten ships, I have no fear, will make their sides like a plum-pudding.” “Yesterday,” he says, on another occasion, “a rear-admiral and seven sail of ships put their nose outside the harbour. If they go on playing this game, some day we shall lay salt on their tails.”

Hostilities at length commenced between Great Britain and Spain. That country, whose miserable government made her subservient to France, was once more destined to lavish her resources and her blood in furtherance of the designs of a perfidious ally. The immediate occasion of the war was the seizure of four treasure-ships by the English. The act was perfectly justifiable, for those treasures were intended to furnish means for France; but the circumstances which attended it were as unhappy as they were unforeseen. Four frigates had been despatched to intercept them. They met with an equal force. Resistance, therefore, became a point of honour on the part of the Spaniards, and one of their ships soon blew up with all on board. Had a stronger squadron been sent, this deplorable catastrophe might have been spared: a catastrophe which excited not more indignation in Spain than it did grief in those who were its unwilling instruments, in the English government, and in the English people. On the 5th of October this unhappy affair occurred, and Nelson was not apprised of it till the twelfth of the ensuing month. He had, indeed, sufficient mortification at the breaking out of this Spanish war; an event which, it might reasonably have been supposed, would amply enrich the officers of the Mediterranean fleet, and repay them for the severe and unremitting duty on which they had been so long employed. But of this harvest they were deprived; for Sir John Orde was sent with a small squadron, and a separate command, to Cadiz. Nelson’s feelings were never wounded so deeply as now. “I had thought,” said he, writing in the first flow and freshness of indignation; “Fancied — but nay; it must have been a dream, an idle dream; yet I confess it, I DID fancy that I had done my country service; and thus they use me! And under what circumstances, and with what pointed aggravation? Yet, if I know my own thoughts, it is not for myself, or on my own account chiefly, that I feel the sting and the disappointment. No! it is for my brave officers: for my noble minded friends and comrades. Such a gallant set of fellows! Such a band of brothers! My heart swells at the thought of them.”

War between Spain and England was now declared; and on the eighteenth of January, the Toulon fleet, having the Spaniards to co-operate with them, put to sea. Nelson was at anchor off the coast of Sardinia, where the Madelena islands form one of the finest harbours in the world, when, at three in the afternoon of the nineteenth, the ACTIVE and SEAHORSE frigates brought this long-hoped-for intelligence. They had been close to the enemy at ten on the preceding night, but lost sight of them in about four hours. The fleet immediately unmoored and weighed, and at six in the evening ran through the strait between Biche and Sardinia: a passage so narrow that the ships could only pass one at a time, each following the stern-lights of its leader. From the position of the enemy, when they were last seen, it was inferred that they must be bound round the southern end of Sardinia. Signal was made the next morning to prepare for battle. Bad weather came on, baffling the one fleet in its object, and the other in its pursuit. Nelson beat about the Sicilian seas for ten days, without obtaining any other information of the enemy than that one of their ships had put into Ajaccio, dismasted; and having seen that Sardinia, Naples, and Sicily were safe, believing Egypt to be their destination, for Egypt he ran. The disappointment and distress which he had experienced in his former pursuits of the French through the same seas were now renewed; but Nelson, while he endured these anxious and unhappy feelings, was still consoled by the same confidence as on the former occasion — that, though his judgment might be erroneous, under all circumstances he was right in having formed it. “I have consulted no man,” said he to the Admiralty; “therefore the whole blame of ignorance in forming my judgment must rest with me. I would allow no man to take from me an atom of my glory had I fallen in with the French fleet; nor do I desire any man to partake any of the responsibility. All is mine, right or wrong.” Then stating the grounds upon which he had proceeded, he added, “At this moment of sorrow, I still feel that I have acted right.” In the same spirit he said to Sir Alexander Ball: “When I call to remembrance all the circumstances, I approve, if nobody else does, of my own conduct.”

Baffled thus, he bore up for Malta, and met intelligence from Naples that the French, having been dispersed in a gale, had put back to Toulon. From the same quarter he learned that a great number of saddles and muskets had been embarked; and this confirmed him in his opinion that Egypt was their destination. That they should have put him back in consequence of storms which he had weathered, gave him a consoling sense of British superiority. “These gentlemen,” said he, “are not accustomed to a Gulf of Lyons gale: we have buffeted them for one-and-twenty months, and not carried away a spar.” He, however, who had so often braved these gales, was now, though not mastered by them, vexatiously thwarted and impeded; and on February 27th he was compelled to anchor in Pula Bay in the Gulf of Cagliari. From the 21st of January the fleet had remained ready for battle, without a bulk-head up night or day. He anchored here that he might not be driven to leeward. As soon as the weather moderated he put to sea again; and after again beating about against contrary winds, another gale drove him to anchor in the Gulf of Palma on the 8th of March. This he made his rendezvous: he knew that the French troops still remained embarked; and wishing to lead them into a belief that he was stationed upon the Spanish coast, he made his appearance off Barcelona with that intent. About the end of the month he began to fear that the plan of the expedition was abandoned; and sailing once more towards his old station off Toulon on the 4th of April, he met the PHOEBE, with news that Villeneuve had put to sea on the last of March, with eleven ships of the line, seven frigates, and two brigs. When last seen they were steering towards the coast of Africa. Nelson first covered the channel between Sardinia and Barbary, so as to satisfy himself that Villeneuve was not taking the same route for Egypt which Gantheaume had taken before him, when he attempted to carry reinforcements thither. Certain of this, he bore up on the 7th for Palermo, lest the French should pass to the north of Corsica, and he despatched cruisers in all directions. On the 11th he felt assured that they were not gone down the Mediterranean; and sending off frigates to Gibraltar, to Lisbon, and to Admiral Cornwallis, who commanded the squadron off Brest, he endeavoured to get to the westward, beating against westerly winds. After five days a neutral gave intelligence that the French had been seen off Cape de Gatte on the 7th. It was soon after ascertained that they had passed the Straits of Gibraltar on the day following; and Nelson, knowing that they might already be half way to Ireland or to Jamaica, exclaimed that he was miserable. One gleam of comfort only came across him in the reflection, that his vigilance had rendered it impossible for them to undertake any expedition in the Mediterranean.

Eight days after this certain intelligence had been obtained, he described his state of mind thus forcibly in writing to the governor of Malta: “My good fortune, my dear Ball, seems flown away. I cannot get a fair wind, or even a side-wind. Dead foul! — Dead foul! But my mind is fully made up what to do when I leave the supposing there is no certain account of the enemy’s destination. I believe this ill-luck will go near to kill me; but as these are times for exertion, I must not be cast down, whatever I may feel.” In spite of every exertion which could be made by all the zeal and all the skill of British seamen, he did not get in sight of Gibraltar till the 30th of April; and the wind was then so adverse that it was impossible to pass the Gut. He anchored in Mazari Bay, on the Barbary shore; obtained supplies from Tetuan; and when, on the 5th, a breeze from the eastward sprang up at last, sailed once more, hoping to hear of the enemy from Sir John Orde, who commanded off Cadiz, or from Lisbon. “If nothing is heard of them,” said he to the Admiralty, “I shall probably think the rumours which have been spread are true, that their object is the West Indies; and, in that case, I think it my duty to follow them — or to the Antipodes, should I believe that to be their destination.” At the time when this resolution was taken, the physician of the fleet had ordered him to return to England before the hot months.

Nelson had formed his judgment of their destination, and made up his mind accordingly, when Donald Campbell, at that time an admiral in the Portuguese service, the same person who had given important tidings to Earl St. Vincent of the movements of that fleet from which he won his title, a second time gave timely and momentous intelligence to the flag of his country. He went on board the VICTORY, and communicated to Nelson his certain knowledge that the combined Spanish and French fleets were bound for the West Indies. Hitherto all things had favoured the enemy. While the British commander was beating up again strong southerly and westerly gales, they had wind to their wish from the N.E., and had done in nine days what he was a whole month in accomplishing. Villeneuve, finding the Spaniards at Carthagena were not in a fit state of equipment to join him, dared not wait, but hastened on to Cadiz. Sir John Orde necessarily retired at his approach. Admiral Gravina, with six Spanish ships of the line and two French, come out to him, and they sailed without a moment’s loss of time. They had about three thousand French troops on board, and fifteen hundred Spanish: six hundred were under orders, expecting them at Martinique, and one thousand at Guadaloupe. General Lauriston commanded the troops. The combined fleet now consisted of eighteen sail of the line, six forty-four gun frigates, one of twenty-six guns, three corvettes, and a brig. They were joined afterwards by two new French line-of-battle ships, and one forty-four. Nelson pursued them with ten sail of the line and three frigates. “Take you a Frenchman apiece,” said he to his captains, “and leave me the Spaniards: when I haul down my colours, I expect you to do the same, and not till then.”

The enemy had five-and-thirty days’ start; but he calculated that he should gain eight or ten days upon them by his exertions. May 15th he made Madeira, and on June 4th reached Barbadoes, whither he had sent despatches before him; and where he found Admiral Cochrane, with two ships, part of our squadron in those seas being at Jamaica. He found here also accounts that the combined fleets had been seen from St. Lucia on the 28th, standing to the southward, and that Tobago and Trinidad were their objects. This Nelson doubted; but he was alone in his opinion, and yielded it with these foreboding words: “If your intelligence proves false, you lose me the French fleet.” Sir W. Myers offered to embark here with 2000 troops; they were taken on board, and the next morning he sailed for Tobago. Here accident confirmed the false intelligence which had, whether from intention or error, misled him. A merchant at Tobago, in the general alarm, not knowing whether this fleet was friend or foe, sent out a schooner to reconnoitre, and acquaint him by signal. The signal which he had chosen happened to be the very one which had been appointed by Col. Shipley of the engineers to signify that the enemy were at Trinidad; and as this was at the close of the day, there was no opportunity of discovering the mistake. An American brig was met with about the same time, the master of which, with that propensity to deceive the English and assist the French in any manner which has been but too common among his countrymen, affirmed that he had been boarded off Granada a few days before by the French, who were standing towards the Bocas of Trinidad. This fresh intelligence removed all doubts. The ships were cleared for action before daylight, and Nelson entered the Bay of Paria on the 7th, hoping and expecting to make the mouths of the Orinoco as famous in the annals of the British navy as those of the Nile. Not an enemy was there; and it was discovered that accident and artifice had combined to lead him so far to leeward, that there could have been little hope of fetching to windward of Granada for any other fleet. Nelson, however, with skill and exertions never exceeded, and almost unexampled, bore for that island.

Advices met him on the way, that the combined fleets, having captured the Diamond Rock, were then at Martinique on the fourth, and were expected to sail that night for the attack of Granada. On the 9th Nelson arrived off that island; and there learned that they had passed to leeward of Antigua the preceding day, and had taken a homeward-bound convoy. Had it not been for false information, upon which Nelson had acted reluctantly, and in opposition to his own judgment, he would have been off Port Royal just as they were leaving; it, and the battle would have been fought on the spot where Rodney defeated De Grasse. This he remembered in his vexation; but he had saved the colonies, and above 200 ships laden for Europe, which would else have fallen into the enemy’s hands; and he had the satisfaction of knowing that the mere terror of his name had effected this, and had put to flight the allied enemies, whose force nearly doubled that before which they fled. That they were flying back to Europe he believed, and for Europe he steered in pursuit on the 13th, having disembarked the troops at Antigua, and taking with him the SPARTIATE, seventy-four; the only addition to the squadron with which he was pursuing so superior a force. Five days afterwards the AMAZON brought intelligence that she had spoke a schooner who had seen them on the evening of the 15th, steering to the north; and by computation, eighty-seven leagues off. Nelson’s diary at this time denotes his great anxiety and his perpetual and all-observing vigilance. “June 21. Midnight, nearly calm, saw three planks, which I think came from the French fleet. Very miserable, which is very foolish.” On the 17th of July he came in sight of Cape St. Vincent, and steered for Gibraltar. “June 18th,” his diary says, “Cape Spartel in sight, but no French fleet, nor any information about them. How sorrowful this makes me! but I cannot help myself.” The next day he anchored at Gibraltar; and on the 20th, says he, “I went on shore for the first time since June 16, 1803; and from having my foot out of the VICTORY two years, wanting ten days.”

Here he communicated with his old friend Collingwood; who, having been detached with a squadron, when the disappearance of the combined fleets, and of Nelson in their pursuit, was known in England, had taken his station off Cadiz. He thought that Ireland was the enemy’s ultimate object; that they would now liberate the Ferrol squadron, which was blocked up by Sir Robert Calder, call for the Rochefort ships, and then appear off Ushant with 33 or 34 sail; there to be joined: by the Brest fleet. With this great force he supposed they would make for Ireland — the real mark and bent of all their operations; and their flight to the West Indies, he thought, had been merely undertaken to take off Nelson’s force, which was the great impediment to their undertaking.

Collingwood was gifted with great political penetration. As yet, however, all was conjecture concerning the enemy; and Nelson, having victualled and watered at Tetuan, stood for Ceuta on the 24th, still without information of their course. Next day intelligence arrived that the CURIEUX brig had seen them on the 19th, standing to the northward. He proceeded off Cape St. Vincent, rather cruising for intelligence than knowing whither to betake himself; and here a case occurred that more than any other event in real history resembles those whimsical proofs of sagacity which Voltaire, in his Zadig, has borrowed from the Orientals. One of our frigates spoke an American, who, a little to the westward of the Azores, had fallen in with an armed vessel, appearing to be a dismasted privateer, deserted by her crew, which had been run on board by another ship, and had been set fire to; but the fire had gone out. A log-book and a few seamen’s jackets were found in the cabin; and these were brought to Nelson. The log-book closed with these words: “Two large vessels in the W.N.W.:” and this led him to conclude that the vessel had been an English privateer, cruising off the Western Islands. But there was in this book a scrap of dirty paper, filled with figures. Nelson, immediately upon seeing it, observed that the figures were written by a Frenchman; and after studying this for a while, said, “I can explain the whole. The jackets are of French manufacture, and prove that the privateer was in possession of the enemy. She had been chased and taken by the two ships that were seen in the W.N.W. The prizemaster, going on board in a hurry, forgot to take with him his reckoning: there is none in the log-book; and the dirty paper contains her work for the number of days since the privateer last left Corvo; with an unaccounted-for run, which I take to have been the chase, in his endeavour to find out her situation by back reckonings. By some mismanagement, I conclude she was run on board of by one of the enemy’s ships, and dismasted. Not liking delay (for I am satisfied that those two ships were the advanced ones of the French squadron), and fancying we were close at their heels, they set fire to the vessel, and abandoned her in a hurry. If this explanation be correct, I infer from it that they are gone more to the northward; and more to the northward I will look for them.” This course accordingly he held, but still without success. Still persevering, and still disappointed, he returned near enough to Cadiz to ascertain that they were not there; traversed the Bay of Biscay; and then, as a last hope, stood over for the north-west coast of Ireland against adverse winds, till, on the evening of the 12th of August, he learned that they had not been heard of there. Frustrated thus in all his hopes, after a pursuit, to which, for its extent, rapidity, and perseverance, no parallel can be produced, he judged it best to reinforce the Channel fleet with his squadron, lest the enemy, as Collingwood apprehended, should bear down upon Brest with their whole collected force. On the 15th he joined Admiral Cornwallis off Ushant. No news had yet been obtained of the enemy; and on the same evening he received orders to proceed, with the VICTORY and SUPERB, to Portsmouth.




CHAPTER IX. 1805
 

Sir Robert Calder falls in with the combined Fleets — They form a Junction with the Ferrol Squadron, and get into Cadiz — Nelson is reappointed to the Command — Battle of Trafalgar — Victory, and Death of Nelson.

At Portsmouth, Nelson at length found news of the combined fleet. Sir Robert Calder, who had been sent out to intercept their return, had fallen in with them on the 22nd of July, sixty leagues off Cape Finisterre. Their force consisted of twenty sail of the line, three fifty-gun ships, five frigates, and two brigs: his, of fifteen line-of-battle ships, two frigates, a cutter, and a lugger. After an action of four hours he had captured an eighty-four and a seventy-four, and then thought it necessary to bring-to the squadron, for the purpose of securing their prizes. The hostile fleets remained in sight of each other till the 26th, when the enemy bore away. The capture of two ships from so superior a force would have been considered as no inconsiderable victory, a few years earlier; but Nelson had introduced a new era in our naval history; and the nation felt respecting this action as he had felt on a somewhat similar occasion. They regretted that Nelson, with his eleven ships, had not been in Sir Robert Calder’s place; and their disappointment was generally and loudly expressed.

Frustrated as his own hopes had been, Nelson had yet the high satisfaction of knowing that his judgment had never been more conspicuously approved, and that he had rendered essential service to his country, by driving the enemy from those Islands where they expected there could be no force capable of opposing them. The West India merchants in London, as men whose interests were more immediately benefited, appointed a deputation to express their thanks for his great and judicious exertions. It was now his intention to rest awhile from his labours, and recruit himself, after all his fatigues and cares, in the society of those whom he loved. All his stores were brought up from the VICTORY; and he found in his house at Merton the enjoyment which he had anticipated. Many days had not elapsed before Captain Blackwood, on his way to London with despatches, called on him at five in the morning. Nelson, who was already dressed, exclaimed, the moment he saw him: “I am sure you bring me news of the French and Spanish fleets! I think I shall yet have to beat them!” They had refitted at Vigo, after the indecisive action with Sir Robert Calder; then proceeded to Ferrol, brought out the squadron from thence, and with it entered Cadiz in safety. “Depend on it, Blackwood:” he repeatedly said, “I shall yet give M. Villeneuve a drubbing.” But when Blackwood had left him, he wanted resolution to declare his wishes to Lady Hamilton and his sisters, and endeavoured to drive away the thought. He had done enough, he said: “Let the man trudge it who has lost his budget!” His countenance belied his lips; and as he was pacing one of the walks in the garden, which he used to call the quarter-deck, Lady Hamilton came up to him, and told him she saw he was uneasy. He smiled, and said: “No, he was as happy as possible; he was surrounded by his family, his health was better since he had been an shore, and he would not give sixpence to call the king his uncle.” She replied, that she did not believe him, that she knew that he was longing to get at the combined fleets, that he considered them as his own property, that he would be miserable if any man but himself did the business; and that he ought to have them, as the price and reward of his two years’ long watching, and his hard chase. “Nelson,” said she, “however we may lament your absence, offer your services; they will be accepted, and you will gain a quiet heart by it: you will have a glorious victory, and then you may return here, and be happy.” He looked at her with tears in his eyes: “Brave Emma! Good Emma! If there were more Emmas there would be more Nelsons.”

His services were as willingly accepted as they were offered; and Lord Barham, giving him the list of the navy, desired him to choose his own officers. “Choose yourself, my lord,” was his reply: “the same spirit actuates the whole profession: you cannot choose wrong.” Lord Barham then desired him to say what ships, and how many, he would wish, in addition to the fleet which he was going to command, and said they should follow him as soon as each was ready. No appointment was ever more in unison with the feelings and judgment of the whole nation. They, like Lady Hamilton, thought that the destruction of the combined fleets ought properly to be Nelson’s work; that he who had been

    “Half around the sea-girt ball,

    The hunter of the recreant Gaul,”

ought to reap the spoils of the chase which he had watched so long, and so perseveringly pursued.

Unremitting exertions were made to equip the ships which he had chosen, and especially to refit the VICTORY, which was once more to bear his flag. Before he left London he called at his upholsterer’s, where the coffin which Captain Hallowell had given him was deposited; and desired that its history might be engraven upon the lid, saying that it was highly probable he might want it on his return. He seemed, indeed, to have been impressed with an expectation that he should fall in the battle. In a letter to his brother, written immediately after his return, he had said: “We must not talk of Sir Robert Calder’s battle — I might not have done so much with my small force. If I had fallen in with them, you might probably have been a lord before I wished; for I know they meant to make a dead set at the VICTORY.” Nelson had once regarded the prospect of death with gloomy satisfaction: it was when he anticipated the upbraidings of his wife, and the displeasure of his venerable father. The state of his feelings now was expressed in his private journal in these words: “Friday night (Sept. 13), at half-past ten, I drove from dear, dear Merton; where I left all which I hold dear in this world, to go and serve my king and country. May the great GOD, whom I adore, enable me to fulfil the expectations of my country! and if it is His good pleasure that I should return, my thanks will never cease being offered up to the throne of His mercy. If it is His good providence to cut short my days upon earth, I bow with the greatest submission; relying that he will protect those so dear to me whom I may leave behind! His will be done. Amen! Amen! Amen!”

Early on the following morning he reached Portsmouth; and having despatched his business on shore, endeavoured to elude the populace by taking a by-way to the beach; but a crowd collected in his train, pressing forward to obtain a sight of his face: many were in tears, and many knelt down before him and blessed him as he passed. England has had many heroes; but never one who so entirely possessed the love of his fellow-countrymen as Nelson. All men knew that his heart was as humane as it was fearless; that there was not in his nature the slightest alloy of selfishness or cupidity; but that with perfect and entire devotion he served his country with all his heart, and with all his soul, and with all his strength; and, therefore, they loved him as truly and as fervently as he loved England. They pressed upon the parapet to gaze after him when his barge pushed off, and he was returning their cheers by waving his hat. The sentinels, who endeavoured to prevent them from trespassing upon this ground, were wedged among the crowd; and an officer who, not very prudently upon such an occasion, ordered them to drive the people down with their bayonets, was compelled speedily to retreat; for the people would not be debarred from gazing till the last moment upon the hero — the darling hero of England!

He arrived off Cadiz on the 29th of September — his birthday. Fearing that if the enemy knew his force they might be deterred from venturing to sea, he kept out of sight of land, desired Collingwood to fire no salute and hoist no colours, and wrote to Gibraltar to request that the force of the fleet might not be inserted there in the GAZETTE. His reception in the Mediterranean fleet was as gratifying as the farewell of his countrymen at Portsmouth: the officers who came on board to welcome him forgot his rank as commander in their joy at seeing him again. On the day of his arrival, Villeneuve received orders to put to sea the first opportunity. Villeneuve, however, hesitated when he heard that Nelson had resumed the command. He called a council of war; and their determination was, that it would not be expedient to leave Cadiz, unless they had reason to believe themselves stronger by one-third than the British force. In the public measures of this country secrecy is seldom practicable, and seldomer attempted: here, however, by the precautions of Nelson and the wise measures of the Admiralty, the enemy were for once kept in ignorance; for as the ships appointed to reinforce the Mediterranean fleet were despatched singly, each as soon as it was ready, their collected number was not stated in the newspapers, and their arrival was not known to the enemy. But the enemy knew that Admiral Louis, with six sail, had been detached for stores and water to Gibraltar. Accident also contributed to make the French admiral doubt whether Nelson himself had actually taken the command. An American, lately arrived from England, maintained that it was impossible, for he had seen him only a few days before in London, and at that time there was no rumour of his going again to sea.

The station which Nelson had chosen was some fifty or sixty miles to the west of Cadiz, near Cape St. Marys. At this distance, he hoped to decoy the enemy out while he guarded against the danger of being caught with a westerly wind near Cadiz and driven within the Straits. The blockade of the port was rigorously enforced, in hopes that the combined fleet might be forced to sea by want. The Danish vessels, therefore, which were carrying provisions from the French ports in the bay, under the name of Danish property, to all the little ports from Ayamonte to Algeziras, from whence they were conveyed in coasting boats to Cadiz, were seized. Without this proper exertion of power, the blockade would have been rendered nugatory by the advantage thus taken of the neutral flag. The supplies from France were thus effectually cut off. There was now every indication that the enemy would speedily venture out: officers and men were in the highest spirits at the prospects of giving them a decisive blow; such, indeed, as would put an end to all further contest upon the seas. Theatrical amusements were performed every evening in most of the ships; and God save the King was the hymn with which the sports concluded. “I verily believe,” said Nelson (writing on the 6th of October), “that the country will soon be put to some expense on my account; either a monument, or a new pension and honours; for I have not the smallest doubt but that a very few days, almost hours, will put us in battle. The success no man can ensure; but for the fighting them, if they can be got at, I pledge myself. The sooner the better: I don’t like to have these things upon my mind.”

At this time he was not without some cause of anxiety: he was in want of frigates, and the eyes of the fleet, as he always called them; to the want of which the enemy before were indebted for their escape, and Buonaparte for his arrival in Egypt. He had only twenty-three ships; others were on the way, but they might come too late; and though Nelson never doubted of victory, mere victory was not what he looked to; he wanted to annihilate the enemy’s fleet. The Carthagena squadron might effect a junction with this fleet on the one side; and on the other it was to be expected that a similar attempt would be made by the French from Brest; in either case a formidable contingency to be apprehended by the blockading force. The Rochefort squadron did push out, and had nearly caught the AGAMEMNON and L’AIMABLE in their way to reinforce the British admiral. Yet Nelson at this time weakened his own fleet. He had the unpleasant task to perform of sending home Sir Robert Calder, whose conduct was to be made the subject of a court-martial, in consequence of the general dissatisfaction which had been felt and expressed at his imperfect victory. Sir Robert Calder and Sir John Orde, Nelson believed to be the only two enemies whom he had ever had in his profession; and from that sensitive delicacy which distinguished him, this made him the more scrupulously anxious to show every possible mark of respect and kindness to Sir Robert. He wished to detain him till after the expected action, when the services which he might perform, and the triumphant joy which would be excited, would leave nothing to be apprehended from an inquiry into the previous engagement. Sir Robert, however, whose situation was very painful, did not choose to delay a trial from the result of which he confidently expected a complete justification; and Nelson, instead of sending him home in a frigate, insisted on his returning in his own ninety-gun ship — ill as such a ship could at that time be spared. Nothing could be more honourable than the feeling by which Nelson was influenced; but, at such a crisis, it ought not to have been indulged.

On the 9th Nelson sent Collingwood what he called, in his diary, the Nelson-touch. “I send you,” said he, “my plan of attack, as far as a man dare venture to guess at the very uncertain position the enemy may be found in; but it is to place you perfectly at ease respecting my intentions, and to give full scope to your judgment for carrying them into effect. We can, my dear Coll, have no little jealousies. We have only one great object in view, that of annihilating our enemies, and getting a glorious peace for our country. No man has more confidence in another than I have in you; and no man will render your services more justice than your very old friend Nelson and Bronte.” The order of sailing was to be the order of battle: the fleet in two lines, with an advanced squadron of eight of the fastest-sailing two-deckers. The second in command, having the entire direction of his line, was to break through the enemy, about the twelfth ship from their rear: he would lead through the centre, and the advanced squadron was to cut off three or four ahead of the centre. This plan was to be adapted to the strength of the enemy, so that they should always be one-fourth superior to those whom they cut off. Nelson said, “That his admirals and captains, knowing his precise object to be that of a close and decisive action, would supply any deficiency of signals, and act accordingly. In case signals cannot be seen or clearly understood, no captain can do wrong if he places his ship alongside that of an enemy.” One of the last orders of this admirable man was, that the name and family of every officer, seaman, and marine, who might be killed or wounded in action, should be, as soon as possible, returned to him, in order to be transmitted to the chairman of the Patriotic Fund, that the case might be taken into consideration for the benefit of the sufferer or his family.

About half-past nine in the morning of the 19th, the MARS, being the nearest to the fleet of the ships which formed the line of communication with the frigates inshore, repeated the signal that the enemy were coming out of port. The wind was at this time very light, with partial breezes, mostly from the S.S.W. Nelson ordered the signal to be made for a chase in the south-east quarter. About two, the repeating ships announced that the enemy were at sea. All night the British fleet continued under all sail, steering to the south-east. At daybreak they were in the entrance of the Straits, but the enemy were not in sight. About seven one of the frigates made signal that the enemy were bearing north. Upon this the VICTORY hove to; and shortly afterwards Nelson made sail again to the northward. In the afternoon-the wind blew fresh from the south-west, and the English began to fear that the foe might be forced to return to port. A little before sunset, however, Blackwood, in the EURYALUS, telegraphed that they appeared determined to go to the westward, “And that,” said the admiral in his diary, “they shall not do, if it is in the power of Nelson and Bronte to prevent them.” Nelson had signified to Blackwood that he depended upon him to keep sight of the enemy. They were observed so well that all their motions were made known to him; and as they wore twice, he inferred that they were aiming to keep the port of Cadiz open, and would retreat there as soon as they saw the British fleet; for this reason he was very careful not to approach near enough to be seen by them during the night. At daybreak the combined fleets were distinctly seen from the VICTORY’s deck, formed in a close line of battle ahead, on the starboard tack, about twelve miles to leeward, and standing to the south. Our fleet consisted of twenty-seven sail of the line and four frigates; theirs of thirty-three and seven large frigates. Their superiority was greater in size and weight of metal than in numbers. They had four thousand troops on board; and the best riflemen who could be procured, many of them Tyrolese, were dispersed through the ships. Little did the Tyrolese, and little did the Spaniards, at that day, imagine what horrors the wicked tyrant whom they served was preparing for their country.

Soon after daylight Nelson came upon deck. The 21st of October was a festival in his family, because on that day his uncle, Captain Suckling, in the DREADNOUGHT, with two other line-of-battle ships, had beaten off a French squadron of four sail of the line and three frigates. Nelson, with that sort of superstition from which few persons are entirely exempt, had more than once expressed his persuasion that this was to be the day of his battle also; and he was well pleased at seeing his prediction about to be verified. The wind was now from the west, light breezes, with a long heavy swell. Signal was made to bear down upon the enemy in two lines; and the fleet set all sail. Collingwood, in the ROYAL SOVEREIGN, led the leeline of thirteen ships; the VICTORY led the weather line of fourteen. Having seen that all was as it should be, Nelson retired to his cabin, and wrote the following prayer: — 

“May the great GOD whom I worship, grant to my country, and for the benefit of Europe in general, a great and glorious victory, and may no misconduct in any one tarnish it; and may humanity after victory be the predominant feature in the British fleet! For myself individually, I commit my life to Him that made me; and may His blessing alight on my endeavours for serving my country faithfully! To Him I resign myself, and the just cause which is entrusted to me to defend. Amen! Amen! Amen!”

Having thus discharged his devotional duties, he annexed, in the same diary, the following remarkable writing: — 

OCTOBER 21, 1805. — . THEN IN SIGHT OF THE COMBINED FLEETS OF FRANCE AND SPAIN, DISTANT ABOUT TEN MILES.

“Whereas the eminent services of Emma Hamilton, widow of the Right Hon. Sir W. Hamilton, have been of the very greatest service to my king and country, to my knowledge, without ever receiving any reward from either our king or country.

1. That she obtained the King of Spain’s letter, in 1796, to his brother, the King of Naples, acquainting him of his intention to declare war against England from which letter the ministry sent out orders to the then Sir John Jervis to strike a stroke, if opportunity offered, against either the arsenals of Spain or her fleets. That neither of these was done is not the fault of Lady Hamilton; the opportunity might have been offered.

2. The British fleet under my command could never have returned the second time to Egypt, had not Lady Hamilton’s influence with the Queen of Naples caused letters to be wrote to the governor of Syracuse that he was to encourage the fleet’s being supplied with everything, should they put into any port in Sicily. We put into Syracuse, and received every supply; went to Egypt and destroyed the French fleet.

“Could I have rewarded these services, I would not now call upon my country; but as that has not been in my power, I leave Emma Lady Hamilton therefore a legacy to my king and country, that they will give her an ample provision to maintain her rank in life.

“I also leave to the beneficence of my country my adopted daughter, Horatia Nelson Thompson; and I desire she will use in future the name of Nelson only.

“These are the only favours I ask of my king and country, at this moment, when I am going to fight their battle. May God bless my king and country, and all those I hold dear! My relations it is needless to mention; they will of course be amply provided for.

“NELSON AND BRONTE.

“WITNESS, ( HENRY BLACKWOOD.

         ( T.M.HARDY.”

The child of whom this writing Speaks was believed to be his daughter, and so, indeed, he called her the last time he pronounced her name. She was then about five years old, living at Merton, under Lady Hamilton’s care. The last minutes which Nelson passed at Merton were employed in praying over this child, as she lay sleeping. A portrait of Lady Hamilton hung in his cabin; and no Catholic ever beheld the picture of his patron saint with devouter reverence. The undisguised and romantic passion with which he regarded it amounted almost to superstition; and when the portrait was now taken down in clearing for action, he desired the men who removed it to “take care of his guardian angel.” In this manner he frequently spoke of it, as if he believed there were a virtue in the image. He wore a miniature of her, also, next his heart.

Blackwood went on board the VICTORY about six. He found him in good spirits, but very calm; not in that exhilaration which he had felt upon entering into battle at Aboukir and Copenhagen: he knew that his own life would be particularly aimed at, and seems to have looked for death with almost as sure an expectation as for victory. His whole attention was fixed upon the enemy. They tacked to the northward, and formed their line on the larboard tack; thus bringing the shoals of Trafalgar and St. Pedro under the lee of the British, and keeping the port of Cadiz open for themselves. This was judiciously done; and Nelson, aware of all the advantages which it gave them made signal to prepare to anchor.

Villeneuve was a skilful seaman: worthy of serving a better master, and a better cause. His plan of defence was as well conceived, and as original, as the plan of attack. He formed the fleet in a double line; every alternate ship being about a cable’s length to windward of her second ahead and astern. Nelson, certain of a triumphant issue to the day, asked Blackwood what he should consider as a victory. That officer answered, that, considering the handsome way in which battle was offered by the enemy, their apparent determination for a fair trial of strength, and the situation of the land, he thought it would be a glorious result if fourteen were captured. He replied: “I shall not be satisfied with less than twenty.” Soon afterwards he asked him if he did not think there was a signal wanting. Captain Blackwood made answer, that he thought the whole fleet seemed very clearly to understand what they were about. These words were scarcely spoken before that signal was made, which will be remembered as long as the language, or even the memory, of England shall endure; Nelson’s last signal:—”ENGLAND EXPECTS EVERY MAN TO DO HIS DUTY!” It was received throughout the fleet with a shout of answering acclamation, made sublime by the spirit which it breathed, and the feeling which it expressed. “Now,” said Lord Nelson, “I can do no more. We must trust to the great Disposer of all events, and the justice of our cause. I thank God for this great opportunity of doing my duty.”

He wore that day, as usual, his admiral’s frock-coat, bearing on the left breast four stars, of the different orders with which he was invested. Ornaments which rendered him so conspicuous a mark for the enemy were beheld with ominous apprehensions by his officers. It was known that there were riflemen on board the French ships, and it could not be doubted but that his life would be particularly aimed at. They communicated their fears to each other; and the surgeon, Mr. Beatty, spoke to the chaplain Dr. Scott, and to Mr. Scott the public secretary, desiring that some person would entreat him to change his dress, or cover the stars; but they knew that such a request would highly displease him. “In honour I gained them,” he had said when such a thing had been hinted to him formerly, “and in honour I will die with them.” Mr. Beatty, however, would not have been deterred by any fear of exciting his displeasure from speaking to him himself upon a subject in which the weal of England, as well as the life of Nelson, was concerned; but he was ordered from the deck before he could find an opportunity. This was a point upon which Nelson’s officers knew that it was hopeless to remonstrate or reason with him; but both Blackwood, and his own captain, Hardy, represented to him how advantageous to the fleet it would be for him to keep out of action as long as possible; and he consented at last to let the LEVIATHAN and the TEMERAIRE, which were sailing abreast of the VICTORY, he ordered to pass ahead. Yet even here the last infirmity of this noble mind was indulged, for these ships could not pass ahead if the VICTORY continued to carry all her sail; and so far was Nelson from shortening sail, that it was evident he took pleasure in pressing on, and rendering it impossible for them to obey his own orders. A long swell was setting into the bay of Cadiz: our ships, crowding all sail, moved majestically before it, with light winds from the south-west. The sun shone on the sails of the enemy; and their well-formed line, with their numerous three-deckers, made an appearance which any other assailants would have thought formidable; but the British sailors only admired the beauty and the splendour of the spectacle; and in full confidence of winning what they saw, remarked to each other what a fine sight yonder ships would make at Spithead!

The French admiral, from the BUCENTAURE, beheld the new manner in which his enemy was advancing — Nelson and Collingwood each leading his line; and pointing them out; to his officers, he is said to have exclaimed that such conduct could not fail to be successful. Yet Villeneuve had made his own dispositions with the utmost skill and the fleets under his command waited for the attack with perfect coolness. Ten minutes before twelve they opened their fire. Eight or nine of the ships immediately ahead of the VICTORY, and across her bows, fired single guns at her, to ascertain whether she was yet within their range. As soon as Nelson perceived that their shot passed over him, he desired Blackwood and Captain Prowse, of the SIRIUS, to repair to their respective frigates; and, on their way, to tell all the captains of the line-of-battle ships that he depended on their exertions; and that if, by the prescribed mode of attack, they found it impracticable to get into action immediately, they might adopt whatever they thought best, provided it led them quickly and closely alongside an enemy. As they were standing on the front of the poop, Blackwood took him by the hand, saying, he hoped soon to return and find him in possession of twenty prizes. He replied, “God bless you, Blackwood; I shall never see you again.”

Nelson’s column was steered about two points more to the north than Collingwood’s, in order to cut off the enemy’s escape into Cadiz: the lee line, therefore, was first engaged. “See,” cried Nelson, pointing to the ROYAL SOVEREIGN, as she steered right for the centre of the enemy’s line, cut through it astern of the SANTA ANNA three-decker, and engaged her at the muzzle of her guns on the starboard side—”see how that noble fellow, Collingwood, carries his ship into action!” Collingwood, delighted at being first in the heat of the fire, and knowing the feelings of his commander and old friend, turned to his captain, and exclaimed: “Rotherham, what would Nelson give to be here?” Both these brave officers, perhaps, at this moment, thought of Nelson with gratitude, for a circumstance which had occurred on the preceding day. Admiral Collingwood, with some of the captains, having gone on board the VICTORY to receive instructions, Nelson inquired of him where his captain was and was told, in reply, that they were not upon good terms with each other. “Terms!” said Nelson,—”good terms with each other!” Immediately he sent a boat for Captain Rotherham; led him, as soon as he arrived, to Collingwood; and saying, “Look; yonder are the enemy!” bade them shake hands like Englishmen.

The enemy continued to fire a gun at a time at the VICTORY, till they saw that a shot had passed through her main-top-gallant sail; then they opened their broadsides, aiming chiefly at her rigging, in the hope of disabling her before she could close with them. Nelson, as usual, had hoisted several flags, lest one should be shot away. The enemy showed no colours till late in the action, when they began to feel the necessity of having them to strike. For this reason, the SANTISSIMA TRINIDAD, Nelson’s old acquaintance, as he used to call her, was distinguishable only by her four decks; and to the bow of this opponent he ordered the VICTORY to be steered. Meantime an incessant raking fire was kept up upon the VICTORY. The admiral’s secretary was one of the first who fell; he was killed by a cannon-shot while conversing with Hardy. Captain Adair of the marines, with the help of a sailor, endeavoured to remove the body from Nelson’s sight, who had a great regard for Mr. Scott; but he anxiously asked: “Is that poor Scott that’s gone?” and being informed that was indeed so, exclaimed: “Poor fellow!” Presently, a double-headed shot struck a party of marines who were drawn up on the poop, and killed eight of them; upon which Nelson immediately desired Captain Adair to disperse his men round the ship, that they might not suffer so much from being together. A few minutes afterwards a shot struck the four-brace bits on the quarter-deck, and passed between Nelson and Hardy, a splinter from the bit tearing off Hardy’s buckle, and bruising his foot. Both stopped, and looked anxiously at each other, each supposed the other to be wounded. Nelson then smiled, and said, “This is too warm work, Hardy, to last long.”

The VICTORY had not yet returned a single gun: fifty of her men had been by this time killed or wounded, and her main-top-mast, with all her studding-sails and her booms, shot away. Nelson declared, that, in all his battles, he had seen nothing which surpassed the cool courage of his crew on this occasion. At four minutes after twelve she opened her fire from both sides of her deck. It was not possible to break the enemy’s line without running on board one of their ships: Hardy informed him of this, and asked him which he would prefer. Nelson replied: “Take your choice, Hardy, it does not signify much.” The master was ordered to put the helm to port, and the VICTORY ran on board the REDOUTABLE, just as her tiller ropes were shot away. The French ship received her with a broadside; then instantly let down her lower-deck ports, for fear of being bearded through them, and never afterwards fired a great gun during the action. Her tops, like those of all the enemy’s ships, were filled with riflemen. Nelson never placed musketry in his tops; he had a strong dislike to the practice; not merely because it endangers setting fire to the sails, but also because it is a murderous sort of warfare, by which individuals may suffer, and a commander now and then be picked off; but which never can decide the fate of a general engagement.

Captain Harvey, in the TEMERAIRE, fell on board the REDOUTABLE on the other side. Another enemy was in like manner on board the TEMERAIRE; so that these four ships formed as compact a tier as if they had been moored together, their heads lying all the same way. The lieutenants of the VICTORY, seeing this, depressed their guns of the middle and lower decks, and fired with a diminished charge, lest the shot should pass through, and injure the TEMERAIRE. And because there was danger that the REDOUBTABLE might take fire from the lower-deck guns, the muzzles of which touched her side when they were run out, the fireman of each gun stood ready with a bucket of water; which, as soon as the gun was discharged, he dashed into the hole made by the shot. An incessant fire was kept up from the VICTORY from both sides; her larboard guns playing upon the BUCENTAURE and the huge SANTISSIMA TRINIDAD.

It had been part of Nelson’s prayer that the British fleet might be distinguished by humanity in the victory which he expected. Setting an example himself, he twice gave orders to cease firing upon the REDOUTABLE, supposing that she had struck, because her great guns were silent; for as she carried no flag, there were no means of instantly ascertaining the fact. From this ship, which he had thus twice spared, he received his death. A ball fired from her mizzen-top, which, in the then situation of the two vessels, was not more than fifteen yards from that part of the deck where he was standing, struck the epaulette on his left shoulder, about a quarter after one, just in the heat of action. He fell upon his face, on the spot which was covered with his poor secretary’s blood. Hardy, who was a few steps from him, turning round, saw three men raising him up.—”They have done for me at last, Hardy,” said he.—”I hope not,” cried Hardy.—”Yes!” he replied, “my back-bone is shot through.” Yet even now, not for a moment losing his presence of mind, he observed, as they were carrying him down the ladder, that the tiller ropes, which had been shot away, were not yet replaced, and ordered that new ones should be rove immediately. Then, that he might not be seen by the crew, he took out his handkerchief, and covered his face and his stars. Had he but concealed these badges of honour from the enemy, England, perhaps, would not have had cause to receive with sorrow the news of the battle of Trafalgar. The cockpit was crowded with wounded and dying men, over whose bodies he was with some difficulty conveyed, and laid upon a pallet in the midshipmen’s berth. It was soon perceived, upon examination, that the wound was mortal. This, however, was concealed from all except Captain Hardy, the chaplain, and the medical attendants. He himself being certain, from the sensation in his back, and the gush of blood he felt momently within his breast, that no human care could avail him, insisted that the surgeon should leave him, and attend to those to whom he might be useful; “For,” said he, “you can do nothing for me.” All that could be done was to fan him with paper, and frequently to give him lemonade to alleviate his intense thirst. He was in great pain, and expressed much anxiety for the event of the action, which now began to declare itself. As often as a ship struck, the crew of the VICTORY hurrahed; and at every hurrah a visible expression of joy gleamed in the eyes, and marked the countenance of the dying hero. But he became impatient to see Captain Hardy; and as that officer, though often sent for, could not leave the deck, Nelson feared that some fatal cause prevented him, and repeatedly cried, “Will no one bring Hardy to me? He must be killed! He is surely dead!” An hour and ten minutes elapsed from the time when Nelson received his wound before Hardy could come to him. They shook hands in silence, Hardy in vain struggling to repress the feelings of that most painful and yet sublimest moment. “Well, Hardy,” said Nelson, “how goes the day with us?”—”Very well,” replied Hardy; “ten ships have struck, but five of the van have tacked, and show an intention to bear down upon the VICTORY, I have called two or three of our fresh ships round, and have no doubt of giving them a drubbing.”—”I hope,” said Nelson, “none of our ships have struck?” Hardy answered, “There was no fear of that.” Then, and not till then, Nelson spoke of himself. “I am a dead man, Hardy,” said he: “I am going fast: it will be all over with me soon. Come nearer to me. Let my dear Lady Hamilton have my hair, and all other things belonging to me.” Hardy observed that he hoped Mr. Beatty could yet hold out some prospect of life. “Oh, no!” he replied, “it is impossible. My back is shot through. Beatty will tell you so.” Captain Hardy then, once more, shook hands with him; and, with a heart almost bursting, hastened upon deck.

By this time all feeling below the breast was gone; and Nelson, having made the surgeon ascertain this, said to him: “You know I am gone, I know it. I feel something rising in my breast,” — putting his hand on his left side,—”which tells me so.” And upon Beatty’s inquiring whether his pain was very great, he replied, “So great, that he wished he was dead. Yet,” said he, in a lower voice, “one would like to live a little longer too!” And after a few minutes, in the same under tone, he added—”What would become of poor Lady Hamilton, if she knew my situation!” Next to his country she occupied his thoughts. Captain Hardy, some fifty minutes after he had left the cockpit, returned; and, again taking the hand of his dying friend and commander, congratulated him on having gained a complete victory. How many of the enemy were taken he did not know, as it was impossible to perceive them distinctly; but fourteen or fifteen at least. “That’s well,” cried Nelson, “but I bargained for twenty.” And then, in a stronger voice, he said: “Anchor, Hardy; anchor.” Hardy, upon this, hinted that Admiral Collingwood would take upon himself the direction of affairs. “Not while I live, Hardy,” said the dying Nelson, ineffectually endeavouring to raise himself from the bed: “Do you anchor.” His previous order for preparing to anchor had shown how clearly he foresaw the necessity of this. Presently, calling Hardy back, he said to him in a low voice, “Don’t throw me overboard:” and he desired that he might be buried by his parents, unless it should please the king to order otherwise. Then reverting to private feelings: “Take care of my dear Lady Hamilton, Hardy take care of poor Lady Hamilton. Kiss me, Hardy,” said he. Hardy knelt down and kissed his cheek; and Nelson: said, “Now I am satisfied. Thank God I have done my duty.” Hardy stood over him in silence for a moment or two, then knelt again and kissed his forehead. “Who is that?” said Nelson; and being informed, he replied, “God bless you, Hardy.” And Hardy then left him — for ever.

Nelson now desired to be turned upon his right side, and said, “I wish I had not left the deck; for I shall soon be gone.” Death was, indeed, rapidly approaching. He said to the chaplain, “Doctor, I have NOT been a GREAT sinner;” and after a short pause, “Remember that I leave Lady Hamilton and my daughter Horatia as a legacy to my country.” His articulation now became difficult; but he was distinctly heard to say, “Thank God I have done my duty.” These words he repeatedly pronounced; and they were the last words which he uttered. He expired at thirty minutes after four — three hours and a quarter after he had received his wound.

Within a quarter of an hour after Nelson was wounded, above fifty of the VICTORY’s men fell by the enemy’s musketry. They, however, on their part, were not idle; and it was not long before there were only two Frenchmen left alive in the mizzen-top of the REDOUTABLE. One of them was the man who had given the fatal wound: he did not live to boast of what he had done. An old quarter-master had seen him fire; and easily recognised him, because he wore a glazed cocked hat and a white frock. This quarter-master and two midshipmen, Mr. Collingwood and Mr. Pollard, were the only persons left in the VICTORY’s poop; the two midshipmen kept firing at the top, and he supplied them with cartridges. One of the Frenchmen, attempting to make his escape down the rigging, was shot by Mr. Pollard, and fell on the poop. But the old quarter-master, as he cried out, “That’s he, that’s he,” and pointed at the other who was coming forward to fire again, received a shot in his mouth, and fell dead. Both the midshipmen then fired at the same time, and the fellow dropped in the top. When they took possession of the prize, they went into the mizzen-top, and found him dead, with one ball through his head, and another through his breast.

The REDOUTABLE struck within twenty minutes after the fatal shot had been fired from her. During that time she had been twice on fire in her fore-chains and in her forecastle. The French, as they had done in other battles, made use in this, of fire-balls and other combustibles; implements of destruction which other nations, from a sense of honour and humanity, have laid aside; which add to the sufferings of the wounded, without determining the issue of the combat: which none but the cruel would employ, and which never can be successful against the brave. Once they succeeded in setting fire, from the REDOUTABLE, to some ropes and canvas on the VICTORY’s booms. The cry ran through the ship, and reached the cockpit; but even this dreadful cry produced no confusion: the men displayed that perfect self-possession in danger by which English seamen are characterised; they extinguished the flames on board their own ship, and then hastened to extinguish them in the enemy, by throwing buckets of water from the gangway. When the REDOUTABLE had struck, it was not practicable to board her from the VICTORY; for, though the two ships touched, the upper works of both fell in so much, that there was a great space between their gangways; and she could not be boarded from the lower or middle decks because her ports were down. Some of our men went to Lieutenant Quilliam, and offered to swim under her bows, and get up there; but it was thought unfit to hazard brave lives in this manner.

What our men would have done from gallantry, some of the crew of the SANTISSIMA TRINIDAD did to save themselves. Unable to stand the tremendous fire of the VICTORY, whose larboard guns played against this great four-decker, and not knowing how else to escape them, nor where else to betake themselves for protection, many of them leaped overboard and swam to the VICTORY; and were actually helped up her sides by the English during the action. The Spaniards began the battle with less vivacity than their unworthy allies, but they continued it with greater firmness. The ARGONAUTA and BAHAMA were defended till they had each lost about four hundred men; the SAN JUAN NEPOMUCENO lost three hundred and fifty. Often as the superiority of British courage has been proved against France upon the seas, it was never more conspicuous than in this decisive conflict. Five of our ships were engaged muzzle to muzzle with five of the French. In all five the Frenchmen lowered their lower-deck ports, and deserted their guns; while our men continued deliberately to load and fire till they had made the victory secure.

Once, amidst his sufferings, Nelson had expressed a wish that he were dead; but immediately the spirit subdued the pains of death, and he wished to live a little longer, doubtless that he might hear the completion of the victory which he had seen so gloriously begun. That consolation, that joy, that triumph, was afforded him. He lived to know that the victory was decisive; and the last guns which were fired at the flying enemy were heard a minute or two before he expired. The ships which were thus flying were four of the enemy’s van, all French, under Rear-Admiral Dumanoir. They had borne no part in the action; and now, when they were seeking safety in flight, they fired not only into the VICTORY and ROYAL SOVEREIGN as they passed, but poured their broadsides into the Spanish captured ships; and they were seen to back their topsails for the purpose of firing with more precision. The indignation of the Spaniards at this detestable cruelty from their allies, for whom they had fought so bravely, and so profusely bled, may well be conceived. It was such that when, two days after the action, seven of the ships which had escaped into Cadiz came out in hopes of re-taking some of the disabled prizes, the prisoners in the ARGONAUTA, in a body, offered their services to the British prize-master, to man the guns against any of the French ships, saying, that if a Spanish ship came alongside, they would quietly go below; but they requested that they might be allowed to fight the French in resentment for the murderous usage which they had suffered at their hands. Such was their earnestness, and such the implicit confidence which could be placed in Spanish honour, that the offer was accepted and they were actually stationed at the lower-deck guns. Dumanoir and his squadron were not more fortunate than the fleet from whose destruction they fled. They fell in with Sir Richard Strachan, who was cruising for the Rochefort squadron, and were all taken. In the better days of France, if such a crime could then have been committed, it would have received an exemplary punishment from the French government. Under Buonaparte it was sure of impunity, and perhaps might be thought deserving of reward. But if the Spanish court had been independent, it would have become us to have delivered Dumanoir and his captains up to Spain, that they might have been brought to trial, and hanged in sight of the remains of the Spanish fleet.

The total British loss in the battle of Trafalgar amounted to 1587. Twenty of the enemy struck; but it was not possible to anchor the fleet, as Nelson had enjoined. A gale came on from the S.W., some of the prizes went down, some went on shore; one effected its escape into Cadiz; others were destroyed; four only were saved, and those by the greatest exertions. The wounded Spaniards were sent ashore, an assurance being given that they should not serve till regularly exchanged; and the Spaniards, with a generous feeling, which would not perhaps have been found in any other people, offered the use of their hospitals for our wounded, pledging the honour of Spain that they should be carefully attended there. When the storm, after the action, drove some of the prizes upon the coast, they declared that the English who were thus thrown into their hands should not be considered as prisoners of war; and the Spanish soldiers gave up their own beds to their shipwrecked enemies. The Spanish vice-admiral, Alva, died of his wounds. Villeneuve was sent to England, and permitted to return to France. The French Government say that he destroyed himself on the way to Paris, dreading the consequences of a court-martial; but there is every reason to believe that the tyrant, who never acknowledged the loss of the battle of Trafalgar, added Villeneuve to the numerous victims of his murderous policy.

It is almost superfluous to add, that all the honours which a grateful country could bestow were heaped upon the memory of Nelson. His brother was made an earl, with a grant of L6000 a year. L10,000 were voted to each of his sisters; and L100,000 for the purchase of an estate. A public funeral was decreed, and a public monument. Statues and monuments also were voted by most of our principal cities. The leaden coffin in which he was brought home was cut in pieces, which were distributed as relics of Saint Nelson, — so the gunner of the VICTORY called them; and when, at his internment, his flag was about to be lowered into the grave, the sailors who assisted at the ceremony with one accord rent it in pieces, that each might preserve a fragment while he lived.

The death of Nelson was felt in England as something more than a public calamity; men started at the intelligence, and turned pale, as if they had heard of the loss of a dear friend. An object of our admiration and affection, of our pride and of our hopes, was suddenly taken from us; and it seemed as if we had never, till then, known how deeply we loved and reverenced him. What the country had lost in its great naval hero — the greatest of our own, and of all former times — was scarcely taken into the account of grief. So perfectly, indeed, had he performed his part, that the maritime war, after the battle of Trafalgar, was considered at an end: the fleets of the enemy were not merely defeated but destroyed; new navies must be built, and a new race of seamen reared for them, before the possibility of their invading our shores could again be contemplated. It was not, therefore, from any selfish reflection upon the magnitude of our loss that we mourned for him: the general sorrow was of a higher character. The people of England grieved that funeral ceremonies, and public monuments, and posthumous rewards, were all which they could now bestow upon him, whom the king, the legislature, and the nation would have alike delighted to honour; whom every tongue would have blessed; whose presence in every village through which he might have passed would have wakened the church bells, have given schoolboys a holiday, have drawn children from their sports to gaze upon him, and “old men from the chimney corner” to look upon Nelson ere they died. The victory of Trafalgar was celebrated, indeed, with the usual forms of rejoicing, but they were without joy; for such already was the glory of the British navy, through Nelson’s surpassing genius, that it scarcely seemed to receive any addition from the most signal victory that ever was achieved upon the seas: and the destruction of this mighty fleet, by which all the maritime schemes of France were totally frustrated, hardly appeared to add to our security or strength; for, while Nelson was living, to watch the combined squadrons of the enemy, we felt ourselves as secure as now, when they were no longer in existence.

There was reason to suppose, from the appearances upon opening the body, that in the course of nature he might have attained, like his father, to a good old age. Yet he cannot be said to have fallen prematurely whose work was done; nor ought he to be lamented who died so full of honours, at the height of human fame. The most triumphant death is that of the martyr; the most awful that of the martyred patriot; the most splendid that of the hero in the hour of victory: and if the chariot and horses of fire had been vouchsafed for Nelson’s translation, he could scarcely have departed in a brighter blaze of glory. He has left us, not indeed his mantle of inspiration, but a name and an example which are at this hour inspiring thousands of the youth of England: a name which is our pride, and an example which will continue to be our shield and our strength. Thus it is that the spirits of the great and the wise continue to live and to act after them; verifying, in this sense, the language of the old mythologist: — 
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[The book ends with two lines of ancient Greek by the poet Hesiod. Their meaning is approximately that of the final lines above.]
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INTRODUCTION.
 

It was in 1824 that Robert Southey, then fifty years old, published “Sir Thomas More, or Colloquies on the Progress and Prospects of Society,” a book in two octavo volumes with plates illustrating lake scenery. There were later editions of the book in 1829, and in 1831, and there was an edition in one volume in 1837, at the beginning of the reign of Queen Victoria.

These dialogues with a meditative and patriotic ghost form separate dissertations upon various questions that concern the progress of society. Omitting a few dissertations that have lost the interest they had when the subjects they discussed were burning questions of the time, this volume retains the whole machinery of Southey’s book. It gives unabridged the Colloquies that deal with the main principles of social life as Southey saw them in his latter days; and it includes, of course, the pleasant Colloquy that presents to us Southey himself, happy in his library, descanting on the course of time as illustrated by the bodies and the souls of books. As this volume does not reproduce all the Colloquies arranged by Southey under the main title of “Sir Thomas More,” it avoids use of the main title, and ventures only to describe itself as “Colloquies on Society, by Robert Southey.”

They are of great interest, for they present to us the form and character of the conservative reaction in a mind that was in youth impatient for reform. In Southey, as in Wordsworth, the reaction followed on experience of failure in the way taken by the revolutionists of France, with whose aims for the regeneration of Europe they had been in warmest accord. Neither Wordsworth nor Southey ever lowered the ideal of a higher life for man on earth. Southey retains it in these Colloquies, although he balances his own hope with the questionings of the ghost, and if he does look for a crowning race, regards it, with Tennyson, as a

 “far off divine event
To which the whole Creation moves.”
 

The conviction brought to men like Wordsworth and Southey by the failure of the French Revolution to attain its aim in the sudden elevation of society was not of vanity in the aim, but of vanity in any hope of its immediate attainment by main force. Southey makes More say to himself upon this question (page 37), “I admit that such an improved condition of society as you contemplate is possible, and that it ought always to be kept in view; but the error of supposing it too near, of fancying that there is a short road to it, is, of all the errors of these times, the most pernicious, because it seduces the young and generous, and betrays them imperceptibly into an alliance with whatever is flagitious and detestable.” All strong reaction of mind tends towards excess in the opposite direction. Southey’s detestation of the excesses of vile men that brought shame upon a revolutionary movement to which some of the purest hopes of earnest youth had given impulse, drove him, as it drove Wordsworth, into dread of everything that sought with passionate energy immediate change of evil into good. But in his own way no man ever strove more patiently than Southey to make evil good; and in his own home and his own life he gave good reason to one to whom he was as a father, and who knew his daily thoughts and deeds, to speak of him as “upon the whole the best man I have ever known.”

In the days when this book was written, Southey lived at Greta Hall, by Keswick, and had gathered a large library about him. He was Poet Laureate. He had a pension from the Civil List, worth less than £200 a year, and he was living at peace upon a little income enlarged by his yearly earnings as a writer. In 1818 his whole private fortune was £400 in consols. In 1821 he had added to that some savings, and gave all to a ruined friend who had been good to him in former years. Yet in those days he refused an offer of £2,000 a year to come to London and write for the Times. He was happiest in his home by Skiddaw, with his books about him and his wife about him.

Ten years after the publishing of these Colloquies, Southey’s wife, who had been, as Southey said, “for forty years the life of his life,” had to be placed in a lunatic asylum. She returned to him to die, and then his gentleness became still gentler as his own mind failed. He died in 1843. Three years before his death his friend Wordsworth visited him at Keswick, and was not recognised. But when Southey was told who it was, “then,” Wordsworth wrote, “his eyes flashed for a moment with their former brightness, but he sank into the state in which I had found him, patting with both his hands his books affectionately, like a child.”

Sir Thomas More, whose ghost communicates with Robert Southey, was born in 1478, and at the age of fifty-seven was beheaded for fidelity to conscience, on the 6th of July, 1535. He was, like Southey, a man of purest character, and in 1516, when his age was thirty-eight, there was published at Louvain his “Utopia,” which sketched wittily an ideal commonwealth that was based on practical and earnest thought upon what constitutes a state, and in what direction to look for amendment of ills. More also withdrew from his most advanced post of opinion. When he wrote “Utopia” he advocated absolute freedom of opinion in matters of religion; in after years he believed it necessary to enforce conformity. King Henry VIII., stiff in his own opinions, had always believed that; and because More would not say that he was of one mind with him in the matter of the divorce of Katherine he sent him to the scaffold.

H. M.




COLLOQUY I. — THE INTRODUCTION.
 

“Posso aver certezza, e non paura,
Che raccontando quel che m’ è accaduto,
Il ver dirò, nè mi sarà creduto.”
 

“Orlando Innamorato,” c. 5. st. 53.

It was during that melancholy November when the death of the Princess Charlotte had diffused throughout Great Britain a more general sorrow than had ever before been known in these kingdoms; I was sitting alone at evening in my library, and my thoughts had wandered from the book before me to the circumstances which made this national calamity be felt almost like a private affliction. While I was thus musing the post-woman arrived. My letters told me there was nothing exaggerated in the public accounts of the impression which this sudden loss had produced; that wherever you went you found the women of the family weeping, and that men could scarcely speak of the event without tears; that in all the better parts of the metropolis there was a sort of palsied feeling which seemed to affect the whole current of active life; and that for several days there prevailed in the streets a stillness like that of the Sabbath, but without its repose. I opened the newspaper; it was still bordered with broad mourning lines, and was filled with details concerning the deceased Princess. Her coffin and the ceremonies at her funeral were described as minutely as the order of her nuptials and her bridal dress had been, in the same journal, scarce eighteen months before. “Man,” says Sir Thomas Brown, “is a noble animal, splendid in ashes, and pompous in the grave; solemnising nativities and deaths with equal lustre, nor omitting ceremonies of bravery in the infamy of his nature.” These things led me in spirit to the vault, and I thought of the memorable dead among whom her mortal remains were now deposited. Possessed with such imaginations I leaned back upon the sofa and closed my eyes.

Ere long I was awakened from that conscious state of slumber in which the stream of fancy floweth as it listeth by the entrance of an elderly personage of grave and dignified appearance. His countenance and manner were remarkably benign, and announced a high degree of intellectual rank, and he accosted me in a voice of uncommon sweetness, saying, “Montesinos, a stranger from a distant country may intrude upon you without those credentials which in other cases you have a right to require.” “From America!” I replied, rising to salute him. Some of the most gratifying visits which I have ever received have been from that part of the world. It gives me indeed more pleasure than I can express to welcome such travellers as have sometimes found their way from New England to those lakes and mountains; men who have not forgotten what they owe to their ancient mother; whose principles, and talents, and attainments would render them an ornament to any country, and might almost lead me to hope that their republican constitution may be more permanent than all other considerations would induce me either to suppose or wish.

“You judge of me,” he made answer, “by my speech. I am, however, English by birth, and come now from a more distant country than America, wherein I have long been naturalised.” Without explaining himself further, or allowing me time to make the inquiry which would naturally have followed, he asked me if I were not thinking of the Princess Charlotte when he disturbed me. “That,” said I, “may easily be divined. All persons whose hearts are not filled with their own grief are thinking of her at this time. It had just occurred to me that on two former occasions when the heir apparent of England was cut off in the prime of life the nation was on the eve of a religious revolution in the first instance, and of a political one in the second.”

“Prince Arthur and Prince Henry,” he replied. “Do you notice this as ominous, or merely as remarkable?”

“Merely as remarkable,” was my answer. “Yet there are certain moods of mind in which we can scarcely help ascribing an ominous importance to any remarkable coincidence wherein things of moment are concerned.”

“Are you superstitious?” said he. “Understand me as using the word for want of a more appropriate one — not in its ordinary and contemptuous acceptation.”

I smiled at the question, and replied, “Many persons would apply the epithet to me without qualifying it. This, you know, is the age of reason, and during the last hundred and fifty years men have been reasoning themselves out of everything that they ought to believe and feel. Among a certain miserable class, who are more numerous than is commonly supposed, he who believes in a First Cause and a future state is regarded with contempt as a superstitionist. The religious naturalist in his turn despises the feebler mind of the Socinian; and the Socinian looks with astonishment or pity at the weakness of those who, having by conscientious inquiry satisfied themselves of the authenticity of the Scriptures, are contented to believe what is written, and acknowledge humility to be the foundation of wisdom as well as of virtue. But for myself, many, if not most of those even who agree with me in all essential points, would be inclined to think me superstitious, because I am not ashamed to avow my persuasion that there are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of in their philosophy.”

“You believe, then, in apparitions,” said my visitor.

Montesinos. — Even so, sir. That such things should be is probable à priori; and I cannot refuse assent to the strong evidence that such things are, nor to the common consent which has prevailed among all people, everywhere, in all ages a belief indeed which is truly catholic, in the widest acceptation of the word. I am, by inquiry and conviction, as well as by inclination and feeling, a Christian; life would be intolerable to me if I were not so. “But,” says Saint Evremont, “the most devout cannot always command their belief, nor the most impious their incredulity.” I acknowledge with Sir Thomas Brown that, “as in philosophy, so in divinity, there are sturdy doubts and boisterous objections, wherewith the unhappiness of our knowledge too nearly acquainteth us;” and I confess with him that these are to be conquered, “not in a martial posture, but on our knees.” If then there are moments wherein I, who have satisfied my reason, and possess a firm and assured faith, feel that I have in this opinion a strong hold, I cannot but perceive that they who have endeavoured to dispossess the people of their old instinctive belief in such things have done little service to individuals and much injury to the community.

Stranger. — Do you extend this to a belief in witchcraft?

Montesinos. — The common stories of witchcraft confute themselves, as may be seen in all the trials for that offence. Upon this subject I would say with my old friend Charles Lamb — 

“I do not love to credit tales of magic!
Heaven’s music, which is order, seems unstrung.
And this brave world
(The mystery of God) unbeautified,
Disordered, marred, where such strange things are acted.”
 

The only inference which can be drawn from the confession of some of the poor wretches who have suffered upon such charges is, that they had attempted to commit the crime, and thereby incurred the guilt and deserved the punishment. Of this indeed there have been recent instances; and in one atrocious case the criminal escaped because the statute against the imaginary offence is obsolete, and there exists no law which could reach the real one.

Stranger. — He who may wish to show with what absurd perversion the forms and technicalities of law are applied to obstruct the purposes of justice, which they were designed to further, may find excellent examples in England. But leaving this allow me to ask whether you think all the stories which are related of an intercourse between men and beings of a superior order, good or evil, are to be disbelieved like the vulgar tales of witchcraft?

Montesinos. — If you happen, sir, to have read some of those ballads which I threw off in the high spirits of youth you may judge what my opinion then was of the grotesque demonology of the monks and middle ages by the use there made of it. But in the scale of existences there may be as many orders above us as below. We know there are creatures so minute that without the aid of our glasses they could never have been discovered; and this fact, if it were not notorious as well as certain, would appear not less incredible to sceptical minds than that there should be beings which are invisible to us because of their subtlety. That there are such I am as little able to doubt as I am to affirm anything concerning them; but if there are such, why not evil spirits, as well as wicked men? Many travellers who have been conversant with savages have been fully persuaded that their jugglers actually possessed some means of communication with the invisible world, and exercised a supernatural power which they derived from it. And not missionaries only have believed this, and old travellers who lived in ages of credulity, but more recent observers, such as Carver and Bruce, whose testimony is of great weight, and who were neither ignorant, nor weak, nor credulous men. What I have read concerning ordeals also staggers me; and I am sometimes inclined to think it more possible that when there has been full faith on all sides these appeals to divine justice may have been answered by Him who sees the secrets of all hearts than that modes of trial should have prevailed so long and so generally, from some of which no person could ever have escaped without an interposition of Providence. Thus it has appeared to me in my calm and unbiassed judgment. Yet I confess I should want faith to make the trial. May it not be, that by such means in dark ages, and among blind nations, the purpose is effected of preserving conscience and the belief of our immortality, without which the life of our life would be extinct? And with regard to the conjurers of the African and American savages, would it be unreasonable to suppose that, as the most elevated devotion brings us into fellowship with the Holy Spirit, a correspondent degree of wickedness may effect a communion with evil intelligences? These are mere speculations which I advance for as little as they are worth. My serious belief amounts to this, that preternatural impressions are sometimes communicated to us for wise purposes: and that departed spirits are sometimes permitted to manifest themselves.

Stranger. — If a ghost, then, were disposed to pay you a visit, you would be in a proper state of mind for receiving such a visitor?

Montesinos. — I should not credit my senses lightly; neither should I obstinately distrust them, after I had put the reality of the appearance to the proof, as far as that were possible.

Stranger. — Should you like to have an opportunity afforded you?

Montesinos. — Heaven forbid! I have suffered so much in dreams from conversing with those whom even in sleep I knew to be departed, that an actual presence might perhaps be more than I could bear.

Stranger. — But if it were the spirit of one with whom you had no near ties of relationship or love, how then would it affect you?

Montesinos. — That would of course be according to the circumstances on both sides. But I entreat you not to imagine that I am any way desirous of enduring the experiment.

Stranger. — Suppose, for example, he were to present himself as I have done; the purport of his coming friendly; the place and opportunity suiting, as at present; the time also considerately chosen — after dinner; and the spirit not more abrupt in his appearance nor more formidable in aspect than the being who now addresses you?

Montesinos. — Why, sir, to so substantial a ghost, and of such respectable appearance, I might, perhaps, have courage enough to say with Hamlet,

“Thou com’st in such a questionable shape,
That I will speak to thee!”
 

Stranger. — Then, sir, let me introduce myself in that character, now that our conversation has conducted us so happily to the point. I told you truly that I was English by birth, but that I came from a more distant country than America, and had long been naturalised there. The country whence I come is not the New World, but the other one: and I now declare myself in sober earnest to be a ghost.

Montesinos. — A ghost!

Stranger. — A veritable ghost, and an honest one, who went out of the world with so good a character that he will hardly escape canonisation if ever you get a Roman Catholic king upon the throne. And now what test do you require?

Montesinos. — I can detect no smell of brimstone; and the candle burns as it did before, without the slightest tinge of blue in its flame. You look, indeed, like a spirit of health, and I might be disposed to give entire belief to that countenance, if it were not for the tongue that belongs to it. But you are a queer spirit, whether good or evil!

Stranger. — The headsman thought so, when he made a ghost of me almost three hundred years ago. I had a character through life of loving a jest, and did not belie it at the last. But I had also as general a reputation for sincerity, and of that also conclusive proof was given at the same time. In serious truth, then, I am a disembodied spirit, and the form in which I now manifest myself is subject to none of the accidents of matter. You are still incredulous! Feel, then, and be convinced!

My incomprehensible guest extended his hand toward me as he spoke. I held forth mine to accept it, not, indeed, believing him, and yet not altogether without some apprehensive emotion, as if I were about to receive an electrical shock. The effect was more startling than electricity would have produced. His hand had neither weight nor substance; my fingers, when they would have closed upon it, found nothing that they could grasp: it was intangible, though it had all the reality of form.

“In the name of God,” I exclaimed, “who are you, and wherefore are you come?”

“Be not alarmed,” he replied. “Your reason, which has shown you the possibility of such an appearance as you now witness, must have convinced you also that it would never be permitted for an evil end. Examine my features well, and see if you do not recognise them. Hans Holbein was excellent at a likeness.”

I had now for the first time in my life a distinct sense of that sort of porcupinish motion over the whole scalp which is so frequently described by the Latin poets. It was considerably allayed by the benignity of his countenance and the manner of his speech, and after looking him steadily in the face I ventured to say, for the likeness had previously struck me, “Is it Sir Thomas More?”

“The same,” he made answer, and lifting up his chin, displayed a circle round the neck brighter in colour than the ruby. “The marks of martyrdom,” he continued, “are our insignia of honour. Fisher and I have the purple collar, as Friar Forrest and Cranmer have the robe of fire.”

A mingled feeling of fear and veneration kept me silent, till I perceived by his look that he expected and encouraged me to speak; and collecting my spirits as well as I could, I asked him wherefore he had thought proper to appear, and why to me rather than to any other person?

He replied, “We reap as we have sown. Men bear with them from this world into the intermediate state their habits of mind and stores of knowledge, their dispositions and affections and desires; and these become a part of our punishment, or of our reward, according to their kind. Those persons, therefore, in whom the virtue of patriotism has predominated continue to regard with interest their native land, unless it be so utterly sunk in degradation that the moral relationship between them is dissolved. Epaminondas can have no sympathy at this time with Thebes, nor Cicero with Rome, nor Belisarius with the imperial city of the East. But the worthies of England retain their affection for their noble country, behold its advancement with joy, and when serious danger appears to threaten the goodly structure of its institutions they feel as much anxiety as is compatible with their state of beatitude.”

Montesinos. — What, then, may doubt and anxiety consist with the happiness of heaven?

Sir Thomas More. — Heaven and hell may be said to begin on your side the grave. In the intermediate state conscience anticipates with unerring certainty the result of judgment. We, therefore, who have done well can have no fear for ourselves. But inasmuch as the world has any hold upon our affections we are liable to that anxiety which is inseparable from terrestrial hopes. And as parents who are in bliss regard still with parental love the children whom they have left on earth, we, in like manner, though with a feeling different in kind and inferior in degree, look with apprehension upon the perils of our country.

   ”sub pectore forti
Vivit adhuc patriæ pietas; stimulatque sepultum
Libertatis amor: pondus mortale necari
Si potuit, veteres animo post funera vires
Mansere, et prisci vivit non immemor ævi.”
 

They are the words of old Mantuan.

Montesinos. — I am to understand, then, that you cannot see into the ways of futurity?

Sir Thomas More. — Enlarged as our faculties are, you must not suppose that we partake of prescience. For human actions are free, and we exist in time. The future is to us therefore as uncertain as to you; except only that having a clearer and more comprehensive knowledge of the past, we are enabled to reason better from causes to consequences, and by what has been to judge of what is likely to be. We have this advantage also, that we are divested of all those passions which cloud the intellects and warp the understandings of men. You are thinking, I perceive, how much you have to learn, and what you should first inquire of me. But expect no revelations! Enough was revealed when man was assured of judgment after death, and the means of salvation were afforded him. I neither come to discover secret things nor hidden treasures; but to discourse with you concerning these portentous and monster-breeding times; for it is your lot, as it was mine, to live during one of the grand climacterics of the world. And I come to you, rather than to any other person, because you have been led to meditate upon the corresponding changes whereby your age and mine are distinguished; and because, notwithstanding many discrepancies and some dispathies between us (speaking of myself as I was, and as you know me), there are certain points of sympathy and resemblance which bring us into contact, and enable us at once to understand each other.

Montesinos. — Et in Utopiâ ego.

Sir Thomas More. — You apprehend me. We have both speculated in the joys and freedom of our youth upon the possible improvement of society; and both in like manner have lived to dread with reason the effects of that restless spirit which, like the Titaness Mutability described by your immortal master, insults heaven and disturbs the earth. By comparing the great operating causes in the age of the Reformation, and in this age of revolutions, going back to the former age, looking at things as I then beheld them, perceiving wherein I judged rightly, and wherein I erred, and tracing the progress of those causes which are now developing their whole tremendous power, you will derive instruction, which you are a fit person to receive and communicate; for without being solicitous concerning present effect, you are contented to cast your bread upon the waters. You are now acquainted with me and my intention. To-morrow you will see me again; and I shall continue to visit you occasionally as opportunity may serve. Meantime say nothing of what has passed — not even to your wife. She might not like the thoughts of a ghostly visitor: and the reputation of conversing with the dead might be almost as inconvenient as that of dealing with the devil. For the present, then, farewell! I will never startle you with too sudden an apparition; but you may learn to behold my disappearance without alarm.

I was not able to behold it without emotion, although he had thus prepared me; for the sentence was no sooner completed than he was gone. Instead of rising from the chair he vanished from it. I know not to what the instantaneous disappearance can be likened. Not to the dissolution of a rainbow, because the colours of the rainbow fade gradually till they are lost; not to the flash of cannon, or to lightning, for these things are gone as so on as they are come, and it is known that the instant of their appearance must be that of their departure; not to a bubble upon the water, for you see it burst; not to the sudden extinction of a light, for that is either succeeded by darkness or leaves a different hue upon the surrounding objects. In the same indivisible point of time when I beheld the distinct, individual, and, to all sense of sight, substantial form — the living, moving, reasonable image — in that self-same instant it was gone, as if exemplifying the difference between to be and not to be. It was no dream, of this I was well assured; realities are never mistaken for dreams, though dreams may be mistaken for realities. Moreover I had long been accustomed in sleep to question my perceptions with a wakeful faculty of reason, and to detect their fallacy. But, as well may be supposed, my thoughts that night, sleeping as well as waking, were filled with this extraordinary interview; and when I arose the next morning it was not till I had called to mind every circumstance of time and place that I was convinced the apparition was real, and that I might again expect it.




COLLOQUY II. — THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE WORLD.
 

On the following evening when my spiritual visitor entered the room, that volume of Dr. Wordsworth’s ecclesiastical biography which contains his life was lying on the table beside me. “I perceive,” said he, glancing at the book, “you have been gathering all you can concerning me from my good gossiping chronicler, who tells you that I loved milk and fruit and eggs, preferred beef to young meats, and brown bread to white; was fond of seeing strange birds and beasts, and kept an ape, a fox, a weasel, and a ferret.”

“I am not one of those fastidious readers,” I replied, “who quarrel with a writer for telling them too much. But these things were worth telling: they show that you retained a youthful palate as well as a youthful heart; and I like you the better both for your diet and your menagerie. The old biographer, indeed, with the best intentions, has been far from understanding the character which he desired to honour. He seems, however, to have been a faithful reporter, and has done as well as his capacity permitted. I observe that he gives you credit for ‘a deep foresight and judgment of the times,’ and for speaking in a prophetic spirit of the evils, which soon afterwards were ‘full heavily felt.’”

“There could be little need for a spirit of prophecy,” Sir Thomas made answer, to “foresee troubles which were the sure effect of the causes then in operation, and which were actually close at hand. When the rain is gathering from the south or west, and those flowers and herbs which serve as natural hygrometers close their leaves, men have no occasion to consult the stars for what the clouds and the earth are telling them. You were thinking of Prince Arthur when I introduced myself yesterday, as if musing upon the great events which seem to have received their bias from the apparent accident of his premature death.”

Montesinos. — I had fallen into one of those idle reveries in which we speculate upon what might have been. Lord Bacon describes him as “very studious, and learned beyond his years, and beyond the custom of great princes.” As this indicates a calm and thoughtful mind, it seems to show that he inherited the Tudor character. His brother took after the Plantagenets; but it was not of their nobler qualities that he partook. He had the popular manners of his grandfather, Edward IV., and, like him, was lustful, cruel, and unfeeling.

Sir Thomas More. — The blood of the Plantagenets, as your friends the Spaniards would say, was a strong blood. That temper of mind which (in some of his predecessors) thought so little of fratricide might perhaps have involved him in the guilt of a parricidal war, if his father had not been fortunate enough to escape such an affliction by a timely death. We might otherwise be allowed to wish that the life of Henry VII. had been prolonged to a good old age. For if ever there was a prince who could so have directed the Reformation as to have averted the evils wherewith that tremendous event was accompanied, and yet to have secured its advantages, he was the man. Cool, wary, far-sighted, rapacious, politic, and religious, or superstitious if you will (for his religion had its root rather in fear than in hope), he was peculiarly adapted for such a crisis both by his good and evil qualities. For the sake of increasing his treasures and his power, he would have promoted the Reformation; but his cautious temper, his sagacity, and his fear of Divine justice would have taught him where to stop.

Montesinos. — A generation of politic sovereigns succeeded to the race of warlike ones, just in that age of society when policy became of more importance in their station than military talents. Ferdinand of Spain, Joam II. whom the Portuguese called the perfect prince, Louis XI. and Henry VII. were all of this class. Their individual characters were sufficiently distinct; but the circumstances of their situation stamped them with a marked resemblance, and they were of a metal to take and retain the strong, sharp impress of the age.

Sir Thomas More. — The age required such characters; and it is worthy of notice how surely in the order of providence such men as are wanted are raised up. One generation of these princes sufficed. In Spain, indeed, there was an exception; for Ferdinand had two successors who pursued the same course of conduct. In the other kingdoms the character ceased with the necessity for it. Crimes enough were committed by succeeding sovereigns, but they were no longer the acts of systematic and reflecting policy. This, too, is worthy of remark, that the sovereigns whom you have named, and who scrupled at no means for securing themselves on the throne, for enlarging their dominions and consolidating their power, were each severally made to feel the vanity of human ambition, being punished either in or by the children who were to reap the advantage of their crimes. “Verily there is a God that judgeth the earth!”

Montesinos. — An excellent friend of mine, one of the wisest, best, and happiest men whom I have ever known, delights in this manner to trace the moral order of Providence through the revolutions of the world; and in his historical writings keeps it in view as the pole-star of his course. I wish he were present, that he might have the satisfaction of hearing his favourite opinion confirmed by one from the dead.

Sir Thomas More. — His opinion requires no other confirmation than what he finds for it in observation and Scripture, and in his own calm judgment. I should differ little from that friend of yours concerning the past; but his hopes for the future appear to me like early buds which are in danger of March winds. He believes the world to be in a rapid state of sure improvement; and in the ferment which exists everywhere he beholds only a purifying process; not considering that there is an acetous as well as a vinous fermentation; and that in the one case the liquor may be spilt, in the other it must be spoilt.

Montesinos. — Surely you would not rob us of our hopes for the human race! If I apprehended that your discourse tended to this end I should suspect you, notwithstanding your appearance, and be ready to exclaim, “Avaunt, tempter!” For there is no opinion from which I should so hardly be driven, and so reluctantly part, as the belief that the world will continue to improve, even as it has hitherto continually been improving; and that the progress of knowledge and the diffusion of Christianity will bring about at last, when men become Christians in reality as well as in name, something like that Utopian state of which philosophers have loved to dream — like that millennium in which saints as well as enthusiasts have trusted.

Sir Thomas More. — Do you hold that this consummation must of necessity come to pass; or that it depends in any degree upon the course of events — that is to say, upon human actions? The former of these propositions you would be as unwilling to admit as your friend Wesley, or the old Welshman Pelagius himself. The latter leaves you little other foundation for your opinion than a desire, which, from its very benevolence, is the more likely to be delusive. You are in a dilemma.

Montesinos. — Not so, Sir Thomas. Impossible as it may be for us to reconcile the free will of man with the foreknowledge of God, I nevertheless believe in both with the most full conviction. When the human mind plunges into time and space in its speculations, it adventures beyond its sphere; no wonder, therefore, that its powers fail, and it is lost. But that my will is free, I know feelingly: it is proved to me by my conscience. And that God provideth all things I know by His own Word, and by that instinct which He hath implanted in me to assure me of His being. My answer to your question, then, is this: I believe that the happy consummation which I desire is appointed, and must come to pass; but that when it is to come depends upon the obedience of man to the will of God, that is, upon human actions.

Sir Thomas More. — You hold then that the human race will one day attain the utmost degree of general virtue, and thereby general happiness, of which humanity is capable. Upon what do you found this belief?

Montesinos. — The opinion is stated more broadly than I should choose to advance it. But this is ever the manner of argumentative discourse: the opponent endeavours to draw from you conclusions which you are not prepared to defend, and which perhaps you have never before acknowledged even to yourself. I will put the proposition in a less disputable form. A happier condition of society is possible than that in which any nation is existing at this time, or has at any time existed. The sum both of moral and physical evil may be greatly diminished both by good laws, good institutions, and good governments. Moral evil cannot indeed be removed, unless the nature of man were changed; and that renovation is only to be effected in individuals, and in them only by the special grace of God. Physical evil must always, to a certain degree, be inseparable from mortality. But both are so much within the reach of human institutions that a state of society is conceivable almost as superior to that of England in these days, as that itself is superior to the condition of the tattooed Britons, or of the northern pirates from whom we are descended. Surely this belief rests upon a reasonable foundation, and is supported by that general improvement (always going on if it be regarded upon the great scale) to which all history bears witness.

Sir Thomas More. — I dispute not this: but to render it a reasonable ground of immediate hope, the predominance of good principles must be supposed. Do you believe that good or evil principles predominate at this time?

Montesinos. — If I were to judge by that expression of popular opinion which the press pretends to convey, I should reply without hesitation that never in any other known age of the world have such pernicious principles been so prevalent

“Qua terra patet, fera regnat Erinnys;
In facinus jurasse putes.”
 

Sir Thomas More. — Is there not a danger that these principles may bear down everything before them? and is not that danger obvious, palpable, imminent? Is there a considerate man who can look at the signs of the times without apprehension, or a scoundrel connected with what is called the public press, who does not speculate upon them, and join with the anarchists as the strongest party? Deceive not yourself by the fallacious notion that truth is mightier than falsehood, and that good must prevail over evil! Good principles enable men to suffer, rather than to act. Think how the dog, fond and faithful creature as he is, from being the most docile and obedient of all animals, is made the most dangerous, if he becomes mad; so men acquire a frightful and not less monstrous power when they are in a state of moral insanity, and break loose from their social and religious obligations. Remember too how rapidly the plague of diseased opinions is communicated, and that if it once gain head, it is as difficult to be stopped as a conflagration or a flood. The prevailing opinions of this age go to the destruction of everything which has hitherto been held sacred. They tend to arm the poor against the rich; the many against the few: worse than this, for it will also be a war of hope and enterprise against timidity, of youth against age.

Montesinos. — Sir Ghost, you are almost as dreadful an alarmist as our Cumberland cow, who is believed to have lately uttered this prophecy, delivering it with oracular propriety in verse:

“Two winters, a wet spring,
A bloody summer, and no king.”
 

Sir Thomas More. — That prophecy speaks the wishes of the man, whoever he may have been, by whom it was invented: and you who talk of the progress of knowledge, and the improvement of society, and upon that improvement build your hope of its progressive melioration, you know that even so gross and palpable an imposture as this is swallowed by many of the vulgar, and contributes in its sphere to the mischief which it was designed to promote. I admit that such an improved condition of society as you contemplate is possible, and hath ought always to be kept in view: but the error of supposing it too near, of fancying that there is a short road to it, is, of all the errors of these times, the most pernicious, because it seduces the young and generous, and betrays them imperceptibly into an alliance with whatever is flagitious and detestable. The fact is undeniable that the worst principles in religion, in morals, and in politics, are at this time more prevalent than they ever were known to be in any former age. You need not be told in what manner revolutions in opinion bring about the fate of empires; and upon this ground you ought to regard the state of the world, both at home and abroad, with fear, rather than with hope.

Montesinos. — When I have followed such speculations as may allowably be indulged, respecting what is hidden in the darkness of time and of eternity, I have sometimes thought that the moral and physical order of the world may be so appointed as to coincide; and that the revolutions of this planet may correspond with the condition of its inhabitants; so that the convulsions and changes whereto it is destined should occur, when the existing race of men had either become so corrupt as to be unworthy of the place which they hold in the universe, or were so truly regenerate by the will and word of God, as to be qualified for a higher station in it. Our globe may have gone through many such revolutions. We know the history of the last; the measure of its wickedness was then filled up. For the future we are taught to expect a happier consummation.

Sir Thomas More. — It is important that you should distinctly understand the nature and extent of your expectations on that head. Is it upon the Apocalypse that you rest them?

Montesinos. — If you had not forbidden me to expect from this intercourse any communication which might come with the authority of revealed knowledge, I should ask in reply, whether that dark book is indeed to be received for authentic Scripture? My hopes are derived from the prophets and the evangelists. Believing in them with a calm and settled faith, with that consent of the will and heart and understanding which constitutes religious belief, and in them the clear annunciation of that kingdom of God upon earth, for the coming of which Christ himself has taught and commanded us to pray.

Sir Thomas More. — Remember that the Evangelists, in predicting that kingdom, announce a dreadful advent! And that, according to the received opinion of the Church, wars, persecutions, and calamities of every kind, the triumph of evil, and the coming of Antichrist are to be looked for, before the promises made by the prophets shall be fulfilled. Consider this also, that the speedy fulfilment of those promises has been the ruling fancy of the most dangerous of all madmen, from John of Leyden and his frantic followers, down to the saints of Cromwell’s army, Venner and his Fifth-Monarchy men, the fanatics of the Cevennes, and the blockheads of your own days, who beheld with complacency the crimes of the French Revolutionists, and the progress of Bonaparte towards the subjugation of Europe, as events tending to bring about the prophecies; and, under the same besotted persuasion, are ready at this time to co-operate with the miscreants who trade in blasphemy and treason! But you who neither seek to deceive others nor yourself, you who are neither insane nor insincere, you surely do not expect that the millennium is to be brought about by the triumph of what are called liberal opinions; nor by enabling the whole of the lower classes to read the incentives to vice, impiety, and rebellion which are prepared for them by an unlicensed press; nor by Sunday schools, and religious tract societies; nor by the portentous bibliolatry of the age! And if you adhere to the letter of the Scriptures, methinks the thought of that consummation for which you look, might serve rather for consolation under the prospect of impending evils, than for a hope upon which the mind can rest in security with a calm and contented delight.

Montesinos. — To this I must reply, that the fulfilment of those calamitous events predicted in the Gospels may safely be referred, as it usually is, and by the best Biblical scholars, to the destruction of Jerusalem. Concerning the visions of the Apocalypse, sublime as they are, I speak with less hesitation, and dismiss them from my thoughts, as more congenial to the fanatics of whom you have spoken than to me. And for the coming of Antichrist, it is no longer a received opinion in these days, whatever it may have been in yours. Your reasoning applies to the enthusiastic millenarians who discover the number of the beast, and calculate the year when a vial is to be poured out, with as much precision as the day and hour of an eclipse. But it leaves my hope unshaken and untouched. I know that the world has improved; I see that it is improving; and I believe that it will continue to improve in natural and certain progress. Good and evil principles are widely at work: a crisis is evidently approaching; it may be dreadful, but I can have no doubts concerning the result. Black and ominous as the aspects may appear, I regard them without dismay. The common exclamation of the poor and helpless, when they feel themselves oppressed, conveys to my mind the sum of the surest and safest philosophy. I say with them, “God is above,” and trust Him for the event.

Sir Thomas More. — God is above — but the devil is below. Evil principles are, in their nature, more active than good. The harvest is precarious, and must be prepared with labour, and cost, and care; weeds spring up of themselves, and flourish and seed whatever may be the season. Disease, vice, folly, and madness are contagious; while health and understanding are incommunicable, and wisdom and virtue hardly to be communicated! We have come, however, to some conclusion in our discourse. Your notion of the improvement of the world has appeared to be a mere speculation, altogether inapplicable in practice; and as dangerous to weak heads and heated imaginations as it is congenial to benevolent hearts. Perhaps that improvement is neither so general nor so certain as you suppose. Perhaps, even in this country there may be more knowledge than there was in former times and less wisdom, more wealth and less happiness, more display and less virtue. This must be the subject of future conversation. I will only remind you now, that the French had persuaded themselves this was the most enlightened age of the world, and they the most enlightened people in it — the politest, the most amiable, and the most humane of nations — and that a new era of philosophy, philanthropy, and peace, was about to commence under their auspices, when they were upon the eve of a revolution which, for its complicated monstrosities, absurdities, and horrors, is more disgraceful to human nature than any other series of events in history. Chew the cud upon this, and farewell




COLLOQUY III. — THE DRUIDICAL STONES. — VISITATIONS OF PESTILENCE.
 

Inclination would lead me to hibernate during half the year in this uncomfortable climate of Great Britain, where few men who have tasted the enjoyments of a better would willingly take up their abode, if it were not for the habits, and still more for the ties and duties which root us to our native soil. I envy the Turks for their sedentary constitutions, which seem no more to require exercise than an oyster does or a toad in a stone. In this respect, I am by disposition as true a Turk as the Grand Seignior himself; and approach much nearer to one in the habit of inaction than any person of my acquaintance. Willing however, as I should be to believe, that anything which is habitually necessary for a sound body, would be unerringly indicated by an habitual disposition for it, and that if exercise were as needful as food for the preservation of the animal economy, the desire of motion would recur not less regularly than hunger and thirst, it is a theory which will not bear the test; and this I know by experience.

On a grey sober day, therefore, and in a tone of mind quite accordant with the season, I went out unwillingly to take the air, though if taking physic would have answered the same purpose, the dose would have been preferred as the shortest, and for that reason the least unpleasant remedy. Even on such occasions as this, it is desirable to propose to oneself some object for the satisfaction of accomplishing it, and to set out with the intention of reaching some fixed point, though it should be nothing better than a mile-stone, or a directing post. So I walked to the Circle of Stones on the Penrith road, because there is a long hill upon the way which would give the muscles some work to perform; and because the sight of this rude monument which has stood during so many centuries, and is likely, if left to itself, to outlast any edifice that man could have erected, gives me always a feeling, which, however often it may be repeated, loses nothing of its force.

The circle is of the rudest kind, consisting of single stones, unhewn and chosen without any regard to shape or magnitude, being of all sizes, from seven or eight feet in height, to three or four. The circle, however, is complete, and is thirty-three paces in diameter. Concerning this, like all similar monuments in Great Britain, the popular superstition prevails, that no two persons can number the stones alike, and that no person will ever find a second counting confirm the first. My children have often disappointed their natural inclination to believe this wonder, by putting it to the test and disproving it. The number of the stones which compose the circle, is thirty-eight, and besides these there are ten which form three sides of a little square within, on the eastern side, three stones of the circle itself forming the fourth; this being evidently the place where the Druids who presided had their station; or where the more sacred and important part of the rites and ceremonies (whatever they may have been) were performed. All this is as perfect at this day as when the Cambrian bards, according to the custom of their ancient order, described by my old acquaintances, the living members of the Chair of Glamorgan, met there for the last time,

“On the green turf and under the blue sky,
Their heads in reverence bare, and bare of foot.”
 

The site also precisely accords with the description which Edward Williams and William Owen give of the situation required for such meeting places:

 “ — a high hill top,
Nor bowered with trees, nor broken by the plough:
Remote from human dwellings and the stir
Of human life, and open to the breath
And to the eye of Heaven.”
 

The high hill is now enclosed and cultivated; and a clump of larches has been planted within the circle, for the purpose of protecting an oak in the centre, the owner of the field having wished to rear one there with a commendable feeling, because that tree was held sacred by the Druids, and therefore, he supposed, might be appropriately placed there. The whole plantation, however, has been so miserably storm-stricken that the poor stunted trees are not even worth the trouble of cutting them down for fuel, and so they continue to disfigure the spot. In all other respects this impressive monument of former times is carefully preserved; the soil within the enclosure is not broken, a path from the road is left, and in latter times a stepping-stile has been placed to accommodate Lakers with an easier access than by striding over the gate beside it.

The spot itself is the most commanding which could be chosen in this part of the country, without climbing a mountain. Derwentwater and the Vale of Keswick are not seen from it, only the mountains which enclose them on the south and west. Lattrigg and the huge side of Skiddaw are on the north; to the east is the open country towards Penrith expanding from the Vale of St. John’s, and extending for many miles, with Mellfell in the distance, where it rises alone like a huge tumulus on the right, and Blencathra on the left, rent into deep ravines. On the south-east is the range of Helvellyn, from its termination at Wanthwaite Crags to its loftiest summits, and to Dunmailraise. The lower range of Nathdalefells lies nearer, in a parallel line with Helvellyn; and the dale itself, with its little streamlet, immediately below. The heights above Leatheswater, with the Borrowdale mountains, complete the panorama.

While I was musing upon the days of the Bards and Druids, and thinking that Llywarc Hen himself had probably stood within this very circle at a time when its history was known, and the rites for which it was erected still in use, I saw a person approaching, and started a little at perceiving that it was my new acquaintance from the world of spirits. “I am come,” said he, “to join company with you in your walk: you may as well converse with a ghost as stand dreaming of the dead. I dare say you have been wishing that these stones could speak and tell their tale, or that some record were sculptured upon them, though it were as unintelligible as the hieroglyphics, or as an Ogham inscription.”

“My ghostly friend,” I replied, “they tell me something to the purport of our last discourse. Here upon ground where the Druids have certainly held their assemblies, and where not improbably, human sacrifices have been offered up, you will find it difficult to maintain that the improvement of the world has not been unequivocal, and very great.”

Sir Thomas More. — Make the most of your vantage ground! My position is, that this improvement is not general; that while some parts of the earth are progressive in civilisation, others have been retrograde; and that even where improvement appears the greatest, it is partial. For example; with all the meliorations which have taken place in England since these stones were set up (and you will not suppose that I who laid down my life for a religious principle, would undervalue the most important of all advantages), do you believe that they have extended to all classes? Look at the question well. Consider your fellow-countrymen, both in their physical and intellectual relations, and tell me whether a large portion of the community are in a happier or more hopeful condition at this time, than their forefathers were when Cæsar set foot upon the island?

Montesinos. — If it be your aim to prove that the savage state is preferable to the social, I am perhaps the very last person upon whom any arguments to that end could produce the slightest effect. That notion never for a moment deluded me: not even in the ignorance and presumptuousness of youth, when first I perused Rousseau, and was unwilling to feel that a writer whose passionate eloquence I felt and admired so truly could be erroneous in any of his opinions. But now, in the evening of life, when I know upon what foundation my principles rest, and when the direction of one peculiar course of study has made it necessary for me to learn everything which books could teach concerning savage life, the proposition appears to me one of the most untenable that ever was advanced by a perverse or a paradoxical intellect.

Sir Thomas More. — I advanced no such paradox, and you have answered me too hastily. The Britons were not savages when the Romans invaded and improved them. They were already far advanced in the barbarous stage of society, having the use of metals, domestic cattle, wheeled carriages, and money, a settled government, and a regular priesthood, who were connected with their fellow-Druids on the Continent, and who were not ignorant of letters. Understand me! I admit that improvements of the utmost value have been made, in the most important concerns: but I deny that the melioration has been general; and insist, on the contrary, that a considerable portion of the people are in a state, which, as relates to their physical condition, is greatly worsened, and, as touching their intellectual nature, is assuredly not improved. Look, for example, at the great mass of your populace in town and country — a tremendous proportion of the whole community! Are their bodily wants better, or more easily supplied? Are they subject to fewer calamities? Are they happier in childhood, youth, and manhood, and more comfortably or carefully provided for in old age, than when the land was unenclosed, and half covered with woods? With regard to their moral and intellectual capacity, you well know how little of the light of knowledge and of revelation has reached them. They are still in darkness, and in the shadow of death!

Montesinos. — I perceive your drift: and perceive also that when we understand each other there is likely to be little difference between us. And I beseech you, do not suppose that I am disputing for the sake of disputation; with that pernicious habit I was never infected, and I have seen too many mournful proofs of its perilous consequences. Towards any person it is injudicious and offensive; towards you it would be irreverent. Your position is undeniable. Were society to be stationary at its present point, the bulk of the people would, on the whole, have lost rather than gained by the alterations which have taken place during the last thousand years. Yet this must be remembered, that in common with all ranks they are exempted from those dreadful visitations of war, pestilence, and famine by which these kingdoms were so frequently afflicted of old.

The countenance of my companion changed upon this, to an expression of judicial severity which struck me with awe. “Exempted from these visitations!” he exclaimed; “mortal man! creature of a day, what art thou, that thou shouldst presume upon any such exemption! Is it from a trust in your own deserts, or a reliance upon the forbearance and long-suffering of the Almighty, that this vain confidence arises?”

I was silent.

“My friend,” he resumed, in a milder tone, but with a melancholy manner, “your own individual health and happiness are scarcely more precarious than this fancied security. By the mercy of God, twice during the short space of your life, England has been spared from the horrors of invasion, which might with ease have been effected during the American war, when the enemy’s fleet swept the Channel, and insulted your very ports, and which was more than once seriously intended during the late long contest. The invaders would indeed have found their graves in that soil which they came to subdue: but before they could have been overcome, the atrocious threat of Buonaparte’s general might have been in great part realised, that though he could not answer for effecting the conquest of England, he would engage to destroy its prosperity for a century to come. You have been spared from that chastisement. You have escaped also from the imminent danger of peace with a military tyrant, which would inevitably have led to invasion, when he should have been ready to undertake and accomplish that great object of his ambition, and you must have been least prepared and least able to resist him. But if the seeds of civil war should at this time be quickening among you — if your soil is everywhere sown with the dragon’s teeth, and the fatal crop be at this hour ready to spring up — the impending evil will be a hundredfold more terrible than those which have been averted; and you will have cause to perceive and acknowledge, that the wrath has been suspended only that it may fall the heavier!”

“May God avert this also!” I exclaimed.

“As for famine,” he pursued, “that curse will always follow in the train of war: and even now the public tranquillity of England is fearfully dependent upon the seasons. And touching pestilence, you fancy yourselves secure, because the plague has not appeared among you for the last hundred and fifty years: a portion of time, which long as it may seem when compared with the brief term of mortal existence, is as nothing in the physical history of the globe. The importation of that scourge is as possible now as it was in former times: and were it once imported, do you suppose it would rage with less violence among the crowded population of your metropolis, than it did before the fire, or that it would not reach parts of the country which were never infected in any former visitation? On the contrary, its ravages would be more general and more tremendous, for it would inevitably be carried everywhere. Your provincial cities have doubled and trebled in size; and in London itself, great part of the population is as much crowded now as it was then, and the space which is covered with houses is increased at least fourfold. What if the sweating-sickness, emphatically called the English disease, were to show itself again? Can any cause be assigned why it is not as likely to break out in the nineteenth century as in the fifteenth? What if your manufactures, according to the ominous opinion which your greatest physiologist has expressed, were to generate for you new physical plagues, as they have already produced a moral pestilence unknown to all preceding ages? What if the small-pox, which you vainly believed to be subdued, should have assumed a new and more formidable character; and (as there seems no trifling grounds for apprehending) instead of being protected by vaccination from its danger, you should ascertain that inoculation itself affords no certain security? Visitations of this kind are in the order of nature and of providence. Physically considered, the likelihood of their recurrence becomes every year more probable than the last; and looking to the moral government of the world, was there ever a time when the sins of this kingdom called more cryingly for chastisement?”

Montesinos. — Μαντι κακων!

Sir Thomas More. — I denounce no judgments. But I am reminding you that there is as much cause for the prayer in your Litany against plague, pestilence, and famine, as for that which entreats God to deliver you all from sedition, privy conspiracy, and rebellion; from all false doctrine, heresy, and schism. In this, as in all things, it behoves the Christian to live in a humble and grateful sense of his continual dependence upon the Almighty: not to rest in a presumptuous confidence upon the improved state of human knowledge, or the altered course of natural visitations.

Montesinos. — Oh, how wholesome it is to receive instruction with a willing and a humble mind! In attending to your discourse I feel myself in the healthy state of a pupil, when without one hostile or contrarient prepossession, he listens to a teacher in whom he has entire confidence. And I feel also how much better it is that the authority of elder and wiser intellects should pass even for more than it is worth, than that it should be undervalued as in these days, and set at nought. When any person boasts that he is — 

“Nullias addictus jurare in verba magistri,”

the reason of that boast may easily be perceived; it is because he thinks, like Jupiter, that it would be disparaging his own all-wiseness to swear by anything but himself. But wisdom will as little enter into a proud or a conceited mind as into a malicious one. In this sense also it may be said, that he who humbleth himself shall be exalted.

Sir Thomas More. — It is not implicit assent that I require, but reasonable conviction after calm and sufficient consideration. David was permitted to choose between the three severest dispensations of God’s displeasure, and he made choice of pestilence as the least dreadful. Ought a reflecting and religious man to be surprised, if some such punishment were dispensed to this country, not less in mercy than in judgment, as the means of averting a more terrible and abiding scourge? An endemic malady, as destructive as the plague, has naturalised itself among your American brethren, and in Spain. You have hitherto escaped it, speaking with reference to secondary causes, merely because it has not yet been imported. But any season may bring it to your own shores; or at any hour it may appear among you homebred.

Montesinos. — We should have little reason, then, to boast of our improvements in the science of medicine; for our practitioners at Gibraltar found themselves as unable to stop its progress, or mitigate its symptoms, as the most ignorant empirics in the peninsula.

Sir Thomas More. — You were at one time near enough that pestilence to feel as if you were within its reach?

Montesinos. — It was in 1800, the year when it first appeared in Andalusia. That summer I fell in at Cintra with a young German, on the way from his own country to his brothers at Cadiz, where they were established as merchants. Many days had not elapsed after his arrival in that city when a ship which was consigned to their firm brought with it the infection; and the first news which reached us of our poor acquaintance was that the yellow fever had broken out in his brother’s house, and that he, they, and the greater part of the household, were dead. There was every reason to fear that the pestilence would extend into Portugal, both governments being, as usual, slow in providing any measures of precaution, and those measures being nugatory when taken. I was at Faro in the ensuing spring, at the house of Mr. Lempriere, the British Consul. Inquiring of him upon the subject, the old man lifted up his hands, and replied in a passionate manner, which I shall never forget, “Oh, sir, we escaped by the mercy of God; only by the mercy of God!” The governor of Algarve, even when the danger was known and acknowledged, would not venture to prohibit the communication with Spain till he received orders from Lisbon; and then the prohibition was so enforced as to be useless. The crew of a boat from the infected province were seized and marched through the country to Tavira: they were then sent to perform quarantine upon a little insulated ground, and the guards who were set over them, lived with them, and were regularly relieved. When such were the precautionary measures, well indeed might it be said, that Portugal escaped only by the mercy of God! I have often reflected upon the little effect which this imminent danger appeared to produce upon those persons with whom I associated. The young, with that hilarity which belongs to thoughtless youth, used to converse about the places whither they should retire, and the course of life and expedients to which they should be driven in case it were necessary for them to fly from Lisbon. A few elder and more considerate persons said little upon the subject, but that little denoted a deep sense of the danger, and more anxiety than they thought proper to express. The great majority seemed to be altogether unconcerned; neither their business nor their amusements were interrupted; they feasted, they danced, they met at the card-table as usual; and the plague (for so it was called at that time, before its nature was clearly understood) was as regular a topic of conversation as the news brought by the last packet.

Sir Thomas More. — And what was your own state of mind?

Montesinos. — Very much what it has long been with regard to the moral pestilence of this unhappy age, and the condition of this country more especially. I saw the danger in its whole extent and relied on the mercy of God.

Sir Thomas More. — In all cases that is the surest reliance: but when human means are available, it becomes a Mahommedan rather than a Christian to rely upon Providence or fate alone, and make no effort for its own preservation. Individuals never fall into this error among you, drink as deeply as they may of fatalism; that narcotic will sometimes paralyse the moral sense, but it leaves the faculty of worldly prudence unimpaired. Far otherwise is it with your government: for such are the notions of liberty in England, that evils of every kind — physical, moral, and political, are allowed their free range. As relates to infectious diseases, for example, this kingdom is now in a less civilised state than it was in my days, three centuries ago, when the leper was separated from general society; and when, although the science of medicine was at once barbarous and fantastical, the existence of pesthouses showed at least some approaches towards a medical police.

Montesinos. — They order these things better in Utopia.

Sir Thomas More. — In this, as well as in some other points upon which we shall touch hereafter, the difference between you and the Utopians is as great as between the existing generation and the race by whom yonder circle was set up. With regard to diseases and remedies in general, the real state of the case may be consolatory, but it is not comfortable. Great and certain progress has been made in chirurgery; and if the improvements in the other branch of medical science have not been so certain and so great, it is because the physician works in the dark, and has to deal with what is hidden and mysterious. But the evils for which these sciences are the palliatives have increased in a proportion that heavily overweighs the benefit of improved therapeutics. For as the intercourse between nations has become greater, the evils of one have been communicated to another. Pigs, Spanish dollars, and Norway rats, are not the only commodities and incommodities which have performed the circumnavigation, and are to be found wherever European ships have touched. Diseases also find their way from one part of the inhabited globe to another, wherever it is possible for them to exist. The most formidable endemic or contagious maladies in your nosology are not indigenous; and as far as regards health therefore, the ancient Britons, with no other remedies than their fields and woods afforded them, and no other medical practitioners than their deceitful priests, were in a better condition than their descendants, with all the instruction which is derived from Sydenham and Heberden, and Hunter, and with all the powers which chemistry has put into their hands.

Montesinos. — You have well said that there is nothing comfortable in this view of the case: but what is there consolatory in it?

Sir Thomas More. — The consolation is upon your principle of expectant hope. Whenever improved morals, wiser habits, more practical religion, and more efficient institutions shall have diminished the moral and material causes of disease, a thoroughly scientific practice, the result of long experience and accumulated observations, will then exist, to remedy all that is within the power of human art, and to alleviate what is irremediable. To existing individuals this consolation is something like the satisfaction you might feel in learning that a fine estate was entailed upon your family at the expiration of a lease of ninety-nine years from the present time. But I had forgotten to whom I am talking. A poet always looks onward to some such distant inheritance. His hopes are usually in nubibus, and his expectations in the paulo post futurum tense.

Montesinos. — His state is the more gracious then because his enjoyment is always to come. It is however a real satisfaction to me that there is some sunshine in your prospect.

Sir Thomas More. — More in mine than in yours, because I command a wider horizon: but I see also the storms which are blackening, and may close over the sky. Our discourse began concerning that portion of the community who form the base of the pyramid; we have unawares taken a more general view, but it has not led us out of the way. Returning to the most numerous class of society, it is apparent that in the particular point of which we have been conversing, their condition is greatly worsened: they remain liable to the same indigenous diseases as their forefathers, and are exposed moreover to all which have been imported. Nor will the estimate of their condition be improved upon farther inquiry. They are worse fed than when they were hunters, fishers, and herdsmen; their clothing and habitations are little better, and, in comparison with those of the higher classes, immeasurably worse. Except in the immediate vicinity of the collieries, they suffer more from cold than when the woods and turbaries were open. They are less religious than in the days of the Romish faith; and if we consider them in relation to their immediate superiors, we shall find reason to confess that the independence which has been gained since the total decay of the feudal system, has been dearly purchased by the loss of kindly feelings and ennobling attachments. They are less contented, and in no respect more happy — that look implies hesitation of judgment, and an unwillingness to be convinced. Consider the point; go to your books and your thoughts; and when next we meet, you will feel little inclination to dispute the irrefragable statement.




COLLOQUY IV. — FEUDAL SLAVERY. — GROWTH OF PAUPERISM.
 

The last conversation had left a weight upon me, which was not lessened when I contemplated the question in solitude. I called to mind the melancholy view which Young has taken of the world in his unhappy poem:

“A part how small of the terraqueous globe
Is tenanted by man! the rest a waste,
Rocks, deserts, frozen seas and burning sands,
Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings, and death.
Such is earth’s melancholy map! But, far
More sad, this earth is a true map of man.”
 

Sad as this representation is, I could not but acknowledge that the moral and intellectual view is not more consolatory than the poet felt it to be; and it was a less sorrowful consideration to think how large a portion of the habitable earth is possessed by savages, or by nations whom inhuman despotisms and monstrous superstitions have degraded in some respects below the savage state, than to observe how small a part of what is called the civilised world is truly civilised; and in the most civilised parts to how small a portion of the inhabitants the real blessings of civilisation are confined. In this mood how heartily should I have accorded with Owen of Lanark if I could have agreed with that happiest and most beneficent and most practical of all enthusiasts as well concerning the remedy as the disease!

“Well, Montesinos,” said the spirit, when he visited me next, “have you recollected or found any solid arguments for maintaining that the labouring classes, who form the great bulk of the population, are in a happier condition, physical, moral, or intellectual, in these times, than they were in mine?”

Montesinos. — Perhaps, Sir Thomas, their condition was better precisely during your age than it ever has been either before or since. The feudal system had well-nigh lost all its inhuman parts, and the worse inhumanity of the commercial system had not yet shown itself.

Sir Thomas More. — It was, indeed, a most important age in English history, and, till the Reformation so fearfully disturbed it, in many respects a happy and an enviable one. But the process was then beginning which is not yet completed. As the feudal system relaxed and tended to dissolution the condition of the multitude was changed. Let us trace it from earlier times! In what state do you suppose the people of this island to have been when they were invaded by the Romans?

Montesinos. — Something worse than the Greeks of the Homeric age: something better than the Sandwich or Tonga islanders when they were visited by Captain Cook. Inferior to the former in arts, in polity, and, above all, in their domestic institutions; superior to the latter as having the use of cattle and being under a superstition in which, amid many abominations, some patriarchal truths were preserved. Less fortunate in physical circumstances than either, because of the climate.

Sir Thomas More. — A viler state of morals than their polyandrian system must have produced can scarcely be imagined; and the ferocity of their manners, little as is otherwise known of them, is sufficiently shown by their scythed war-chariots, and the fact that in the open country the path from one town to another was by a covered way. But in what condition were the labouring classes?

Montesinos. — In slavery, I suppose. When the Romans first attacked the island it was believed at Rome that slaves were the only booty which Britain could afford; and slaves, no doubt, must have been the staple commodity for which its ports were visited. Different tribes had at different times established themselves here by conquest, and wherever settlements are thus made slavery is the natural consequence. It was a part of the Roman economy; and when the Saxons carved out their kingdoms with the sword, the slaves, and their masters too, if any survived, became the property of the new lords of the land, like the cattle who pastured upon it. It is not likely even that the Saxons should have brought artificers of any kind with them, smiths perhaps alone excepted. Trades of every description must have been practised by the slaves whom they found. The same sort of transfer ensued upon the Norman conquest. After that event there could have been no fresh supply of domestic slaves, unless they were imported from Ireland, as well as carried thither for sale. That trade did not continue long. Emancipation was promoted by the clergy, and slavery was exchanged for vassalage, which in like manner gradually disappeared as the condition of the people improved.

Sir Thomas More. — You are hurrying too fast to that conclusion. Hitherto more has been lost than gained in morals by the transition; and you will not maintain that anything which is morally injurious can be politically advantageous. Vassalage I know is a word which bears no favourable acceptation in this liberal age; and slavery is in worse repute. But we must remember that slavery implies a very different state in different ages of the world, and in different stages of society.

Montesinos. — In many parts of the East, and of the Mohammedan world, as in the patriarchal times, it is scarcely an evil. Among savages it is as little so. In a luxurious state more vices are called into action, the condition of the slave depends more upon the temper of the owner, and the evil then predominates. But slavery is nowhere so bad as in commercial colonies, where the desire of gain hardens the heart — the basest appetites have free scope there; and the worst passions are under little restraint from law, less from religion, and none from public opinion.

Sir Thomas More. — You have omitted in this enumeration that kind of slavery which existed in England.

Montesinos. — The slavery of the feudal ages may perhaps be classed midway between the best description of that state and the worst. I suppose it to have been less humane than it generally is in Turkey, less severe than it generally was in Rome and Greece. In too many respects the slaves were at the mercy of their lords. They might be put in irons and punished with stripes; they were sometimes branded; and there is proof that it has been the custom to yoke them in teams like cattle.

Sir Thomas More. — Are you, then, Montesinos, so much the dupe of words as to account among their grievances a mere practice of convenience?

Montesinos. — The reproof was merited. But I was about to say that there is no reason to think their treatment was generally rigorous. We do not hear of any such office among them as that of the Roman Lorarii, whose office appears by the dramatists to have been no sinecure. And it is certain that they possessed in the laws, in the religion, and probably in the manners of the country, a greater degree of protection than existed to alleviate the lot of the Grecian and Roman slaves.

Sir Thomas More. — The practical difference between the condition of the feudal slave, and of the labouring husbandman who succeeded to the business of his station, was mainly this, that the former had neither the feeling nor the insecurity of independence. He served one master as long as he lived; and being at all times sure of the same sufficient subsistence, if he belonged to the estate like the cattle, and was accounted with them as part of the live stock, he resembled them also in the exemption which he enjoyed from all cares concerning his own maintenance and that of his family. The feudal slaves, indeed, were subject to none of those vicissitudes which brought so many of the proudest and most powerful barons to a disastrous end. They had nothing to lose, and they had liberty to hope for; frequently as the reward of their own faithful services, and not seldom from the piety or kindness of their lords. This was a steady hope depending so little upon contingency that it excited no disquietude or restlessness. They were therefore in general satisfied with the lot to which they were born, as the Greenlander is with his climate, the Bedouin with his deserts, and the Hottentot and the Calmuck with their filthy and odious customs; and going on in their regular and unvaried course of duty generation after generation, they were content.

Montesinos.—”Fish, fish, are you in your duty?” said the young lady in the Arabian tales, who came out of the kitchen wall clad in flowered satin, and with a rod in her hand. The fish lifted up their heads and replied, “Yes, yes; if you reckon, we reckon; if you pay your debts we pay ours; if you fly we overcome, and are content.” The fish who were thus content, and in their duty, had been gutted, and were in the frying-pan. I do not seek, however, to escape from the force of your argument by catching at the words. On the other hand, I am sure it is not your intention to represent slavery otherwise than as an evil, under any modification.

Sir Thomas More. — That which is a great evil in itself become relatively a good when it prevents or removes a greater evil; for instance, loss of a limb when life is preserved by the sacrifice, or the acute pain of a remedy by which a chronic disease is cured. Such was slavery in its origin: a commutation for death, gladly accepted as mercy under the arm of a conqueror in battle, or as the mitigation of a judicial sentence. But it led immediately to nefarious abuses; and the earliest records which tell us of its existence show us also that men were kidnapped for sale. With the principles of Christianity, the principles of religious philosophy — the only true policy, to which mankind must come at last, by which alone all the remediable ills of humanity are to be remedied, and for which you are taught to pray when you entreat that your Father’s kingdom may come — with those principles slavery is inconsistent, and therefore not to be tolerated, even in speculation.

Montesinos. — Yet its fitness, as a commutation for other punishments, is admitted by Michaelis (though he decides against it) to be one of the most difficult questions connected with the existing state of society. And in the age of the Revolution, one of the sturdiest Scotch republicans proposed the reestablishment of slavery, as the best or only means for correcting the vices and removing the miseries of the poor.

Sir Thomas More. — The proposal of such a remedy must be admitted as full proof of the malignity of the disease. And in further excuse of Andrew Fletcher, it should be remembered that he belonged to a country where many of the feudal virtues (as well as most of the feudal vices) were at that time in full vigour. But let us return to our historical view of the subject. In feudal servitude there was no motive for cruelty, scarcely any for oppression. There were no needy slave-owners, as there are in commercial colonies; and though slaves might sometimes suffer from a wicked, or even a passionate master, there is no reason to believe that they were habitually over-tasked, or subjected to systematic ill-treatment; for that, indeed, can only arise from avarice, and avarice is not the vice of feudal times. Still, however, slavery is intolerable upon Christian principles; and to the influence of those principles it yielded here in England. It had ceased, so as even to be forgotten in my youth; and villenage was advancing fast towards its natural extinction. The courts decided that a tenant having a lease could not be a villein during its term, for if his labour were at the command of another how could he undertake to pay rent? Landholders had thus to choose between rent and villenage, and scarcely wanted the Field of the Cloth of Gold at Ardres to show them which they stood most in need of. And as villenage disappeared, free labourers of various descriptions multiplied; of whom the more industrious and fortunate rose in society, and became tradesmen and merchants; the unlucky and the reprobate became vagabonds.

Montesinos. — The latter class appears to have been far more numerous in your age than in mine.

Sir Thomas More. — Waiving for the present the question whether they really were so, they appear to have been so partly in consequence of the desperate wars between the houses of York and Lancaster, partly because of the great change in society which succeeded to that contest. During those wars both parties exerted themselves to bring into the field all the force they could muster. Villeins in great numbers were then emancipated, when they were embodied in arms; and great numbers emancipated themselves, flying to London and other cities for protection from the immediate evils of war, or taking advantage of the frequent changes of property, and the precarious tenure by which it was held, to exchange their own servile condition for a station of freedom with all its hopes and chances. This took place to a great extent, and the probabilities of success were greatly in their favour; for whatever may have been practised in earlier and ruder times, in that age they certainly were not branded like cattle, according to the usage of your sugar islands.

Montesinos. — A planter, who notwithstanding this curious specimen of his taste and sensibility, was a man of humane studies and humane feelings, describes the refined and elegant manner in which the operation is performed, by way of mitigating the indignation which such a usage ought to excite. He assures us that the stamp is not a branding iron, but a silver instrument; and that it is heated not in the fire, but over the flame of spirits of wine.

Sir Thomas More. — Excellent planter! worthy to have been flogged at a gilt whipping-post with a scourge of gold thread! The practice of marking slaves had fallen into disuse; probably it was only used at first with captives, or with those who were newly-purchased from a distant country, never with those born upon the soil. And there was no means of raising a hue and cry after a runaway slave so effectually as is done by your colonial gazettes, the only productions of the British colonial press.

Montesinos. — Include, I pray you, in the former part of your censure the journals of the United States, the land of democracy and equal rights.

Sir Thomas More. — How much more honourable was the tendency of our laws, and of national feeling in those days, which you perhaps as well as your trans-Atlantic brethren have been accustomed to think barbarous, when compared with this your own age of reason and liberality! The master who killed his slave was as liable to punishment as if he had killed a freeman. Instead of impeding enfranchisement, the laws, as well as the public feeling, encouraged it. If a villein who had fled from his lord remained a year and a day unclaimed upon the King’s demesne lands, or in any privileged town, he became free. All doubtful cases were decided in favorem libertatis. Even the established maxim in law, partus sequitur ventrem, was set aside in favour of liberty; the child of a neif was free if the father were a freeman, or if it were illegitimate, in which case it was settled that the free condition of the father should always be presumed.

Montesinos. — Such a principle must surely have tended to increase the illegitimate population.

Sir Thomas More. — That inference is drawn from the morals of your own age, and the pernicious effect of your poor laws as they are now thoroughly understood and deliberately acted upon by a race who are thinking always of their imaginary rights, and never of their duties. You forget the efficacy of ecclesiastical discipline; and that the old Church was more vigilant, and therefore more efficient than that which rose upon its ruins. And you suppose that personal liberty was more valued by persons in a state of servitude than was actually the case. For if in earlier ages emancipation was an act of piety and benevolence, afterwards, when the great crisis of society came on, it proceeded more frequently from avarice than from any worthier motive; and the slave who was set free sometimes found himself much in the situation of a household dog that is turned into the streets.

Montesinos. — Are you alluding to the progress of inclosures, which from the accession of the Tudors to the age of the Stuarts were complained of as the great and crying evil of the times?

Sir Thomas More. — That process originated as soon as rents began to be of more importance than personal services, and money more convenient to the landlords than payments in kind.

Montesinos. — And this I suppose began to be the case under Edward III. The splendour of his court, and the foreign wars in which he was engaged, must have made money more necessary to the knights and nobles than it had ever been before, except during the Crusades.

Sir Thomas More. — The wars of York and Lancaster retarded the process; but immediately after the termination of that fierce struggle it was accelerated by the rapid growth of commerce, and by the great influx of wealth from the new found world. Under a settled and strong and vigilant government men became of less value as vassals and retainers, because the boldest barons no longer dared contemplate the possibility of trying their strength against the crown, or attempting to disturb the succession. Four-legged animals therefore were wanted for slaughter more than two-legged ones; and moreover, sheep could be shorn, whereas the art of fleecing the tenantry was in its infancy, and could not always be practised with the same certain success. A trading spirit thus gradually superseded the rude but kindlier principle of the feudal system: profit and loss became the rule of conduct; in came calculation, and out went feeling.

Montesinos. — I remember your description (for indeed who can forget it?) how sheep, more destructive than the Dragon of Wantley in those days, began to devour men and fields and houses. The same process is at this day going on in the Highlands, though under different circumstances; some which palliate the evil, and some which aggravate the injustice.

Sir Thomas More. — The real nature of the evil was misunderstood by my contemporaries, and for some generations afterward. A decrease of population was the effect complained of, whereas the greater grievance was that a different and worse population was produced.

Montesinos. — I comprehend you. The same effect followed which has been caused in these days by the extinction of small farms.

Sir Thomas More. — The same in kind, but greater in degree; or at least if not greater, or so general in extent, it was more directly felt. When that ruinous fashion prevailed in your age there were many resources for the class of people who were thus thrown out of their natural and proper place in the social system. Your fleets and armies at that time required as many hands as could be supplied; and women and children were consumed with proportionate rapidity by your manufactures.

Moreover, there was the wholesome drain of emigration open

“Facta est immensi copia mundi.”

But under the Tudors there existed no such means for disposing of the ejected population, and except the few who could obtain places as domestic servants, or employment as labourers and handicraftsmen (classes, it must be remembered, for all which the employ was diminished by the very ejectment in question), they who were turned adrift soon found themselves houseless and hopeless, and were reduced to prey upon that society which had so unwisely as well as inhumanly discarded them.

Montesinos. — Thus it is that men collectively as well as individually create for themselves so large a part of the evils they endure.

Sir Thomas More. — Enforce upon your contemporaries that truth which is as important in politics as in ethics, and you will not have lived in vain! Scatter that seed upon the waters, and doubt not of the harvest! Vindicate always the system of nature, in other and sounder words, the ways of God, while you point out with all faithfulness

   ”what ills
Remediable and yet unremedied
  Afflict man’s wretched race,”
 

and the approbation of your own heart will be sufficient reward on earth.

Montesinos. — The will has not been wanting.

Sir Thomas More. — There are cases in which the will carries with it the power; and this is of them. No man was ever yet deeply convinced of any momentous truth without feeling in himself the power as well as the desire of communicating it.

Montesinos. — True, Sir Thomas; but the perilous abuse of that feeling by enthusiasts and fanatics leads to an error in the opposite extreme.

We sacrifice too much to prudence; and, in fear of incurring the danger or the reproach of enthusiasm, too often we stifle the holiest impulses of the understanding and the heart.

   ”Our doubts are traitors,
And make us lose the good we oft might win,
By fearing to attempt.”
 

 — But I pray you, resume your discourse. The monasteries were probably the chief palliatives of this great evil while they existed.

Sir Thomas More. — Their power of palliating it was not great, for the expenditure of those establishments kept a just pace with their revenues. They accumulated no treasures, and never were any incomes more beneficially employed. The great abbeys vied with each other in architectural magnificence, in this more especially, but likewise in every branch of liberal expenditure, giving employment to great numbers, which was better than giving unearned food. They provided, as it became them, for the old and helpless also. That they prevented the necessity of raising rates for the poor by the copious alms which they distributed, and by indiscriminately feeding the indigent, has been inferred, because those rates became necessary immediately after the suppression of the religious houses. But this is one of those hasty inferences which have no other foundation than a mere coincidence of time in the supposed cause and effect.

Montesinos. — For which you have furnished a proverbial illustration in your excellent story of Tenterden Steeple and Goodwin Sands.

Sir Thomas More. — That illustration would have been buried in the dust if it had not been repeated by Hugh Latimer at St. Paul’s Cross. It was the only thing in my writings by which he profited. If he had learnt more from them he might have died in his bed, with less satisfaction to himself and less honour from posterity. We went different ways, but we came to the same end, and met where we had little expectation of meeting. I must do him the justice to say that when he forwarded the work of destruction it was with the hope and intention of employing the materials in a better edifice; and that no man opposed the sacrilegious temper of the age more bravely. The monasteries, in the dissolution of which he rejoiced as much as he regretted the infamous disposal of their spoils, delayed the growth of pauperism, by the corrodies with which they were charged; the effect of these reservations on the part of the founders and benefactors being, that a comfortable and respectable support was provided for those who grew old in the service of their respective families; and there existed no great family, and perhaps no wealthy one, which had not entitled itself thus to dispose of some of its aged dependants. And the extent of the depopulating system was limited while those houses endured: because though some of the great abbots were not less rapacious than the lay lords, and more criminal, the heads in general could not be led, like the nobles, into a prodigal expenditure, the burthen of which fell always upon the tenants; and rents in kind were to them more convenient than in money, their whole economy being founded upon that system, and adapted to it.

Montesinos. — Both facts and arguments were indeed strongly on your side when you wrote against the supplication of beggars; but the form in which you embodied them gave the adversary an advantage, for it was connected with one of the greatest abuses and absurdities of the Romish Church.

Sir Thomas More. — Montesinos, I allow you to call it an abuse; but if you think any of the abuses of that church were in their origin so unreasonable as to deserve the appellation of absurdities, you must have studied its history with less consideration and a less equitable spirit than I have given you credit for. Both Master Fish and I had each our prejudices and errors. We were both sincere; Master Fish would undoubtedly have gone to the stake in defence of his opinions as cheerfully as I laid down my neck upon the block; like his namesake in the tale which you have quoted, he too when in Nix’s frying-pan would have said he was in his duty, and content. But withal he cannot be called an honest man, unless in that sort of liberal signification by which, in these days, good words are so detorted from their original and genuine meaning as to express precisely the reverse of what was formerly intended by them. More gross exaggerations and more rascally mis-statements could hardly be made by one of your own thorough-paced revolutionists than those upon which the whole argument of his supplication is built.

Montesinos. — If he had fallen into your hands you would have made a stock-fish of him.

Sir Thomas More. — Perhaps so. I had not then I learnt that laying men by the heels is not the best way of curing them of an error in the head. But the King protected him. Henry had too much sagacity not to perceive the consequences which such a book was likely to produce, and he said, after perusing it, “If a man should pull down an old stone wall, and begin at the bottom, the upper part thereof might chance to fall upon his head.” But he saw also that it tended to serve his immediate purpose.

Montesinos. — I marvel that good old John Fox, upright, downright man as he was, should have inserted in his “Acts and Monuments” a libel like this, which contains no arguments except such as were adapted to ignorance, cupidity, and malice.

Sir Thomas More. — Old John Fox ought to have known that, however advantageous the dissolution of the monastic houses might be to the views of the Reformers, it was every way injurious to the labouring classes. As far as they were concerned, the transfer of property was always to worse hands. The tenantry were deprived of their best landlords, artificers of their best employers, the poor and miserable of their best and surest friends. There would have been no insurrections in behalf of the old religion if the zeal of the peasantry had not been inflamed by a sore feeling of the injury which they suffered in the change. A great increase of the vagabond population was the direct and immediate consequence. They who were ejected from their tenements or deprived of their accustomed employment were turned loose upon society; and the greater number, of course and of necessity, ran wild.

Montesinos. — Wild, indeed! The old chroniclers give a dreadful picture of their numbers and of their wickedness, which called forth and deserved the utmost severity of the law. They lived like savages in the woods and wastes, committing the most atrocious actions, stealing children, and burning, breaking, or otherwise disfiguring their limbs for the purpose of exciting compassion, and obtaining alms by this most flagitious of all imaginable crimes. Surely we have nothing so bad as this.

Sir Thomas More. — The crime of stealing children for such purposes is rendered exceedingly difficult by the ease and rapidity with which a hue and cry can now be raised throughout the land, and the eagerness and detestation with which the criminal would be pursued; still, however, it is sometimes practised. In other respects the professional beggars of the nineteenth century are not a whit better than their predecessors of the sixteenth; and your gipsies and travelling potters, who, gipsy-like, pitch their tents upon the common, or by the wayside, retain with as much fidelity the manners and morals of the old vagabonds as they do the cant, or pedlar’s French, which this class of people are said to have invented in the age whereof we are now speaking.

Montesinos. — But the number of our vagabonds has greatly diminished. In your Henry’s reign it is affirmed that no fewer than 72,000 criminals were hanged; you have yourself described them as strung up by scores upon a gibbet all over the country. Even in the golden days of good Queen Bess the executions were from three to four hundred annually. A large allowance must be made for the increased humanity of the nation, and the humaner temper with which the laws are administered: but the new crimes which increased wealth and a system of credit on one hand, and increased ingenuity, and new means of mischief on the part of the depredators have produced, must also be taken into the account. And the result will show a diminution in the number of those who prey upon society either by open war or secret wiles.

Sir Thomas More. — Add your paupers to the list, and you will then have added to it not less than an eighth of your whole population. But looking at the depredators alone, perhaps it will be found that the evil is at this time more widely extended, more intimately connected with the constitution of society, like a chronic and organic disease, and therefore more difficult of cure. Like other vermin they are numerous in proportion as they find shelter; and for this species of noxious beast large towns and manufacturing districts afford better cover than the forest or the waste. The fault lies in your institutions, which in the time of the Saxons were better adapted to maintain security and order than they are now. No man in those days could prey upon society unless he were at war with it as an outlaw, a proclaimed and open enemy. Rude as the laws were, the purposes of law had not then been perverted: it had not been made a craft; it served to deter men from committing crimes, or to punish them for the commission; never to shield notorious, acknowledged, impudent guilt from condign punishment. And in the fabric of society, imperfect as it was, the outline and rudiments of what it ought to be were distinctly marked in some main parts, where they are now well-nigh utterly effaced. Every person had his place. There was a system of superintendence everywhere, civil as well as religious. They who were born in villenage were born to an inheritance of labour, but not of inevitable depravity and wretchedness. If one class were regarded in some respects as cattle they were at least taken care of; they were trained, fed, sheltered and protected; and there was an eye upon them when they strayed. None were wild, unless they ran wild wilfully, and in defiance of control. None were beneath the notice of the priest, nor placed out of the possible reach of his instruction and his care. But how large a part of your population are like the dogs at Lisbon and Constantinople, unowned, unbroken to any useful purpose, subsisting by chance or by prey, living in filth, mischief, and wretchedness, a nuisance to the community while they live, and dying miserably at last! This evil had its beginning in my days; it is now approaching fast to its consummation.




COLLOQUY V. — DECAY OF THE FEUDAL SYSTEM. — EDWARD VI. — ALFRED.
 

I had retired to my library as usual after dinner, and while I was wishing for the appearance of my ghostly visitor he became visible. “Behold me to your wish!” said he. “Thank you,” I replied, “for those precious words.”

Sir Thomas More. — Wherefore precious?

Montesinos. — Because they show that spirits who are in bliss perceive our thoughts; — that that communion with the departed for which the heart yearns in its moods of intensest feeling is in reality attained when it is desired.

Sir Thomas More. — You deduce a large inference from scanty premises. As if it were not easy to know without any super-human intuition that you would wish for the arrival of one whose company you like, at a time when you were expecting it.

Montesinos. — And is this all?

Sir Thomas More. — All that the words necessarily imply. For the rest, crede quod habeas et habes, according to the scurvy tale which makes my friend Erasmus a horse-stealer, and fathers Latin rhymes upon him. But let us take up the thread of our discourse, or, as we used to say in old times, “begin it again and mend it, for it is neither mass nor matins.”

Montesinos. — You were saying that the evil of a vagrant and brutalised population began in your days, and is approaching to its consummation at this time.

Sir Thomas More. — The decay of the feudal system produced it. When armies were no longer raised upon that system soldiers were disbanded at the end of a war, as they are now: that is to say, they were turned adrift to fare as they could — to work if they could find employment; otherwise to beg, starve, live upon the alms of their neighbours, or prey upon a wider community in a manner more congenial to the habits and temper of their old vocation. In consequence of the gains which were to be obtained by inclosures and sheep-farming, families were unhoused and driven loose upon the country. These persons, and they who were emancipated from villenage, or who had in a more summary manner emancipated themselves, multiplied in poverty and wretchedness. Lastly, owing to the fashion for large households of retainers, great numbers of men were trained up in an idle and dissolute way of life, liable at any time to be cast off when age or accident invalided them, or when the master of the family died; and then if not ashamed to beg, too lewd to work, and ready for any kind of mischief. Owing to these co-operating causes, a huge population of outcasts was produced, numerous enough seriously to infest society, yet not so large as to threaten its subversion.

Montesinos. — A derangement of the existing system produced them then; they are a constituent part of the system now. With you they were, as you have called them, outcasts: with us, to borrow an illustration from foreign institutions, they have become a caste. But during two centuries the evil appears to have decreased. Why was this?

Sir Thomas More. — Because it was perceived to be an evil, and could never at any time be mistaken for a healthful symptom. And because circumstances tended to suspend its progress. The habits of these unhappy persons being at first wholly predatory, the laws proclaimed a sort of crusade against them, and great and inhuman riddance was made by the executioner. Foreign service opened a drain in the succeeding reigns: many also were drawn off by the spirit of maritime adventure, preferring the high seas to the high way, as a safer course of plundering. Then came an age of civil war, with its large demand for human life. Meanwhile as the old arrangements of society crumbled and decayed new ones were formed. The ancient fabric was repaired in some parts and modernised in others. And from the time of the Restoration the people supposed their institutions to be stable because after long and violent convulsions they found themselves at rest, and the transition which was then going on was slow, silent, and unperceived. The process of converting slaves and villeins into servants and free peasantry had ended; that of raising a manufacturing populace and converting peasantry into poor was but begun; and it proceeded slowly for a full hundred years.

Montesinos. — Those hundred years were the happiest which England has ever known.

Sir Thomas More. — Perhaps so: καρπος μέyιστος αταραξία.

Montesinos. — With the exception of the efforts which were made for restoring the exiled family of the Stuarts they were years of quiet uniform prosperity and advancement. The morals of the country recovered from the contagion which Charles II. imported from France, and for which Puritanism had prepared the people. Visitations of pestilence were suspended. Sectarians enjoyed full toleration, and were contented. The Church proved itself worthy of the victory which it had obtained. The Constitution, after one great but short struggle, was well balanced and defined; and if the progress of art, science, and literature was not brilliant, it was steady, and the way for a brighter career was prepared.

Sir Thomas More. — The way was prepared meantime for evil as well as for good. You were retrograde in sound policy, sound philosophy and sound learning. Our business at present is wholly with the first. Because your policy, defective as it was at the best, had been retrograde, discoveries in physics, and advances in mechanical science which would have produced nothing but good in Utopia, became as injurious to the weal of the nation as they were instrumental to its wealth. But such had your system imperceptibly become, and such were your statesmen, that the wealth of nations was considered as the sole measure of their prosperity.

Montesinos. — In feudal ages the object of those monarchs who had any determinate object in view was either to extend their dominions by conquest from their neighbours, or to increase their authority at home by breaking the power of a turbulent nobility. In commercial ages the great and sole object of government, when not engaged in war, was to augment its revenues, for the purpose of supporting the charges which former wars had induced, or which the apprehension of fresh ones rendered necessary. And thus it has been, that of the two main ends of government, which are the security of the subjects and the improvement of the nation, the latter has never been seriously attempted, scarcely indeed taken into consideration; and the former imperfectly attained.

Sir Thomas More. — Fail not, however, I entreat you, to bear in mind that this has not been the fault of your rulers at any time. It has been their misfortune — an original sin in the constitution of the society wherein they were born. Circumstances which they did not make and could not control have impelled them onward in ways which neither for themselves nor the nation were ways of pleasantness and peace.

Montesinos. — There is one beautiful exception — Edward VI.

“That blessed Prince whose saintly name might move
The understanding heart to tears of reverent love.”
 

He would have struck into the right course.

Sir Thomas More. — You have a Catholic feeling concerning saints, Montesinos, though you look for them in the Protestant calendar. Edward deserves to be remembered with that feeling. But had his life been prolonged to the full age of man it would not have been in his power to remedy the evil which had been done in his father’s reign and during his own minority. To have effected that would have required a strength and obduracy of character incompatible with his meek and innocent nature. In intellect and attainments he kept pace with his age, a more stirring and intellectual one than any which had gone before it: but in the wisdom of the heart he was far beyond that age, or indeed any that has succeeded it. It cannot be said of him as of Henry of Windsor, that he was fitter for a cloister than a throne, but he was fitter for a heavenly crown than a terrestrial one. This country was not worthy of him! — scarcely this earth!

Montesinos. — There is a homely verse common in village churchyards, the truth of which has been felt by many a heart, as some consolation in its keenest afflictions: — 

“God calls them first whom He loves best.”

But surely no prince ever more sedulously employed himself to learn his office. His views in some respects were not in accord with the more enlarged principles of trade, which experience has taught us. But on the other hand he judged rightly what “the medicines were by which the sores of the commonwealth might be healed.” His prescriptions are as applicable now as they were then, and in most points as needful: they were “good education, good example, good laws, and the just execution of those laws: punishing the vagabond and idle, encouraging the good, ordering well the customers, and engendering friendship in all parts of the commonwealth.” In these, and more especially in the first of these, he hoped and purposed to have “shown his device.” But it was not permitted. Nevertheless, he has his reward. It has been more wittily than charitably said that Hell is paved with good intentions: they have their place in Heaven also. Evil thoughts and desires are justly accounted to us for sin; assuredly therefore the sincere goodwill will be accounted for the deed, when means and opportunity have been wanting to bring it to effect. There are feelings and purposes as well as “thoughts,

 — whose very sweetness yieldeth proof
That they were born for immortality.”
 

Sir Thomas More. — Those great legislative measures whereby the character of a nation is changed and stamped are more practicable in a barbarous age than in one so far advanced as that of the Tudors; under a despotic government, than under a free one; and among an ignorant, rather than inquiring people. Obedience is then either yielded to a power which is too strong to be resisted, or willingly given to the acknowledged superiority of some commanding mind, carrying with it, as in such ages it does, an appearance of divinity. Our incomparable Alfred was a prince in many respects favourably circumstanced for accomplishing a great work like this, if his victory over the Danes had been so complete as to have secured the country against any further evils from that tremendous enemy. And had England remained free from the scourge of their invasion under his successors, it is more than likely that his institutions would at this day have been the groundwork of your polity.

Montesinos. — If you allude to that part of the Saxon law which required that all the people should be placed under borh, I must observe that even those writers who regard the name of Alfred with the greatest reverence always condemn this part of his system of government.

Sir Thomas More. — It is a question of degree. The just medium between too much superintendence and too little: the mystery whereby the free will of the subject is preserved, while it is directed by the fore purpose of the State (which is the secret of true polity), is yet to be found out. But this is certain, that whatever be the origin of government, its duties are patriarchal, that is to say, parental: superintendence is one of those duties, and is capable of being exercised to any extent by delegation and sub-delegation.

Montesinos. — The Madras system, my excellent friend Dr. Bell would exclaim if he were here. That which, as he says, gives in a school to the master, the hundred eyes of Argus, and the hundred hands of Briareus, might in a state give omnipresence to law, and omnipotence to order. This is indeed the fair ideal of a commonwealth.

Sir Thomas More. — And it was this at which Alfred aimed. His means were violent, because the age was barbarous. Experience would have shown wherein they required amendment, and as manners improved the laws would have been softened with them. But they disappeared altogether during the years of internal warfare and turbulence which ensued. The feudal order which was established with the Norman conquest, or at least methodised after it, was in this part of its scheme less complete: still it had the same bearing. When that also went to decay, municipal police did not supply its place. Church discipline then fell into disuse; clerical influence was lost; and the consequence now is, that in a country where one part of the community enjoys the highest advantages of civilisation with which any people upon this globe have ever in any age been favoured, there is among the lower classes a mass of ignorance, vice, and wretchedness, which no generous heart can contemplate without grief, and which, when the other signs of the times are considered, may reasonably excite alarm for the fabric of society that rests upon such a base. It resembles the tower in your own vision, its beautiful summit elevated above all other buildings, the foundations placed upon the sand, and mouldering.

Montesinos.

“Rising so high, and built so insecure,
Ill may such perishable work endure!”
 

You will not, I hope, come to that conclusion! You will not, I hope, say with the evil prophet — 

“The fabric of her power is undermined;
  The Earthquake underneath it will have way,
And all that glorious structure, as the wind
  Scatters a summer cloud, be swept away!”
 

Sir Thomas More. — Look at the populace of London, and ask yourself what security there is that the same blind fury which broke out in your childhood against the Roman Catholics may not be excited against the government, in one of those opportunities which accident is perpetually offering to the desperate villains whom your laws serve rather to protect than to punish!

Montesinos. — It is an observation of Mercier’s, that despotism loves large cities. The remark was made with reference to Paris only a little while before the French Revolution! But even if he had looked no farther than the history of his own country and of that very metropolis, he might have found sufficient proof that insubordination and anarchy like them quite as well.

Sir Thomas More. — London is the heart of your commercial system, but it is also the hot-bed of corruption. It is at once the centre of wealth and the sink of misery; the seat of intellect and empire: and yet a wilderness wherein they, who live like wild beasts upon their fellow-creatures, find prey and cover. Other wild beasts have long since been extirpated: even in the wilds of Scotland, and of barbarous, or worse than barbarous Ireland, the wolf is no longer to be found; a degree of civilisation this to which no other country has attained. Man, and man alone, is permitted to run wild. You plough your fields and harrow them; you have your scarifiers to make the ground clean; and if after all this weeds should spring up, the careful cultivator roots them out by hand. But ignorance and misery and vice are allowed to grow, and blossom, and seed, not on the waste alone, but in the very garden and pleasure-ground of society and civilisation. Old Thomas Tusser’s coarse remedy is the only one which legislators have yet thought of applying.

Montesinos. — What remedy is that?

Sir Thomas More.—’Twas the husbandman’s practice in his days and mine:

“Where plots full of nettles annoyeth the eye,
Sow hempseed among them, and nettles will die.”
 

Montesinos. — The use of hemp indeed has not been spared. But with so little avail has it been used, or rather to such ill effect, that every public execution, instead of deterring villains from guilt, serves only to afford them opportunity for it. Perhaps the very risk of the gallows operates upon many a man among the inducements to commit the crime whereto he is tempted; for with your true gamester the excitement seems to be in proportion to the value of the stake. Yet I hold as little with the humanity-mongers, who deny the necessity and lawfulness of inflicting capital punishment in any case, as with the shallow moralists, who exclaim against vindictive justice, when punishment would cease to be just, if it were not vindictive.

Sir Thomas More. — And yet the inefficacious punishment of guilt is less to be deplored and less to be condemned than the total omission of all means for preventing it. Many thousands in your metropolis rise every morning without knowing how they are to subsist during the day, or many of them where they are to lay their heads at night. All men, even the vicious themselves, know that wickedness leads to misery; but many, even among the good and the wise, have yet to learn that misery is almost as often the cause of wickedness.

Montesinos. — There are many who know this, but believe that it is not in the power of human institutions to prevent this misery. They see the effect, but regard the causes as inseparable from the condition of human nature.

Sir Thomas More. — As surely as God is good, so surely there is no such thing as necessary evil. For by the religious mind sickness and pain and death are not to be accounted evils. Moral evils are of your own making, and undoubtedly the greater part of them may be prevented; though it is only in Paraguay (the most imperfect of Utopias) that any attempt at prevention has been carried into effect. Deformities of mind, as of body, will sometimes occur. Some voluntary castaways there will always be, whom no fostering kindness and no parental care can preserve from self-destruction; but if any are lost for want of care and culture, there is a sin of omission in the society to which they belong.

Montesinos. — The practicability of forming such a system of prevention may easily be allowed, where, as in Paraguay, institutions are fore-planned, and not, as everywhere in Europe, the slow and varying growth of circumstances. But to introduce it into an old society, hic labor, hoc opus est! The Augean stable might have been kept clean by ordinary labour, if from the first the filth had been removed every day; when it had accumulated for years, it became a task for Hercules to cleanse it. Alas, the age of heroes and demigods is over!

Sir Thomas More. — There lies your error! As no general will ever defeat an enemy whom he believes to be invincible, so no difficulty can be overcome by those who fancy themselves unable to overcome it. Statesmen in this point are, like physicians, afraid, lest their own reputation should suffer, to try new remedies in cases where the old routine of practice is known and proved to be ineffectual. Ask yourself whether the wretched creatures of whom we are discoursing are not abandoned to their fate without the highest attempt to rescue them from it? The utmost which your laws profess is, that under their administration no human being shall perish for want: this is all! To effect this you draw from the wealthy, the industrious, and the frugal, a revenue exceeding tenfold the whole expenses of government under Charles I., and yet even with this enormous expenditure upon the poor it is not effected. I say nothing of those who perish for want of sufficient food and necessary comforts, the victims of slow suffering and obscure disease; nor of those who, having crept to some brick-kiln at night, in hope of preserving life by its warmth, are found there dead in the morning. Not a winter passes in which some poor wretch does not actually die of cold and hunger in the streets of London! With all your public and private eleemosynary establishments, with your eight million of poor-rates, with your numerous benevolent associations, and with a spirit of charity in individuals which keeps pace with the wealth of the richest nation in the world, these things happen, to the disgrace of the age and country, and to the opprobrium of humanity, for want of police and order! You are silent!

Montesinos. — Some shocking examples occurred to me. The one of a poor Savoyard boy with his monkey starved to death in St. James’s Park. The other, which is, if that be possible, a still more disgraceful case, is recorded incidentally in Rees’s Cyclopædia under the word “monster.” It is only in a huge overgrown city that such cases could possibly occur.

Sir Thomas More. — The extent of a metropolis ought to produce no such consequences. Whatever be the size of a bee-hive or an ant-hill, the same perfect order is observed in it.

Montesinos. — That is because bees and ants act under the guidance of unerring instinct.

Sir Thomas More. — As if instinct were a superior faculty to reason! But the statesman, as well as the sluggard, may be told to “go to the ant and the bee, consider their ways and be wise!” It is for reason to observe and profit by the examples which instinct affords it.

Montesinos. — A country modelled upon Apiarian laws would be a strange Utopia! the bowstring would be used there as unmercifully as it is in the seraglio, to say nothing of the summary mode of bringing down the population to the means of subsistence. But this is straying from the subject. The consequences of defective order are indeed frightful, whether we regard the physical or the moral evils which are produced.

Sir Thomas More. — And not less frightful when the political evils are contemplated. To the dangers of an oppressive and iniquitous order, such, for example, as exists where negro slavery is established, you are fully awake in England; but to those of defective order among yourselves, though they are precisely of the same nature, you are blind. And yet you have spirits among you who are labouring day and night to stir up a bellum servile, an insurrection like that of Wat Tyler, of the Jacquerie, and of the peasants in Germany. There is no provocation for this, as there was in all those dreadful convulsions of society: but there are misery and ignorance and desperate wickedness to work upon, which the want of order has produced. Think for a moment what London, nay, what the whole kingdom would be, were your Catilines to succeed in exciting as general an insurrection as that which was raised by one madman in your own childhood! Imagine the infatuated and infuriated wretches, whom not Spitalfields, St. Giles’s, and Pimlico alone, but all the lanes and alleys and cellars of the metropolis would pour out — a frightful population, whose multitudes, when gathered together, might almost exceed belief! The streets of London would appear to teem with them, like the land of Egypt with its plague of frogs: and the lava floods from a volcano would be less destructive than the hordes whom your great cities and manufacturing districts would vomit forth!

Montesinos. — Such an insane rebellion would speedily be crushed.

Sir Thomas More. — Perhaps so. But three days were enough for the Fire of London. And be assured this would not pass away without leaving in your records a memorial as durable and more dreadful.

Montesinos. — Is such an event to be apprehended?

Sir Thomas More. — Its possibility at least ought always to be borne in mind. The French Revolution appeared much less possible when the Assembly of Notables was convoked; and the people of France were much less prepared for the career of horrors into which they were presently hurried.




COLLOQUY XIV. — THE LIBRARY.
 

I was in my library, making room upon the shelves for some books which had just arrived from New England, removing to a less conspicuous station others which were of less value and in worse dress, when Sir Thomas entered. You are employed, said he, to your heart’s content. Why, Montesinos, with these books, and the delight you take in their constant society, what have you to covet or desire?

Montesinos. — Nothing, except more books.

Sir Thomas More. — 

“Crescit, indulgens sibi, dirus hydrops.”

Montesinos. — Nay, nay, my ghostly monitor, this at least is no diseased desire. If I covet more, it is for the want I feel and the use which I should make of them. “Libraries,” says my good old friend George Dyer, a man as learned as he is benevolent, “libraries are the wardrobes of literature, whence men, properly informed, might bring forth something for ornament, much for curiosity, and more for use.” These books of mine, as you well know, are not drawn up here for display, however much the pride of the eye may be gratified in beholding them, they are on actual service. Whenever they may be dispersed, there is not one among them that will ever be more comfortably lodged, or more highly prized by its possessor; and generations may pass away before some of them will again find a reader. It is well that we do not moralise too much upon such subjects.

“For foresight is a melancholy gift,
Which bares the bald, and speeds the all-too-swift.”
 

H. T.

But the dispersion of a library, whether in retrospect or in anticipation, is always to me a melancholy thing.

Sir Thomas More. — How many such dispersions must have taken place to have made it possible that these books should thus be brought together here among the Cumberland mountains.

Montesinos. — Many, indeed; and in many instances most disastrous ones. Not a few of these volumes have been cast up from the wreck of the family or convent libraries during the late Revolution. Yonder “Acta Sanctorum” belonged to the Capuchins, at Ghent. This book of St. Bridget’s Revelations, in which not only all the initial letters are illuminated, but every capital throughout the volume was coloured, came from the Carmelite Nunnery at Bruges. That copy of Alain Chartier, from the Jesuits’ College at Louvain; that Imago Primi Sæculi Societatis, from their college at Ruremond. Here are books from Colbert’s library, here others from the Lamoignon one. And here are two volumes of a work, not more rare than valuable for its contents, divorced, unhappily, and it is to be feared for ever, from the one which should stand between them; they were printed in a convent at Manila, and brought from thence when that city was taken by Sir William Draper; they have given me, perhaps, as many pleasurable hours (passed in acquiring information which I could not otherwise have obtained), as Sir William spent years of anxiety and vexation in vainly soliciting the reward of his conquest.

About a score of the more out-of-the-way works in my possession belonged to some unknown person, who seems carefully to have gleaned the bookstalls a little before and after the year 1790. He marked them with certain ciphers, always at the end of the volume. They are in various languages, and I never found his mark in any book that was not worth buying, or that I should not have bought without that indication to induce me. All were in ragged condition, and having been dispersed, upon the owner’s death probably, as of no value, to the stalls they had returned; and there I found this portion of them just before my old haunts as a book-hunter in the metropolis were disforested, to make room for the improvements between Westminster and Oxford Road. I have endeavoured without success to discover the name of their former possessor. He must have been a remarkable man, and the whole of his collection, judging of it by that part which has come into my hands, must have been singularly curious. A book is the more valuable to me when I know to whom it has belonged, and through what “scenes and changes” it has passed.

Sir Thomas More. — You would have its history recorded in the fly-leaf as carefully as the pedigree of a racehorse is preserved.

Montesinos. — I confess that I have much of that feeling in which the superstition concerning relics has originated, and I am sorry when I see the name of a former owner obliterated in a book, or the plate of his arms defaced. Poor memorials though they be, yet they are something saved for a while from oblivion, and I should be almost as unwilling to destroy them as to efface the Hic jacet of a tombstone. There may be sometimes a pleasure in recognising them, sometimes a salutary sadness.

Yonder Chronicle of King D. Manoel, by Damiam de Goes, and yonder “General History of Spain,” by Esteban de Garibay, are signed by their respective authors. The minds of these laborious and useful scholars are in their works, but you are brought into a more personal relation with them when you see the page upon which you know that their eyes have rested, and the very characters which their hands have traced. This copy of Casaubon’s Epistles was sent to me from Florence by Walter Landor. He had perused it carefully, and to that perusal we are indebted for one of the most pleasing of his Conversations; these letters had carried him in spirit to the age of their writer, and shown James I. to him in the light wherein James was regarded by contemporary scholars, and under the impression thus produced Landor has written of him in his happiest mood, calmly, philosophically, feelingly, and with no more of favourable leaning than justice will always manifest when justice is in good humour and in charity with all men. The book came from the palace library at Milan, how or when abstracted I know not, but this beautiful dialogue would never have been written had it remained there in its place upon the shelf, for the worms to finish the work which they had begun. Isaac Casaubon must be in your society, Sir Thomas, for where Erasmus is you will be, and there also Casaubon will have his place among the wise and the good. Tell him, I pray you, that due honour has in these days been rendered to his name by one who as a scholar is qualified to appreciate his merits, and whose writings will be more durable than monuments of brass or marble.

Sir Thomas More. — Is there no message to him from Walter Landor’s friend?

Montesinos. — Say to him, since you encourage me to such boldness, that his letters could scarcely have been perused with deeper interest by the persons to whom they were addressed than they have been by one, at the foot of Skiddaw, who is never more contentedly employed than when learning from the living minds of other ages, one who would gladly have this expression of respect and gratitude conveyed to him, and who trusts that when his course is finished here he shall see him face to face.

Here is a book with which Lauderdale amused himself, when Cromwell kept him prisoner in Windsor Castle. He has recorded his state of mind during that imprisonment by inscribing in it, with his name, and the dates of time and place, the Latin word Durate, and the Greek Οιστέον και ελπιστέον. Here is a memorial of a different kind inscribed in this “Rule of Penance of St. Francis, as it in ordered for religious women.” “I beseech my deare mother humbly to accept of this exposition of our holy rule, the better to conceive what your poor child ought to be, who daly beges your blessing. Constantia Francisco.” And here in the Apophthegmata, collected by Conrad Lycosthenes, and published after drastic expurgation by the Jesuits as a commonplace book, some Portuguese has entered a hearty vow that he would never part with the book, nor lend it to any one. Very different was the disposition of my poor old Lisbon acquaintance, the Abbé, who, after the old humaner form, wrote in all his books (and he had a rare collection) Ex libris Francisci Garnier, et amicorum.

Sir Thomas More. — How peaceably they stand together — Papists and Protestants side by side.

Montesinos. — Their very dust reposes not more quietly in the cemetery. Ancient and modern, Jew and Gentile, Mahommedan and Crusader, French and English, Spaniards and Portuguese, Dutch and Brazilians, fighting their own battles, silently now, upon the same shelf: Fernam Lopez and Pedro de Ayala; John de Laet and Barlæus, with the historians of Joam Fernandes Vieira; Foxe’s Martyrs and the Three Conversions of Father Parsons; Cranmer and Stephen Gardiner; Dominican and Franciscan; Jesuit and Philosophe (equally misnamed); Churchmen and Sectarians; Round-heads and Cavaliers

“Here are God’s conduits, grave divines; and here
Is Nature’s secretary, the philosopher:
And wily statesmen, which teach how to tie
The sinews of a city’s mystic body;
Here gathering chroniclers; and by them stand
Giddy fantastic poets of each land.” — Donne.
 

Here I possess these gathered treasures of time, the harvest of so many generations, laid up in my garners: and when I go to the window there is the lake, and the circle of the mountains, and the illimitable sky.

Sir Thomas More. — 

“Felicemque voco pariter studiique locique!”

Montesinos. — 

“ — meritoque probas artesque locumque.”

The simile of the bees,

“Sic vos non vobis mellificatis apes,”

has often been applied to men who have made literature their profession; and they among them to whom worldly wealth and worldly honours are objects of ambition, may have reason enough to acknowledge its applicability. But it will bear a happier application and with equal fitness: for, for whom is the purest honey hoarded that the bees of this world elaborate, if it be not for the man of letters? The exploits of the kings and heroes of old, serve now to fill story-books for his amusement and instruction. It was to delight his leisure and call forth his admiration that Homer sung and Alexander conquered. It is to gratify his curiosity that adventurers have traversed deserts and savage countries, and navigators have explored the seas from pole to pole. The revolutions of the planet which he inhabits are but matters for his speculation; and the deluges and conflagrations which it has undergone, problems to exercise his philosophy, or fancy. He is the inheritor of whatever has been discovered by persevering labour, or created by inventive genius. The wise of all ages have heaped up a treasure for him, which rust doth not corrupt, and which thieves cannot break through and steal. I must leave out the moth, for even in this climate care is required against its ravages.

Sir Thomas More. — Yet, Montesinos, how often does the worm-eaten volume outlast the reputation of the worm-eaten author!

Montesinos. — Of the living one also; for many there are of whom it may be said, in the words of Vida, that — 

    “ — ipsi
Sæpe suis superant monumentis; illaudatique
Extremum ante diem fætus flevere caducos,
Viventesque suæ viderunt funera famæ.”
 

Some literary reputations die in the birth; a few are nibbled to death by critics, but they are weakly ones that perish thus, such only as must otherwise soon have come to a natural death. Somewhat more numerous are those which are overfed with praise, and die of the surfeit. Brisk reputations, indeed, are like bottled twopenny, or pop “they sparkle, are exhaled, and fly” — not to heaven, but to the Limbo. To live among books, is in this respect like living among the tombs; you have in them speaking remembrancers of mortality. “Behold this also is vanity!”

Sir Thomas More. — Has it proved to you “vexation of spirit” also?

Montesinos. — Oh, no! for never can any man’s life have been passed more in accord with his own inclinations, nor more answerably to his own desires. Excepting that peace which, through God’s infinite mercy, is derived from a higher source, it is to literature, humanly speaking, that I am beholden, not only for the means of subsistence, but for every blessing which I enjoy; health of mind and activity of mind, contentment, cheerfulness, continual employment, and therewith continual pleasure. Sua vissima vita indies, sentire se fieri meliorem; and this as Bacon has said, and Clarendon repeated, is the benefit that a studious man enjoys in retirement. To the studies which I have faithfully pursued I am indebted for friends with whom, hereafter, it will be deemed an honour to have lived in friendship; and as for the enemies which they have procured to me in sufficient numbers, happily I am not of the thin-skinned race: they might as well fire small-shot at a rhinoceros, as direct their attacks upon me. In omnibus requiem quæsivi, said Thomas à Kempis, sed non inveni nisi in angulis et libellis. I too have found repose where he did, in books and retirement, but it was there alone I sought it: to these my nature, under the direction of a merciful Providence, led me betimes, and the world can offer nothing which should tempt me from them.

Sir Thomas More. — If wisdom were to be found in the multitude of books, what a progress must this nation have made in it since my head was cut off! A man in my days might offer to dispute de omni scibile, and in accepting the challenge I, as a young man, was not guilty of any extraordinary presumption, for all which books could teach was, at that time, within the compass of a diligent and ardent student. Even then we had difficulties to contend with which were unknown to the ancients. The curse of Babel fell lightly upon them. The Greeks despised other nations too much to think of acquiring their languages for the love of knowledge, and the Romans contented themselves with learning only the Greek. But tongues which, in my lifetime, were hardly formed, have since been refined and cultivated, and are become fertile in authors; and others, the very names of which were then unknown in Europe, have been discovered and mastered by European scholars, and have been found rich in literature. The circle of knowledge has thus widened in every generation; and you cannot now touch the circumference of what might formerly have been clasped.

Montesinos. — We are fortunate, methinks, who live in an age when books are accessible and numerous, and yet not so multiplied, as to render a competent, not to say thorough, acquaintance with any one branch of literature, impossible. He has it yet in his power to know much, who can be contented to remain in ignorance of more, and to say with Scaliger, non sum ex illis gloriosulis qui nihil ignorant.

Sir Thomas More. — If one of the most learned men whom the world has ever seen felt it becoming in him to say this two centuries ago, how infinitely smaller in these days must the share of learning which the most indefatigable student can hope to attain, be in proportion to what he must wish to learn! The sciences are simplified as they are improved; old rubbish and demolished fabrics serve there to make a foundation for new scaffolding, and more enduring superstructures; and every discoverer in physics bequeaths to those who follow him greater advantages than he possessed at the commencement of his labours. The reverse of this is felt in all the higher branches of literature. You have to acquire what the learned of the last age acquired, and in addition to it, what they themselves have added to the stock of learning. Thus the task is greater in every succeeding generation, and in a very few more it must become manifestly impossible.

Montesinos. Pope Ganganelli is said to have expressed a whimsical opinion that all the books in the world might be reduced to six thousand volumes in folio — by epitomising, expurgating, and destroying whatever the chosen and plenipotential committee of literature should in their wisdom think proper to condemn. It is some consolation to know that no Pope, or Nero, or Bonaparte, however great their power, can ever think such a scheme sufficiently within the bounds of possibility for them to dream of attempting it; otherwise the will would not be wanting. The evil which you anticipate is already perceptible in its effects. Well would it be if men were as moderate in their desire of wealth, as those who enter the ranks of literature, and lay claim to distinction there, are in their desire of knowledge! A slender capital suffices to begin with, upon the strength of which they claim credit, and obtain it as readily as their fellow adventurers in trade. If they succeed in setting up a present reputation, their ambition extends no further. The very vanity which finds its present food produces in them a practical contempt for any fame beyond what they can live to enjoy; and this sense of its insignificance to themselves is what better minds hardly attain, even in their saddest wisdom, till this world darkens upon them, and they feel that they are on the confines of eternity. But every age has had its sciolists, and will continue to have them; and in every age literature has also had, and will continue to have its sincere and devoted followers, few in number, but enough to trim the everlasting lamp. It is when sciolists meddle with State affairs that they become the pests of a nation; and this evil, for the reason which you have assigned, is more likely to increase than to be diminished. In your days all extant history lay within compassable bounds: it is a fearful thing to consider now what length of time would be required to make studious man as conversant with the history of Europe since those days, as he ought to be, if he would be properly qualified for holding a place in the councils of a kingdom. Men who take the course of public life will not, nor can they be expected to, wait for this. Youth and ardour, and ambition and impatience, are here in accord with worldly prudence; if they would reach the goal for which they start, they must begin the career betimes; and such among them as may be conscious that their stock of knowledge is less than it ought to be for such a profession, would not hesitate on that account to take an active part in public affairs, because they have a more comfortable consciousness that they are quite as well informed as the contemporaries, with whom they shall have to act, or to contend. The quantulum at which Oxenstern admired would be a large allowance now. For any such person to suspect himself of deficiency would, in this age of pretension, be a hopeful symptom; but should he endeavour to supply it, he is like a mail-coach traveller, who is to be conveyed over macadamised roads at the rate of nine miles an hour, including stoppages, and must therefore take at his minuted meals whatever food is readiest. He must get information for immediate use, and with the smallest cost of time; and therefore it is sought in abstracts and epitomes, which afford meagre food to the intellect, though they take away the uneasy sense of inanition. Tout abregé sur un bon livre est un sot abregé, says Montaigne; and of all abridgments there are none by which a reader is liable, and so likely, to be deceived as by epitomised histories.

Sir Thomas More. — Call to mind, I pray you, my foliophagous friend, what was the extent of Michael Montaigne’s library; and that if you had passed a winter in his château you must, with that appetite of yours, have but yourself upon short allowance there. Historical knowledge is not the first thing needful for a statesman, nor the second. And yet do not hastily conclude that I am about to disparage its importance. A sailor might as well put to sea without chart or compass as a minister venture to steer the ship of the State without it. For as “the strong and strange varieties” in human nature are repeated in every age, so “the thing which hath been, it is that which shall be. Is there anything whereof it may be said, See, this is new? it hath been already of old time which was before us.”

Montesinos. — 

“For things forepast are precedents to us,
Whereby we may things present now, discuss,”
 

as the old poet said who brought together a tragical collection of precedents in the mirror of magistrates. This is what Lord Brooke calls

 “the second light of government
Which stories yield, and no time can disseason:”
 

“the common standard of man’s reason,” he holds to be the first light which the founders of a new state, or the governors of an old one, ought to follow.

Sir Thomas More. — Rightly, for though the most sagacious author that ever deduced maxims of policy from the experience of former ages has said that the misgovernment of States, and the evils consequent thereon, have arisen more from the neglect of that experience — that is, from historical ignorance — than from any other cause, the sum and substance of historical knowledge for practical purposes consists in certain general principles; and he who understands those principles, and has a due sense of their importance, has always, in the darkest circumstances, a star in sight by which he may direct his course surely.

Montesinos. — The British ministers who began and conducted the first war against revolutionary France, were once reminded, in a memorable speech, that if they had known, or knowing had borne in mind, three maxims of Machiavelli, they would not have committed the errors which cost this country so dearly. They would not have relied upon bringing the war to a successful end by aid of a party among the French: they would not have confided in the reports of emigrants; and they would not have supposed that because the French finances were in confusion, France was therefore incapable of carrying on war with vigour and ability; men and not money being the sinews of war, as Machiavelli had taught, and the revolutionary rulers and Buonaparte after them had learnt. Each of these errors they committed, though all were marked upon the chart!

Sir Thomas More. — Such maxims are like beacons on a dangerous shore, not the less necessary, because the seaman may sometimes be deceived by false lights, and sometimes mistaken in his distances; but the possibility of being so misled will be borne in mind by the cautious. Machiavelli is always sagacious, but the tree of knowledge of which he had gathered grew not in Paradise; it had a bitter root, and the fruit savours thereof, even to deadliness. He believed men to be so malignant by nature that they always act malevolently from choice, and never well except by compulsion, a devilish doctrine, to be accounted for rather than excused by the circumstances of his age and country. For he lived in a land where intellect was highly cultivated, and morals thoroughly corrupted, the Papal Church having by its doctrines, its practices, and its example, made one part of the Italians heathenism and superstitious, the other impious, and both wicked.

The rule of policy as well as of private morals is to be found in the Gospel; and a religious sense of duty towards God and man is the first thing needful in a statesman: herein he has an unerring guide when knowledge fails him, and experience affords no light. This, with a clear head and a single heart, will carry him through all difficulties; and the just confidence which, having these, he will then have in himself, will obtain for him the confidence of the nation. In every nation, indeed, which is conscious of its strength, the minister who takes the highest tone will invariably be the most popular; let him uphold, even haughtily, the character of his country, and the heart and voice of the people will be with him. But haughtiness implies always something that is hollow: the tone of a wise minister will be firm but calm. He will neither truckle to his enemies in the vain hope of conciliating them by a specious candour, which they at the same time flatter and despise; nor will he stand aloof from his friends, lest he should be accused of regarding them with partiality; and thus while he secures the attachment of the one he will command the respect of the other. He will not, like the Lacedemonians, think any measures honourable which accord with his inclinations, and just if they promote his views; but in all cases he will do that which is lawful and right, holding this for a certain truth, that in politics the straight path is the sure one! Such a minister will hope for the best, and expect the best; by acting openly, steadily, and bravely, he will act always for the best: and so acting, be the issue what it may, he will never dishonour himself or his country, nor fall under the “sharp judgment” of which they that are in “high places” are in danger.

Montesinos. — I am pleased to hear you include hopefulness among the needful qualifications.

Sir Thomas More. — It was a Jewish maxim that the spirit of prophecy rests only upon eminent, happy, and cheerful men.

Montesinos. — A wise woman, by which I do not mean in vulgar parlance one who pretends to prophecy, has a maxim to the same effect: Toma este aviso, she says, guardate de aquel que no tiene esperanza de bien! take care of him who hath no hope of good!

Sir Thomas More.—”Of whole heart cometh hope,” says old Piers Plowman. And these maxims are warranted by philosophy, divine and human; by human wisdom, because he who hopes little will attempt little — fear is “a betrayal of the succours which reason offereth,” and in difficult times, pericula magna non nisi periculis depelli solent; by religion, because the ways of providence are not so changed under the dispensation of Grace from what they were under the old law but that he who means well, and acts well, and is not wanting to himself, may rightfully look for a blessing upon the course which he pursues. The upright individual may rest his heal in peace upon this hope; the upright minister who conducts the affairs of a nation may trust in it; for as national sins bring after them in sure consequence their merited punishment, so national virtue, which is national wisdom, obtains in like manner its temporal and visible reward.

Blessings and curses are before you, and which are to be your portion depends upon the direction of public opinion. The march of intellect is proceeding at quick time; and if its progress be not accompanied by a corresponding improvement in morals and religion, the faster it proceeds, with the more violence will you be hurried down the road to ruin.

One of the first effects of printing was to make proud men look upon learning as disgraced by being thus brought within reach of the common people. Till that time learning, such as it was, had been confined to courts and convents, the low birth of the clergy being overlooked because they were privileged by their order. But when laymen in humble life were enabled to procure books the pride of aristocracy took an absurd course, insomuch that at one time it was deemed derogatory for a nobleman if he could read or write. Even scholars themselves complained that the reputation of learning, and the respect due to it, and its rewards were lowered when it was thrown open to all men; and it was seriously proposed to prohibit the printing of any book that could be afforded for sale below the price of three soldi. This base and invidious feeling was perhaps never so directly avowed in other countries as in Italy, the land where literature was first restored; and yet in this more liberal island ignorance was for some generations considered to be a mark of distinction, by which a man of gentle birth chose, not unfrequently, to make it apparent that he was no more obliged to live by the toil of his brain, than by the sweat of his brow. The same changes in society which rendered it no longer possible for this class of men to pass their lives in idleness have completely put an end to this barbarous pride. It is as obsolete as the fashion of long finger-nails, which in some parts of the East are still the distinctive mark of those who labour not with their hands. All classes are now brought within the reach of your current literature, that literature which, like a moral atmosphere, is as it were the medium of intellectual life, and on the quality of which, according as it may be salubrious or noxious, the health of the public mind depends. There is, if not a general desire for knowledge, a general appearance of such a desire. Authors of all kinds have increased and are increasing among you. Romancers — 

Montesinos. — Some of whom attempt things which had hitherto been unattempted yet in prose or rhyme, because among all the extravagant intellects with which the world has teemed none were ever before so utterly extravagant as to choose for themselves themes of such revolting monstrosity.

Sir Thomas More. — Poets — 

Montesinos. — 

“Tanti Rome non ha preti, o dottori
Bologna.”
 

Sir Thomas More. — Critics — 

Montesinos. — More numerous yet; for this is a corps in which many who are destined for better things engage, till they are ashamed of the service; and a much greater number who endeavour to distinguish themselves in higher walks of literature, and fail, take shelter in it; as they cannot attain reputation themselves they endeavour to prevent others from being more successful, and find in the gratification of envy some recompense for disappointed vanity.

Sir Thomas More. — Philosophers — 

Montesinos. — True and false; the philosophers and the philosophists; some of the former so full, that it would require, as the rabbis say of a certain pedigree in the Book of Chronicles, four hundred camel loads of commentaries to expound the difficulties in their text; others so empty, that nothing can approximate so nearly to the notion of an infinitesimal quantity as their meaning.

Sir Thomas More. — With this multiplication of books, which in its proportionate increase marvellously exceeds that of your growing population, are you a wiser, a more intellectual, or more imaginative people than when, as in my days, the man of learning, while he sat at his desk, had his whole library within arm’s-length?

Montesinos. — If we are not wiser, it must be because the means of knowledge, which are now both abundant and accessible, are either neglected or misused.

The sciences are not here to be considered: in these our progress has been so great, that seeing the moral and religious improvement of the nation has in no degree kept pace with it, you have reasonably questioned whether we have not advanced in certain branches, farther and faster than is conducive to, or perhaps consistent with, the general good. But there can be no question that great advancement has been made in many departments of literature conducive to innocent recreation (which would be alone no trifling good, even were it not, as it is, itself conducive to health both of body and of mind), to sound knowledge, and to moral and political improvement. There are now few portions of the habitable earth which have not been explored, and with a zeal and perseverance which had slept from the first age of maritime discovery till it was revived under George III. in consequence of this revival, and the awakened spirit of curiosity and enterprise, every year adds to our ample store of books relating to the manners of other nations, and the condition of men in states and stages of society different to our own. And of such books we cannot have too many; the idlest reader may find amusement in them of a more satisfactory kind than he can gather from the novel of the day or the criticism of the day; and there are few among them so entirely worthless that the most studious man may not derive from them some information for which he ought to be thankful. Some memorable instances we have had in this generation of the absurdities and errors, sometimes affecting seriously the public service and the national character, which have arisen from the want of such knowledge as by means of such books is now generally diffused. Skates and warming-pans will not again be sent out as ventures to Brazil. The Board of Admiralty will never again attempt to ruin an enemy’s port by sinking a stone-ship, to the great amusement of that enemy, in a tide harbour. Nor will a cabinet minister think it sufficient excuse for himself and his colleagues, to confess that they were no better informed than other people, and had everything to learn concerning the interior of a country into which they had sent an army.

Sir Thomas More. — This is but a prospective benefit; and of a humble kind, if it extend no further than to save you from any future exposure of an ignorance which might deserve to be called disgraceful. We profited more by our knowledge of other countries in the age when

“Hops and turkeys, carp and beer,
Came into England all in one year.”
 

Montesinos. — And yet in that age you profited slowly by the commodities which the eastern and western parts of the world afforded. Gold, pearls, and spices were your first imports. For the honour of science and of humanity, medicinal plants were soon sought for. But two centuries elapsed before tea and potatoes — the most valuable products of the East and West — which have contributed far more to the general good than all their spices and gems and precious metals — came into common use; nor have they yet been generally adopted on the Continent, while tobacco found its way to Europe a hundred years earlier; and its filthy abuse, though here happily less than in former times, prevails everywhere.

Sir Thomas More. — Pro pudor! There is a snuff-box on the mantelpiece — and thou revilest tobacco!

Montesinos. — Distinguish, I pray you, gentle ghost! I condemn the abuse of tobacco as filthy, implying in those words that it has its allowable and proper use. To smoke, is, in certain circumstances, a wholesome practice; it may be regarded with a moral complacency as the poor man’s luxury, and with liking by any one who follows a lighted pipe in the open air. But whatever may be pleaded for its soothing and intellectualising effects, the odour within doors of a defunct pipe is such an abomination, that I join in anathematising it with James, the best-natured of kings, and Joshua Sylvester, the most voluble of poets.

Sir Thomas More. — Thou hast written verses praise of snuff!

Montesinos. — And if thy nose, sir Spirit, were anything more than the ghost of an olfactor, I would offer it a propitiatory pinch, that you might the more feelingly understand the merit of the said verses, and admire them accordingly. But I am no more to be deemed a snuff-taker because I carry a snuff-box when travelling, and keep one at hand for occasional use, than I am to be reckoned a casuist or a pupil of the Jesuits because the “Moral Philosophy” of Escobar and the “Spiritual Exercises” of St. Ignatius Loyola are on my shelves. Thank Heaven, I bear about with me no habits which I cannot lay aside as easily as my clothes.

The age is past in which travellers could add much to the improvement, the comfort, or the embellishment of this country by imparting anything which they have newly observed in foreign parts. We have happily more to communicate now than to receive. Yet when I tell you that since the commencement of the present century there have been every year, upon an average, more than a hundred and fifty plants which were previously unknown here introduced into the nurseries and market-gardens about London, you will acknowledge that in this branch at least, a constant desire is shown of enriching ourselves with the produce of other hands.

Sir Thomas More. — Philosophers of old travelled to observe the manners of men and study their institutions. I know not whether they found more pleasure in the study, or derived more advantages from it, than the adventurers reap who, in these latter times, have crossed the seas and exposed themselves to dangers of every kind, for the purpose of extending the catalogue of plants.

Montesinos. — Of all travels, those of the mere botanist are the least instructive — 

Sir Thomas More. — To any but botanists — but for them alone they are written. Do not depreciate any pursuit which leads men to contemplate the works of their Creator! The Linnean traveller who, when you look over the pages of his journal, seems to you a mere botanist, has in his pursuit, as you have in yours, an object that occupies his time, and fills his mind, and satisfies his heart. It is as innocent as yours, and as disinterested — perhaps more so, because it is not so ambitious. Nor is the pleasure which he partakes in investigating the structure of a plant less pure, or less worthy, than what you derive from perusing the noblest productions of human genius. You look at me as if you thought this reprehension were undeserved!

Montesinos. — The eye, then, Sir Thomas, is proditorious, and I will not gainsay its honest testimony: yet would I rather endeavour to profit by the reprehension than seek to show that it was uncalled for. If I know myself I am never prone to undervalue either the advantages or acquirements which I do not possess. That knowledge is said to be of all others the most difficult; whether it be the most useful the Greeks themselves differ, for if one of their wise men left the words yνωθι σεαυτον as his maxim to posterity, a poet, who perhaps may have been not less deserving of the title, has controverted it, and told us that for the uses of the world it is more advantageous for us to understand the character of others than to know ourselves.

Sir Thomas More. — Here lies the truth; he who best understands himself is least likely to be deceived in others; you judge of others by yourselves, and therefore measure them by an erroneous standard whenever your autometry is false. This is one reason why the empty critic is usually contumelious and flippant, the competent one as generally equitable and humane.

Montesinos. — This justice I would render to the Linnean school, that it produced our first devoted travellers; the race to which they succeeded employed themselves chiefly in visiting museums and cataloguing pictures, and now and then copying inscriptions; even in their books notices are found for which they who follow them may be thankful; and facts are sometimes, as if by accident, preserved, for useful application. They went abroad to accomplish or to amuse themselves — to improve their time, or to get rid of it; the botanists travelled for the sake of their favourite science, and many of them, in the prime of life, fell victims to their ardour in the unwholesome climates to which they were led. Latterly we have seen this ardour united with the highest genius, the most comprehensive knowledge, and the rarest qualities of perseverance, prudence, and enduring patience. This generation will not leave behind it two names more entitled to the admiration of after ages than Burckhardt and Humboldt. The former purchased this pre-eminence at the cost of his life; the latter lives, and long may he live to enjoy it.

Sir Thomas More. — This very important branch of literature can scarcely be said to have existed in my time; the press was then too much occupied in preserving such precious remains of antiquity as could be rescued from destruction, and in matters which inflamed the minds of men, as indeed they concerned their dearest and most momentous interests. Moreover reviving literature took the natural course of imitation, and the ancients had left nothing in this kind to be imitated. Nothing therefore appeared in it, except the first inestimable relations of the discoveries in the East and West, and these belong rather to the department of history. As travels we had only the chance notices which occurred in the Latin correspondence of learned men when their letters found their way to the public.

Montesinos. — Precious remains these are, but all too few. The first travellers whose journals or memoirs have been preserved were ambassadors; then came the adventurer of whom you speak; and it is remarkable that two centuries afterwards we should find men of the same stamp among the buccaneers, who recorded in like manner with faithful dilligence whatever they had opportunity of observing in their wild and nefarious course of life.

Sir Thomas More. — You may deduce from thence two conclusions, apparently contrarient, yet both warranted by the fact which you have noticed. It may be presumed that men who, while engaged in such an occupation, could thus meritoriously employ their leisure, were rather compelled by disastrous circumstances to such a course than engaged in it by inclination: that it was their misfortune rather than their fault if they were not the benefactors and ornaments of society, instead of being its outlaws; and that under a wise and parental government such persons never would be lost. This is a charitable consideration, nor will I attempt to impugn it; the other may seem less so, but is of more practical importance. For these examples are proof, if proof were needed, that intellectual attainments and habits are no security for good conduct unless they are supported by religious principles; without religion the highest endowments of intellect can only render the possessor more dangerous if he be ill disposed, if well disposed only more unhappy.

The conquerors, as they called themselves, were followed by missionaries.

Montesinos. — Our knowledge of the remoter parts of the world, during the first part of the seventeenth century, must chiefly be obtained from their recitals. And there is no difficulty in separating what may be believed from their fables, because their falsehoods being systematically devised and circulated in pursuance of what they regarded as part of their professional duty, they told truth when they had no motive for deceiving the reader. Let any person compare the relations of our Protestant missionaries with those of the Jesuits, Dominicans, Franciscans, or any other Romish order, and the difference which he cannot fail to perceive between the plain truth of the one and the audacious and elaborate mendacity of the other may lead him to a just inference concerning the two churches.

Sir Thomas More. — Their fables were designed, by exciting admiration, to call forth money for the support of missions, which, notwithstanding such false pretences, were piously undertaken and heroically pursued. They scrupled therefore as little at interlarding their chronicles and annual letters with such miracles, as poets at the use of machinery in their verses. Think not that I am excusing them; but thus it was that they justified their system of imposition to themselves, and this part of it must not be condemned as if it proceeded from an evil intention.

Montesinos. — Yet, Sir Thomas, the best of those missionaries are not more to be admired for their exemplary virtue, and pitied for the superstition which debased their faith, than others of their respective orders are to be abominated for the deliberate wickedness with which, in pursuance of the same system, they imposed the most blasphemous and atrocious legends upon the credulous, and persecuted with fire and sword those who opposed their deceitful villainy. One reason wherefore so few travels were written in the age of which we are speaking is, that no Englishman, unless he were a Papist, could venture into Italy, or any other country where the Romish religion was established in full power, without the danger of being seized by the Inquisition!

Other dangers, by sea and by land, from corsairs and banditti, including too the chances of war and of pestilence, were so great in that age, that it was not unusual for men when they set out upon their travels to put out a sum upon their own lives, which if they died upon the journey was to be the underwriter’s gain, but to be repaid if they returned, within such increase as might cover their intervening expenses. The chances against them seem to have been considered as nearly three to one. But danger, within a certain degree, is more likely to provoke adventurers than to deter them.

Sir Thomas More. — There thou hast uttered a comprehensive truth. No legislator has yet so graduated his scale of punishment as to ascertain that degree which shall neither encourage hope nor excite the audacity of desperate guilt. It is certain that there are states of mind in which the consciousness that he is about to play for life or death stimulates a gamester to the throw. This will apply to most of those crimes which are committed for cupidity, and not attended with violence.

Montesinos. — Well then may these hazards have acted as incentives where there was the desire of honour, the spirit of generous enterprise, or even the love of notoriety. By the first of these motives Pietro della Valle (the most romantic in his adventures of all true travellers) was led abroad, the latter spring set in motion my comical countryman, Tom Coriat, who by the engraver’s help has represented himself at one time in full dress, making a leg to a courtesan at Venice, and at another dropping from his rags the all-too lively proofs of prolific poverty.

Perhaps literature has never been so directly benefited by the spirit of trade as it was in the seventeenth century, when European jewellers found their most liberal customers in the courts of the East. Some of the best travels which we possess, as well as the best materials for Persian and Indian history, have been left us by persons engaged in that trade. From that time travelling became less dangerous and more frequent in every generation, except during the late years when Englishmen were excluded from the Continent by the military tyrant whom (with God’s blessing on a rightful cause) we have beaten from his imperial throne. And now it is more customary for females in the middle rank of life to visit Italy than it was for them in your days to move twenty miles from home.

Sir Thomas More. — Is this a salutary or an injurious fashion?

Montesinos. — According to the subject, and to the old school maxim quicquid recipitur, recipitur in modum recipientis. The wise come back wiser, the well-informed with richer stores of knowledge, the empty and the vain return as they went, and there are some who bring home foreign vanities and vices in addition to their own.

Sir Thomas More. — And what has been imported by such travellers for the good of their country?

Montesinos. — Coffee in the seventeenth century, inoculation in that which followed; since which we have had now and then a new dance and a new game at cards, curry and mullagatawny soup from the East Indies, turtle from the West, and that earthly nectar to which the East contributes its arrack, and the West its limes and its rum. In the language of men it is called Punch; I know not what may be its name in the Olympian speech. But tell not the Englishmen of George the Second’s age, lest they should be troubled for the degeneracy of their grandchildren, that the punchbowl is now become a relic of antiquity, and their beloved beverage almost as obsolete as metheglin, hippocras, chary, or morat!

Sir Thomas More. — It is well for thee that thou art not a young beagle instead of a grey-headed bookman, or that rambling vein of thine would often bring thee under the lash of the whipper-in! Off thou art and away in pursuit of the smallest game that rises before thee.

Montesinos. — Good Ghost, there was once a wise Lord Chancellor, who in a dialogue upon weighty matters thought it not unbecoming to amuse himself with discursive merriment concerning St. Appollonia and St. Uncumber.

Sir Thomas More. — Good Flesh and Blood, that was a nipping reply! And happy man is his dole who retains in grave years, and even to grey hairs, enough of green youth’s redundant spirits for such excursiveness! He who never relaxes into sportiveness is a wearisome companion, but beware of him who jests at everything! Such men disparage by some ludicrous association all objects which are presented to their thoughts, and thereby render themselves incapable of any emotion which can either elevate or soften them, they bring upon their moral being an influence more withering than the blast of the desert. A countenance, if it be wrinkled either with smiles or with frowns, is to be shunned; the furrows which the latter leave show that the soil is sour, those of the former are symptomatic of a hollow heart.

None of your travellers have reached Utopia, and brought from thence a fuller account of its institutions?

Montesinos. — There was one, methinks, who must have had it in view when he walked over the world to discover the source of moral motion. He was afflicted with a tympany of mind produced by metaphysics, which was at that time a common complaint, though attended in him with unusual symptoms, but his heart was healthy and strong, and might in former ages have enabled him to acquire a distinguished place among the saints of the Thebais or the philosophers of Greece.

But although we have now no travellers employed in seeking undiscoverable countries, and although Eldorado, the city of the Cesares, and the Sabbatical River, are expunged even from the maps of credulity and imagination, Welshmen have gone in search of Madoc’s descendants, and scarcely a year passes without adding to the melancholy list of those who have perished in exploring the interior of Africa.

Sir Thomas More. — Whenever there shall exist a civilised and Christian negro state Providence will open that country to civilisation and Christianity, meantime to risk strength and enterprise and science against climate is contending against the course of nature. Have these travellers yet obtained for you the secret of the Psylli?

Montesinos. — We have learnt from savages the mode of preparing their deadliest poisons. The more useful knowledge by which they render the human body proof against the most venomous serpents has not been sought with equal diligence; there are, however, scattered notices which may perhaps afford some clue to the discovery. The writings of travellers are not more rich in materials for the poet and the historian than they are in useful notices, deposited there like seeds which lie deep in the earth till some chance brings them within reach of air, and then they germinate. These are fields in which something may always be found by the gleaner, and therefore those general collections in which the works are curtailed would be to be reprobated, even if epitomisers did not seem to possess a certain instinct of generic doltishness which leads them curiously to omit whatever ought especially to be preserved.

Sir Thomas More. — If ever there come a time, Montesinos, when beneficence shall be as intelligent, and wisdom as active, as the spirit of trade, you will then draw from foreign countries other things beside those which now pay duties at the custom-house, or are cultivated in nurseries for the conservatories of the wealthy. Not that I regard with dissatisfaction these latter importations of luxury, however far they may be brought, or at whatever cost; for of all mere pleasures those of a garden are the most salutary, and approach nearest to a moral enjoyment. But you will then (should that time come) seek and find in the laws, usages and experience of other nations palliatives for some of those evils and diseases which have hitherto been inseparable from society and human nature, and remedies, perhaps, for others.

Montesinos. — Happy the travellers who shall be found instrumental to such good! One advantage belongs to authors of this description; because they contribute to the instruction of the learned, their reputation suffers no diminution by the course of time: age rather enhances their value. In this respect they resemble historians, to whom, indeed, their labours are in a great degree subsidiary.

Sir Thomas More. — They have an advantage over them, my friend, in this, that rarely can they leave evil works behind them, which either from a mischievous persuasion, or a malignant purpose, may heap condemnation upon their own souls as long as such works survive them. Even if they should manifest pernicious opinions and a wicked will, the venom is in a great degree sheathed by the vehicle in which it is administered. And this is something; for let me tell thee, thou consumer of goose quills, that of all the Devil’s laboratories there is none in which more poison is concocted for mankind than in the inkstand!

Montesinos.—”My withers are unwrung!”

Sir Thomas More. — Be thankful, therefore, in life, as thou wilt in death.

A principle of compensation may be observed in literary pursuits as in other things. Reputations that never flame continue to glimmer for centuries after those which blaze highest have gone out. And what is of more moment, the humblest occupations are morally the safest. Rhadamanthus never puts on his black cap to pronounce sentence upon a dictionary-maker or the compiler of a county history.

Montesinos. I am to understand, then, that in the archangel’s balance a little book may sink the scale toward the pit; while all the tomes of Thomas Hearne and good old John Nichols will be weighed among their good works!

Sir Thomas More. — Sport as thou wilt in allusions to allegory and fable; but bear always in thy most serious mind this truth, that men hold under an awful responsibility the talents with which they are entrusted. Kings have not so serious an account to render as they who exercise an intellectual influence over the minds of men!

Montesinos. — If evil works, so long as they continue to produce evil, heap up condemnation upon the authors, it is well for some of the wickedest writers that their works do not survive them.

Sir Thomas More. — Such men, my friend, even by the most perishable of their wicked works, lay up sufficient condemnation for themselves. The maxim that malitia supplet ætatem is rightfully admitted in human laws: should there not then, by parity of justice, be cases where, when the secrets of the heart are seen, the intention shall be regarded rather than the act?

The greatest portion of your literature, at any given time, is ephemeral; indeed, it has ever been so since the discovery of printing; and this portion it is which is most influential, consequently that by which most good or mischief is done.

Montesinos. — Ephemeral it truly may be called; it is now looked for by the public as regularly as their food; and, like food, it affects the recipient surely and permanently, even when its effect is slow, according as it is wholesome or noxious. But how great is the difference between the current literature of this and of any former time!

Sir Thomas More. — From that complacent tone it may be presumed that you see in it proof both of moral and intellectual improvement. Montesinos, I must disturb that comfortable opinion, and call upon you to examine how much of this refinement which passes for improvement is superficial. True it is that controversy is carried on with more decency than it was by Martin Lutherand a certain Lord Chancellor, to whom you just now alluded; but if more courtesy is to be found in polemical writers, who are less sincere than either the one or the other, there is as much acerbity of feeling and as much bitterness of heart. You have a class of miscreants which had no existence in those days — the panders of the press, who live by administering to the vilest passions of the people, and encouraging their most dangerous errors, practising upon their ignorance, and inculcating whatever is most pernicious in principle and most dangerous to society. This is their golden age; for though such men would in any age have taken to some villainy or other, never could they have found a course at once so gainful and so safe. Long impunity has taught them to despise the laws which they defy, and the institutions which they are labouring to subvert; any further responsibility enters not into their creed, if that may be called a creed, in which all the articles are negative. I? we turn from politics to what should be humaner literature, and look at the self-constituted censors of whatever has passed the press, there also we shall find that they who are the most incompetent assume the most authority, and that the public favour such pretensions; for in quackery of every kind, whether medical, political, critical, or hypocritical, quo quis impudentior eo doctior habetur.

Montesinos. — The pleasure which men take in acting maliciously is properly called by Barrow a rascally delight. But this is no new form of malice. “Avant nous,” says the sagacious but iron-hearted Montluc—”avant nous ces envies ont regné, et regneront encore après nous, si Dieu ne nous voulait tous refondre.” Its worst effect is that which Ben Jonson remarked: “The gentle reader,” says he, “rests happy to hear the worthiest works misrepresented, the clearest actions obscured, the innocentest life traduced; and in such a licence of lying, a field so fruitful of slanders, how can there be matter wanting to his laughter? Hence comes the epidemical infection: for how can they escape the contagion of the writings whom the virulency of the calumnies hath not staved off from reading?”

There is another mischief, arising out of ephemeral literature, which was noticed by the same great author. “Wheresoever manners and fashions are corrupted,” says he, “language is. It imitates the public riot. The excess of feasts and apparel are the notes of a sick state; and the wantonness of language of a sick mind.” This was the observation of a man well versed in the history of the ancients and in their literature. The evil prevailed in his time to a considerable degree; but it was not permanent, because it proceeded rather from the affectation of a few individuals than from any general cause: the great poets were free from it; and our prose writers then, and till the end of that century, were preserved, by their sound studies and logical habits of mind, from any of those faults into which men fall who write loosely because they think loosely. The pedantry of one class and the colloquial vulgarity of another had their day; the faults of each were strongly contrasted, and better writers kept the mean between them. More lasting effect was produced by translators, who in later times have corrupted our idiom as much as, in early ones, they enriched our vocabulary; and to this injury the Scotch have greatly contributed; for composing in a language which is not their mother tongue, they necessarily acquired an artificial and formal style, which, not so much through the merit of a few as owing to the perseverance of others, who for half a century seated themselves on the bench of criticism, has almost superseded the vernacular English of Addison and Swift. Our journals, indeed, have been the great corrupters of our style, and continue to be so, and not for this reason only. Men who write in newspapers, and magazines, and reviews, write for present effect; in most cases this is as much their natural and proper aim as it would be in public speaking; but when it is so they consider, like public speakers, not so much what is accurate or just, either in matter or manner, as what will be acceptable to those whom they address. Writing also under the excitement of emulation and rivalry, they seek, by all the artifices and efforts of an ambitious style, to dazzle their readers; and they are wise in their generation, experience having shown that common minds are taken by glittering faults, both in prose and verse, as larks are with looking-glasses.

In this school it is that most writers are now trained; and after such training anything like an easy and natural movement is as little to be looked for in their compositions as in the step of a dancing master. To the vices of style which are thus generated there must be added the inaccuracies inevitably arising from haste, when a certain quantity of matter is to be supplied for a daily or weekly publication which allows of no delay — the slovenliness that confidence, as well as fatigue and inattention, will produce — and the barbarisms, which are the effect of ignorance, or that smattering of knowledge which serves only to render ignorance presumptuous. These are the causes of corruption in our current style; and when these are considered there would be ground for apprehending that the best writings of the last century might become as obsolete as yours in the like process of time, if we had not in our Liturgy and our Bible a standard from which it will not be possible wholly to depart.

Sir Thomas More. — Will the Liturgy and the Bible keep the language at that standard in the colonies, where little or no use is made of the one, and not much, it may be feared, of the other?

Montesinos. — A sort of hybrid speech, a Lingua Anglica, more debased, perhaps, than the Lingua Franca of the Levant, or the Portuguese of Malabar, is likely enough to grow up among the South Sea Islands; like the mixture of Spanish with some of the native languages in South America, or the mingle-mangle which the negroes have made with French and English, and probably with other European tongues in the colonies of their respective states. The spirit of mercantile adventure may produce in this part of the new world a process analogous to what took place throughout Europe on the breaking up of the Western Empire; and in the next millennium these derivatives may become so many cultivated tongues, having each its literature. These will be like varieties in a flower-garden, which the florist raises from seed; but in the colonies, as in our orchards, the graft takes with it, and will preserve, the true characteristics of the stock.

Sir Thomas More. — But the same causes of deterioration will be at work there also.

Montesinos. — Not nearly in the same degree, nor to an equal extent. Now and then a word with the American impress comes over to us which has not been struck in the mint of analogy. But the Americans are more likely to be infected by the corruption of our written language than we are to have it debased by any importations of this kind from them.

Sir Thomas More. — There is a more important consideration belonging to this subject. The cause which you have noticed as the principal one of this corruption must have a farther and more mischievous effect. For it is not in the vices of an ambitious style that these ephemeral writers, who live upon the breath of popular applause, will rest. Great and lasting reputations, both in ancient and modern times, have been raised notwithstanding that defect, when the ambition from which it proceeded was of a worthy kind, and was sustained by great powers and adequate acquirements. But this ambition, which looks beyond the morrow, has no place in the writers of a day. Present effect is their end and aim; and too many of them, especially the ablest, who have wanted only moral worth to make them capable of better things, are persons who can “desire no other mercy from after ages than silence and oblivion.” Even with the better part of the public that author will always obtain the most favourable reception, who keeps most upon a level with them in intellectuals, and puts them to the least trouble of thinking. He who addresses himself with the whole endeavours of a powerful mind to the understanding faculty may find fit readers; but they will be few. He who labours for posterity in the fields of research, must look to posterity for his reward. Nay, even they whose business is with the feelings and the fancy, catch most fish when they angle in shallow waters. Is it not so, Piscator?

Montesinos. — In such honest anglers, Sir Thomas, I should look for as many virtues, as good old happy Izaak Walton found in his brethren of the rod and line. Nor will you, I think, disparage them; for you were of the Rhymers’ Company, and at a time when things appear to us in their true colours and proportion (if ever while we are yet in the body), you remembered your verses with more satisfaction than your controversial writings, even though you had no misgivings concerning the part which you had chosen.

Sir Thomas More. — My verses, friend, had none of the athanasia in their composition. Though they have not yet perished, they cannot be said to have a living existence; even you, I suspect, have sought for them rather because of our personal acquaintance than for any other motive. Had I been only a poet, those poems, such as they were, would have preserved my name; but being remembered for other grounds, better and worse, the name which I have left has been one cause why they have passed into oblivion, sooner than their perishable nature would have carried them thither. If in the latter part of my mortal existence I had misgivings concerning any of my writings, they were of the single one, which is still a living work, and which will continue so to be. I feared that speculative opinions, which had been intended for the possible but remote benefit of mankind, might, by unhappy circumstances, be rendered instrumental to great and immediate evil; an apprehension, however, which was altogether free from self-reproach.

But my verses will continue to exist in their mummy state, long after the worms shall have consumed many of those poetical reputations which are at this time in the cherry-cheeked bloom of health and youth. Old poets will always retain their value for antiquaries and philologists, modern ones are far too numerous ever to acquire an accidental usefulness of this kind, even if the language were to undergo greater changes than any circumstances are likely to produce. There will now be more poets in every generation than in that which preceded it; they will increase faster than your population; and as their number increases, so must the proportion of those who will be remembered necessarily diminish. Tell the Fitz-Muses this! It is a consideration, Sir Poet, which may serve as a refrigerant for their ardour. Those of the tribe who may flourish hereafter (as the flourishing phrase is) in any particular age, will be little more remembered in the next than the Lord Mayors and Sheriffs who were their contemporaries.

Montesinos. — Father in verse, if you had not put off flesh and blood so long, you would not imagine that this consideration will diminish their number. I am sure it would not have affected me forty years ago, had I seen this truth then as clearly as I perceive and feel it now. Though it were manifest to all men that not one poet in an age, in a century, a millennium, could establish his claim to be for ever known, every aspirant would persuade himself that he is the happy person for whom the inheritance of fame is reserved. And when the dream of immortality is dispersed, motives enough remain for reasonable ambition.

It is related of some good man (I forget who), that upon his death-bed he recommended his son to employ himself in cultivating a garden, and in composing verses, thinking these to be at once the happiest and the most harmless of all pursuits. Poetry may be, and too often has been, wickedly perverted to evil purposes; what indeed is there that may not, when religion itself is not safe from such abuses! but the good which it does inestimably exceeds the evil. It is no trifling good to provide means of innocent and intellectual enjoyment for so many thousands in a state like ours; an enjoyment, heightened, as in every instance it is within some little circle, by personal considerations, raising it to a degree which may deserve to be called happiness. It is no trifling good to win the ear of children with verses which foster in them the seeds of humanity and tenderness and piety, awaken their fancy, and exercise pleasurably and wholesomely their imaginative and meditative powers. It is no trifling benefit to provide a ready mirror for the young, in which they may see their own best feelings reflected, and wherein “whatsoever things are honest, whatsoever things are just, whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely,” are presented to them in the most attractive form. It is no trifling benefit to send abroad strains which may assist in preparing the heart for its trials, and in supporting it under them. But there is a greater good than this, a farther benefit. Although it is in verse that the most consummate skill in composition is to be looked for, and all the artifice of language displayed, yet it is in verse only that we throw off the yoke of the world, and are as it were privileged to utter our deepest and holiest feelings. Poetry in this respect may be called the salt of the earth; we express in it, and receive in it, sentiments for which, were it not for this permitted medium, the usages of the world would neither allow utterance nor acceptance. And who can tell in our heart-chilling and heart-hardening society, how much more selfish, how much more debased, how much worse we should have been, in all moral and intellectual respects, had it not been for the unnoticed and unsuspected influence of this preservative? Even much of that poetry, which is in its composition worthless, or absolutely bad, contributes to this good.

Sir Thomas More. — Such poetry, then, according to your view, is to be regarded with indulgence.

Montesinos. — Thank Heaven, Sir Thomas, I am no farther critical than every author must necessarily be who makes a careful study of his own art. To understand the principles of criticism is one thing; to be what is called critical, is another; the first is like being versed in jurisprudence, the other like being litigious. Even those poets who contribute to the mere amusement of their readers, while that amusement is harmless, are to be regarded with complacency, if not respect. They are the butterflies of literature, who during the short season of their summer, enliven the garden and the field. It were pity to touch them even with a tender hand, lest we should brush the down from their wings.

Sir Thomas More. — These are they of whom I spake as angling in shallow waters. You will not regard with the same complacency those who trouble the stream; still less those who poison it.

Montesinos. — 

“Vesanum tetigisse timent, fugiuntque poetam
Qui sapiunt; agitant pueri, incautique sequuntur.”
 

Sir Thomas More. — This brings us again to the point at which you bolted. The desire of producing present effect, the craving for immediate reputation, have led to another vice, analogous to and connected with that of the vicious style, which the same causes are producing, but of worse consequences. The corruption extends from the manner to the matter; and they who brew for the press, like some of those who brew for the publicans, care not, if the potion has but its desired strength, how deleterious may be the ingredients which they use. Horrors at which the innocent heart quails, and the healthy stomachs heaves in loathing, are among the least hurtful of their stimulants.

Montesinos. — This too, Sir Thomas, is no new evil. An appetite for horrors is one of the diseased cravings of the human mind; and in old times the tragedies which most abounded in them, were for that reason the most popular. The dramatists of our best age, great Ben and greater Shakespeare excepted, were guilty of a farther sin, with which the writers whom you censure are also to be reproached; they excited their auditors by the representation of monstrous crimes — crimes out of the course of nature. Such fables might lawfully be brought upon the Grecian stage, because the belief of the people divested them of their odious and dangerous character; there they were well known stories, regarded with a religious persuasion of their truth; and the personages, being represented as under the overruling influence of dreadful destiny, were regarded therefore with solemn commiseration, not as voluntary and guilty agents. There is nothing of this to palliate or excuse the production of such stories in later times; the choice, and, in a still greater degree, the invention of any such, implies in the author, not merely a want of judgment, but a defect in moral feeling. Here, however, the dramatists of that age stopped. They desired to excite in their audience the pleasure of horror, and this was an abuse of the poet’s art: but they never aimed at disturbing their moral perceptions, at presenting wickedness in an attractive form, exciting sympathy with guilt, and admiration for villainy, thereby confounding the distinctions between right and wrong. This has been done in our days; and it has accorded so well with the tendency of other things, that the moral drift of a book is no longer regarded, and the severest censure which can be passed upon it is to say that it is in bad taste; such is the phrase — and the phrase is not confined to books alone. Anything may be written, said, or done, in bad feeling and with a wicked intent; and the public are so tolerant of these, that he who should express a displeasure on that score would be censured for bad taste himself!

Sir Thomas More. — And yet you talked of the improvement of the age, and of the current literature as exceeding in worth that of any former time

Montesinos. — The portion of it which shall reach to future times will justify me; for we have living minds who have done their duty to their own age and to posterity.

Sir Thomas More. — Has the age in return done its duty to them?

Montesinos. — They complain not of the age, but they complain of an anomalous injustice in the laws. They complain that authors are deprived of a perpetual property in the produce of their own labours, when all other persons enjoy it as an indefeasible and acknowledged right. And they ask upon what principle, with what equity, or under what pretence of public good they are subjected to this injurious enactment? Is it because their labour is so light, the endowments which are required for it so common, the attainments so cheaply and easily acquired, and the present remuneration in all cases so adequate, so ample, and so certain?

The act whereby authors are deprived of that property in their own works which, upon every principle of reason, natural justice, and common law, they ought to enjoy, is so curiously injurious in its operation, that it bears with most hardship upon the best works. For books of great immediate popularity have their run and come to a dead stop: the hardship is upon those which win their way slowly and difficultly, but keep the field at last. And it will not appear surprising that this should generally have been the case with books of the highest merit, if we consider what obstacles to the success of a work may be opposed by the circumstances and obscurity of the author, when he presents himself as a candidate for fame, by the humour or the fashion of the times; the taste of the public, more likely to be erroneous than right at any time; and the incompetence, or personal malevolence of some unprincipled critic, who may take upon himself to guide the public opinion, and who if he feels in his own heart that the fame of the man whom he hates is invulnerable, lays in wait for that reason the more vigilantly to wound him in his fortunes. In such cases, when the copyright as by the existing law departs from the author’s family at his death, or at the end of twenty-eight years from the first publication of every work, (if he dies before the expiration of that term,) his representatives are deprived of their property just as it would begin to prove a valuable inheritance.

The last descendants of Milton died in poverty. The descendants of Shakespeare are living in poverty, and in the lowest condition of life. Is this just to these individuals? Is it grateful to the memory of those who are the pride and boast of their country? Is it honourable, or becoming to us as a nation, holding — the better part of us assuredly, and the majority affecting to hold — the names of Shakespeare and Milton in veneration?

To have placed the descendants of Shakespeare and Milton in respectability and comfort — in that sphere of life where, with a full provision for our natural wants and social enjoyments, free scope is given to the growth of our intellectual and immortal part, simple justice was all that was required, only that they should have possessed the perpetual copyright of their ancestors’ works, only that they should not have been deprived of their proper inheritance.

The decision which time pronounces upon the reputation of authors, and upon the permanent rank which they are to hold in the estimation of posterity, is unerring and final. Restore to them that perpetuity in the property of their works, of which the law has deprived them, and the reward of literary labour will ultimately be in just proportion to its deserts.

However slight may be the hope of obtaining any speedy redress, there is some satisfaction in earnestly protesting against this injustice. And believing as I do, that if society continues to improve, no injustice will long be permitted to continue after it has been fairly exposed, and is clearly apprehended, I cannot but believe that a time must come when the rights of literature will be acknowledged and its wrongs redressed; and that those authors hereafter who shall deserve well of posterity, will have no cause to reproach themselves for having sacrificed the interests of their children when they disregarded the pursuit of fortune for themselves.




COLLOQUY XV. — THE CONCLUSION.
 

Montesinos. — Here Sir Thomas is the opinion which I have attempted to maintain concerning the progress and tendency of society, placed in a proper position, and inexpugnably entrenched here according to the rules of art, by the ablest of all moral engineers.

Sir Thomas More. — Who may this political Achilles be whom you have called in to your assistance?

Montesinos. — Whom Fortune rather has sent to my aid, for my reading has never been in such authors. I have endeavoured always to drink from the spring-head, but never ventured out to fish in deep waters. Thor, himself, when he had hooked the Great Serpent, was unable to draw him up from the abyss.

Sir Thomas More. — The waters in which you have now been angling have been shallow enough, if the pamphlet in your hand is, as it appears to be, a magazine.

Montesinos.—”Ego sum is,” said Scaliger, “qui ab omnibus discere volo; neque tam malum librum esse puto, ex quo non aliquem fructum colligere possum.” I think myself repaid, in a monkish legend, for examining a mass of inane fiction, if I discover a single passage which elucidates the real history or manners of its age. In old poets of the third and fourth order we are contented with a little ore, and a great deal of dross. And so in publications of this kind, prejudicial as they are to taste and public feeling, and the public before deeply injurious to the real interests of literature, something may sometimes be found to compensate for the trash and tinsel and insolent flippancy, which are now become the staple commodities of such journals. This number contains Kant’s idea of a Universal History on a Cosmo-Political plan; and that Kant is as profound a philosopher as his disciples have proclaimed him to be, this little treatise would fully convince me, if I had not already believed it, in reliance upon one of the very few men who are capable of forming a judgment upon such a writer.

The sum of his argument is this: that as deaths, births, and marriages, and the oscillations of the weather, irregular as they seem to be in themselves, are nevertheless reduceable upon the great scale to certain rules; so there may be discovered in the course of human history a steady and continuous, though slow development of certain great predispositions in human nature, and that although men neither act under the law of instinct, like brute animals, nor under the law of a preconcerted plan, like rational cosmopolites, the great current of human actions flows in a regular stream of tendency toward this development; individuals and nations, while pursuing their own peculiar and often contradictory purposes, following the guidance of a great natural purpose, and thus promoting a process which, even if they perceived it, they would little regard. What that process is he states in the following series of propositions: — 

1st. All tendencies of any creature, to which it is predisposed by nature, are destined in the end to develop themselves perfectly and agreeably to their final purpose.

2nd. In man, as the sole rational creature upon earth, those tendencies which have the use of his reason for their object are destined to obtain their perfect development in the species only, and not in the individual.

3rd. It is the will of nature that man should owe to himself alone everything which transcends the mere mechanic constitution of his animal existence, and that he should be susceptible of no other happiness or perfection than what he has created for himself, instinct apart, through his own reason.

4th. The means which nature employs to bring about the development of all the tendencies she has laid in man, is the antagonism of those tendencies in the social state, no farther, however, than to that point at which this antagonism becomes the cause of social arrangements founded in law.

5th. The highest problem for the human species, to the solution of which it is irresistibly urged by natural impulses, is the establishment of a universal civil society, founded on the empire of political justice.

6th. This problem is, at the same time, the most difficult of all, and the one which is latest solved by man.

7th. The problem of the establishment of a perfect constitution of society depends upon the problem of a system of international relations, adjusted to law, and apart from this latter problem cannot be solved.

8th. The history of the human race, as a whole, may be regarded as the unravelling of a hidden plan of nature for accomplishing a perfect state of civil constitution for society in its internal relations (and as the condition of that, by the last proposition, in its external relations also), as the sole state of society in which the tendencies of human nature can be all and fully developed.

Sir Thomas More. — This is indeed a master of the sentences, upon whose text it may be profitable to dwell. Let us look to his propositions. From the first this conclusion must follow, that as nature has given men all his faculties for use, any system of society in which the moral and intellectual powers of any portion of the people are left undeveloped for want of cultivation, or receive a perverse direction, is plainly opposed to the system of nature, in other words, to the will of God. Is there any government upon earth that will bear this test?

Montesinos. — I should rather ask of you, will there ever be one?

Sir Thomas More. — Not till there be a system of government conducted in strict conformity to the precepts of the Gospel.

Montesinos.

“Offer these truths to Power, will she obey?
It prunes her pomp, perchance ploughs up the root.”
 

Lord Brooke.

Yet, in conformity to those principles alone, it is that subjects can find their perfect welfare, and States their full security. Christianity may be long in obtaining the victory over the powers of this world, but when that consummation shall have taken place the converse of his second proposition will hold good, for the species having obtained its perfect development, the condition of society must then be such that individuals will obtain it also as a necessary consequence.

Sir Thomas More. — Here you and your philosopher part company. For he asserts that man is left to deduce from his own unassisted reason everything which relates not to his mere material nature.

Montesinos. — There, indeed, I must diverge from him, and what in his language is called the hidden plan of nature, in mine will be the revealed will of God.

Sir Thomas More. — The will is revealed; but the plan is hidden. Let man dutifully obey that will, and the perfection of society and of human nature will be the result of such obedience; but upon obedience they depend. Blessings and curses are set before you — for nations as for individuals — yea, for the human race.

Flatter not yourself with delusive expectations! The end may be according to your hope — whether it will be so (which God grant!) is as inscrutable for angels as for men. But to descry that great struggles are yet to come is within reach of human foresight — that great tribulations must needs accompany them — and that these may be — you know not how near at hand!

Throughout what is called the Christian world there will be a contest between Impiety and Religion; the former everywhere is gathering strength, and wherever it breaks loose the foundations of human society will be shaken. Do not suppose that you are safe from this danger because you are blest with a pure creed, a reformed ritual, and a tolerant Church! Even here the standard of impiety has been set up; and the drummers who beat the march of intellect through your streets, lanes, and market-places, are enlisted under it.

The struggle between Popery and Protestanism is renewed. And let no man deceive himself by a vain reliance upon the increased knowledge, or improved humanity of the times! Wickedness is ever the same; and you never were in so much danger from moral weakness.

Co-existent with these struggles is that between the feudal system of society as variously modified throughout Europe, and the levelling principle of democracy. That principle is actively and indefatigably at work in these kingdoms, allying itself as occasion may serve with Popery or with Dissent, with atheism or with fanaticism, with profligacy or with hypocrisy, ready confederates, each having its own sinister views, but all acting to one straightforward end. Your rulers meantime seem to be trying that experiment with the British Constitution which Mithridates is said to have tried upon his own; they suffer poison to be administered in daily doses, as if they expected that by such a course the public mind would at length be rendered poison-proof!

The first of these struggles will affect all Christendom; the third may once again shake the monarchies of Europe. The second will be felt widely; but nowhere with more violence than in Ireland, that unhappy country, wherein your government, after the most impolitic measures into which weakness was ever deluded, or pusillanimity intimidated, seems to have abdicated its functions, contenting itself with the semblance of an authority which it has wanted either wisdom or courage to exert.

There is a fourth danger, the growth of your manufacturing system; and this is peculiarly your own. You have a great and increasing population, exposed at all times by the fluctuations of trade to suffer the severest privations in the midst of a rich and luxurious society, under little or no restraint from religious principle, and if not absolutely disaffected to the institutions of the country, certainly not attached to them: a class of men aware of their numbers and of their strength; experienced in all the details of combination; improvident when they are in the receipt of good wages, yet feeling themselves injured when those wages, during some failure of demand, are so lowered as no longer to afford the means of comfortable subsistence; and directing against the government and the laws of the country their resentment and indignation for the evils which have been brought upon them by competition and the spirit of rivalry in trade. They have among them intelligent heads and daring minds; and you have already seen how perilously they may be wrought upon by seditious journalists and seditious orators in a time of distress.

On what do you rely for security against these dangers? On public opinion? You might as well calculate upon the constancy of wind and weather in this uncertain climate. On the progress of knowledge? it is such knowledge as serves only to facilitate the course of delusion. On the laws? the law which should be like a sword in a strong hand, is weak as a bulrush if it be feebly administered in time of danger. On the people? they are divided. On the Parliament? every faction will be fully and formidably represented there. On the government? it suffers itself to be insulted and defied at home, and abroad it has shown itself incapable of maintaining the relations of peace and amity with its allies, so far has it been divested of power by the usurpation of the press. It is at peace with Spain, and it is at peace with Turkey; and although no government was ever more desirous of acting with good faith, its subjects are openly assisting the Greeks with men and money against the one, and the Spanish Americans against the other. Athens, in the most turbulent times of its democracy, was not more effectually domineered over by its demagogues than you are by the press — a press which is not only without restraint, but without responsibility; and in the management of which those men will always have most power who have least probity, and have most completely divested themselves of all sense of honour and all regard for truth.

The root of all your evils is in the sinfulness of the nation. The principle of duty is weakened among you; that of moral obligation is loosened; that of religious obedience is destroyed. Look at the worldliness of all classes — the greediness of the rich, the misery of the poor, and the appalling depravity which is spreading among the lower classes through town and country; a depravity which proceeds unchecked because of the total want of discipline, and for which there is no other corrective than what may be supplied by fanaticism, which is itself an evil.

If there be nothing exaggerated in this representation, you must acknowledge that though the human race, considered upon the great scale, should be proceeding toward the perfectibility for which it may be designed, the present aspects in these kingdoms are nevertheless rather for evil than for good. Sum you up now upon the hopeful side.

Montesinos. — First, then. I rest in a humble but firm reliance upon that Providence which sometimes in its mercy educes from the errors of men a happier issue than could ever have been attained by their wisdom; — that Providence which has delivered this nation from so many and such imminent dangers heretofore.

Looking, then, to human causes, there is hope to be derived from the humanising effects of Literature, which has now first begun to act upon all ranks. Good principles are indeed used as the stalking-horse under cover of which pernicious designs may be advanced; but the better seeds are thus disseminated and fructify after the ill design has failed.

The cruelties of the old criminal law have been abrogated. Debtors are no longer indiscriminately punished by indefinite imprisonment. The iniquity of the slave trade has been acknowledged, and put an end to, so far as the power of this country extends; and although slavery is still tolerated, and must be so for awhile, measures have been taken for alleviating it while it continues, and preparing the way for its gradual and safe removal. These are good works of the government. And when I look upon the conduct of that government in all its foreign relations, though there may be some things to disapprove, and some sins of omission to regret, it has been, on the whole, so disinterested, so magnanimous, so just, that this reflection gives me a reasonable and a religious ground of hope. And the reliance is strengthened when I call to mind that missionaries from Great Britain are at this hour employed in spreading the glad tidings of the Gospel far and wide among heathen nations.

Descending from these wider views to the details of society, there, too, I perceive ground, if not for confidence, at least for hope. There is a general desire throughout the higher ranks for bettering the condition of the poor, a subject to which the government also has directed its patient attention: minute inquiries have been made into their existing state, and the increase of pauperism and of crimes. In no other country have the wounds of the commonwealth been so carefully probed. By means of colonisation, of an improved parochial order and of a more efficient police, the further increase of these evils may be prevented; while, by education, by providing means of religious instruction for all by savings banks, and perhaps by the establishment of Owenite communities among themselves, the labouring classes will have their comforts enlarged, and their well-being secured, if they are not wanting to themselves in prudence and good conduct. A beginning has been made — an impulse given: it may be hoped — almost, I will say, it may be expected — that in a few generations this whole class will be placed within the reach of moral and intellectual gratifications, whereby they may be rendered healthier, happier, better in all respects, an improvement which will be not more beneficial to them as individuals, than to the whole body of the commonweal.

The diffusion of literature, though it has rendered the acquirement of general knowledge impossible, and tends inevitably to diminish the number of sound scholars, while it increases the multitude of sciolists, carries with it a beneficial influence to the lower classes. Our booksellers already perceive that it is their interest to provide cheap publications for a wide public, instead of looking to the rich alone as their customers. There is reason to expect that, in proportion as this is done — in proportion as the common people are supplied with wholesome entertainment (and wholesome it is, if it be only harmless) they will be less liable to be acted upon by fanaticism and sedition.

You have not exaggerated the influence of the newspaper press, nor the profligacy of some of those persons, by whom this unrestrained and irresponsible power is exercised. Nevertheless it has done, and is doing, great and essential good. The greatest evils in society proceed from the abuse of power; and this, though abundantly manifested in the newspapers themselves, they prevent in other quarters. No man engaged in public life could venture now upon such transactions as no one, in their station half a century ago, would have been ashamed of. There is an end of that scandalous jobbing which at that time existed in every department of the State, and in every branch of the public service; and a check is imposed upon any scandalous and unfit promotion, civil or ecclesiastical. By whatever persons the government may be administered, they are now well aware that they must do nothing which will not bear daylight and strict investigation. The magistrates also are closely observed by this self-constituted censorship; and the inferior officers cannot escape exposure for any perversion of justice, or undue exercise of authority. Public nuisances are abated by the same means, and public grievances which the Legislature might else overlook, are forced upon its attention. Thus, in ordinary times, the utility of this branch of the press is so great that one of the worst evils to be apprehended from the abuse of its power at all times, and the wicked purposes to which it is directed in dangerous ones, is the ultimate loss of a liberty, which is essential to the public good, but which when it passes into licentiousness, and effects the overthrow of a State, perishes in the ruin it has brought on.

In the fine arts, as well as in literature, a levelling principle is going on, fatal, perhaps, to excellence, but favourable to mediocrity. Such facilities are afforded to imitative talent, that whatever is imitable will be imitated. Genius will often be suppressed by this, and when it exerts itself, will find it far more difficult to obtain notice than in former times. There is the evil here that ingenious persons are seduced into a profession which is already crowded with unfortunate adventurers; but, on the other hand, there is a great increase of individual and domestic enjoyment. Accomplishments which were almost exclusively professional in the last age, are now to be found in every family within a certain rank of life. Wherever there is a disposition for the art of design, it is cultivated, and in consequence of the general proficiency in this most useful of the fine arts, travellers represent to our view the manners and scenery of the countries which they visit, as well by the pencil as the pen. By means of two fortunate discoveries in the art of engraving, these graphic representations are brought within the reach of whole classes who were formerly precluded by the expense of such things from these sources of gratification and instruction. Artists and engravers of great name are now, like authors and booksellers, induced to employ themselves for this lower and wider sphere of purchasers. In all this I see the cause as well as the effect of a progressive refinement, which must be beneficial in many ways. This very diffusion of cheap books and cheap prints may, in its natural consequences, operate rather to diminish than to increase the number of adventurers in literature and in the arts. For though at first it will create employment for greater numbers, yet in another generation imitative talent will become so common, that neither parents nor possessors will mistake it for an indication of extraordinary genius, and many will thus be saved from a ruinous delusion. More pictures will be painted but fewer exhibited, more poetry written but less published, and in both arts talents which might else have been carried to an overstocked and unprofitable market, will be cultivated for their own sakes, and for the gratification of private circles, becoming thus a source of sure enjoyment and indirectly of moral good. Scientific pursuits will, in like manner, be extended, and pursuits which partake of science, and afford pleasures within the reach of humble life.

Here, then, is good in progress which will hold on its course, and the growth of which will only be suspended, not destroyed, during any of those political convulsions which may too probably be apprehended — too probably, I say, because when you call upon me to consider the sinfulness of this nation, my heart fails. There can be no health, no soundness in the state, till government shall regard the moral improvement of the people as its first great duty. The same remedy is required for the rich and for the poor. Religion ought to be so blended with the whole course of instruction, that its doctrines and precepts should indeed “drop as the rain, and distil as the dew, as the small rain upon the tender herb, and as the showers upon the grass” — the young plants would then imbibe it, and the heart and intellect assimilate it with their growth. We are, in a great degree, what our institutions make us. Gracious God were those institutions adapted to Thy will and word — were we but broken in from childhood to Thy easy yoke — were we but carefully instructed to believe and obey — in that obedience and belief we should surely find our temporal welfare and our eternal happiness!

Here, indeed, I tremble at the prospect! Could I look beyond the clouds and the darkness which close upon it, I should then think that there may come a time when that scheme for a perpetual peace among the states of Christendom which Henri IV. formed, and which has been so ably digested by the Abbé St. Pierre, will no longer be regarded as the speculation of a visionary. The Holy Alliance, imperfect and unstable as it is, is in itself a recognition of the principle. At this day it would be practicable, if one part of Europe were as well prepared for it as the other; but this cannot be, till good shall have triumphed over evil in the struggles which are brooding, or shall have obtained such a predominance as to allay the conflict of opinions before it breaks into open war.

God in his mercy grant that it be so! If I looked to secondary causes alone, my fears would preponderate. But I conclude as I began, in firm reliance upon Him who is the beginning and the end. Our sins are manifold, our danger is great, but His mercy is infinite.

Sir Thomas More. — Rest there in full faith. I leave you to your dreams; draw from them what comfort you can. And now, my friend, farewell!

The look which he fixed on me, as he disappeared, was compassionate and thoughtful; it impressed me with a sad feeling, as if I were not to see him again till we should meet in the world of spirits.
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Rodrigo Díaz de Vivar (circa 1043–1099) was a Castilian nobleman and military leader in medieval Spain. He was called El Cid (the Lord) by the Moors and is regarded as the national hero of Spain.




INTRODUCTION.
 

Robert Southey’s “Chronicle of the Cid” is all translation from the Spanish, but is not translation from a single book. Its groundwork is that part of the Crónica General de España, the most ancient of the Prose Chronicles of Spain, in which adventures of the Cid are fully told. This old Chronicle was compiled in the reign of Alfonso the Wise, who was learned in the exact science of his time, and also a troubadour. Alfonso reigned between the years 1252 and 1284, and the Chronicle was written by the King himself, or under his immediate direction. It is in four parts. The first part extends from the Creation of the World to the occupation of Spain by the Visigoths, and is dull; the second part tells of the Goths in Spain and of the conquest of Spain by the Moors, and is less dull; the third part brings down the story of the nation to the reign of Ferdinand the Great, early in the eleventh century; and the fourth part continues it to the date of the accession of Alfonso himself in the year 1252. These latter parts are full of interest. Though in prose, they are based by a poet on heroic songs and national traditions of the struggle with the Moors, and the fourth part opens with an elaborate setting forth of the history of the great hero of mediaeval Spain, the Cid Campeador. The Cid is the King Arthur, or the Roland, of the Spaniards, less mythical, but not less interesting, with incidents of a real life seen through the warm haze of Southern imagination. King Alfonso, in his Chronicle, transformed ballads and fables of the Cid into a prose digest that was looked upon as history. Robert Southey translated this very distinct section of the Chronicle, not from the Crónica General itself, but from the Chronica del Cid, which, with small variation, was extracted from it, being one in substance with the history of the Cid in the fourth part of the General Chronicle, and he has enriched it. This he has done by going himself also to the Poem of the Cid and to the Ballads of the Cid, for incidents, descriptions, and turns of thought, to weave into the texture of the old prose Chronicle, brightening its tints, and adding new life to its scenes of Spanish chivalry.

“The Poem of the Cid,” the earliest and best of the heroic songs of Spain, is a romance of history in more than three thousand lines, celebrating the achievements of the hero little more than fifty years after his death. Ruy Diaz, or Rodrigo Diaz de Bivar, was born at Burgos about the year 1040, and died in the year 1099. He was called the Cid, because five Moorish Kings acknowledged him in one battle as their Seid, or Lord and Conqueror, and he was Campeador or Champion of his countrymen against the Moors. Thus he was styled The Lord Champion — El Cid Campeador. The Cid died at the end of the eleventh century, and “The Poem of the Cid” was composed before the end of the twelfth. It was written after the year 1135, but before the year 1200.

The Cid is also the foremost hero of the ancient Spanish Ballads. The ballads invent or record more incidents of his life than are to be found in the Poem and the Chronicle; and of these Southey, in the translation here reprinted, has made frequent and skilful use. Thus it is from the Chronicle, the Poem, and the whole group of Ballads, as collated by an English poet with a fine relish for Spanish literature and a keen sense of the charm of old historical romance, that we get the translation from the Spanish which Southey published at the age of thirty-four, in the year 1808, as “The Chronicle of the Cid.”

Robert Southey was born at Bristol on the 12th of August, 1774. He was the son of an unprosperous linen-draper, and was cared for in his childhood and youth by two of his mother’s relations, a maiden aunt, with whom he lived as a child, and an uncle, the Rev. Herbert Hill, who assisted in providing for his education. Mr. Hill was Chaplain to the British Factory at Lisbon, and had a well-grounded faith in Southey’s genius and character. He secured for his nephew some years of education at Westminster School, and when Southey was expelled by an unwise headmaster for a boyish jest, his uncle’s faith in him held firm, and he was sent on to Balliol College, Oxford. Those were days of wild hope among the young. They felt all that was generous in the aspiration of idealists who saw the golden cities of the future in storm-clouds of revolution. Robert Southey at Oxford dreamed good dreams as a poetical Republican. He joined himself with other young students — Coleridge among them — who planned an experiment of their own in ideal life by the Susquehanna. He became engaged, therefore, at Bristol in mysterious confabulation with strange youths. This alarmed his maiden aunt. Uncle Hill, then in England, and about to return to his work at Lisbon, shrewdly proposed to set his nephew right, and draw him out of any confederacy that he might be in, by tempting him with an offer that would take strong hold of his imagination. He offered to take him for a run through Spain and Portugal. That was a chance not to be lost. Southey went to Lisbon with his uncle, but secured, before he went, the accomplishment of what he considered the best part of his design, by secretly marrying Miss Edith Fricker. During that first run over ground with which he became afterwards familiar, the young husband wrote letters to his wife, thriftily planned for future publication in aid of housekeeping. They were published in 1797, as “Letters from Spain and Portugal.” It was thus that Southey was first drawn to Spanish studies. When he came back, and had to tell his aunt that he was married, he and his wife were thrown upon their own resources. He worked manfully; his uncle still abiding by him. In 1800 Southey went with his wife to visit Mr. Hill, in Lisbon.

While winning his place among the English poets, Robert Southey more than once turned to account his Spanish studies. He produced versions of the old Spanish romances of chivalry. “Amadis of Gaul” he published in 1803, and in 1807 “Palmerin of England.” In 1807 he also published “Espriella’s Letters,” an original book of his own, professing to translate the letters of a Spaniard, who gave, as a traveller, his view of life in England. This was a pleasant book, designed, like Goldsmith’s “Citizen of the World,” to help us to see ourselves as others see us. In the following year, 1808, Southey — already known as the author of “Thalaba,” published in 1802, and of “Madoc,” published in 1805 — produced this “Chronicle of the Cid.” It was a time for him of energetic production and of active struggle, with a manly patience to sustain it through years rich in gentle thoughts and kindly deeds that kept his heart at rest. Sara Coleridge, to whom Southey was giving a father’s care and shelter in the days when the Chronicle was being prepared, saw in him “upon the whole the best man she had ever known.” All qualities that should make a good translator of such a Chronicle as this were joined in Robert Southey. As for the true Cid, let us not ask whether he was ever — as M. Dozy, in his excellent Recherches sur l’Histoire Politique et Líttéraíre de l’Espagne pendant le Moyen Age, says that he could be — treacherous and cruel. What lives of him is all that can take form as part of the life of an old and haughty nation, proud in arms. Let the rest die.

HENRY MORLEY.
August, 1883.
 




BOOK I.
 

I. King Don Ferrando succeeded to the states of Castille after the death of his father King Don Sancho el Mayor, in the era 1072, which was the year of the Incarnation 1034, and from the coming of the Patriarch Tubal to settle in Spain 3197, and from the general deluge 3339, and from the creation of the world 4995, according to the computation of the Hebrews, and from the beginning of the false sect of the Moors 413. And in the year 1037 Ferrando slew Bermudo the King of Leon in battle, who was his wife’s brother, and conquered his kingdom, and succeeded to it in right of his wife Doña Sancha. So he was the first person who united the states of Castille and Leon, and the first who was called King of Castille; for till this time the lords of that country had been called Counts. He was a good king, and one who judged justly and feared God, and was bold in all his doings. Before he reigned he had by Doña Sancha his wife the Infanta Doña Urraca, his eldest daughter, who was a right excellent lady, of good customs and bounty and beauty; and after her he had the Infante Don Sancho, his eldest son and heir; and then the Infanta Doña Elvira, whom after the death of the King her father, her brother King Don Alfonso married to the Count Don Garci de Cabra. And after he became King he had the Infante Don Alfonso, and the Infante Don Garcia, who was the youngest of all. And he put his sons to read, that they might be of the better understanding, and he made them take arms, and be shown how to demean themselves in battle, and to be huntsmen. And he ordered that his daughters should be brought up in the studies beseeming dames, so that they might be of good customs, and instructed in devotion and in all things which it behoved them to know.

II. In those days arose Rodrigo of Bivar. who was a youth strong in arms and of good customs; and the people rejoiced in him, for he bestirred himself to protect the land from the Moors. Now it behoves that ye should know whence he came, and from what men he was descended, because we have to proceed with his history. Ye are to know therefore, that after the treason which King Don Ordoño the Second committed upon the Counts of Castille, that country remained without a chief: the people therefore chose two judges, of whom the one was called Nuño Rasuera, and the other Layn Calvo, who married Nuño’s daughter, Elvira Nuñez. From Nuño Rasuera King Don Ferrando descended, and from Layn Calvo, Diego Laynez, who took to wife Doña Teresa Rodríguez, the daughter of Don Rodrigo Alvarez, Count and Governor of Asturias, and had by her this Rodrigo. In the year of the Incarnation 1026 was Rodrigo born, of this noble lineage, in the city of Burgos, and in the street of St. Martin, hard by the palace of the Counts of Castille, where Diego Laynez had his dwelling. In the church of St. Martin was he baptized, a good priest of Burgos, whose name was Don Pedro de Pernegas, being his godfather: and to this church Rodrigo was always greatly affectionate, and he built the belfry tower thereof.

III. At this time it came to pass that there was strife between Count Don Gomez the Lord of Gormaz, and Diego Laynez the father of Rodrigo; and the Count insulted Diego and gave him a blow. Now Diego was a man in years, and his strength had passed from him, so that he could not take vengeance, and he retired to his home to dwell there in solitude and lament over his dishonour. And he took no pleasure in his food, neither could he sleep by night, nor would he lift up his eyes from the ground, nor stir out of his house, nor commune with his friends, but turned from them in silence as if the breath of his shame would taint them. Rodrigo was yet but a youth, and the Count was a mighty man in arms, one who gave his voice first in the Cortes, and was held to be the best in the war, and so powerful that he had a thousand friends among the mountains. Howbeit all these things appeared as nothing to Rodrigo when he thought of the wrong done to his father, the first which had ever been offered to the blood of Layn Calvo. He asked nothing but justice of Heaven, and of man he asked only a fair field; and his father seeing of how good heart he was, gave him his sword and his blessing. The sword had been the sword of Mudarra in former times, and when Rodrigo held its cross in his hand, he thought within himself that his arm was not weaker than Mudarra’s. And he went out and defied the Count and slew him, and smote off his head and carried it home to his father. The old man was sitting at table, the food lying before him untasted, when Rodrigo returned, and pointing to the head which hung from the horse’s collar, dropping blood, he bade him look up, for there was the herb which should restore to him his appetite. The tongue, quoth he, which insulted you is no longer a tongue, and the hand which wronged you is no longer a hand. And the old man arose and embraced his son and placed him above him at the table, saying, that he who had brought home that head should be the head of the house of Layn Calvo.

IV. After this Diego being full of years fell asleep and was gathered to his fathers. And the Moors entered Castille, in great power, for there came with them five Kings, and they past above Burgos, and crost the mountains of Oca, and plundered Carrion, and Vilforado, and Saint Domingo de la Calzada, and Logroño, and Najara, and all that land; and they carried away many captives both male and female, and brood mares, and flocks of all kinds. But as they were returning with all speed, Rodrigo of Bivar raised the country, and came up with them in the mountains of Oca, and fell upon them and discomfited them, and won back all their booty, and took all the five Kings prisoners. Then he went back to his mother, taking the Kings with him, and there he divided the whole spoil with the hidalgos and his other companions, both the Moorish captives and all the spoil of whatever kind, so that they departed right joyfully, being well pleased with what he had done. And he gave thanks to God for the grace which had been vouchsafed to him, and said to his mother, that he did not think it good to keep the Kings in captivity, but to let them go freely; and he set them at liberty and bade them depart. So they returned each to his own country, blessing him for their deliverance, and magnifying his great bounty; and forthwith they sent him tribute and acknowledged themselves to be his vassals.

V. King Don Ferrando was going through Leon, putting the Kingdom in order, when tidings reached him of the good speed which Rodrigo had had against the Moors. And at the same time there came before him Ximena Gomez, the daughter of the Count, who fell on her knees before him and said, Sir, I am the daughter of Count Don Gomez of Gormaz, and Rodrigo of Bivar has slain the Count my father, and of three daughters whom he has left I am the youngest. And, Sir, I come to crave of you a boon, that you will give me Rodrigo of Bivar to be my husband, with whom I shall hold myself well married, and greatly honoured; for certain I am that his possessions will one day be greater than those of any man in your dominions. Certes, Sir, it behoves you to do this, because it is for God’s service, and because I may pardon Rodrigo with a good will. The King held it good to accomplish her desire; and forthwith ordered letters to be drawn up to Rodrigo of Bivar, wherein he enjoined and commanded him that he should come incontinently to Palencia, for he had much to communicate to him, upon an affair which was greatly to God’s service, and his own welfare and great honour.

VI. When Rodrigo saw the letters of his Lord the King, he greatly rejoiced in them, and said to the messengers that he would fulfil the King’s pleasure, and go incontinently at his command. And he dight himself full gallantly and well, and took with him many knights, both his own and of his kindred and of his friends, and he took also many new arms, and came to Palencia to the King with two hundred of his peers in arms, in festival guise; and the King went out to meet him, and received him right well, and did him honour; and at this were all the Counts displeased. And when the King thought it a fit season, he spake to him and said, that Doña Ximena Gomez, the daughter of the Count whom he had slain, had come to ask him for her husband, and would forgive him her father’s death; wherefore he besought him to think it good to take her to be his wife, in which case he would show him great favour. When Rodrigo heard this it pleased him well, and he said to the King that he would do his bidding in this, and in all other things which he might command; and the King thanked him much. And he sent for the Bishop of Palencia, and took their vows and made them plight themselves each to the other according as the law directs. And when they were espoused the King did them great honour, and gave them many noble gifts, and added to Rodrigo’s lands more than he had till then possessed: and he loved him greatly in his heart, because he saw that he was obedient to his commands, and for all that he had heard him say.

VII. So Rodrigo departed from the King, and took his spouse with him to the house of his mother, and gave her to his mother’s keeping. And forthwith he made a vow in her hands that he would never accompany with her, neither in the desert nor in the inhabited place, till he had won five battles in the field. And he besought his mother that she would love her even as she loved him himself, and that she would do good to her and show her great honour, for which he should ever serve her with the better good will, his mother promised him so to do: and then he departed from them and went out against the frontier of the Moors.

VIII. Now the history relates that King Don Ferrando contended with King Don Ramiro of Aragon for the city of Calahorra, which each claimed as his own; in such guise that the King of Aragon placed it upon the trial by combat, confiding in the prowess of Don Martin Gonzalez, who was at that time held to be the best knight in all Spain, King Don Ferrando accepted the challenge, and said that Rodrigo of Bivar should do battle on his part, but that he was not then present. And they plighted homage on both parts to meet and bring each his knight, and the knight who conquered should win Calahorra for his Lord. Having ratified this engagement, they returned into their own lands. And immediately Ferrando sent for Rodrigo of Bivar, and told him all the matter as it then stood, and that he was to do battle. Well pleased was Rodrigo when he heard this, and he accorded to all that the King had said that he should, do battle for him upon that cause; but till the day arrived he must needs, he said, go to Compostella, because he had vowed a pilgrimage; and the King was content therewith, and gave him great gifts.

IX. Rodrigo forthwith set out upon the road, and took with him twenty knights. And as he went he did great good, and gave alms, feeding the poor and needy. And upon the way they found a leper, struggling in a quagmire, who cried out to them with a loud voice to help him for the love of God; and when Rodrigo heard this, he alighted from his beast and helped him, and placed him upon the beast before him, and carried him with him in this manner to the inn where he took up his lodging that night. At this were his knights little pleased. And when supper was ready he bade his knights take their seats, and he took the leper by the hand, and seated him next himself, and ate with him out of the same dish. The knights were greatly offended at this foul sight, insomuch that they rose up and left the chamber. But Rodrigo ordered a bed to be made ready for himself and for the leper, and they twain slept together. When it was midnight and Rodrigo was fast asleep, the leper breathed against him between his shoulders, and that breath was so strong that it passed through him, even through his breast; and he awoke, being astounded, and felt for the leper by him, and found him not; and he began to call him, but there was no reply. Then he arose in fear, and called for light, and it was brought him; and he looked for the leper and could see nothing; so he returned into the bed, leaving the light burning. And he began to think within himself what had happened, and of that breath which had passed through him, and how the leper was not there. After a while, as he was thus musing, there appeared before him one in white garments, who said unto him, Sleepest thou or wakest thou, Rodrigo? and he answered and said, I do not sleep; but who art thou that bringest with thee such brightness and so sweet an odour? Then said he, I am Saint Lazarus, and know that I was the leper to whom thou didst so much good and so great honour for the love of God; and because thou didst this for his sake hath God now granted thee a great gift; for whensoever that breath which thou hast felt shall come upon thee, whatever thing thou desirest to do, and shalt then begin, that shalt thou accomplish to thy heart’s desire, whether it be in battle or aught else, so that thy honour shall go on increasing from day to day; and thou shalt be feared both by Moors and Christians, and thy enemies shall never prevail against thee, and thou shalt die an honourable death in thine own house, and in thy renown, for God hath blessed thee; — therefore go thou on, and evermore persevere in doing good; and with that he disappeared. And Rodrigo arose and prayed to our lady and intercessor St. Mary, that she would pray to her blessed son for him to watch over both his body and soul in all his undertakings; and he continued in prayer till the day broke. Then he proceeded on his way, and performed his pilgrimage, doing much good for the love of God and of St. Mary.

X. Now the day came which had been appointed for the combat concerning Calahorra, between Rodrigo and Don Martin Gonzalez, and Rodrigo was not arrived; therefore his cousin Alvar Fañez Minaya undertook the battle in his stead, and ordered his horse to be harnessed right well. While he was arming himself Rodrigo came up and took the horse of Alvar Fañez, and entered the lists; Don Martin Gonzalez did the same, and the judges placed them fairly, each in his place, so that neither should have the sun in his eyes. They ran their career, one against the other, and met so fiercely that their lances brake, and both were sorely wounded; but Don Martin began to address Rodrigo, thinking to dismay him: Greatly dost thou now repent, Don Rodrigo, said he, that thou hast entered into these lists with me: for I shall so handle thee that never shalt thou marry Doña Ximena thy spouse, whom thou lovest so well, nor ever return alive to Castílle. Rodrigo waxed angry at these words, and he replied, You are a good knight, Don Martin Gonzalez, but these words are not suitable to this place, for in this business we have to contend with hands and not with empty speeches; and the power is in God who will give the honour as he thinketh best. And in his anger he made at him, and smote him upon his helmet, and the sword cut through and wounded as much of the head as it could reach, so that he was sorely hurt and lost much blood. And Don Martín Gonzalez struck at Rodrigo, and the sword cut into the shield, and he plucked it towards him that with main force he made Rodrigo lose the shield; but Rodrigo did not forget himself, and wounded him again in the face. And they both became greatly enraged, and cruel against each other, striking without mercy, for both of them were men who knew how to demean themselves. But while they thus struggled Don Martin Gonzalez lost much blood, and for very weakness he could not hold himself upon his horse, but fell from his horse upon the ground; and Rodrigo alighted and went to him and slew him; and when he had slain him he asked the judges if there was any thing more to be done for the right of Calahorra: and they made answer that there was not. Then came the King Don Ferrando to him, and alighted by him, and helped to disarm him, and embraced him much; and when he was disarmed he went with him from the field, he and all the Castillians greatly rejoicing; but as great as was the pleasure of King Don Ferrando and his people, so great was the sorrow of King Don Ramiro of Aragon and of his. And he ordered them to take up Don Martin Gonzalez, and they carried the body into his own lands, and he went with it, and Calahorra remained in the power of King Don Ferrando.

XI. But when the Counts of Castille saw how Rodrigo increased day by day in honour, they took counsel together that they should plot with the Moors, and fix a day of battle with them on the day of the Holy Cross in May, and that they should invite Rodrigo to this battle, and contrive with the Moors that they should slay him; by which means they should be revenged upon him, and remain masters of Castille, which now because of him they could not be. This counsel they sent to communicate to the Moors and to the Moorish Kings who were Rodrigo’s vassals, being those whom he had made prisoners and set at liberty. But they, when they saw this counsel and the falsehood which was devised, took the letters of the Counts, and sent them to Rodrigo their Lord, and sent to tell him all the secret of the treason. And Rodrigo thanked them greatly for their good faith, and took the letters and carried to the King, and showed him all the enmity of the Counts, and especially of the Count Don Garcia, who was afterwards called of Cabra. When the King saw this as it was, he was astonished at their great falsehood, and he issued his letters in which he ordered them to leave his dominions; then he went to Santiago on a pilgrimage, and ordered Rodrigo to cast these Counts out of the land; and Rodrigo did as the King commanded him. Then Doña Elvira his kinswoman, the wife of the Count Don Garcia, came and fell on her knees before him; but Rodrigo took her by the hand and raised her up, and would not hear her till she was arisen. And when he had raised her up she said. I beseech you, cousin, since you have banished me and my husband, that you would give us a letter to some King who is one of your vassals, enjoining him to befriend us, and give us something for your sake whereon we may live. So he gave her a letter to the King of Cordova, who received her and her husband well for the love of Rodrigo, and gave Cabra to him, that he and his people might dwell therein. This Count was afterwards so ungrateful to the King of Cordova that he made war upon him from Cabra which the King had given him, till Rodrigo came and took it.

XII. The history relateth that at this time while the King was in Galicia, the Moors entered Estremadura, and the people called upon Rodrigo of Bivar to help them. And when he heard the summons he made no delay, but gathered together his kinsmen and his friends, and went against the misbelievers. And he came up with them between Atienza and San Estevan de Gormaz, as they were carrying away a great booty in captives and in flocks, and there he had a brave battle with them in the field; and in fine Rodrigo conquered, smiting and slaying, and the pursuit lasted for seven leagues, and he recovered all the spoil, which was so great that two hundred horses were the fifth, for the whole spoil was worth a hundred times a thousand maravedís. Rodrigo divided the whole among his people without covetousness, and returned with great honour.

XIII. Now the greater part of these Moors had been they of Merida, Badajoz, Beja and Evora, and the King was minded to requite them in their own land according to their deeds; and he entered into the heart of their country, carrying with him fire and sword, and pressed them sorely so that they yielded vassalage. Then turning through Portugal, he won the town of Sea, which was upon the western slope of the Serra da Estrella; and also another town called Gamne, the site whereof cannot now be known, for in course of years names change and are forgotten. And proceeding with his conquests he laid siege to the city of Viseu, that he might take vengeance for the death of King Don Alfonso, his wife’s father, who had been slain before that city. But the people of Viseu, as they lived with this fear before their eyes, had fortified their city well, and stored it abundantly with all things needful, and moreover, they put their trust in their Alcayde, who was an African, by name Cid Alafum, a man tried in arms. He encouraged them, saying that the city could not be taken in ten years, by a greater power than the Christians; and there were many good arbalisters in the city, who shot so strong that neither shield nor armour availed against their quarrels. King Don Ferrando therefore ordered mantles to be made, and also pavaises to protect his people; and moreover he enjoined them to fasten boards upon their shields, so that the quarrels from the crossbows might not pierce through. And he continued for eighteen days to combat the city, keeping such good watch, that neither could they within receive help from without, nor themselves issue forth; and on the eighteenth day, which was the Vesper of St. Peter’s, he won the city by force of arms; and few were they who escaped from the sword of the conquerors, except those who retreated with Alafum into the castle. And on the following day at the hour of tierce they also came to terms, and yielded themselves to his mercy, saving their lives. In this manner was Viseu recovered by the Christians, and never after did that city fall into the hands of the barbarians. And the Moor who had slain King Don Alfonso fell into Ferrando’s power, and the King took vengeance and punished him in all the parts which had offended; he cut off the foot which had prest down the Armatost, and lopt off the hands which had held the bow and fitted the quarrel, and plucked out the eyes which had taken the mark; and the living trunk was then set up as a butt for the archers.

XIV. In all these wars there was not a man who bore greater part, or did better feats in arms, than Rodrigo of Bivar. And the King went up against Lamego, and besieged it. Now Zadan Aben Huim, son of Huim Alboazem, the King thereof, was mightier than all the Kings who had reigned before him in Lamego, and he had peopled many places from the Douro even to the rivers Tavora and Vouga. And because he was well beloved and his city well stored and strong, all the chief Moors in that district being dismayed by the fall of Viseu, retired into it, to be under his protection. But maugre all their power. King Don Ferrando girt the city round about, and brought against it so many engines, and so many bastilles, that Zadan submitted, and opened his gates on the twenty-second of July, the day of St. Mary Magdalene, being twenty-five days after the capture of Viseu. And Zadan became tributary to the King, and the King took with him many of the Moors, to be employed in building up the churches which had fallen to ruin since the land was lost.

XV. All this while was Coimbra in the power of the misbelievers. And the Abbot of Lorvam took counsel with his Monks, and they said, Let us go to King Ferrando and tell him the state of the city. And they chose out two of the brethren for this errand. When the Moors therefore who came to hunt among the mountains took up their lodging in the Monastery as they were wont to do, these twain said unto them, We would go to the holy Dominicum, to say prayers there for our sins. So feigning this to be their errand they set forth, and came to the King in the town of Carrion, and spake unto him in council, saying, Sir King, we come to you through waters and over mountains and by bad ways, to tell you concerning Coimbra in what plight it is, if you desire to know, and in what guise the Moors dwell therein, what they are and how many, and with how little heed they keep the city. And he said unto them. I beseech ye, for the love of God, say on. Then told they him what they knew: and the King took counsel upon this matter with Rodrigo of Bivar, and Rodrigo said, that certes the Lord would help him to win the city; and he said that he would fain be knighted by the King’s hand, and that it seemed to him now that he should receive knighthood at his hand in Coimbra. A covenant was then made with the two Monks, that they should go with the army against the city in the month of January without fail. Now this was in October. Incontinently the King sent to summon his knights and people, and when one part of them had assembled at Santa Maria, he bade them do all the damage they could against Coimbra, and ravage the country, which accordingly they did. In the meantime the King made a pilgrimage to Santiago, as Rodrigo had exhorted him to do; and he remained there three days and nights in prayer, offering great gifts, and taking upon himself great devotion, that it might please God to fulfil his desire. And with the help of Santiago he gathered together a great host, and went up against Coimbra in the month of January, even as he had covenanted, and laid siege to it. And he fought against the city all February, and March, and April, May and June, five months did he fight, and could not prevail against it. And when July came the food of the besiegers failed them, insomuch that they had only the dole for a few days left; then the baggage was made ready, and the sumpter-beasts and serving-men were ordered to depart for Leon, and proclamation was made in the camp that the army should remain yet four days, and on the fifth they might break up and depart every one to his own house. But then the Monks of Lorvam and the Abbot consulted together and said, Let us now go to the King and give him all the food which we have, both oxen and cows, and sheep and goats and swine, wheat and barley and maize, bread and wine, fish and fowl, even all that we have; for if the city, which God forbid, should not be won, by the Christians, we may no longer abide here. Then went they to the King and gave him all their stores, both of flocks and herds, and pulse, and wine beyond measure, which they had for a long time stored. Then was there abundance in the camp; but they who were within the city waxed feeble for hunger long suffering, because the Christians beset them on all sides, and warred upon them hotly, and brought their engines to bear on every part, and the walls of the city were broken down. When the Moors saw this they came to the King, and fell at his feet, and besought him of his mercy that he would let them depart, leaving to him the city and all that they had therein, for they asked for nothing but their lives. And the King had compassion upon them and granted their prayer; and the city was yielded to him on a Sunday at the hour of tierce, which was before a week had run out since the Monks of Lorvam had succoured the host.

XVI. Now it came to pass that while the King lay before Coimbra, there came a pilgrim from the land of Greece on pilgrimage to Santiago; his name was Estiano, and he was a Bishop. And as he was praying in the church he heard certain of the townsmen and of the pilgrims saying that Santiago was wont to appear in battle like a knight, in aid of the Christians. And when he heard this it nothing pleased him, and he said unto them, “Friends, call him not a knight, but rather a fisherman.” Upon this it pleased God that he should fall asleep, and in his sleep Santiago appeared to him with a good and cheerful countenance, holding in his hand a bunch of keys, and said unto him, “Thou thinkest it a fable that they should call me a knight, and sayest that I am not so: for this reason am I come unto thee that thou never more mayest doubt concerning my knighthood; for a knight of Jesus Christ I am, and a helper of the Christians against the Moors.” While he was thus saying a horse was brought him the which was exceeding white, and the Apostle Santiago mounted upon it, being well clad in bright and fair armour, after the manner of a knight. And he said to Estiano, “I go to help King Don Ferrando who has lain these seven months before Coimbra, and to-morrow, with these keys which thou seest, will I open the gates of the city unto him at the hour of tierce, and deliver it into his hand.” Having said this he departed. And the Bishop when he awoke in the morning called together the clergy and people of Compostella, and told them what he had seen and heard. And as he said, even so did it come to pass; for tidings came that on that day, and at the hour of tierce, the gates of the city had been opened.

XVII. King Don Ferrando then assembled his Counts and chief captains, and told them all that the Monks of Lorvam had done, in bringing him to besiege the city, and in supplying his army in their time of need: and the Counts and chief captains made answer and said, Certes, O King, if the Monks had not given us the stores of their Monastery, thou couldest not have taken the city at this time. The King then called for the Abbot and the brethren, for they were with him in the host, and said the hours to him daily, and mass in St. Andre’s, and buried there and in their Monastery as many as had died during the siege, either of arrow-wounds or by lances, or of their own infirmities. So they came before him and gave him joy of his conquest; and he said unto them, Take ye now of this city as much as ye desire, since by God’s favour and your council I have won it. But they made answer, Thanks be to God and to you, and to your forefathers, we have enough and shall have, if so be that we have your favour and dwell among Christians. Only for the love of God, and for the remedy of your own soul, give us one church with its dwelling-houses within the city, and confirm unto us the gifts made to us in old times by your forefathers, and the good men to whom God give a happy rest. With that the King turned to his sons and his soldiers, and said, Of a truth, by our Creator, these who desire so little are men of God. I would have given them half the city, and they will have only a single church! Now therefore, since they require but this, on the part of God Almighty let us grant and confirm unto them what they ask, to the honour of God and St. Mamede. And the brethren brought him their charters of King Ramiro, and King Bermudo, and King Alfonso, and of Gonzalo Moniz, who was a knight and married a daughter of King Bermudo, and of other good men. And the King confirmed them, and he bade them make a writing of all which had passed between him and them at the siege of Coimbra; and when they brought him the writing, they brought him also a crown of silver and of gold, which had been King Bermudo’s and which Gonzalo Moniz had given to the Monastery in honour of God and St. Mamede. The King saw the crown, how it was set with precious stones, and said to them, To what end bring ye hither this crown? And they said, That you should take it, Sire, in return for the good which you have done us. But he answered, Far be it from me that I should take from your Monastery what the good men before me have given to it! Take ye back the crown, and take also ten marks of silver, and make with the money a good cross, to remain with you for ever. And he who shall befriend you, may God befriend him; but he who shall disturb you or your Monastery, may he be cursed by the living God and by his Saints. So the King signed the writing which he had commanded to be made, and his sons and chief captains signed it also, and in the writing he enjoined his children and his children’s children, as many as should come after him, to honour and protect the Monastery of Lorvam, upon his blessing he charged them so to do, because he had found the brethren better than all the other Monks in his dominions.

XVIII. Then King Don Ferrando knighted Rodrigo of Bivar in the great mosque of Coimbra, which he dedicated to St. Mary. And the ceremony was after this manner: the King girded on his sword, and gave him the kiss, but not the blow. To do him more honour the Queen gave him his horse, and the Infanta Doña Urraca fastened on his spurs; and from that day forth he was called Ruydiez. Then the King commanded him to knight nine noble squires with his own hand; and he took his sword before the altar, and knighted them. The King then gave Coimbra to the keeping of Don Sisnando, Bishop of Iria, a man, who having more hardihood than religion, had by reason of his misdeeds gone over to the Moors, and sorely infested the Christians in Portugal. But during the siege he had come to the King’s service, and bestirred himself well against the Moors; and therefore the King took him into his favour, and gave him the city to keep, which he kept, and did much evil to the Moors till the day of his death. And the King departed and went to Compostella to return thanks to Santiago.

XIX. But then Benalfagi, who was the Lord of many lands in Estremadura, gathered together a great power of the Moors and built up the walls of Montemor, and from thence waged war against Coimbra, so that they of Coimbra called upon the King for help. And the King came up against the town, and fought against it, and took it. Great honour did Ruydiez win at that siege; for having to protect the foragers, the enemy came out upon him, and thrice in one day was he beset by them; but he, though sorely prest by them, and in great peril, nevertheless would not send to the camp for succour, but put forth his manhood and defeated them. And from that day the King gave more power into his hands, and made him head over all his household.

XX. Now the men of Leon besought the King that he would repeople Zamora, which had lain desolate since it was destroyed by Almanzor. And he went thither and peopled the city, and gave to it good privileges. And while he was there came messengers from the five Kings who were vassals to Ruydiez of Bivar, bringing him their tribute; and they came to him, he being with the King, and called him Cid, which signifyeth Lord, and would have kissed his hands, but he would not give them his hand till they had kissed the hand of the King. And Ruydiez took the tribute and offered the fifth thereof to the King, in token of his sovereignty; and the King thanked him, but would not receive it, and from that time he ordered that Ruydiez should be called the Cid, because the Moors had so called him.

XXI. In those days Pope Victor II. held a council at Florence, and the Emperor Henry there made his complaint against King Don Ferrando, that he did not acknowledge his sovereignty, and pay him tribute like all other Kings; and he besought the Pope to admonish him so to do. And the Pope being a German, and the friend of Henry, sent to the King to admonish him, and told him that unless he obeyed he would proclaim a crusade against him; and in like manner the Emperor, and the King of France, and the other Kings, sent to exhort him to obedience, defying him if he should refuse. When the King saw their letters he was troubled, for he knew that if this thing were done, great evil would follow to Castille and Leon. And he took counsel with his honourable men. They seeing on the one hand the great power of the Church, and on the other the great evil that it would be if Castille and Leon should be made tributary, knew not what counsel to give: howbeit at length they said to him that he should do the Pope’s bidding. At this council the Cid was not present, for he had lately completed his marriage with Doña Ximena Gomez, and was then with her; but at this time he arrived, and the King showed him the letters, and told him the matter how it then stood, and what had been the advice of his good men, and besought him to speak his advice, as a good and true vassal to his Lord. When the Cid heard what had passed it grieved him to the heart, more for the counsel which had been given to the King, than because of the Pope’s commands; and he turned to the King and said, In an ill day, Sir, were you born in Spain, if it be in your time to be made tributary, which it never was before; for all the honour which God hath given you, and whatever good he hath done to you, is lost if it should be so. And, Sir, whoever hath given you this counsel is not a true man, neither one who regardeth your honour nor your power. But send to defy them since they will have it so, and let us carry the war home to them. You shall take with you five thousand knights, all of whom are hidalgos, and the Moorish Kings who are your vassals will give you two thousand knights; and, Sir, you are such a one as God loves, and he will not that your honour should perish. And the King thought that he was well counselled by him, for the King was of a great heart.

XXII. Then the King ordered letters to be written, in which he besought the Pope not to proceed farther against him without just cause, for Spain had been conquered by those who dwelt therein, by the blood of them and of their fathers, and they had never been tributary, and never would be so, but would rather all die. Moreover he sent his letters to the Emperor and to the other Kings, telling them that they well knew the wrong which the Emperor did him, having no jurisdiction over him, nor lawful claim; and he besought them to let him alone that he might continue to wage war against the enemies of the faith; but if they persisted to speak against him he then sent them back their friendship, and defied them, and where they all were there would he go seek them. While this reply was on its way he gathered together his people, as he and the Cid had advised, and set forward with eight thousand and nine hundred knights, both of his own and of the Cid, and the Cid led the advanced guard. When they had passed the passes of Aspa they found that the country was up, and the people would not sell them food; but the Cid set his hand to, to burn all the country before him, and plunder from those who would not sell, but to those who brought food he did no wrong. And after such manner did he proceed, that wherever the King and his army arrived they found all things of which they could stand in need; and the news went sounding throughout all the land, so that all men trembled.

XXIII. Then Count Remon, Lord of Savoy, with the power of the King of France, gathered together twenty thousand knights and came beyond Tolosa, to hold the road against King Don Ferrando. And he met with his harbinger the Cid, who went before him to prepare lodgings, and they had a hard battle; and the men of the Count were discomfited, and he himself made prisoner and many with him, and many were slain. And the Count besought the Cid of his mercy to set him free, saying that he would give him a daughter he had, the which was right fair; and the Cid did as he besought him, and the daughter was given to him, and he set the Count free. And by this woman King Don Ferrando had his son the Cardinal Ferrando, who was so honourable a man.

XXIV. After this the Cid had another battle with all the power of France, and discomfited them, and at neither of these battles did the King and his main army arrive. So the news went sounding before them to the council, of the fierceness of the Cid; and as they all knew that he was the conqueror of battles, they knew not what to advise; and they besought the Pope that he would send to them, begging them to turn back, and saying that they did not require tribute. These letters came to the King when he had past Tolosa, and he took counsel with the Cid and with his good men, and they advised that he should send two of his good men to the Pope, who should tell him to send a Cardinal with power to make a covenant, that this demand should never again be made upon Spain; and that persons from the Emperor and from the other Kings also should come to ratify this, and meanwhile he would abide where he was. But if they did not come he would go on to them. Count Don Rodrigo, and Alvar Fañez Minaya, and certain learned men, were sent with this bidding. And when they came to the Pope and gave him their letters, he was much dismayed, and he assembled the good and honourable men of the council, and asked of them what he should do. And they made answer that he must do as the King willed him, for none was so hardy as to fight against the good fortune of his vassal the Cid. Then the Pope sent Master Roberto, the Cardinal of St. Sabina, with full powers, and the representatives of the Emperor and of the other Kings came also and signed the covenant, that this demand should never again be made upon the King of Spain. And the writings which they made were confirmed by the Pope and by the Emperor and the other Kings, and sealed with their seals.

XXV. While this was doing the King abode where he was, beyond Tolosa; six months did he abide there. And the Pope sent to ask of him the daughter of Count Remon; and she was then five months gone with child; and by the advice of his vassal the Cid the King sent her, and sent to tell the Pope the whole truth, requesting that he would see she was taken care of; and the Pope ordered that she should be taken care of till the event should be. And she was delivered of the Abbot Don Ferrando; the Pope was his godfather, and brought him up right honourably, and dispensed with his bastardry that he might hold any sacred dignity; and in process of time he was made an honourable Cardinal. So the King returned with great honour into his own land, and from that time he was called Don Ferrando the Great, the Emperor’s Peer; and it was said of him in songs that he had passed the passes of Aspa in despite of the Frenchmen.

XXVI. Many other things did King Don Ferrando, which are written in the book of the Chronicles of the Kings of Spain, enriching churches and monasteries, and honouring the saints and martyrs, and making war upon the misbelievers. And it came to pass when he was waxed old, that as he was one day saying his prayers, the confessor St. Isidro appeared unto him, and told him the day and hour when he should die, to the intent that he might make ready and confess his sins, and make atonement for them, and take thought for his soul, that so he might appear clean from offence before the face of God. From that day he, being certain that his end was at hand, began to discharge his soul. And he devised within himself how to dispose of the kingdoms which God had given him, that there might be no contention between his sons after his death; and he thought it best to divide his lands among them; but this which he thought best proved to be the worst, and great evil came thereof, for better had it been that he had left all to the eldest. Howbeit it was his pleasure to divide them: he had three sons, Don Sancho who was the eldest, and Don Alfonso who was the second born, and Don Garcia who was the youngest; and two daughters, Doña Urraca and Doña Elvira. The manner in which he divided his lands was this: he gave to Don Sancho the kingdom of Castille as far as to the river Pisuerga, on the side of Leon, with the border, which included the dioceses of Osma, and Segovia, and Avila, and on the side of Navarre as far as the Ebro, as he had won it from his nephew Don Sancho Garcia, King of Navarre. To Don Alfonso he gave the kingdom of Leon, and in Asturias as far as the river Deva, which runs by Oviedo, and part of Campos as far as Carrion and the river Pisuerga, with the border, which contained the dioceses of Zamora, Salamanca, and Ciudad Rodrigo, and the city of Astorga, and other lands in Galicia, with the town of Zebreros. To Don Garcia he gave the kingdom of Galicia, and all the lands which he had won in Portugal, with the title of King of Galicia, which country had had no King of its own since the kingdom of the Suevi had been overthrown by King Leovegildo. And to Doña Urraca he gave the city of Zamora with all its dependencies, and with half the Infantazgo: and the other half, with the city of Toro and its dependencies, to Doña Elvira.

XXVII. When the Infante Don Sancho knew that the King his father had made this allotment it displeased him, for he was the eldest son; and he said to his father that he neither could nor ought to make this division; for the Gothic Kings had in old time made a constitution for themselves, that the kingdom and empire of Spain never should be divided, but remain one dominion under one Lord. But the King replied that he would not for this forbear to do as he had resolved, for he had won the kingdom; then the Infante made answer, Do as you will, being my father and Lord; but I do not consent unto it. So the King made this division against the right of the Infante Don Sancho, and it displeased many in the kingdom, and many it pleased; but they who were of good understanding perceived the evil which would arise.

XXVIII. After this the King fell sick with the malady whereof he died. And he made himself be carried to Leon, and there on his knees before the bodies of the saints he besought mercy of them. And putting his crown upon his head before the holy body of St. Isidro he called upon God, saying, O Lord Jesus Christ, thine is the power over all, and thine is the kingdom, for thou art King of all kingdoms, and of all Kings, and of all nations, and all are at thy command. And now Lord I return unto thee the kingdom which thou hast given me, but I beseech thee of thy mercy that my soul may be brought to the light which hath no end. Having said thus, he stript himself of the royal robes adorned with gold in which he was arrayed, and took the crown from his head and placed it upon the altar; and he put sackcloth upon the carrion of his body, and prayed to God, confessing all the sins which he had committed against him, and took his acquittal from the Bishops, for they absolved him from his sins; and forthwith he there received extreme unction, and strewed ashes upon himself. After this, by his own order he was carried to St. Mary of Almazan in pilgrimage, and there he remained thrice nine days, beseeching St. Mary that she would have mercy upon him and intercede with her blessed Son for his soul. From thence they carried him to Cabezon, and there the Abbot Don Ferrando came to him, an honourable man, and many other honourable men of his realms, and the Cid Ruydiez, whom the King commended to the Infante Don Sancho, his son. And after he had put all his affairs in order he remained three days lamenting in pain, and on the fourth, being the day of St. John the Evangelist, he called for the Cardinal Abbot, and commended Spain and his other sons to him, and gave him his blessing, and then at the hour of sexts he rendered up his soul without stain to God, being full of years. So they carried him to Leon and buried him near his father, in the Church of St. Isidro, which he had built. Thirty and one years did King Don Ferrando the Great who was peer with the Emperor, Reign over Castille. The Queen his wife lived two years after him, leading a holy life; a good Queen had she been and of good understanding, and right loving to her husband: alway had she counselled him well, being in truth the mirror of his kingdoms, and the friend of the widows and orphans. Her end was a good end, like that of the King her husband: God give them Paradise for their reward. Amen.




BOOK II
 

I. The history relates how after the death of King Don Ferrando, the three Kings his sons reigned each in his kingdom, according to the division made by their father, who had divided that which should all by right have descended to the King Don Sancho. Now the Kings of Spain were of the blood of the Goths, which was a fierce blood, for it had many times come to pass among the Gothic Kings, that brother had slain, brother upon this quarrel; from this blood was King Don Sancho descended, and he thought that it would be a reproach unto him if he did not join together the three kingdoms under his own dominion, for he was not pleased with what his father had given him, holding that the whole ought to have been his. And he went through the land setting it in order, and what thing soever his people asked at his hand that did he grant them freely, to the end that he might win their hearts.

II. Now when King Don Sancho of Navarre saw that there was a new King in Castille, he thought to recover the lands of Bureva and of Old Castille as far as Laredo, which had been lost when the King his father was defeated and slain at Atapuerca in the mountains of Oca. And now seeing that the kingdom of Ferrando was divided, he asked help of his uncle Don Ramiro, King of Aragon; and the men of Aragon and of Navarre entered Castille together. But King Don Sancho gathered together his host, and put the Cid at their head; and such account did he give of his enemies, that he of Navarre was glad to enjoy Rioja in peace, and lay no farther claim to what his father had lost. Now the King of Castille was wroth against the King of Aragon, that he should thus have joined against him without cause; and in despite of him he marched against the Moors of Zaragoza, and laying waste their country with fire and sword, he came before their city, and gave orders to assault it, and began to set up his engines. When the King of Zaragoza saw the great will which the King had to do evil unto him, and that there was none to help him, he thought it best to come to his mercy, paying tribute, or serving him, or in any manner whatsoever. And he sent interpreters to King Don Sancho saying, that he would give him much gold and silver, and many gifts, and be his vassal, and pay him tribute yearly. The King received them right honourably, and when he had heard their bidding he answered resolutely, being of a great heart, All this which the King of Zaragoza sends to say unto me is well, but he hath another thing in his heart. He sends to bid me break up the siege and depart from his land, and as soon as I should have departed, he would make friends unto himself among Christians and among Moors, and fail me in all which he covenants. Nevertheless I will do this thing which your King requires of me; but if in the end he lie, I will come back upon him and destroy him, trusting in God that he cannot defend himself against me. And when the interpreters heard this they were greatly dismayed, and they returned and told their King all that he had said. And the Moors seeing that they could not help themselves, made such terms with him as it pleased him to grant, and gave him hostages that they might not be able to prove false. And they gave him gold and silver and precious stones in abundance, so that with great riches and full honourably did he and all his men depart from the siege.

III. Greatly was the King of Aragon displeased at this which King Don Sancho had done, thinking that it was to his great injury and abasement, for Zaragoza he held to be within his conquest. And he came out with all his power to cut off the King’s return, and took possession of the way, and said unto him that he should not pass till he had made amends for the great dishonour which he had wrought him, in coming into his conquest and against his vassals: the amends which he required was, that he should yield unto him all the spoil, and all which the King of Zaragoza had given him, else should he not pass without battle. When King Don Sancho heard this, being a man of great heart, he made answer, that he was the head of the kingdoms of Castille and Leon, and all the conquests in Spain were his, for the Kings of Aragon had no conquests appertaining unto them, being by right his tributaries, and bound to appear at his Cortes. Wherefore he counselled him to waive this demand, and let him pass in peace. But the King of Aragon drew up his host for battle, and the onset was made, and heavy blows were dealt on both sides, and many horses were left without a master. And while the battle was yet upon the chance, King Don Sancho riding light bravely through the battle, began to call out Castille! Castille! and charged the main body so fiercely that by fine force he broke them; and when they were thus broken, the Castillians began cruelly to slay them, so that King Don Sancho had pity thereof, and called out unto his people not to kill them, for they were Christians. Then King Don Ramiro being discomfited, retired to a mountain, and King Don Sancho beset the mountain round about, and made a covenant with him that he should depart, and that the King of Zaragoza should remain tributary to Castille; and but for this covenant the King of Aragon would then have been slain, or made prisoner. This was the battle whereof the Black Book of Santiago speaketh, saying, that in this year, on the day of the Conversion of St. Paul, was the great slaughter of the Christians in Porca. In all these wars did my Cid demean himself after his wonted manner; and because of the great feats which he performed the King loved him well, and made him his Alferez; so that in the whole army he was second only to the King. And because when the host was in the field it was his office to chuse the place for encampment, therefore was my Cid called the Campeador.

IV. While King Don Sancho was busied in these wars, King Don García of Galicia took by force from Doña Urraca his sister a great part of the lands which the King their father had given her. And when she heard this she began to lament aloud, saying, Ah King Don Ferrando, in an evil hour didst thou divide thy kingdom, for thereby will all the land be brought to destruction. And now also will be accomplished that which my fosterer Arias Gonzalo said, for now that King Don García who is my younger brother, hath dispossessed me and broken the oath which he made unto my father, what will not the elder do, who made the vow by compulsion, and alway made protestation against the division! God send that as thou hast disherited me, thou mayest speedily thyself in like manner be disherited, Amen! But when King Don Sancho heard what his brother had done he was well pleased thereat, thinking that he might now bring to pass that which he so greatly desired; and he assembled together his Ricos-omes and his knights, and said unto them, The King my father divided the kingdoms which should have been mine, and therein he did unjustly; now King Don Garcia my brother hath broken the oath and disherited Doña Urraca my sister; I beseech ye therefore counsel me what I shall do, and in what manner to proceed against him, for I will take his kingdom away from him. Upon this Count Don Garcia Ordoñez arose and said, There is not a man in the world, Sir, who would counsel you to break the command of your father, and the vow which you made unto him. And the King was greatly incensed at him and said, Go from before me, for I shall never receive good counsel from thee. The King then took the Cid by the hand and led him apart, and said unto him, Thou well knowest my Cid, that when the King my father commended thee unto me, he charged me upon pain of his curse that I should take you for my adviser, and whatever I did that I should do it with your counsel, and I have done so even until this day; and thou hast alway counselled me for the best, and for this I have given thee a county in my kingdom, holding it well bestowed. Now then I beseech you advise me how best to recover these kingdoms, for if I have not counsel from you I do not expect to have it from any man in the world.

V. Greatly troubled at this was the Cid, and he answered and said, Ill, Sir, would it behove me to counsel you that you should go against the will of your father. You well know that when I went to Cabezon unto him, after he had divided his kingdoms, how he made me swear to him that I would alway counsel his sons the best I could, and never give them ill counsel; and while I can, thus must I continue to do. But the King answered, My Cid, I do not hold that in this I am breaking the oath made to my father, for I ever said that the partition should not be, and the oath which I made was forced upon me. Now King Don García my brother hath broken the oath, and all these kingdoms by right are mine: and therefore I will that you counsel me how I may unite them, for from so doing there is nothing in this world which shall prevent me, except it be death. Then when the Cid saw that he could by no means turn him from that course, he advised him to obtain the love of his brother King Don Alfonso, that he might grant him passage through his kingdom to go against Don García: and if this should be refused he counselled him not to make the attempt. And the King saw that his counsel was good, and sent his letters to King Don Alfonso beseeching him to meet him at Sahagun. When King Don Alfonso received the letters he marvelled to what end this might be: howbeit he sent to say that he would meet him. And the two kings met in Sahagun. And King Don Sancho said, Brother, you well know that King Don Garcia our brother hath broken the oath made unto our father, and disherited our sister Doña Urraca: for this I will take his kingdom away from him, and I beseech you join with me. But Don Alfonso answered that he would not go against the will of his father, and the oath which he had sworn. Then King Don Sancho said, that if he would let him pass through his kingdom he would give him part of what he should gain: and King Don Alfonso agreed to this. And upon this matter they fixed another day to meet; and then forty knights were named, twenty for Castille and twenty for Leon, as vouchers that this which they covenanted should be faithfully fulfilled on both sides.

VI. Then King Don Sancho gathered together a great host, Castillians and Leonese, and they of Navarre and Biscay, Asturians, and men of Aragon and of the border. And he sent Alvar Fañez, the cousin of the Cid, to King Don Garcia, to bid him yield up his kingdom, and if he refused to do this to defy him on his part. Alvar Fañez, albeit unwillingly, was bound to obey the bidding of his Lord, and he went to King Don Garcia and delivered his bidding. When King Don Garcia heard it he was greatly troubled, and he cried out in his trouble and said, Lord Jesus Christ, thou rememberest the oath which we made to our father! for my sins I have been the first to break it, and have disherited my sister. And he said to Alvar Fañez, Say to my brother that I beseech him not to break the oath which he made to our father; but if he will persist to do this thing I must defend myself as I can. And with this answer Alvar Fañez returned. Then King Don Garcia called unto him a knight of Asturias, whose name was Ruy Ximenez, and bade him go to his brother King Don Alfonso and tell him what had past, and how King Don Sancho would take away his kingdom from him; and to beseech him as a brother that he would not let him pass through his dominions. And King Don Alfonso replied, Say to my brother that I will neither help King Don Sancho, nor oppose him; and tell him that if he can defend himself I shall be well pleased. And with this answer, Ruy Ximenez returned, and bade the King look to himself for defence, for he would find no help in his brother.

VII. Now Don Garcia was not beloved in his kingdom of Galicia, neither in Portugal, for as much as he showed little favour to the hidalgos, both Galegos and Portugueze, and vexed the people with tributes which he had newly imposed. The cause of all this was a favourite, by name Verna, to whom the King gave so much authority, that he displeased all the chief persons in his dominions, and hearkened unto him in all things; and by his advice it was that he had despoiled his sister Doña Urraca of her lands, and his sister Doña Elvira also, and had done other things, whereby Portugal and Galicia were now in danger to be lost. And the knights and hidalgos took counsel together how they might remedy these evils, and they agreed that the King should in the name of them all be advised how ill he was served, and intreated to put away his favourite. Don Rodrigo Frojaz was the one named to speak unto the King; for being a man of approved valour, and the Lord of many lands, it was thought that the King would listen more to him than to any other. But it fell out otherwise than they had devised, for Verna had such power over the mind of the King, that the remonstrance was ill received, and Don Rodrigo and the other hidalgos were contumeliously treated in public by the King. Don Rodrigo would not bear this, being a right loyal and valiant man; and he went one day into the palace, and finding Verna busied in affairs of state, he drew forth his sword and slew him; then leaving the palace, for none cared to lay hands on him, he left Portugal, and took the road toward France; many of his vassals and kinsmen and friends following him, to seek their fortunes in a country where valour would be esteemed, for they were weary of the bad Government of King Don García.

VIII. But when King Don Garcia knew of the league which his brethren had made to divide his kingdom between them, it was a greater trouble to him than the death of Verna, and he called his chief captains together and consulted with them; and they advised him that he should send to recall Don Rodrigo Frojaz, for having him the realm would be secure, and without him it was in danger to be lost. So two hidalgos were sent after him, and they found him in Navarre, on the eve of passing into France. But when he saw the King’s letters, and knew the peril in which he then stood, setting aside the remembrance of his own wrongs, like a good and true Portugueze, he turned back, and went to the King at Coimbra. In good time did he arrive, for the captains of King Don Sancho had now gained many lands in Galicia and in the province of Beira, finding none to resist them, and the Count Don Nuño de Lara, and the Count of Monzon, and Don Garcia de Cabra, were drawing nigh unto Coimbra. When Don Rodrigo heard this and knew that the Castillians were approaching, and who they were, he promised the King either to maintain his cause, or die for it; and he besought him not to go into the battle himself, having so many vassals and so good; for it was not fitting that he should expose himself when there was no King coming against him. And it came to pass that when the scouts gave notice that the Castillians were at hand, he ordered the trumpets to be sounded, and the Portugueze sallied, and a little below the city, at the place which is now called Agoa de Mayas, the two squadrons met. Then was the saying of Arias Gonzalo fulfilled, that kinsmen should kill kinsmen, and brother fall by his brother’s hand. But the Portugueze fought so well, and especially Don Rodrigo, and his brothers Don Pedro and Don Vermui Frojaz, that at length they discomfited the Castillians, killing of them five hundred and forty, of whom three hundred were knights, and winning their pennons and banners. Howbeit this victory was not obtained without great loss to themselves: for two hundred and twenty of their people were left upon the field, and many were sorely wounded, among whom, even to the great peril of his life, was Don Rodrigo Frojaz, being wounded with many and grievous wounds. In this battle was slain the Count Don Fafes Sarracem de Lanhoso, with many of his vassals, he from whom the Godinhos are descended: he was a right good knight.

IX. A sorrowful defeat was that for King Don Sancho, more for the quality of the slain than for their number; and he put himself at the head of his army, and hastened through the midst of Portugal, to go against his brother. And King Don Garcia hearing of his approach, called together his knights and hidalgos, and said unto them, Friends, we have no land whereunto to fly from the King Don Sancho my brother, let us therefore meet him in battle, and either conquer him or die; for better is it to die an honourable death than to suffer this spoiling in our country. And to the Portugueze he said, Friends, ye are right noble and haughty knights, and it is your custom to have among you few lords and good ones; now therefore make me a good one, which will be to your own great honour and profit; and if I come out of this struggle well, I shall guerdon ye well, so that ye shall understand the will I have to do good towards ye. And they made answer and said that they would stand by him to the last, and that he should not be put down by their default. Then spake he to the Galegos and said. Friends, ye are right good and true knights, and never was it yet said that lord was forsaken by you in the field. I put myself in your hands, being assured that ye will well and loyally advise me, and help me to the utmost of your power. Ye see how King Don Sancho my brother presses upon us, and we have nothing left us but to die or to conquer; but if ye know any other counsel. I beseech ye tell it now. And the Galegos answered, that they would serve and defend him loyally, and that they held it best to fight. Nevertheless they were too few in number to stand against the King Don Sancho: so they retired before him. And Don Garcia took with him three hundred horsemen, and went to the Moors, and besought them to lend him aid against his brother, saying that he would give them the kingdom of Leon. And the Moors made answer, O King, thou canst not defend thyself; how then canst thou give unto us the kingdom of Leon? Howbeit they did him honour and gave him great gifts, and he returned to his people and recovered many of the castles which he had lost.

X. Then King Don Sancho came against his brother, to besiege him in Santarem. And the Portugueze and Galegos took counsel together what they should do; for some were of advice that it was better to defend the cities and fortresses which they held, and so lengthen out the war; others that they should harass the army of the Castillians with frequent skirmishes and assaults, and never give them battle power to power, thinking that in this manner they might baffle them till the winter came on. Don Rodrigo Frojaz was at this time recovering of the wounds which he had received at Agoa de Mayas, and he said unto the King that it behoved him above all things to put his kingdom upon the hazard of a battle; for his brother being a greater lord of lands than he, and richer in money and more powerful in vassals, could maintain the war longer than he could do, who peradventure would find it difficult another year to gather together so good an army as he had now ready. For this cause he advised him to put his trust in God first, and then in the hidalgos who were with him, and without fear give battle to the King his brother, over whom God and his good cause would give him glorious victory. And to show his own good will to the King, he besought of him the leading of the van for himself and the Counts Don Pedro and Don Vermui Frojaz his brethren, and his two nephews. Greatly was the King Don Garcia encouraged by his gallant cheer, and he bade his host make ready to give battle to King Don Sancho, as soon as he should arrive; and he marched out from the city, and took his stand near unto it in a field where afterwards were the vineyards of the town. And when the banners of the Castillians were seen advancing, the Galegos and Portugueze drew up in battle array, Don Rodrigo and his brethren having the van, as he had requested, and a body of chosen knights with them.

XI. Count Don Garcia came in the front of King Don Sancho’s army, and in the one wing was the Count de Monzon and Count Don Nuño de Lara; and the Count Don Fruela of Asturias in the other; and the King was in the rear, with Don Diego de Osma, who carried his banner: and in this manner were they arrayed on the one side and on the other, being ready for the onset. And King Don Garcia bravely encouraged his men, saying, Vassals and friends, ye see the great wrong which the King my brother doth unto me, taking from me my kingdom; I beseech ye help me now to defend it; for ye well know that all which I had therein I divided among ye, keeping ye for a season like this. And they answered, Great benefits have we received at your hands, and we will serve you to the utmost of our power. Now when the two hosts were ready to join battle, Alvar Fañez came to King Don Sancho and said to him, Sir, I have played away my horse and arms; I beseech you give me others for this battle, and I will be a right good one for you this day; if I do not for you the service of six knights, hold me for a traitor. And the Count Don Garcia, who heard this, said to the King, Give him, Sir, what he asketh; and the King ordered that horse and arms should be given him. So the armies joined battle bravely on both sides, and it was a sharp onset; many were the heavy blows which were given on both sides, and many were the horses that were slain at that encounter, and many the men. Now my Cid had not yet come up into the field.

XII. Now Don Rodrigo Frojaz and his brethren and the knights who were with them had resolved to make straight for the banner of the King of Castille. And they broke through the ranks of the Castillians, and made their way into the middle of the enemy’s host, doing marvellous feats of arms. Then was the fight at the hottest, for they did their best to win the banner, and the others to defend it; the remembrance of what they had formerly done, and the hope of gaining more honours, heartened them; and with the Castillians there was their King, giving them brave example as well as brave words. The press of the battle was here; here died Gonzalo de Sies, a right valiant Portugueze, on the part of Don García; but on Don Sancho’s part the Count Don Ñuño was sorely wounded and thrown from his horse; and Count Don García Ordoñez was made prisoner, and the banner of King Don Sancho was beaten down, and the King himself also. The first who encountered him was Don Gomes Echiguis, he from whom the old Sousas of Portugal derived their descent; he was the first who set his lance against King Don Sancho, and the other one was Don Moninho Hermigis, and Don Rodrigo made way through the press and laid hands on him and took him. But in the struggle his old wounds burst open, and having received many new ones he lost much blood, and perceiving that his strength was failing, he sent to call the King Don García with all speed. And as the King came, the Count Don Pedro Frojaz met him and said, An honourable gift, Sir, hath my brother Don Rodrigo to give you, but you lose him in gaining it. And tears fell from the eyes of the King, and he made answer and said, It may indeed be that Don Rodrigo may lose his life in serving me, but the good name which he hath gained, and the honour which be leaveth to his descendants, death cannot take away. Saying this, he came to the place where Don Rodrigo was, and Don Rodrigo gave into his hands the King Don Sancho his brother, and asked him three times if he was discharged of his prisoner; and when the King had answered Yes, Don Rodrigo said, For me, Sir, the joy which I have in your victory is enough; give the rewards to these good Portugueze, who with so good a will have put their lives upon the hazard to serve you, and in all things follow their counsel, and you will not err therein. Having said this he kissed the King’s hand, and lying upon his shield, for he felt his breath fail him, with his helmet for a pillow, he kissed the cross of his sword in remembrance of that on which the incarnate Son of God had died for him, and rendered up his soul into the hands of his Creator. This was the death of one of the worthy knights of the world, Don Rodrigo Frojaz. In all the conquests which King Don Ferrando had made from the Moors of Portugal, great part had he borne, insomuch that that King was wont to say that other Princes might have more dominions than he, but two such knights as his two Rodrigos, meaning my Cid and this good knight, there was none but himself who had for vassals.

XIII. Then King Don Garcia being desirous to be in the pursuit himself, delivered his brother into the hands of six knights that they should guard him, which be ought not to have done. And when he was gone King Don Sancho said unto the knights, Let me go and I will depart out of your country and never enter it again; and I will reward ye well as long as ye live; but they answered him, that for no reward would they commit such disloyalty, but would guard him well, not offering him any injury, till they had delivered him to his brother the King Don Garcia. While they were parleying Alvar Fañez Minaya came up, he to whom the King had given horse and arms before the battle; and he seeing the King held prisoner, cried out with a loud voice, Let loose my Lord the King: and he spurred his horse and made at them; and before his lance was broken he overthrew two of them, and so bestirred himself that he put the others to flight; and he took the horses of the two whom he had smote down, and gave one to the King, and mounted upon the other himself, for his own was hurt in the rescue; and they went together to a little rising ground where there was yet a small body of the knights of their party, and Alvar Fañez cried out to them aloud, Ye see here the King our Lord, who is free; now then remember the good name of the Castillians, and let us not lose it this day. And about four hundred knights gathered about him. And while they stood there they saw the Cid Ruydiez coming up with three hundred knights, for he had not been in the battle, and they knew his green pennon. And when King Don Sancho beheld it his heart rejoiced, and he said, Now let us descend into the plain, for he of good fortune cometh: and he said, Be of good heart, for it is the will of God that I should recover my kingdom, for I have escaped from captivity, and seen the death of Don Rodrigo Frojaz who took me, and Ruydiez the fortunate one cometh. And the King went down to him and welcomed him right joyfully, saying, In happy time are you come, my fortunate Cid; never vassal succoured his Lord in such season as you now succour me, for the King my brother had overcome me. And the Cid answered, Sir, be sure that you shall recover the day, or I will die; for wheresoever you go, either you shall be victorious or I will meet my death.

XIV. By this time King Don García returned from the pursuit, singing as he came full joyfully, for he thought that the King his brother was a prisoner, and his great power overthrown. But there came one and told him that Don Sancho was rescued and in the field again, ready to give him battle a second time. Bravely was that second battle fought on both sides; and if it had not been for the great prowess of the Cid, the end would not have been as it was: in the end the Galegos and Portugueze were discomfited, and the King Don García taken in his turn. And in that battle the two brethren of Don Rodrigo Frojaz, Don Pedro and Don Vermui, were slain, and the two sons of Don Pedro, so that five of that family died that day. And the King Don Sancho put his brother in better ward than his brother three hours before had put him, for he put him in chains and sent him to the strong castle of Luna.

XV. When King Don Sancho had done this he took unto himself the kingdom of Galicia and of Portugal, and without delay sent to his brother King Don Alfonso, commanding him to yield up to him the kingdom of Leon, for it was his by right. At this was the King of Leon troubled at heart; howbeit he answered that he would not yield up his kingdom, but do his utmost to defend it. Then King Don Sancho entered Leon, slaying and laying waste before him, as an army of infidels would have done; and King Don Alfonso sent to him to bid him cease from this, for it was inhuman work to kill and plunder the innocent: and he defied him to a pitched battle, saying that to whichsoever God should give the victory, to him also would he give the kingdom of Leon: and the King of Castille accepted the defiance, and a day was fixed for the battle, and the place was to be Lantada, which is near unto Carrion. The chief counsellor of King Don Alfonso was Don Pero Ansures, a notable and valiant knight, of the old and famous stock of the Ansures, Lords of Monzon, which is nigh unto Palencia; the same who in process of time was Count of Carrion and of Saldaña and Liebana, and Lord of Valladolid, a city which was by him greatly increased. This good knight commanded the army of his King Don Alfonso, and on the part of King Don Sancho came Ruydiez the Cid. Both Kings were in the field that day, and full hardily was the battle contested, and great was the mortality on either side, for the hatred which used to be between Moors and Christians was then between brethren. And that day also was the saying of Arias Gonzalo fulfilled. But in the end the skill and courage of my Cid prevailed, and King Don Alfonso was fain to avail himself of his horse’s feet to save himself.

XVI. Nevertheless the power of King Don Alfonso was not yet destroyed, and he would not yield up his kingdom: and he sent to his brother a second time to bid him battle, saying that whosoever conquered should then certainly remain King of Leon; and the place appointed was at Vulpegera, beside the river Carrion. And the two armies met and joined battle, and they of Leon had the victory, for my Cid was not in the field. And King Don Alfonso had pity upon the Castillians because they were Christians, and gave orders not to slay them; and his brother King Don Sancho fled. Now as he was flying, my Cid came up with his green pennon; and when he saw that the King his Lord had been conquered it grieved him sorely: howbeit he encouraged him saying, This is nothing, Sir! to fail or to prosper is as God pleases. But do you gather together your people who are discomfited, and bid them take heart. The Leonese and Galegos are with the King your brother, secure as they think themselves in their lodging, and taking no thought of you; for it is their custom to extol themselves when their fortune is fair, and to mock at others, and in this boastfulness will they spend the night, so that we shall find them sleeping at break of day, and will fall upon them. And it came to pass as he had said. The Leonese lodged themselves in Vulpegera, taking no thought of their enemies, and setting no watch; and Ruydiez arose betimes in the morning and fell upon them, and subdued them before they could take their arms. King Don Alfonso fled to the town of Carrion, which was three leagues distant, and would have fortified himself there in the Church of St. Mary, but he was surrounded and constrained to yield.

XVII. Now the knights of Leon gathered together in their flight, and when they could not find their King they were greatly ashamed, and they turned back and smote the Castillians; and as it befell, they encountered King Don Sancho and took him prisoner, not having those in his company whom he should have had, for his people considered the victory as their own, and all was in confusion. And thirteen knights took him in their ward and were leading him away, — but my Cid beheld them and galloped after them: he was alone, and had no lance, having broken his in the battle. And he came up to them and said, Knights, give me my Lord and I will give unto you yours. They knew him by his arms, and they made answer, Ruydiez, return in peace and seek not to contend with us, otherwise we will carry you away prisoner with him. And he waxed wroth and said, Give me but a lance and I will, single as I am, rescue my Lord from all of ye: by God’s help I will do it. And they held him as nothing because he was but one, and gave him a lance. But he attacked them therewith so bravely that he slew eleven of the thirteen, leaving two only alive, on whom he had mercy; and thus did he rescue the King. And the Castillians rejoiced greatly at the King’s deliverance: and King Don Sancho went to Burgos, and took with him his brother prisoner.

XVIII. Great was the love which the Infanta Doña Urraca bore to her brother King Don Alfonso, and when she heard that he was made prisoner, she feared least he should be put to death: and she took with her the Count Don Peransures, and went to Burgos. And they spake with the Cid, and besought him that he would join with them and intercede with the King that he should release his brother from prison, and let him become a Monk at Sahagun. Full willing was the Cid to serve in any thing the Infanta Doña Urraca, and he went with her before the King. And she knelt down before the King her brother, and besought mercy for Don Alfonso, his brother and hers. And the King took her by the hand and raised her from her knees, and made her sit beside him, and said unto her, Now then, my sister, say what you would have. And she besought him that he would let their brother Don Alfonso take the habit of St. Benedict, in the royal Monastery of Sahagun, and my Cid, and Count Peransures and the other chief persons who were there present, besought him in like manner. And the King took my Cid aside, and asked counsel of him what he should do; and the Cid said, that if Don Alfonso were willing to become a Monk, he would do well to set him free upon that condition, and he besought him so to do. Then King Don Sancho, at my Cid’s request, granted to Doña Urraca what she had asked. And he released King Don Alfonso from prison, and Don Alfonso became a Monk in the Monastery at Sahagun, more by force than of free will. And being in the Monastery he spake with Don Peransures, and took counsel with him, and fled away by night from the Monks, and went among the Moors to King Alimaymon of Toledo. And the Moorish King welcomed him with a good will, and did great honour to him, and gave him great possessions and many gifts.

XIX. When Doña Urraca knew that her brother King Don Alfonso had fled to Toledo, she sent to him three good men of the kingdom of Leon, that they should be his counsellors, for she loved him well. These were Don Pero Ansures, and Don Ferran Ansures, and Don Gonzalo Ansures, all three brethren: and they went with King Don Sancho’s permission, for it was God’s pleasure. Now Alimaymon rejoiced in the King Don Alfonzo, and loved him as if he had been his own son. And Don Alfonso made a covenant with him to love him and defend him and serve him alway, so long as he should remain with him, and not to depart from him without his leave; and the King covenanted on his side to love him and honour him, and defend him to the utmost of his power. And Alimaymon ordered fair palaces to be edified for him, by the wall of the Alcazar, on the outer part, that the Moors of the city might do no displeasure neither to him nor to his companions: and they were hard by a garden of the King’s, that he might go out and disport himself therein whensoever it pleased him. And for these things King Don Alfonso loved to serve King Alimaymon. Nevertheless when he saw the great honour of the King of Toledo, and how powerful he was, and that he was the Lord of so great chivalry, and of the noblest city which had belonged unto the Gothic Kings, from whom he himself was descended, it grieved him in his heart to see that city in the hands of the Moors: and he said within his heart, Lord God and Father Jesus Christ, it is wholly in thy power to give and to take away, and right it is that thy will should be done, even as thou hast done it to me, to whom thou gavest a kingdom, and it was thy will to take it away from me, and thou hast made me come hither to serve the enemies who were at the service of the King my father. Lord, I put my hope in thee that thou wilt deliver me from this servitude, and give me a land and kingdom to command, and that thou wilt show unto me such favour that this land and this city shall by me be won, that thy holy body may be sacrificed in it to the honour of Christendom. This prayer he made with great devotion and with many tears; and the Lord God heard him, as hereafter you shall hear in this history. In those days King Alimaymon was at war with other Moorish Kings his enemies, and King Don Alfonso fought against them on his side, and did such good service that he quelled their power, and they durst no longer offend him. And in time of peace Don Alfonso and his companions went fowling along the banks of the Tagus, for in those days there was much game there, and venison of all kinds; and they killed venison among the mountains. And as he was thus spoiling he came to a place which is now called Brihuega, and it pleased him well, for it was a fair place to dwell in, and abounded with game, and there was a dismantled castle there, and he thought that he would ask the King for this place. And he returned to Toledo and asked it of the King, and King Alimaymon gave it him, and he placed there his huntsmen and his fowlers who were Christians, and fortified the place as his own. And the lineage of these people continued there till Don Juan, the third archbishop of Toledo, enlarged it, and peopled the parish of St. Pedro.

XX. It came to pass after this that both the Kings one day came out of Toledo, and past over the bridge of Alcantara, and went into the royal garden to disport themselves therein and take their pleasure. And at evening Don Alfonso lay down upon a bed to sleep, and King Alimaymon fell in talk with his favourites concerning his city of Toledo, how strong it was and how well provided with all things, and that he feared neither war of Moor nor Christian against it; and he asked them if it could, by any, means be lost in war. Then one of them answered and said, Sir, if you would not hold it ill, I would tell you how it might be lost, and by no other manner in the world could it be so. And the King bade him say on. And the favourite then said, If this city were beset for seven years, and the bread and the wine and the fruits should be cut down year by year, it would be lost for lack of food. All this King Don Alfonso heard, for he was not sleeping, and he took good heed of it. Now the Moors knew not that he was lying there. And when they had thus spoken, Alimaymon arose to walk in the palace, and he saw King Don Alfonso lying there as if he were sleeping: and it troubled him, and he said to his favourites, We did not heed Alfonso who is lying there, and has heard all that we have said. And the favourites made answer, Kill him, Sir. But the King said, How shall I go against my true promise? moreover he sleepeth, and peradventure hath heard nothing. And they said to him, Would you know whether or not he sleepeth? and he answered, Yea: and they said, Go then and wake him, and if he have drivelled he hath slept, but if not he hath been awake and hath heard us. Then King Don Alfonso immediately wetted the pillow, and feigned himself hard to be awakened, so that Alimaymon thought he slept.

XXI. And when the Easter of the Sheep was come, which the Moors celebrate, the King of Toledo went out of the city to kill the sheep at the place accustomed, as he was wont to do, and King Don Alfonso went with him. Now Don Alfonso was a goodly personage and of fair demeanour, so that the Moors liked him well. And as he was going by the side of the King, two honourable Moors followed them, and the one said unto the other, How fair a knight is this Christian, and of what good customs! well doth he deserve to be the lord of some great land. And the other made answer, I dreamed a dream last night, that this Alfonso entered the city riding upon a huge boar, and many swine after him, who rooted up all Toledo with their snouts, and even the Mosques therein: Certes, he will one day become King of Toledo. And while they were thus communing every hair upon King Don Alfonso’s head stood up erect, and Alimaymon laid his hand upon them to press them down, but so soon as his hand was taken off they rose again; and the two Moors held it for a great token, and spake with each other concerning it, and one of King Alimaymon’s favourites heard all which they said. And after the sheep had been sacrificed they returned into the city, and the favourite told the King what he had heard the two Moors say; and the King sent for them forthwith, and questioned them, and they repeated to him what they had said, even as ye have heard. And King Alimaymon said unto them, What then shall I do? and they made answer, that he should put Don Alfonso to death; but the King replied, that this he would not do, nor go against the true promise which he had given him, but that he would so deal that no evil should ever come towards himself from Alfonso. So he sent for Don Alfonso and bade him swear that he would never come against him, nor against his sons, and that no evil should come against them from him; and King Don Alfonso did as Alimaymon required, and did him homage to this effect. And thenceforth was the King of Toledo more secure of him, and held him even in greater favour than before. All this while did King Don Alfonso govern himself by the advice of Count Peransures, who alway advised him discreetly and well.

XXII. But when King Don Sancho heard how his brother had fled from the Monastery, he drew out his host and went against the city of Leon. The Leonese would fain have maintained the city against him, but they could not, and he took the city of Leon, and all the towns and castles which had been under the dominion of his brother King Don Alfonso. And then he put the crown upon his head, and called himself King of the three kingdoms. He was a fair knight and of marvellous courage, so that both Moors and Christians were dismayed at what they saw him do, for they saw that nothing which he willed to take by force could stand against him. And when the Infanta Doña Urraca, and the men of Zamora, saw that he had quiet possession of both his brother’s kingdoms, they feared that he would come against them and disherit his sister also. And for this reason they took Don Arias Gonzalo to be their chief captain, Doña Urraca’s foster-father, that by his means they might protect themselves, if need should be. And it came to pass as they had feared, for King Don Sancho knew that his sisters greatly loved Don Alfonso, and he thought that by their counsel he had fled from the Monastery, especially by Doña Urraca’s, because Don Alfonso guided himself in all things by her counsel, holding her in place of a mother, for she was a lady of great understanding. And he went forth with his army, and took from the Infanta Doña Elvira the half of the Infantazgo which she possessed, and also from Doña Urraca the other half. And he went against Toro, the city of Doña Elvira, and took it; and then he went to Zamora to Doña Urraca, bidding her yield him up the city, and saying that he would give her lands as much as she required in the plain country. But she returned for answer, that she would in no manner yield unto him that which the King her father had given her; and she besought him that he would suffer her to continue to dwell peaceably therein, saying that no disservice should ever be done against him on her part.

XXIII. Then King Don Sancho went to Burgos, because it was not the season for besieging a town, being winter. And he sent his letters through all the land, calling upon his vassals to assemble together upon the first day of March in Sahagun, upon pain of forfeiting his favour. Now though the King was yet but a young man, whose beard was but just coming, he was of so great courage that the people feared him, and dared not do otherwise than as he commanded. And they assembled together in Sahagun on the day appointed; and when the King heard in what readiness they were, it gladdened him, and he lifted up his hands to God and said, Blessed be thy name, O Lord, because thou hast given me all the kingdoms of my father. And when he had said this he ordered proclamation to be made through the streets of Burgos, that all should go forth to protect the host and the body of the King their Lord. And the day in which they left Burgos they took up their lodging at Fromesta; and the next day they came to Canion, but the King would not lodge there, and he went on to Sahagun, where the army awaited him, and took up his lodging without the town; and on the following morning he bade the host advance, and they made such speed that in three days they arrived before Zamora, and pitched their tents upon the banks of the Douro; and he ordered proclamation to be made throughout the host that no harm should be done until he had commanded it. And he mounted on horseback with his hidalgos and rode round the town, and beheld how strongly it was situated upon a rock, with strong walls, and many and strong towers, and the river Douro running at the foot thereof; and he said unto his knights, Ye see how strong it is, neither Moor nor Christian can prevail against it; if I could have it from my sister either for money or exchange, I should be Lord of Spain.

XXIV. Then the King returned to his tents, and incontinently he sent for the Cid, and said unto him, Cid, you well know how manifoldly you are bound unto me, both by nature, and by reason of the breeding which the King my father gave you; and when he died he commended you to me, and I have ever shown favour unto you, and you have ever served me as the loyalest vassal that ever did service to his Lord; and I have for your good deserts given unto you more than there is in a great county, and have made you the chief of all my household. Now therefore I beseech you as my friend and true vassal, that you go to Zamora to my sister Doña Urraca, and say unto her again, that I beseech her to give me the town either for a price, or in exchange, and I will give to her Medina de Rio-seco, with the whole Infantazgo, from Villalpando to Valladolid, and Tiedra also, which is a good Castle; and I will swear unto her, with twelve knights of my vassals, never to break this covenant between us; but if she refuseth to do this I will take away the town from her by force. And my Cid kissed the hand of the King and said unto him, This bidding, Sir, should be for other messenger, for it is a heavy thing for me to deliver it; for I was brought up in Zamora by your father’s command, in the house of Don Arias Gonzalo, with Doña Urraca and with his sons, and it is not fitting that I should be the bearer of such bidding. And the King persisted in requiring of him that he should go, insomuch that he was constrained to obey his will. And he took with him fifteen of his knights and rode towards Zamora, and when he drew nigh he called unto those who kept guard in the towers not to shoot their arrows at him, for he was Ruydiez of Bivar, who came to Doña Urraca with the bidding of her brother King Don Sancho. With that there came down a knight who was nephew to Arias Gonzalo, and had the keeping of the gate, and he bade the Cid enter, saying that he would order him to be well lodged while he went to Doña Urraca to know if she would be pleased to see him. So the Cid went in, and the knight went to the Infanta, and told her that Ruydiez of Bivar was come with a message from King Don Sancho; and it pleased her well that he should be the messenger, and she bade him come before that she might know what was his bidding; and she sent Arias Gonzalo and the other knights of her party to meet him and accompany him. And when the Cid entered the palace Doña Urraca advanced to meet him, and greeted him full well, and they seated themselves both upon the Estrado. And Doña Urraca said unto him, Cid, you well know that you were brought up with me here in Zamora, in the house of Don Arias Gonzalo, and when my father was at the point of death he charged you that you should alway counsel his sons the best you could. Now therefore tell me I beseech you what is it which my brother goes about to do, now that he has called up all Spain in arms, and to what lands he thinks to go, whether against Moors or Christians. Then the Cid answered and said, Lady, to messenger and a letter no wrong should be done; give me safe assurance and I will tell unto you that which the King your brother hath sent me to say. And she said she would do as Don Arias Gonzalo should advise her. And Don Arias answered that it was well to hear what the King her brother had sent to say: Peradventure, said he, he goeth against the Moors, and requires aid of you, which it would be right to give; and for such service I and my sons would go with him, and I would give fifteen of my people well mounted and armed, and supply them with food for ten years, if he needed them. Doña Urraca then said to the Cid, that he might speak his bidding safely. Then said my Cid, The King your brother sends to greet you, and beseeches you to give him this town of Zamora, either for a price or in exchange; and he will give to you Medina de Rio-seco, with the whole Infantazgo, from Villalpando to Valladolid, and the good castle of Tiedra, and he will swear unto you, with twelve knights his vassals, never to do you hurt or harm; but if you will not give him the town, he will take it against your will.

XXV. When Doña Urraca heard this she was sorely grieved, and in her great sorrow she lamented aloud, saying, Wretch that I am, many are the evil messages which I have heard since my father’s death! He hath disherited my brother King Don Garcia of his kingdom, and taken him, and now holds him in irons as if he were a thief or a Moor; and he hath taken his lands from my brother King Don Alfonso, and forced him to go among the Moors, and live there exiled, as if he had been a traitor; and would let none go with him except Don Peransures and his brethren, whom I sent; and he hath taken her lands from my sister Doña Elvira against her will, and now would he take Zamora from me also! Now then let the earth open and swallow me, that I may not see so many troubles! And with that, in her strong anger against her brother King Don Sancho, she said, I am a woman, and well know that I cannot strive with him in battle; but I will have him slain either secretly or openly. Then Don Arias Gonzalo stood up and said, Lady Doña Urraca, in thus complaining and making lamentation you do inconsiderately; for in time of trouble it befits us to take thought of what best is to be done, and so must we do. Now then, Lady, give order that all the men of Zamora assemble in St. Salvador’s and know of them whether they will hold with you, seeing that your father gave them to you to be your vassals. And if they will hold with you, then give not you up the town, neither for a price, nor in exchange; but if they will not, let us then go to Toledo among the Moors, where your brother King Don Alfonso abideth. And she did as her foster-father had advised, and it was proclaimed through the streets that the men of Zamora should meet in council at St. Salvador’s. And when they were all assembled, Doña Urraca arose and said, Friends and vassals, ye have seen how my brother King Don Sancho hath disherited all his brethren, against the oath which he made to the King my father, and now he would disherit me also. He hath sent to bid me give him Zamora, either for a price or in exchange. Now concerning this I would know whereunto ye advise me, and if you will hold with me as good vassals and true, for he saith that he will take it from me whether I will or no; but if ye will keep my career I think to defend it by God’s mercy and with your help. Then by command of the council there rose up a knight who was called Don Nuño, a man of worth, aged, and of fair speech; and he said, God reward you, Lady, this favour which you have shown us in thinking good to come to our council, for we are your vassals, and should do what you command. And we beseech you give not up Zamora, neither for price nor for exchange, for he who besieges you upon the rock would soon drive you from the plain. The council of Zamora will do your bidding, and will not desert you neither for trouble nor for danger which may befall them, even unto death. Sooner, Lady, will we expend all our possessions, and eat our mules and horses, yea sooner feed upon our children and our wives, than give up Zamora, unless by your command. And they all with one accord confirmed what Don Nuño had said. When the Infanta Doña Urraca heard this she was well pleased, and praised them greatly; and she turned to the Cid and said unto him, You were bred up with me in this town of Zamora, where Don Arias Gonzalo fostered you by command of the King my father, and through your help it was that the King my father gave it unto me to be my inheritance. I beseech you help me now against my brother, and intreat him that he will not seek to disherit me; but if he will go on with what he hath begun, say to him that I will rather die with the men of Zamora, and they with me, than give him up the town, either for price or exchange. And with this answer did the Cid return unto the King.

XXVI. When King Don Sancho heard what the Cid said, his anger kindled against him, and he said, You have given this counsel to my sister because you were bred up with her. And my Cid answered and said, Faithfully have I discharged your bidding, and as a true vassal. Howbeit, O King, I will not bear arms against the Infanta your sister, nor against Zamora, because of the days which are passed; — and I beseech you do not persist in doing this wrong. But then King Don Sancho was more greatly incensed, and he said unto him, If it were not that my father left you commended to me, I would order you this instant to be hanged. But for this which you have said I command you to quit my kingdom within nine days. And the Cid went to his tent in anger, and called for his kinsmen and his friends, and bade them make ready on the instant to depart with him. And he set forth with all the knights and esquires of his table, and with all their retainers horse and foot, twelve hundred persons, all men of approved worth, a goodly company; — and they took the road to Toledo, meaning to join King Don Alfonso among the Moors. And that night they slept at Castro Nuño. But when the Counts and Ricos-omes, and the other good men of the host saw this, they understood the great evil and disservice which might arise to the King, and to the land, from the departure of the Cid, who went away in wrath. And they went to the King and said unto him, Sir, wherefore would you lose so good a vassal, who has done you such great service? If he should go unto your brother Don Alfonso among the Moors, he would not let you besiege this city thus in peace. And the King perceived that they spake rightly, and he called for Don Diego Ordoñez, the son of Count Don Bermudo, who was the son of the Infante Don Ordoño of Leon, and bade him follow the Cid, and beseech him in his name to return; and whatever covenant he should make it should be confirmed unto him; and of this he ordered his letters of credence to be made out. And Don Diego Ordoñez went to horse, and rode after the Cid, and overtook him between Castro Nuño and Medina del Campo. And when it was told unto the Cid that Don Diego Ordoñez was coming, he turned to meet him, and greeted him well, and asked him wherefore he was come. And he delivered the King’s bidding, and showed unto him his letters of credence, and said unto him that the King besought him not to bear in mind the words which he had spoken unto him, being in anger. Then the Cid called together his kinsmen and friends, and asked them what they should do. And they counselled him that he should return to the King, for it was better to remain in his land and serve God, than to go among the Moors. And he held their counsel good, and called for Don Diego, and said unto him that he would do the will of the King: and Don Diego sent to the King to tell him how he had sped. And when the Cid drew nigh unto the host, the King went out with five hundred knights to meet him, and received him gladly, and did him great honour. And the Cid kissed his hand and asked him if he confirmed what Don Diego had said; and the King confirmed it before all the knights who were there present, promising to give him great possessions. And when they came to the army great was the joy because of the Cid’s return, and great were the rejoicings which were made: but as great was the sorrow in Zamora, for they who were in the town held that the siege was broken up by his departure. Nevertheless my Cid would not bear arms against the Infanta, nor against the town of Zamora, because of the days which were past.

XXVII. And the King ordered proclamation to be made throughout the host that the people should make ready to attack the town. And they fought against it three days and three nights so bravely that all the ditches were filled up, and the barbicans thrown down, and they who were within fought sword in hand with those without, and the waters of the Douro, as they past below the town, were all discoloured with blood. And when Count Don García de Cabra saw the great loss which they were suffering, it grieved him; and he went unto the King and told him that many men were slain, and advised him to call off the host that they should no longer fight against the town, but hold it besieged, for by famine it might soon be taken. Then the King ordered them to draw back, and he sent to each camp to know how many men had died in the attack, and the number was found to be a thousand and thirty. And when the King knew this he was greatly troubled for the great loss which he had received, and he ordered the town to be beleagered round about, and in this manner he begirt it, that none could enter into it, neither go out therefrom; and there was a great famine within the town. And when Don Arias Gonzalo saw the misery, and the hunger, and the mortality which were there, he said to the Infanta Doña Urraca, You see, Lady, the great wretchedness which the people of Zamora have suffered, and do every day suffer to maintain their loyalty; now then call together the Council, and thank them truly for what they have done for you, and bid them give up the town within nine days to the King your brother. And we, Lady, will go to Toledo to your brother King Don Alfonso, for we cannot defend Zamora; King Don Sancho is of so great heart and so resolute, that he will never break up the siege, and I do not hold it good, that you should abide here longer. And Doña Urraca gave orders that the good men of Zamora should meet together in Council; and she said unto them, Friends, ye well see the resoluteness of King Don Sancho my brother; and already have ye suffered much evil and much wretchedness for doing right and loyally, losing kinsmen and friends in my service. Ye have done enough, and I do not hold it good that ye should perish; I command ye therefore give up the town to him within nine days, and I will go to Toledo to my brother King Don Alfonso. The men of Zamora when they heard this had great sorrow, because they had endured the siege so long, and must now give up the town at last; and they determined all to go with the Infanta, and not remain in the town.

XXVIII. When Vellido Dolfos heard this, he went to Doña Urraca and said, Lady, I came here to Zamora to do you service with thirty knights, all well accoutred, as you know; and I have served you long time, and never have I had from you guerdon for my service, though I have demanded it: but now if you will grant my demand I will relieve Zamora, and make King Don Sancho break up the siege. Then said Doña Urraca, Vellido, I shall repeat to thee the saying of the wise man, A man bargains well with the slothful and with him who is in need; and thus you would deal with me. I do not bid thee commit any evil thing, if such thou hast in thy thought; but I say unto you, that there is not a man in the world to whom if he should relieve Zamora, and make the King my brother raise the siege, I would not grant whatsoever he might require. And when Vellido heard this he kissed her hand, and went to a porter who kept one of the gates of the town, and spake with him, saying, that he should open the gate unto him when he saw him flying toward it, and he gave him his cloak. Then went he to his lodging and armed himself, and mounted his horse, and rode to the house of Don Arias Gonzalo, and cried with a loud voice, We all know the reason, Don Arias Gonzalo, why you will not let Doña Urraca exchange Zamora with her brother; it is because you deal with her as a harlot, like an old traitor. When Arias Gonzalo heard this, it grieved him to the heart, and he said, In an evil day was I born, that so shameful a falsehood as this should be said to me in mine old age, and there should be none to revenge me! Then his sons arose and armed themselves hastily, and went after Vellido, who fled before them toward the gate of the town. The porter when he saw him coming opened the gate, and he rode out and galloped into the camp of the King Don Sancho, and the others followed him till they were nigh the camp, but farther they did not venture. And Vellido went to the King and kissed his hand, and said unto him these false words with a lying tongue: Sir, because I said to the Council of Zamora that they should yield the town unto you, the sons of Arias Gonzalo would have slain me, even as you have seen. And therefore come I to you, Sir, and will be your vassal, if I may find favour at your hands. And I will show you how in a few days you may have Zamora, if God pleases; and if I do not as I have said, then let me be slain. And the King believed all that he said, and received him for his vassal, and did him great honour. And all that night they talked together of his secrets, and he made the King believe that he knew a postern by means of which he would put Zamora into his hands.

XXIX. On the morrow in the morning, one of the knights who were in the town went upon the wall, and cried out with a loud voice, so that the greater part of the host heard him, King Don Sancho, give ear to what I say; I am a knight and hidalgo, a native of the land of Santiago; and they from whom I spring were true men and delighted in their loyalty, and I also will live and die in my truth. Give ear, for I would undeceive you, and tell you the truth, if you will believe me, I say unto you, that from this town of Zamora there is gone forth a traitor to kill you; his name is Vellido Dolfos; he is the son of Adolfo, who slew Don Nuño like a traitor, and the grandson of Laino, another traitor, who killed his gossip and threw him into the river; and this is as great a traitor as the rest of his race; look to yourself therefore and take heed of him. I say this to you, that if peradventure evil should befall you by this traitor, it may not be said in Spain that you were not warned against him. Now the name of this knight was Bernal Diañez de Ocampo. And the men of Zamora sent also to the King to bid him beware of Vellido, and the king took their warning in good part, and sent to say unto them, that when he had the town he would deal bountifully with them, for this which they had done; nevertheless he gave no heed to the warning. And Vellido, when he heard this went to the King, and said, Sir, the old Arias Gonzalo is full crafty, and hath sent to say this unto you, because he knows that by my means you would have won the town. And he called for his horse, feigning that he would depart because of what had been said. But the King took him by the hand and said, Friend and vassal, take no thought for this; I say unto you, that if I may have Zamora, I will make you chief therein, even as Arias Gonzalo is now. Then Vellido kissed his hand and said, God grant you life, Sir, for many and happy years, and let you fulfil what you desire. But the traitor had other thoughts in his heart.

XXX. After this Vellido took the King apart and said to him, If it please you, Sir, let us ride out together alone; we will go round Zamora, and see the trenches which you have ordered to be made; and I will show unto you the postern which is called the Queen’s, by which we may enter the town, for it is never closed. When it is night you shall give me a hundred knights who are hidalgos, well armed, and we will go on foot, and the Zamorans because they are weak with famine and misery, will let us conquer them, and we will enter and open the gate, and keep it open till all your host shall have entered in; and thus shall we win the town of Zamora. The King believed what he said, and they took horse and went riding round the town, and the King looked at the trenches, and that traitor snowed him the postern whereof he had spoken. And after they had ridden round the town the King had need to alight upon the side of the Douro and go apart; now he carried in his hand a light hunting spear which was gilded over, even such as the Kings from whom he was descended were wont to bear; and he gave this to Vellido to hold it while he went aside, to cover his feet. And Vellido Dolfos, when he saw him in that guise, took the hunting spear and thrust it between his shoulders, so that it went through him and came out at his breast. And when he had stricken him he turned the reins and rode as fast as he could toward the postern; this was not the first treason which he had committed, for he had killed the Count Don Nuño treacherously. Now it chanced that the Cid saw him riding thus, and asked him wherefore he fled, and he would not answer; and then the Cid understood that he had done some treason, and his heart misgave him that he had slain the King; and he called in haste for his horse, but while they were bringing it, Vellido had ridden far away; and the Cid being eager to follow him, took only his lance and did not wait to have his spurs buckled on. And he followed him to the postern and had well nigh overtaken him, but Vellido got in; and then the Cid said in his anger, Cursed be the knight who ever gets on horseback without his spurs. Now in all the feats of the Cid never was fault found in him save only in this, that he did not enter after Vellido into the town; but he did not fail to do this for cowardice, neither for fear of death, or of imprisonment; but because he thought that peradventure this was a device between him and the King, and that he fled by the King’s command; for certes, if he had known that the King was slain, there was nothing which would have prevented him from entering the town, and slaying the traitor in the streets, thereright.

XXXI. Now the history saith, that when Vellido Dolfos had got within the postern, he was in such fear both of those who were in the town and of those who were without, that he went and placed himself under the mantle of the Infanta Doña Urraca. And when Don Arias Gonzalo knew this he went unto the Infanta and said, Lady, I beseech you that you give up this traitor to the Castillians, otherwise be sure that it will be to your own harm; for the Castillians will impeach all who are in Zamora, and that will be greater dishonour for you and for us. And Doña Urraca made answer, Counsel me then so that he may not die for this which he hath done. Don Arias Gonzalo then answered, Give him unto me, and I will keep him in custody for three days, and if the Castillians impeach us we will deliver him into their hands; and if they do not impeach us within that time, we will thrust him out of the town so that he shall not be seen among us. And Don Arias Gonzalo took him from thence, and secured him with double fetters, and guarded him well.

XXXII. Meantime the Castillians went to seek their King, and they found him by the side of the Douro, where he lay sorely wounded, even unto death; but he had not yet lost his speech, and the hunting spear was in his body, through and through, and they did not dare to take it out least he should die immediately. And a master of Burgos came up who was well skilled in these things, and he sawed off the ends of the spear, that he might not lose his speech, and said that he should be confessed, for he had death within him. Then Count Don García de Cabra, the curley-haired one of Grañon, said unto him, Sir, think of your soul, for you have a desperate wound. And the King made answer, Blessed be you, Count, who thus counsel me, for I perceive that I am slain; the traitor Vellido has killed me, and I well know that this was for my sins, because I broke the oath which I made unto the King my father. And as the King was saying this the Cid came up and knelt before him and said, I, Sir, remain more desolate than any other of your vassals, for for your sake have I made your brethren mine enemies, and all in the world who were against you, and against whom it pleased you to go. The King your father commended me to them as well as to you, when he divided his kingdoms, and I have lost their love for your sake, having done them great evil. And now neither can I go before King Don Alfonso, your brother, nor remain among the Christians before Doña Urraca your sister, because they hold that whatsoever you have done against them was by my counsel. Now then, Sir, remember me before you depart. The King then commanded that they should raise him up in the bed, and the Counts and Ricos-omes stood round about him, and the Bishops and Archbishops who had come thither to make accord between him and his sister Doña Urraca, and they heard what the Cid said, and knew that he said truly; for whatever good speed King Don Sancho had had in his doings was all by means of my Cid. And the King said unto them, I beseech all ye who are here present, Counts and Ricos-omes, and all my other vassals, that if my brother King Don Alfonso should come from the land of the Moors, ye beseech him to show favour unto you, my Cid, and that he always be bountiful unto you, and receive you to be his vassal; and if he alway doth this and listen unto you, he will not be badly advised. Then the Cid arose and kissed his Wand, and all the chief persons who were there present did the like. And after this the King said unto them, I beseech ye intreat my brother King Don Alfonso to forgive me whatever wrong I have done him, and to pray to God to have mercy upon my soul. And when he had said this he asked for the candle, and presently his soul departed. And all who were there present made great lamentation for the King.




BOOK III.
 

I. Now when the King was dead, the townsmen who were in the camp forsook their tents and fled, and much did they lose in their flight; but the noble Castillians, thinking rather of what they were bound to do as men who had always preserved their loyalty, like their ancestors before them, would not depart from Zamora, nor break up the siege thereof, but remained bravely before it, though they had lost their Lord. And they summoned all the Bishops, and took the body of the King and sent it full honourably to the Monastery of Oña, and buried him there as beseemed a King: and while one part of the chief men of the host accompanied the body, the rest remained in the camp before Zamora. And when the prelates and good men had returned to the army, they took counsel together how they should proceed against the men of Zamora for this great treason which had been committed. Then Count Don García de Cabra arose and said, Friends, ye see that we have lost our Lord the King Don Sancho; the traitor, Vellido, being his vassal, slew him, and they of Zamora have received and harboured him within their walls; and therefore as we think, and as has been said unto us, he did this treason by their counsel. Now then if there be one here who will impeach them for this thing, we will do whatever may be needful that he may come off with honour, and the impeachment be carried through. Then Don Diego Ordoñez arose, the son of Count Don Ordono, a man of royal lineage and great hardihood; and he said unto them, If ye will all assent to this which ye have heard, I will impeach the men of Zamora, for the death of the King our Lord: and they all assented, promising to fulfil what had been said. Now my Cid did not make this impeachment against the people of Zamora, because of the oath which he had sworn.

II. Then Don Diego Ordoñez went to his lodging and armed himself well, and armed his horse also, and mounted and rode toward Zamora. And when he drew nigh unto the town, he covered himself with his shield that they might not hurt him from the walls, and began to cry aloud, asking if Don Arias Gonzalo were there, for he would speak with him. A squire who was keeping guard upon the wall went to Don Arias and told him that there was a knight well armed calling for him, without the walls, and he said that if it pleased Don Arias he would shoot at him with a cross-bow, and strike him or kill his horse; but Don Arias forbade him, saying that he should no ways harm him. And Don Arias Gonzalo went with his sons upon the wall to see who called for him, and he spake to the knight, saying, Friend, what wouldest thou? And Don Diego Ordoñez answered, The Castillians have lost their Lord; the traitor Vellido slew for him, being his vassal, and ye of Zamora have received Vellido and harboured him within your walls. Now therefore I say that he is a traitor who hath a traitor with him, if he knoweth and consenteth unto the treason. And for this I impeach the people of Zamora, the great as well as the little, the living and the dead, they who now are and they who are yet unborn; and I impeach the waters which they drink and the garments which they put on; their bread and their wine, and the very stones in their walls. If there be any one in Zamora to gainsay what I have said, I will do battle with him, and with God’s pleasure conquer him, so that the infamy shall remain upon you. Don Arias Gonzalo replied, If I were what thou sayest I am, it had been better for me never to have been born; but in what thou sayest thou liest. In that which the great do the little have no fault, nor the dead for the deeds of the living, which they neither see nor hear: but setting aside these and the things which have no understanding, as to the rest I say that thou liest, and I will do battle with thee upon this quarrel, or give thee one in my stead. But know that you have been ill advised in making this impeachment, for the manner is, that whosoever impeacheth a Council must do battle with five, one after another, and if he conquer the five he shall be held a true man, but if either of the five conquer him, the Council is held acquitted and he a liar. When Don Diego heard this it troubled him; howbeit he dissembled this right well, and said unto Don Arias Gonzalo, I will bring twelve Castillians, and do you bring twelve men of Zamora, and they shall swear upon the Holy Gospel to judge justly between us, and if they find that I am bound to do battle with five, I will perform it. And Don Arias made answer that he said well, and it should be so. And truce was made for three times nine days, till this should have been determined and the combat fought.

III. Then when the truce was made, Don Arias Gonzalo went out from the town into the host of the Castillians, and his sons with him, and many of the knights of the town; and all the Ricos-omes and knights who were in the host assembled together with them, and consulted what was to be done in this impeachment. And they chose out twelve alcades on the one part, and twelve on the other, who should decide in what manner he was bound to perform combat who impeached a Council. And the four and twenty alcades accorded concerning what was the law in this case; and two of them who were held the most learned in these things arose, the one being a Castillian and the other of Zamora, and said that they had found the law as it was written to be this: That whosoever impeacheth the Council of a town which was a bishop’s seat, must do battle with five in the field, one after another; and that after every combat there should be given unto him fresh arms and horse, and three sops of bread, and a draught either of wine or of water, as he chose. And in this sentence which the twain pronounced, the other twenty and two accorded.

IV. On the morrow before the hour of tierce, the four and twenty alcades marked out the lists upon the sand beside the river, at the place which is called Santiago, and in the middle of the lists they placed a bar, and ordained that he who won the battle should lay hand on the bar, and say that he had conquered: and then they appointed a term of nine days for the combatants to come to those lists which had been assigned. And when all was appointed as ye have heard, Don Arias returned to Zamora, and told the Infanta Doña Urraca all that had been done, and she ordered a meeting to be called, at which all the men of the town assembled. And when they were gathered together, Don Arias Gonzalo said unto them, Friends, I beseech ye, if there be any here among ye who took counsel for the death of King Don Sancho, or were privy thereunto, that ye now tell me, and deny it not; for rather would I go with my sons to the land of the Moors, than be overcome in the field, and held for a traitor. Then they all replied, that there was none there who knew of the treason, nor had consented unto it. At this was Don Arias Gonzalo well pleased, and he bade them go each to his house; and he went to his house also with his sons, and chose out four of them to do combat, and said that he would be the fifth himself; and he gave them directions how to demean themselves in the lists, and said, that he would enter first; and if, said he, what the Castillian saith be true, I would die first, not to see the infamy; but if what he saith be false, I shall conquer him, and ye shall ever be held in honour.

V. When the day appointed was come, Don Arias Gonzalo early in the morning armed his sons, and they armed him; and it was told him that Don Diego Ordoñez was already in the lists. Then he and his sons mounted their horses, and as they rode through the gates of their house, Doña Urraca, with a company of dames met them, and said to Don Arias, weeping, Remember now how my father, King Don Ferrando, left me to your care, and you swore between his hands that you would never forsake me; and lo! now you are forsaking me. I beseech you remain with me, and go not to this battle, for there is reason enough why you should be excused, and not break the oath which you made unto my father. And she took hold on him, and would not let him go, and made him be disarmed. Then came many knights around him, to demand arms of him, and request that they might do battle in his stead; nevertheless he would give them to none. And he called for his son Pedro Arias, who was a right brave knight, though but of green years, and who had greatly intreated his father before this, that he would suffer him to fight in his stead. And Don Arias armed him compleatly with his own hands, and instructed him how to demean himself, and gave him his blessing with his right hand, and said unto him, that in such a point he went to save the people of Zamora, as when our Lord Jesus Christ came through the Virgin Mary, to save the people of this world, who were lost by our father Adam. Then went they into the field, where Don Diego Ordoñez was awaiting them, and Pedrarias entered the lists, and the judges placed them each in his place, and divided the sun between them, and went out, leaving them in the lists.

VI. Then they turned their horses one against the other, and ran at each other full bravely, like good knights. Five times they encountered, and at the sixth encounter their spears brake, and they laid hand upon their swords, and dealt each other such heavy blows that the helmets failed; and in this manner the combat between them continued till noon. And when Don Diego Ordoñez saw that it lasted so long, and he could not yet conquer him, he called to mind that he was there fighting to revenge his Lord, who had been slain by a foul treason, and he collected together all his strength. And he lifted up his sword and smote Pedrarias upon the helmet, so that he cut through it, and through the hood of the mail also, and made a wound in the head. And Pedrarias with the agony of death, and with the blood which ran over his eyes, bowed down to the neck of the horse; yet with all this he neither lost his stirrups, nor let go his sword. And Don Diego Ordoñez seeing him thus, thought that he was dead, and would not strike him again; and he called aloud, saying, Don Arias, send me another son, for this one will never fulfil your bidding. When Pedrarias heard this, grievously wounded as he was, he wiped the blood away with the sleeve of his mail, and went fiercely against him: and he took the sword in both hands, and thought to give it him upon his head; but the blow missed, and fell upon the horse, and cut off great part of his nostrils, and the reins with it; and the horse immediately ran away because of the great wound which he had received. And Don Diego had no reins wherewith to stop him, and perceiving that he should else be carried out of the lists, he threw himself off. And while he did this, Pedrarias fell down dead, just without the mark. And Don Diego Ordoñez laid hand on the bar, and said. Praised be the name of God, one is conquered. And incontinently the judges came and took him by the hand, and led him to a tent and disarmed him, and gave him three sops, and he drank of the wine and rested awhile. And afterwards they gave him other arms, and a horse that was a right good one, and went with him to the lists.

VII. Then Don Arias Gonzalo called for another son, whose name was Diego Arias, and said unto him, To horse! and go fight to deliver this Council and to revenge the death of your brother; and he answered, For this am I come hither. Then his father gave him his blessing and went with, him to the lists. And the judges took the reins of the two champions and led them each to his place, and went out and left them in the lists. And they ran against each other with such force that both shields failed, and in another career they brake their lances. Then laid they hand on their good swords, and delivered such blows that their helmets were cut away, and the sleeves of the mail. And at length Diego Arias received such a blow near the heart that he fell dead. And Don Diego Ordoñez went to the bar and laid hold on it, and cried out to Don Arias Gonzalo, Send me another son, for I have conquered two, thanks be to God. Then the judges came and said that the dead knight was not yet out of the lists, and that he must alight and cast him out. And Don Diego Ordoñez did as they had directed him, and alighted from his horse and took the dead man by the leg, and dragged him to the line, and then letting the leg fall he thrust him out of the lists with his feet. And then he went and laid hand upon the bar again, saying that he had liefer fight with a living man than drag a dead one out of the field. And then the judges came to him, and led him to the tent, and disarmed him, and gave him the three sops and the wine, as they had done before, and sent to say to Don Arias Gonzalo that this son also was slain, and that he should send another.

VIII. Then Don Arias Gonzalo, in great rage and in great trouble called for his son Rodrigo Arias, who was a good knight, right hardy and valiant, the elder of all the brethren; he had been in many a tournament, and with good fortune. And Don Arias said unto him, Son, go now and do battle with Diego Ordoñez, to save Doña Urraca your Lady, and yourself, and the Council of Zamora; and if you do this, in happy hour were you born. Then Rodrigo Arias kissed his hand and answered, Father, I thank you much for what you have said, and be sure that I will save them, or take my death. And he took his arms and mounted, and his father gave him his blessing, and went with him to the lists; and the judges took his reins and led him in. And when the judges were gone out, they twain ran at each other, and Don Diego missed his blow, but Rodrigo Arias did not miss, for he gave him so great a stroke with the lance that it pierced through the shield, and broke the saddle-bow behind, and made him lose his stirrups, and he embraced the neck of his horse. But albeit that Don Diego was sorely bested with that stroke, he took heart presently, and went bravely against him, and dealt him so great a blow that he broke the lance in him; for it went through the shield and all his other arms, and great part of the lance remained in his flesh. After this they laid hand to sword, and gave each to the other great blows, and great wounds with them. And Rodrigo Arias gave so great a wound to Diego Ordoñez, that he cut his left arm through to the bone. And Don Diego Ordoñez, when he felt himself so sorely wounded, went against Rodrigo Arias and delivered him a blow upon the head which cut through the helmet and the hood of the mail, and entered into his head. When Rodrigo Arias felt himself wounded to death, he let go the reins and took his sword in both hands, and gave so great a blow to the horse of Don Diego that he cut his head open. And the horse in his agony ran out of the lists, and carried Don Diego out also, and there died. And Rodrigo Arias fell dead as he was following him. Then Don Diego Ordoñez would have returned into the field to do battle with, the other two, but the judges would not permit this, neither did they think good to decide whether they of Zamora were overcome in this third duel or not. And in this manner the thing was left undecided. Nevertheless, though no sentence was given, there remained no infamy upon the people of Zamora. But better had it been for Don Arias Gonzalo if he had given up Vellido to the Castillians, that he might have died the death of a traitor; he would not then have lost these three sons, who died like good men, in their duty. Now what was the end of Vellido the history sayeth not, through the default of the Chroniclers; but it is to be believed, that because the impeachment was not made within three days, Don Arias Gonzalo thrust him out of the town as Doña Urraca had requested, and that he fled into other lands, peradventure among the Moors. And though it may be that he escaped punishment in this world, yet certes he could not escape it in hell where he is tormented with Dathan and Abiram. and with Judas the Traitor, for ever and ever.

IX. In the meantime the Infanta Doña Urraca wrote letters secretly and sent messengers with them to Toledo to King Don Alfonso, telling him that King Don Sancho his brother was dead, and had left no heir, and that he should come as speedily as he could to receive the kingdoms, And she bade her messengers deliver these privately that the Moors might not discover what had taken place, lest they should seize upon King Don Alfonso, whom she dearly loved. Moreover the Castillians assembled together and found that as King Don Sancho had left no son to succeed him they were bound by right to receive King Don Alfonso as their Lord; and they also sent unto him in secret. Howbeit, certain of those spies who discover to the Moors whatever the Christians design to do, when they knew the death of King Don Sancho, went presently to acquaint the Moors therewith. Now Don Peransures, as he was a man of great understanding and understood the Arabick tongue, when he knew the death of King Don Sancho, and while he was devising how to get his Lord away from Toledo, rode out every day, as if to solace himself, on the way towards Castille, to see whom he might meet, and to learn tidings. And it fell out one day that he met a man who told him he was going with news to King Alimaymon, that King Don Sancho was dead; and Don Peransures took him aside from the road as if to speak to him, and cut off his head. And Peransures returned into the road and met another man coming with the same tidings to the King, and he slew him in like manner. Nevertheless the tidings reached King Alimaymon. Now Peransures and his brethren feared that if the Moor knew this he would not let their Lord depart, but would seize him and make hard terms for his deliverance; and on the other hand, they thought that if he should learn it from any other than themselves, it would be yet worse. And while they were in doubt what they should do, King Don Alfonso, trusting in God’s mercy, said unto them, When I came hither unto this Moor, he received me with great honour, and gave to me abundantly all things of which I stood in need, even as if I had been his son; how then should I conceal from him this favour which it hath pleased God to show me? I will go and tell it unto him. But Don Peransures besought him not to tell him of his brother’s death. And he went to King Alimaymon and said unto him, that he would fain go into his own country, if it pleased him, to help his vassals, who stood greatly in need of him, and he besought him that he would give him men. The death of King Don Sancho he did not make known. And King Alimaymon answered that he should not do this, because he feared that King Don Sancho his brother would take him. And King Don Alfonso said, that he knew the ways and customs of his brother, and did not fear him, if it pleased the King to give him some Moors to help him. Now Alimaymon had heard of the death of King Don Sancho, and be had sent to occupy the roads and the passes, that King Don Alfonso might be stopt if he should attempt to depart without his knowledge. Howbeit he did not fully believe the tidings, seeing that King Don Alfonso did not speak of it; and he rejoiced in his heart at what the King said, and he said unto him, I thank God, Alfonso, that thou hast told me of thy wish to go into thine own country; for in this thou hast dealt loyally by me, and saved me from that which might else have happened, to which the Moors have alway importuned me. And hadst thou departed privily thou couldest not have escaped being slain or taken. Now then go and take thy kingdom; and I will give thee whatever thou hast need of to give to thine own people and win their hearts that they may serve thee. And he then besought him to renew the oath which he had taken, never to come against him nor his sons, but alway to befriend them; and this same oath did the King of Toledo make unto him. Now Alimaymon had a grandson whom he dearly loved, who was not named in the oath, and King Don Alfonso therefore was not bound to keep it towards him. And King Don Alfonso made ready for his departure, and Alimaymon and the chief persons of the court went out from the city with him and rode with him as far as the Sierra del Dragon, which is now called Valtome; and he gave him great gifts, and there they took leave of each other with great love.

X. As soon as King Don Alfonso arrived at Zamora, he pitched his tents in the field of Santiago, and took counsel with his sister. And the Infanta Doña Urraca, who was a right prudent lady and a wise, sent letters throughout the land, that a Cortes should assemble and receive him for their Lord. And when the Leonese and the Gallegos knew that their Lord King Don Alfonso was come, they were full joyful, and they came to Zamora and received him for their Lord and King. And afterwards the Castillians arrived, and they of Navarre, and they also received him for their Lord and King, but upon this condition, that he should swear that he had not taken counsel for the death of his brother King Don Sancho. Howbeit they did not come forward to receive the oath, and they kissed his hands in homage, all, save only Ruydiez, my Cid. And when King Don Alfonso saw that the Cid did not do homage and kiss his hand, as all the other chief persons and prelates and Councils had done, he said, Since now ye have all received me for your Lord, and given me authority over ye, I would know of the Cid Ruydiez why he will not kiss my hand and acknowledge me; for I would do something for him, as I promised unto my father King Don Ferrando, when he commended him to me and to my brethren. And the Cid arose and said, Sir, all whom you see here present, suspect that by your counsel the King Don Sancho your brother came to his death; and therefore, I say unto you that, unless you clear yourself of this, as by right you should do, I will never kiss your hand, nor receive you for my Lord. Then said the King, Cid, what you say pleases me well; and here I swear to God and to St. Mary, that I never slew him, nor took counsel for his death, neither did it please me, though he had taken my kingdom from me. And I beseech ye therefore all, as friends and true vassals, that ye tell me how I may clear myself. And the chiefs who were present said, that he and twelve of the knights who came with him from Toledo, should make this oath in the church at St. Gadea at Burgos, and that so he should be cleared.

XI. So the King and all his company took horse and went to Burgos. And when the day appointed for the oath was come, the King went to hear mass in the church of Gadea, and his sisters the Infantas Doña Urraca and Doña Elvira with him, and all his knights. And the King came forward upon a high stage that all the people might see him, and my Cid came to him to receive the oath; and my Cid took the book of the Gospels and opened it, and laid it upon the altar, and the King laid his hands upon it, and the Cid said unto him, King Don Alfonso, you come here to swear concerning the death of King Don Sancho your brother, that you neither slew him nor took counsel for his death; say now you and these hidalgos, if ye swear this. And the King and the hidalgos answered and said, Yea, we swear it. And the Cid said, If ye knew of this thing, or gave command that it should be done, may you die even such a death as your brother the King Don Sancho, by the hand of a villain whom you trust; one who is not a hidalgo, from another land, not a Castillian; and the King and the knights who were with him said Amen. And the king’s colour changed; and the Cid repeated the oath unto him a second time, and the King and the twelve knights said Amen to it in like manner, and in like manner the countenance of the King was changed again. And my Cid repeated the oath unto him a third time, and the King and the knights said Amen; but the wrath of the King was exceeding great, and he said to the Cid, Ruydiez, why dost thou thus press me, man? To-day thou swearest me, and to-morrow thou wilt kiss my hand. And from that day forward there was no love towards my Cid in the heart of the King.

XII. After this was King Don Alfonso crowned King of Castille, and Leon, and Galicia, and Portugal; and he called himself King and Emperor of all Spain, even as his father had done before him. And in the beginning of his reign he did in all things according to the counsel of the Infanta Doña Urraca his sister; and he was a good King, and kept his kingdom so well, that rich and poor alike dwelt in peace and security, neither did one man take arms against another, nor dare to do it, if he valued the eyes in his head. And if the King was noble and high of lineage, much more was he of heart; and in his days justice abounded in the land so, that if a woman had gone alone throughout the whole of his dominions, bearing gold and silver in her hand, she would have found none to hurt her, neither in the waste, nor in the peopled country. The merchants and pilgrims also who passed through his lands were so well protected, that none durst do them wrong. Never while the kingdom was his, had they of his land to do service to any other Lord. And he was a comforter of the sorrowful, and an increaser of the faith, and a defender of the churches, and the strength of the people; a judge without fear; there was not in Spain a consoler of the poor and of those who were oppressed, till he came. Now there was a mortal enmity between my Cid and Count Garcia Ordoñez, and in this year did my Cid gather together those of his table, and all his power, and entered into the lands of Logroño, and Navarre, and Calahorra, burning and spoiling the country before him. And he laid siege to the Castle of Faro and took it. And he sent messengers to the Count his enemy, to say that he would wait for him seven days, and he waited. And the mighty men of the land came to the Count Don Garcia, but come against my Cid that they dared not do, for they feared to do battle with him.

XIII. In the second year of the reign of King Don Alfonso, the King of Cordova made war upon Alimaymon, King of Toledo, and did great damage in his land, and held him besieged in Toledo; and King Don Alfonso drew forth a great host and went to help the King of Toledo. When Alimaymon knew that he was coming with so great a power, he was greatly dismayed, thinking that he came against him; and he sent to remind him of the love and the honour which he had shown unto him in the days of his brother King Don Sancho, and of the oath which he had taken; and to beseech him that he would continue in peace with him. And the King detained his messengers, giving them no reply, and went on advancing into the land, doing no hurt therein. And when he came to Olias, he ordered the whole army to halt. And when the King of Cordova knew that King Don Alfonso was coming, he rose up from before Toledo, and fled away, and the men of Toledo pursued him, and inflicted great loss upon him in his flight.

XIV. And when the army had halted at Olias, the King called for the messengers of Alimaymon, and took with him five knights, and rode to Toledo. And when they came to the gate which is called Visagra, the messengers who went with him made him enter the town, and he sent one of them to tell the King that he was there, and went on in the meantime towards the Alcazar. And when King Alimaymon heard this, he would not wait till a beast should be brought him that he might ride, but set out on foot and went to meet him; and as he was going out he met King Don Alfonso, and they embraced each other. And the King of Toledo kissed King Don Alfonso’s shoulder, for the joy and pleasure that he had in his heart at seeing him; and he gave thanks to God for what he had done to King Don Alfonso, and thanked him also for the truth which was in him, in coming thus to his deliverance, and for remembering the oath which they had made each to the other. And they rejoiced together all that night, and great was the joy of the people of Toledo, because of the love which King Don Alfonso bore toward their Lord. But great was the sorrow in the host of the Castillians, for they never thought to see their Lord again; and they thought that he had committed a great folly in thus putting himself into the power of the Moors.

XV. On the morrow, King Don Alfonso besought King Alimaymon that he would go and eat with him at Olias, and see how he came to help him. And they went both together with a little company, and when they of the host saw their Lord they were all right joyful, and the two Kings went through the camp, and they sat down to eat in the tent of the King, which was a large one. And while they were at meat King Don Alfonso gave order in secret that five hundred knights should arm themselves and surround the tent. And when the King of Toledo saw these armed knights, and that the tent was surrounded, he was in great fear, and he asked of King Don Alfonso what it should be; and the King bade him eat, and said, that afterwards they would tell him. And after they had eaten, King Don Alfonso said to Alimaymon, You made me swear and promise when you had me in Toledo in your power that no evil should ever come against you on my part: now since I have you in my power I will that you release me from this oath and covenant. And the King of Toledo consented to release him, and besought him to do him no other wrong, and he acquitted him from the promise three times. And when he had done this King Don Alfonso called for the book of the Gospels, and said unto him, Now then that you are in my power, I swear and promise unto you, never to go against you, nor against your son, and to aid you against all other men in the world. And I make this oath unto you because there was reason why I should have broken that other one, seeing that it was made when I was in your hands; but against this I must not go, for I make it when you are in mine, and I could do with you even whatever pleased me; and he laid his hands upon the book, and swore even as he had said. Right joyful was the King of Toledo at this which King Don Alfonso had done, for the loyalty which he had shown towards him. And they remained that night together; and on the morrow Alimaymon returned to his city full gladly, and King Don Alfonso made his host move on towards Cordova, and Alimaymon went with him; and they overran the land, and burnt towns and villages, and destroyed castles, and plundered whatever they could find; and they returned each into his own country with great spoils. And from thenceforward the King of Cordova durst no more attack the King of Toledo.

XVI. In the following years, nothing is found to be related, save that my Cid did battle by command of the King with a knight called Ximen García de Tiogelos, who was one of the best of Navarre: they fought for the castle of Pazluengas, and for two other castles, and my Cid conquered him, and King Don Alfonso had the castles. And after this my Cid did battle in Medina Celi, with a Moor called Faras, who was a good knight in arms, and he defeated and slew him and another also. And in the fifth year of the reign of King Don Alfonso, the King sent the Cid to the Kings of Seville and of Cordova, for the tribute which they were bound to pay him. Now there was at this time war between Almocanis, King of Seville and Almundafar, King of Granada, and with Almundafar were these men of Castille, the Count Don Garcia Ordoñez and Fortun Sanchez, the son-in-law of King Don Garcia, of Navarre, and Lope Sanchez his brother, and Diego Perez, one of the best men of Castille; and they aided him all that they could, and went against the King of Seville, and when my Cid knew this it troubled him, and he sent unto them requiring them not to go against the King of Seville, nor to destroy his country, because he was King Don Alfonso’s vassal; otherwise the King must defend him. And the King of Granada and the Ricos-omes who were with him cared nothing for his letters, but entered boldly into the land of Seville, and advanced as far as Cabra, burning and laying waste before them. When the Cid saw this he gathered together what Christians he could and went against them. And the King of Granada and the Christians who were with him, sent to tell him that they would not go out of the country for him. And the wrath of the Cid was kindled, and he went against them, and fought with them in the field, and the battle lasted from the hour of tierce even until the hour of sexts; and many died upon the part of the King of Granada, and at length my Cid overcame them and made them, take to flight. And Count Garcia Ordoñez was taken prisoner, and Lope Sanchez, and Diego Perez, and many other knights, and of other men so many that they were out of number; and the dead were so many that no man could count them; and the spoils of the field were very great. And the Cid held these good men prisoners three days and then set them free, and he returned with great honour and great riches to Seville. And King Almocanis received him full honourably, and gave him great gifts for himself, and paid him the full tribute for the King; and he returned rich to Castille, and with great honour. And King Don Alfonso was well pleased with the good fortune of the Cid in all his feats; but there were many who wished ill to him, and sought to set the King against him.

XVII. After this King Don Alfonso assembled together all his power and went against the Moors. And the Cid should have gone with him, but he fell sick and perforce therefore abode at home. And while the King was going through Andalusia, having the land at his mercy, a great power of the Moors assembled together on the other side, and entered the land, and besieged the castle of Gormaz, and did much evil. At this time the Cid was gathering strength; and when he heard that the Moors were in the country, laying waste before them, he gathered together what force he could, and went after them; and the Moors, when they heard this, dared not abide his coming, but began to fly. And the Cid followed them to Atienza, and to Ciguenza, and Fita, and Guadalajara, and through the whole land of St. Esteban, as far as Toledo, slaying and burning, and plundering and destroying, and laying hands on all whom he found, so that he brought back seven thousand prisoners, men and women; and he and all his people returned rich and with great honour. But when the King of Toledo heard of the hurt which he had received at the hands of the Cid, he sent to King Don Alfonso to complain thereof, and the King was greatly troubled. And then the Ricos-omes who wished ill to the Cid, had the way open to do him evil with the King, and they said to the King, Sir, Ruydiez hath broken your faith, and the oath and promise which you made to the King of Toledo: and he hath done this for no other reason but that the Moors of Toledo may fall upon us here, and slay both you and us. And the King believed what they said, and was wroth against the Cid, having no love towards him because of the oath which he had pressed upon him at Burgos concerning the death of King Don Sancho his brother. And he went with all speed to Burgos, and sent from thence to bid the Cid come unto him.

XVIII. Now my Cid knew the evil disposition of the King towards him, and when he received his bidding, he made answer that he would meet him between Burgos and Bivar. And the King went out from Burgos and came nigh unto Bivar; and the Cid came up to him and would have kissed his hand, but the King withheld it, and said angrily unto him, Ruydiez, quit my land. Then the Cid clapt spurs to the mule upon which he rode, and vaulted into a piece of ground which was his own inheritance, and answered, Sir, I am not in your land, but in my own. And the King replied full wrathfully, Go out of my kingdoms without any delay. And the Cid made answer, Give me then thirty days time, as is the right of the hidalgos; and the King said he would not, but that if he were not gone in nine days time he would come and look for him. The Counts were well pleased at this; but all the people of the land were sorrowful. And then the King and the Cid parted. And the Cid sent for all his friends and his kinsmen and vassals, and told them how King Don Alfonso had banished him from the land, and asked of them who would follow him into banishment, and who would remain at home. Then Alvar Fañez, who was his cousin-german, came forward and said, Cid, we will all go with you, through desert and through peopled country, and never fail you. In your service will we spend our mules and horses, our wealth and our garments, and ever while we live be unto you loyal friends and vassals. And they all confirmed what Alvar Fañez had said; and the Cid thanked them for their love, and said that there might come a time in which he should guerdon them.

XIX. And as he was about to depart he looked back upon his own home, and when he saw his hall deserted, the household chests unfastened, the doors open, no cloaks hanging up, no seats in the porch, no hawks upon the perches, the tears came into his eyes, and he said, My enemies have done this … God be praised for all things. And he turned toward the East and knelt and said, Holy Mary Mother, and all Saints, pray to God for me, that he may give me strength to destroy all the Pagans, and to win enough from them to requite my friends therewith, and all those who follow and help me. Then he called for Alvar Fañez and said unto him, Cousin, the poor have no part in the wrong which the King hath done us; see now that no wrong be done unto them along our road: and he called for his horse. And then an old woman who was standing at her door said, Go in a lucky minute, and make spoil of whatever you wish. And with this proverb he rode on, saying, Friends, by God’s good pleasure we shall return to Castilla with great honour and great gain. And as they went out from Bivar they had a crow on their right hand, and when they came to Burgos they had a crow on the left.

XX. My Cid Ruydiez entered Burgos, having sixty streamers in his company. And men and women went forth to see him, and the men of Burgos and the women of Burgos were at their windows, weeping, so great was their sorrow; and they said with one accord, God, how good a vassal if he had but a good Lord! and willingly would each have bade him come in, but no one dared so to do. For King Don Alfonso in his anger had sent letters to Burgos, saying that no man should give the Cid a lodging; and that whosoever disobeyed should lose all that he had, and moreover the eyes in his head. Great sorrow had these Christian folk at this, and they hid themselves when he came near them because they did not dare speak to him; and my Cid went to his Posada, and when he came to the door he found it fastened, for fear of the King. And his people called out with a loud voice, but they within made no answer. And the Cid rode up to the door, and took his foot out of the stirrup, and gave it a kick, but the door did not open with it, for it was well secured; a little girl of nine years old then came out of one of the houses and said unto him, O Cid, the King hath forbidden us to receive you. We dare not open our doors to you, for we should lose our houses and all that we have, and the eyes in our head. Cid, our evil would not help you, but God and all his Saints be with you. And when she had said this she returned into the house. And when the Cid knew what the King had done he turned away from the door and rode up to St. Mary’s, and there he alighted and knelt down, and prayed with all his heart; and then he mounted again and rode out of the town, and pitched his tent near Arlanzon, upon the Glera, that is to say, upon the sands. My Cid Ruydiez, he who in a happy hour first girt on his sword, took up his lodging upon the sands, because there was none who would receive him within their door. He had a good company round about him, and there he lodged as if he had been among the mountains.

XXI. Moreover the King had given orders that no food should be sold them in Burgos, so that they could not buy even a pennyworth. But Martin Antolinez, who was a good Burgalese, he supplied my Cid and all his company with bread and wine abundantly. Campeador, said he to the Cid, to-night we will rest here, and to-morrow we will be gone. I shall be accused for what I have done in serving you, and shall be in the King’s displeasure; but following your fortunes, sooner or later, the King will have me for his friend, and if not, I do not care a fig for what I leave behind. Now this Martin Antolinez was nephew unto the Cid, being the son of his brother, Ferrando Diaz. And the Cid said unto him, Martin Antolinez, you are a bold Lancier; if I live I will double you your pay. You see I have nothing with me, and yet must provide for my companions. I will take two chests and fill them with sand, and do you go in secret to Rachel and Vidas, and tell them to come hither privately; for I cannot take my treasures with me because of their weight, and will pledge them in their hands. Let them come for the chests at night, that no man may see them. God knows that I do this thing more of necessity than of wilfulness; but by God’s good help I shall redeem all. Now Rachel and Vidas were rich Jews, from whom the Cid used to receive money for his spoils. And Martin Antolinez went in quest of them, and he passed through Burgos and entered into the Castle; and when he saw them he said, Ah Rachel and Vidas, my dear friends! now let me speak with ye in secret. And they three went apart. And he said to them, Give me your hands that you will not discover me neither to Moor nor Christian! I will make you rich men for ever. The Campeador went for the tribute and he took great wealth, and some of it he has kept for himself. He has two chests full of gold; ye know that the King is in anger against him, and he cannot carry these away with him without their being seen. He will leave them therefore in your hands, and you shall lend him money upon them, swearing with great oaths and upon your faith, that ye will not open them till a year be past. Rachel and Vidas took counsel together and answered, We well knew he got something when he entered the land of the Moors; he who has treasures does not sleep without suspicion; we will take the chests, and place them where they shall not be seen. But tell us with what will the Cid be contented, and what gain will he give us for the year? Martin Antolinez answered like a prudent man, My Cid requires what is reasonable; he will ask but little to leave his treasures in safety. Men come to him from all parts. He must have six hundred marks. And the Jews said, We will advance him so much. Well then, said Martin Antolinez, ye see that the night is advancing; the Cid is in haste, give us the marks. This is not the way of business, said they; we must take first, and then give. Ye say well, replied the Burgalese: come then to the Campeador, and we will help you to bring away the chests, so that neither Moors nor Christians may see us. So they went to horse and rode out together, and they did not cross the bridge, but rode through the water that no man might see them, and they came to the tent of the Cid.

XXII. Meantime the Cid had taken two chests, which were covered with leather of red and gold, and the nails which fastened down the leather were well gilt; they were ribbed with bands of iron, and each fastened with three locks; they were heavy, and he filled them with sand. And when Rachel and Vidas entered his tent with Martin Antolinez, they kissed his hand; and the Cid smiled and said to them, Ye see that I am going out of the land, because of the King’s displeasure; but I shall leave something with ye. And they made answer, Martin Antolinez has covenanted with us, that we shall give you six hundred marks upon these chests, and keep them a full year, swearing not to open them till that time be expired, else shall we be perjured. Take the chests, said Martin Antolinez; I will go with you, and bring back the marks, for my Cid must move before cock-crow. So they took the chests, and though they were both strong men they could not raise them from the ground; and they were full glad of the bargain which they had made. And Rachel then went to the Cid and kissed his hand and said, Now, Campeador, you are going from Castille among strange nations, and your gain will be great, even as your fortune is. I kiss your hand, Cid, and have a gift for you, a red skin: it is Moorish and honourable. And the Cid said, It pleases me; give it me if ye have brought it, if not, reckon it upon the chests. And they departed with the chests, and Martin Antolinez and his people helped them, and went with them. And when they had placed the chests in safety, they spread a carpet in the middle of the hall, and laid a sheet upon it and they threw down upon it three hundred marks of silver. Don Martin counted them, and took them without weighing. The other three hundred they paid in gold. Don Martin had five squires with him, and he loaded them all with the money. And when this was done he said to them, Now Don Rachel and Vidas, you have got the chests, and I who got them for you well deserve a pair of hose. And the Jews said to each other, Let us give him a good gift for this which he has done; and they said to him, We will give you enough for hose and for a rich doublet and a good cloak; you shall have thirty marks. Don Martin thanked them and took the marks, and bidding them both farewell, he departed right joyfully.

XXIII. When Martin Antolinez came into the Cid’s tent he said unto him, I have sped well, Campeador! you have gained six hundred marks, and I thirty. Now then strike your tent and be gone. The time draws on, and you may be with your Lady Wife at St. Pedro de Cardeña, before the cock crows. So the tent was struck, and my Cid and his company went to horse at this early hour. And the Cid turned his horse’s head toward St. Mary’s, and with his right hand he blest himself on the forehead, and he said, God be praised! help me, St. Mary. I go from Castille because the anger of the King is against me, and I know not whether I shall ever enter it again in all my days. Help me, glorious Virgin, in my goings, both by night and by day. If you do this and my lot be fair, I will send rich and goodly gifts to your altar, and will have a thousand masses sung there. Then with a good heart he gave his horse the reins. And Martin Antolinez said to him, Go ye on; I must back to my wife and tell her what she is to do during my absence. I shall be with you in good time. And back he went to Burgos, and my Cid and his company pricked on. The cocks were crowing amain, and the day began to break, when the good Campeador reached St. Pedro’s. The Abbot Don Sisebuto was saying matins, and Doña Ximena and five of her ladies of good lineage were with him, praying to God and St. Peter to help my Cid. And when he called at the gate and they knew his voice, God, what a joyful man was the Abbot Don Sisebuto! Out into the court yard they went with torches and with tapers, and the Abbot gave thanks to God that he now beheld the face of my Cid. And the Cid told him all that had befallen him, and how he was a banished man; and he gave him fifty marks for himself, and a hundred for Doña Ximena and her children. Abbot, said he, I leave two little girls behind me, whom I commend to your care. Take you care of them and of my wife and of her ladies: when this money be gone, if it be not enough, supply them abundantly; for every mark which you expend upon them I will give the Monastery four. And the Abbot promised to do this with a right good will. Then Doña Ximena came up and her daughters with her, each of them borne in arms, and she knelt down on both her knees before her husband, weeping bitterly, and she would have kissed his hand; and she said to him, Lo now you are banished from the land by mischief-making men, and here am I with your daughters, who are little ones and of tender years, and we and you must be parted, even in your life time. For the love of St. Mary tell me now what we shall do. And the Cid took the children in his arms, and held them to his heart and wept, for he dearly loved them. Please God and St. Mary, said he, I shall yet live to give these my daughters in marriage with my own hands, and to do you service yet, my honoured wife, whom I have ever loved, even as my own soul.

XXIV. A great feast did they make that day in the Monastery for the good Campeador, and the bells of St. Pedro’s rung merrily. Meantime the tidings had gone through Castille how my Cid was banished from the land, and great was the sorrow of the people. Some left their houses to follow him, others forsook their honourable offices which they held. And that day a hundred and fifteen knights assembled at the bridge of Arlanzon, all in quest of my Cid; and there Martin Antolinez joined them, and they rode on together to St. Pedro’s. And when he of Bivar knew what a goodly company were coming to join him, he rejoiced in his own strength, and rode out to meet them and greeted them full courteously; and they kissed his hand, and he said to them, I pray to God that I may one day requite ye well, because ye have forsaken your houses and your heritages for my sake, and I trust that I shall pay ye two fold. Six days of the term allotted were now gone, and three only remained: if after that time he should be found, within the King’s dominions, neither for gold nor for silver could he then escape. That day they feasted together, and when it was evening the Cid distributed among them, all that he had, giving to each man according to what he was; and he told them that they must meet at mass after matins, and depart at that early hour. Before the cock crew they were ready, and the Abbot said the mass of the Holy Trinity, and when it was done they left the church and went to horse. And my Cid embraced Doña Ximena and his daughters, and blest them; and the parting between them was like separating the nail from the quick flesh: and he wept and continued to look round after them. Then Alvar Fañez came up to him and said, Where is your courage, my Cid? In a good hour were you born of woman. Think of our road now; these sorrows will yet be turned into joy. And the Cid spake again to the Abbot, commending his family to his care; — well did the Abbot know that he should one day receive good guerdon. And as he took leave of the Cid, Alvar Fañez said to him, Abbot, if you see any who come to follow us, tell them what route we take, and bid them make speed, for they may reach us either in the waste or in the peopled country. And then they loosed the reins and pricked forward.

XXV. That night my Cid lay at Spinar de Can, and people flocked to him from all parts, and early on the morrow he set out; Santestevan lay on his left hand, which is a good city, and Ahilon on the right, which belongs to the Moors, and he passed by Alcobiella, which is the boundary of Castille. And he went by the Calzada de Quinea, and crost the Douro upon rafts. That night, being the eighth, they rested at Figeruela, and more adventurers came to join him. And when my Cid was fast asleep, the Angel Gabriel appeared to him in a vision, and said, Go on boldly and fear nothing; for everything shall go well with thee as long as thou livest, and all the things which thou beginnest, thou shalt bring to good end, and thou shalt be rich and honourable. And the Cid awoke and blest himself; and he crost his forehead and rose from his bed, and knelt down and gave thanks to God for the mercy which he had vouchsafed him, being right joyful because of the vision. Early on the morrow they set forth; now this was the last day of the nine. And they went on towards the Sierra de Miedes. Before sunset the Cid halted and took account of his company; there were three hundred lances, all with streamers, besides foot-soldiers. And he said unto them, Now take and eat, for we must pass this great and wild Sierra, that we may quit the land of King Alfonso this night. To-morrow he who seeks us may find us. So they passed the Sierra that night.




BOOK IV.
 

I. Now hath my Cid left the kingdom of King Don Alfonso, and entered the country of the Moors. And at day-break they were near the brow of the Sierra, and they halted there upon the top of the mountains, and gave barley to their horses, and remained there until evening. And they set forward when the evening had closed, that none might see them, and continued their way all night, and before dawn they came near to Castrejon, which is upon the Henares. And Alvar Fañez said unto the Cid, that he would take with him two hundred horsemen, and scour the country as far as Fita and Guadalajara and Alcala, and lay hands on whatever he could find, without fear either of King Alfonso or of the Moors. And he counselled him to remain in ambush where he was, and surprise the castle of Castrejon: and it seemed good unto my Cid. Away went Alvar Fañez, and Alvar Alvarez with him, and Alvar Salvadores, and Galin García, and the two hundred horsemen; and the Cid remained in ambush with the rest of his company. And as soon as it was morning, the Moors of Castrejon, knowing nothing of these who were so near them, opened the castle gates, and went out to their work as they were wont to do. And the Cid rose from ambush and fell upon them, and took all their flocks, and made straight for the gates, pursuing them. And there was a cry within the castle that the Christians were upon them, and they who were within ran to the gates to defend them, but my Cid came up sword in hand; eleven Moors did he slay with his own hand, and they forsook the gate and fled before him to hide themselves within, so that he won the castle presently, and took gold and silver, and whatever else he would.

II. Alvar Fañez meantime scoured the country along the Henares as far as Alcala, and he returned driving flocks and herds before him, with great stores of wearing apparel, and of other plunder. He came with the banner of Minaya, and there were none who dared fall upon his rear. And when the Cid knew that he was nigh at hand he went out to meet him, and praised him greatly for what he had done, and gave thanks to God. And he gave order that all the spoils should be heaped together, both what Alvar Fañez had brought, and what had been taken in the castle; and he said to him, Brother, of all this which God hath given us, take you the fifth, for you well deserve it; but Minaya would not, saying, You have need of it for our support. And the Cid divided the spoil among the knights and foot-soldiers, to each his due portion; to every horseman a hundred marks of silver, and half as much to the foot-soldiers: and because he could find none to whom to sell his fifth, he spake to the Moors of Castrejon, and sent to those of Fita and Guadalajara, telling them that they might come safely to purchase the spoil, and the prisoners also whom he had taken, both men prisoners and women, for he would have none with him. And they came, and valued the spoil and the prisoners, and gave for them three thousand marks of silver, which they paid within three days: they bought also much of the spoil which had been divided, making great gain, so that all who were in my Cid’s company were full rich. And the heart of my Cid was joyous, and he sent to King Don Alfonso, telling him that he and his companions would yet do him service upon the Moors.

III. Then my Cid assembled together his good men and said unto them, Friends, we cannot take up our abode in this castle, for there is no water in it, and moreover the King is at peace with these Moors, and I know that the treaty between them hath been written; so that if we should abide here he would come against us with all his power, and with all the power of the Moors, and we could not stand against him. If therefore it seem good unto you, let us leave the rest of our prisoners here, for it does not beseem us to take any with us, but to be as free from all encumbrance as may be, like men who are to live by war, and to help ourselves with our arms. And it pleased them well that it should be so. And he said to them, Ye have all had your shares, neither is there anything owing to any one among ye. Now then let us be ready to take horse betimes on the morrow, for I would not fight against my Lord the King. So on the morrow they went to horse and departed, being rich with the spoils which they had won: and they left the castle to the Moors, who remained blessing them for this bounty which they had received at their hands. Then my Cid and his company went up the Henares as fast as they could go, and they passed by the Alcarías, and by the caves of Anquita, and through the waters, and they entered the plain of Torancio, and halted between Fariza and Cetina: great were the spoils which they collected as they went along. And on the morrow they passed Alfama, and leaving the Gorge below them they passed Bobierca, and Teca which is beyond it, and came against Alcocer. There my Cid pitched his tents upon a round hill, which was a great hill and a strong; and the river Salon ran near them, so that the water could not be cut off. My Cid thought to take Alcocer: so he pitched his tents securely, having the Sierra on one side, and the river on the other, and he made all his people dig a trench, that they might not be alarmed, neither by day nor by night.

IV. When my Cid had thus encamped, he went to look at the Alcazar, and see if he could by any means enter it. And the Moors offered tribute to him if he would leave them in peace; but this he would not do, and he lay before the town. And news went through all the land that the Cid was come among them, and they of Calatayud were in fear. And my Cid lay before Alcocer fifteen weeks; and when he saw that the town did not surrender, he ordered his people to break up their camp, as if they were flying, and they left one of their tents behind them, and took their way along the Salon, with their banners spread. And when the Moors saw this they rejoiced greatly, and there was a great stir among them, and they praised themselves for what they had done in withstanding him, and said, that the Cid’s bread and barley had failed him, and he had fled away, and left one of his tents behind him. And they said among themselves, Let us pursue them and spoil them, for if they of Teruel should be before us the honour and the profit will be theirs, and we shall have nothing. And they went out after him, great and little, leaving the gates open and shouting as they went; and there was not left in the town a man who could bear arms. And when my Cid saw them coming he gave orders to quicken their speed, as if he was in fear, and would not let his people turn till the Moors were far enough from the town. But when he saw that there was a good distance between them and the gates, then he bade his banner turn, and spurred towards them, crying, Lay on, knights, by God’s mercy the spoil is our own. God! what a good joy was theirs that morning! My Cid’s vassals laid on without mercy; — in one hour, and in a little space, three hundred Moors were slain, and the Cid and Alvar Fañez had good horses, and got between them and the Castle, and stood in the gateway sword in hand, and there was a great mortality among the Moors; and my Cid won the place, and Pero Bermudez planted his banner upon the highest point of the Castle. And the Cid said, Blessed be God and all his Saints, we have bettered our quarters both for horses and men. And he said to Alvar Fañez and all his knights, Hear me, we shall get nothing by killing these Moors; — let us take them and they shall show us their treasures which they have hidden in their houses, and we will dwell here and they shall serve us. In this manner did my Cid win Alcocer, and take up his abode therein.

V. Much did this trouble the Moors of Teca, and it did not please those of Teruel, nor of Calatayud. And they sent to the King of Valencia to tell him that one who was called Ruydiez the Cid, whom King Don Alfonso had banished, was come into their country, and had taken Alcocer; and if a stop were not put to him, the King might look upon Teca and Teruel and Calatayud as lost, for nothing could stand against him, and he had plundered the whole country, along the Salon on the one side, and the Siloca on the other. When the King of Valencia, whose name was Alcamin, heard this, he was greatly troubled. And incontinently he spake unto two Moorish Kings who were his vassals, bidding them take three thousand horsemen, and all the men of the border, and bring the Cid to him alive, that he might make atonement to him for having entered his land.

VI. Fariz and Galve were the names of these two Moorish Kings, and they set out with the companies of King Alcamin from Valencia, and halted the first night in Segorve, and the second night at Celfa de Canal. And they sent their messengers through the land to all the Councils thereof, ordering all men at arms, as well horsemen as footmen, to join them, and the third night they halted at Calatayud, and great numbers joined them; and they came up against Alcocer, and pitched their tents round about the Castle. Every day their host increased, for their people were many in number, and their watchmen kept watch day and night; and my Cid had no succour to look for except the mercy of God, in which he put his trust. And the Moors beset them so close that they cut off their water, and albeit the Castillians would have sallied against them, my Cid forbade this. In this guise were my Cid and his people besieged for three weeks, and when the fourth week began, he called for Alvar Fañez, and for his company, and said unto them. Ye see that the Moors have cut off our water, and we have but little bread; they gather numbers day by day, and we become weak, and they are in their own country. If we would depart they would not let us, and we cannot go out by night because they have beset us round about on all sides, and we cannot pass on high through the air, neither through the earth which is underneath. Now then if it please you let us go out and fight with them, though they are many in number, and either defeat them or die an honourable death.

VII. Then Minaya answered and said. We have left the gentle land of Castille, and are come hither as banished men, and if we do not beat the Moors they will not give us food. Now though we are but few, yet are we of a good stock, and of one heart and one will; by God’s help let us go out and smite them to-morrow, early in the morning, and you who are not in a state of penitence, go and shrieve yourselves and repent ye of your sins. And they all held that what Alvar Fañez had said was good. And my Cid answered, Minaya, you have spoken as you should do. Then ordered he all the Moors, both men and women, to be thrust out of the town, that it might not be known what they were preparing to do; and the rest of that day and the night also they passed in making ready for the battle. And on the morrow at sunrise the Cid gave his banner to Pero Bermudez, and bade him bear it boldly like a good man as he was, but he charged him not to thrust forward with it without his bidding. And Pero Bermudez kissed his hand, being well pleased. Then leaving only two foot-soldiers to keep the gates, they issued out; and the Moorish scouts saw them and hastened to the camp. Then was there such a noise of tambours as if the earth would have been broken, and the Moors armed themselves in great haste. Two royal banners were there, and five city ones, and they drew up their men in two great bodies, and moved on, thinking to take my Cid and all his company alive; and my Cid bade his men remain still and not move till he should bid them.

VIII. Pero Bermudez could not bear this, but holding the banner in his hand, he cried, God help you, Cid Campeador; I shall put your banner in the middle of that main body; and you who are bound to stand by it — I shall see how you will succour it. And he began to prick forward. And the Campeador called unto him to stop as he loved him, but Pero Bermudez replied he would stop for nothing, and away he spurred and carried his banner into the middle of the great body of the Moors. And the Moors fell upon him that they might win the banner, and beset him on all sides, giving him many and great blows to beat him down; nevertheless his arms were proof, and they could not pierce them, neither could they beat him down, nor force the banner from him, for he was a right brave man and a strong, and a good horseman, and of great heart. And when the Cid saw him thus beset he called to his people to move on and help him. Then placed they their shields before their hearts, and lowered their lances with the streamers thereon, and bending forward, rode on. Three hundred lances were they, each with its pendant, and every man at the first charge slew his Moor. Smite them, knights, for the love of charity, cried the Campeador. I am Ruydiez, the Cid of Bivar! Many a shield was pierced that day, and many a false corselet was broken, and many a white streamer dyed with blood, and many a horse left without a rider. The Misbelievers called on Mahomet, and the Christians on Santiago, and the noise of the tambours and of the trumpets was so great that none could hear his neighbour. And my Cid and his company succoured Pero Bermudez, and they rode through the host of the Moors, slaying as they went, and they rode back again in like manner; thirteen hundred did they kill in this guise. If you would know who they were, who were the good men of that day, it behoves me to tell you, for though they are departed, it is not fitting that the names of those who have done well should die, nor would they who have done well themselves, or who hope so to do, think it right; for good men would not be so bound to do well if their good feats should be kept silent. There was my Cid, the good man in battle, who fought well upon his gilt saddle; and Alvar Fañez Minaya, and Martin Antolinez the Burgalesa of prowess, and Muno Gustios, and Martin Munoz who held Montemayor, and Alvar Alvarez, and Alvar Salvadores, and Galin Garcia the good one of Aragon, and Felez Munoz the nephew of the Campeador. Wherever my Cid went, the Moors made a path before him, for he smote them down without mercy. And while the battle still continued, the Moors killed the horse of Alvar Fañez, and his lance was broken, and he fought bravely with his sword afoot. And my Cid, seeing him, came up to an Alguazil who rode upon a good horse, and smote him with his sword under the right arm, so that he cut him through and through, and he gave the horse to Alvar Fañez, saying, Mount, Minaya, for you are my right hand.

IX. When Alvar Fañez was thus remounted, they fell upon the Moors again, and by this time the Moors were greatly disheartened, having suffered so great loss, and they began to give way. And my Cid, seeing King Fariz, made towards him, smiting down all who were in his way; and he came up to him, and made three blows at him; two of them failed, but the third was a good one, and went through his cuirass, so that the blood ran down his legs. And with that blow was the army of the Moors vanquished, for King Fariz, feeling himself so sorely wounded, turned his reins and fled out of the field, even to Teruel. And Martin Antolinez the good Burgalese came up to King Galve, and gave him a stroke on the head, which scattered all the carbuncles out of his helmet, and cut through it even to the skin; and the King did not wait for another such, and he fled also. A good day was that for Christendom, for the Moors fled on all sides. King Fariz got into Teruel, and King Galve fled after him, but they would not receive him within the gates, and he went on to Calatayud. And the Christians pursued them even to Calatayud. And Alvar Fañez had a good horse; four and thirty did he slay in that pursuit with the edge of his keen sword, and his arm was all red, and the blood dropt from his elbow. And as he was returning from the spoil he said, Now am I well pleased, for good tidings will go to Castille, how my Cid has won a battle in the field. My Cid also turned back; his coif was wrinkled, and you might see his full beard; the hood of his mail hung down upon his shoulders, and the sword was still in his hand. He saw his people returning from the pursuit, and that of all his company fifteen only of the lower sort were slain, and he gave thanks to God for this victory. Then they fell to the spoil, and they found arms in abundance, and great store of wealth; and five hundred and ten horses. And he divided the spoil, giving to each man his fair portion, and the Moors whom they had put out of Alcocer before the battle, they now received again into the castle, and gave to them also a part of the booty, so that all were well content. And my Cid had great joy with his vassals.

X. Then the Cid called unto Alvar Fañez and said, Cousin, you are my right hand, and I hold it good that you should take of my fifth as much as you will, for all would be well bestowed upon you; but Minaya thanked him, and said, that he would take nothing more than his share. And the Cid said unto him, I will send King Don Alfonso a present from my part of the spoils. You shall go into Castille, and take with you thirty horses, the best which were taken from the Moors, all bridled and saddled, and each having a sword hanging from the saddle-bow; and you shall give them to the King, and kiss his hand for me, and tell him that we know how to make our way among the Moors. And you shall take also this bag of gold and silver, and purchase for me a thousand masses in St. Mary’s at Burgos, and hang up there these banners of the Moorish Kings whom we have overcome. Go then to St. Pedro’s at Cardeña, and salute my wife Doña Ximena, and my daughters, and tell them how well I go on, and that if I live I will make them rich women. And salute for me the Abbot Don Sancho, and give him fifty marks of silver; and the rest of the money, whatever shall be left, give to my wife, and bid them all pray for me. Moreover the Cid said unto him, This country is all spoiled, and we have to help ourselves with sword and spear. You are going to gentle Castille; if when you return you should not find us here, you will hear where we are.

XI. Alvar Fañez went his way to Castille, and he found the King in Valladolid, and he presented to him the thirty horses, with all their trappings, and swords mounted with silver hanging from the saddle-bows. And when the King saw them, before Alvar Fañez could deliver his bidding, he said unto him, Minaya, who sends me this goodly present; and Minaya answered, My Cid Ruydiez, the Campeador, sends it, and kisses by me your hands. For since you were wroth against him, and banished him from the land, he being a man disherited, hath helped himself with his own hands, and hath won from the Moors the Castle of Alcocer. And the King of Valencia sent two Kings to besiege him there, with all his power, and they begirt him round about, and cut off the water and bread from us so that we could not subsist. And then holding it better to die like good men in the field, than shut up like bad ones, we went out against them, and fought with them in the open field, and smote them and put them to flight; and both the Moorish Kings were sorely wounded, and many of the Moors were slain, and many were taken prisoners, and great was the spoil which we won in the field, both of captives and of horses and arms, gold and silver and pearls, so that all who are with him are rich men. And of his fifth of the horses which were taken that day, my Cid hath sent you these, as to his natural Lord, whose favour he desireth. I beseech you, as God shall help you, show favour unto him. Then King Don Alfonso answered, This is betimes in the morning for a banished man to ask favour of his Lord; nor is it befitting a King, for no Lord ought to be wroth for so short a time. Nevertheless, because the horses were won from the Moors, I will take them, and rejoice that my Cid hath sped so well. And I pardon you, Minaya, and give again unto you all the lands which you have ever held of me, and you have my favour to go when you will, and come when you will. Of the Cid Campeador, I shall say nothing now, save only that all who choose to follow him may freely go, and their bodies and goods and heritages are safe. And Minaya said, God grant you many and happy years for his service. Now I beseech you, this which you have done for me, do also to all those who are in my Cid’s company, and show favour unto them also, that their possessions may be restored unto them. And the King gave order that it should be so. Then Minaya kissed the King’s hand and said, Sir, you have done this now, and you will do the rest hereafter.

XII. My Cid remained awhile in Alcocer, and the Moors of the border waited to see what he would do. And in this time King Fariz got well of his wound, and my Cid sent to him and to the Moors, saying, that if they would give him three thousand marks of silver, he would leave Alcocer and go elsewhere. And King Fariz and the Moors of Techa, and of Ternel, and of Calatayud, were right glad of this, and the covenant was put in writing, and they sent him the three thousand marks. And my Cid divided it among his company, and he made them all rich, both knights and esquires and footmen, so that they said to one another, He who serves a good Lord, happy man is his dole. But the Moors of Alcocer were full sorry to see him depart, because he had been to them a kind master and a bountiful; and they said unto him, Wherever you go, Cid, our prayers will go before you; and they wept both men and women when my Cid went his way. So the Campeador raised his banner and departed, and he went down the Salon, and crossed it; and as he crossed the river they saw good birds, and signs of good fortune. And they of Za and of Calatayud were well pleased, because he went from them. My Cid rode on till he came to the knoll above Monte-Real; it is a high hill and strong, and there he pitched his tents, being safe on all sides. And from thence he did much harm to the Moors of Medina and of the country round about; and he made Daroca pay tribute, and Molina also, which is on the other side, and Teruel also, and Celfa de Canal, and all the country along the river Martin. And the news went to the King of Zaragoza, and it neither pleased the King nor his people.

XIII. Ever after was that knoll called the Knoll of the Cid. And when the perfect one had waited a long time for Minaya and saw that he did not come, he removed by night, and passed by Teruel and pitched his camp in the pine-forest of Tebar. And from thence he infested the Moors of Zaragoza, insomuch that they held it best to give him gold and silver and pay him tribute. And when this covenant had been made, Almudafar, the King of Zaragoza, became greatly his friend, and received him full honourably into the town. In three weeks time after this came Alvar Fañez from Castille. Two hundred men of lineage came with him, every one of whom wore sword girt to his side, and the foot-soldiers in their company were out of number. When my Cid saw Minaya he rode up to him, and embraced him without speaking, and kissed his mouth and the eyes in his head. And Minaya told him all that he had done. And the face of the Campeador brightened, and he gave thanks to God and said, It will go well with me, Minaya, as long as you live! God, how joyful was that whole host because Alvar Fañez was returned! for he brought them greetings from their kinswomen and their brethren, and the fair comrades whom they had left behind. God, how joyful was my Cid with the fleecy beard, that Minaya had purchased the thousand masses, and had brought him the biddings of his wife and daughters! God, what a joyful man was he!

XIV. Now it came to pass that while my Cid was in Zaragoza the days of King Almudafar were fulfilled: and he left his two sons Zulema and Abenalfange, and they divided his dominions between them; and Zulema had the kingdom of Zaragoza, and Abenalfange the kingdom of Denia. And Zulema put his kingdom under my Cid’s protection, and bade all his people obey him even as they would himself. Now there began to be great enmity between the two brethren, and they made war upon each other. And King Don Pedro of Aragon, and the Count Don Ramón Berenguer of Barcelona, helped Abenalfange, and they were enemies to the Cid because he defended Zulema. And my Cid chose out two hundred horsemen and went out by night, and fell upon the lands of Alcañiz; and he remained out three days in this inroad, and brought away great booty. Great was the talk thereof among the Moors: and they of Monzon and of Huesca were troubled, but they of Zaragoza rejoiced; because they paid tribute to the Cid, and were safe. And when my Cid returned to Zaragoza he divided the spoil among his companions, and said to them, Ye know, my friends, that for all who live by their arms, as we do, it is not good to remain long in one place. Let us be off again to-morrow. So on the morrow they moved to the Puerto de Alucant, and from thence they infested Huesca and Montalban. Ten days were they out upon this inroad; and the news was sent every where how the exile from Castille was handling them, and tidings went to the King of Denia and to the Count of Barcelona, how my Cid was over-running the country.

XV. When Don Ramon Berenguer the Count of Barcelona heard this, it troubled him to the heart, and he held it for a great dishonour, because that part of the land of the Moors was in his keeping. And he spake boastfully saying, Great wrong doth that Cid of Bivar offer unto me; he smote my nephew in my own court and never would make amends for it, and now he ravages the lands which are in my keeping, and I have never defied him for this nor renounced his friendship; but since he goes on in this way I must take vengeance. So he and King Abenalfange gathered together a great power both of Moors and Christians, and went in pursuit of the Cid, and after three days and two nights they came up with him in the pine-forest of Tebar, and they came on confidently, thinking to lay hands on him. Now my Cid was returning with much spoil, and had descended from the Sierra into the valley when tidings were brought him that Count Don Ramon Berenguer and the King of Denia were at hand, with a great power, to take away his booty, and take or slay him. And when the Cid heard this he sent to Don Ramon saying, that the booty which he had won was none of his, and bidding him let him go on his way in peace: but the Count made answer, that my Cid should now learn whom he had dishonoured, and make amends once for all. Then my Cid sent the booty forward, and bade his knights make ready. They are coming upon us, said he, with a great power both of Moors and Christians, to take from us the spoils which we have so hardly won, and without doing battle we cannot be quit of them; for if we should proceed they would follow till they overtook us: therefore let the battle be here, and I trust in God that we shall win more honour, and something to boot. They come down the hill, drest in their hose, with their gay saddles, and their girths wet; we are with our hose covered and on our Galician saddles; — a hundred such as we ought to beat their whole company. Before they get upon the plain ground let us give them the points of our lances; for one whom we run through, three will jump out of their saddles; and Ramon Berenguer will then see whom he has overtaken to-day in the pine-forest of Tebar, thinking to despoil him of the booty which I have won from the enemies of God and of the faith.

XVI. While my Cid was speaking, his knights had taken their arms, and were ready on horseback for the charge. Presently they saw the pendants of the Frenchmen coming down the hill, and when they were nigh the bottom, and had not yet set foot upon the plain ground, my Cid bade his people charge, which they did with a right good will, thrusting their spears so stiffly, that by God’s good pleasure not a man whom they encountered but lost his seat. So many were slain and so many wounded, that the Moors were dismayed forthwith, and began to fly. The Count’s people stood firm a little longer, gathering round their Lord; but my Cid was in search of him, and when he saw where he was, he made up to him, clearing the way as he went, and gave him such a stroke with his lance that he felled him down to the ground. When the Frenchmen saw their Lord in this plight they fled away and left him; and the pursuit lasted three leagues, and would have been continued farther if the conquerors had not had tired horses. So they turned back and collected the spoils, which were more than they could carry away. Thus was Count Ramon Berenguer made prisoner, and my Cid won from him that day the good sword Colada, which was worth more than a thousand marks of silver. That night did my Cid and his men make merry, rejoicing over their gains. And the Count was taken to my Cid’s tent, and a good supper was set before him; nevertheless he would not eat, though my Cid besought him so to do. And on the morrow my Cid ordered a feast to be made, that he might do pleasure to the Count, but the Count said that for all Spain he would not eat one mouthful, but would rather die, since he had been beaten in battle by such a set of ragged fellows. And Ruydiez said to him, Eat and drink, Count, of this bread and of this wine, for this is the chance of war: if you do as I say you shall be free; and if not you will never return again into your own lands. And Don Ramond answered, Eat you, Don Rodrigo, for your fortune is fair and you deserve it; take you your pleasure, but leave me to die. And in this mood he continued for three days, refusing all food. But then my Cid said to him, Take food, Count, and be sure that I will set you free, you and any two of your knights, and give you wherewith to return into your own country. And when Don Ramond heard this, he took comfort and said, If you will indeed do this thing I shall marvel at you as long as I live. Eat then, said Ruydiez, and I will do it: but mark you, of the spoil which we have taken from you I will give you nothing; for to that you have no claim neither by right nor custom, and besides we want it for ourselves, being banished men, who must live by taking from you and from others as long as it shall please God. Then was the Count full joyful, being well pleased that what should be given him was not of the spoils which he had lost; and he called for water and washed his hands, and chose two of his kinsmen to be set free with him; the one was named Don Hugo, and the other Guillen Bernalto. And my Cid sate at the table with them, and said, If you do not eat well, Count, you and I shall not part yet. Never since he was Count did he eat with better will than that day! And when they had done he said, Now, Cid, if it be your pleasure let us depart. And my Cid clothed him and his kinsmen well with goodly skins and mantles, and gave them each a goodly palfrey, with rich caparisons, and he rode out with them on their way. And when he took leave of the Count he said to him, Now go freely, and I thank you for what you have left behind; if you wish to play for it again let me know, and you shall either have something back in its stead, or leave what you bring to be added to it. The Count answered, Cid, you jest safely now, for I have paid you and all your company for this twelve months, and shall not be coming to see you again so soon. Then Count Ramond pricked on more than apace, and many times looked behind him, fearing that my Cid would repent what he had done, and send to take him back to prison, which the perfect one would not have done for the whole world, for never did he do disloyal thing.

XVII. Then he of Bivar returned to Zaragoza, and divided the spoil, which was so great that none of his men knew how much they had. And the Moors of the town rejoiced in his good speed, liking him well, because he protected them so well that they were safe from all harm. And my Cid went out again from Zaragoza, and rode over the lands of Monzon and Huerta and Onda and Buenar. And King Pedro of Aragon came out against him, but my Cid took the Castle of Monzon in his sight; and then he went to Tamarit: and one day as he rode out hunting from thence with twelve of his knights, he fell in with a hundred and fifty of the King of Aragon’s people, and he fought with them and put them to flight, and took seven knights prisoners, whom he let go freely. Then he turned towards the sea-coast, and won Xerica and Onda and Almenar, and all the lands of Borriana and Murviedro; and they in Valencia were greatly dismayed because of the great feats which he did in the land. And when he had plundered all that country he returned to Tamarit, where Zulema then was.

XVIII. Now Zulema had sent for my Cid, and the cause was this. His brother the King of Denia had taken counsel with Count Ramon Berenguer, and with the Count of Cardona, and with the brother of the Count of Urgel, and with the chiefs of Balsadron and Remolin and Cartaxes, that they should besiege the Castle of Almenar, which my Cid had refortified by command of King Zulema. And they came up against it while my Cid was away, besieging the Castle of Estrada, which is in the rivers Tiegio and Sege, the which he took by force. And they fought against it and cut off the water. And when my Cid came to the King at Tamarit, the King asked him to go and fight with the host which besieged Almenar; but my Cid said it would be better to give something to King Abenalfange that he should break up the siege and depart; for they were too great a power to do battle with, being as many in number as the sands on the sea-shore. And the King did as he counselled him, and sent to his brother King Abenalfange, and to the chiefs who were with him, to propose this accord, and they would not. Then my Cid, seeing that they would not depart for fair means, armed his people, and fell upon them. That was a hard battle and well fought on both sides, and much blood was shed, for many good knights on either party were in the field; howbeit he of good fortune won the day at last, he who never was conquered. King Abenalfange and Count Ramon and most of the others fled, and my Cid followed, smiting and slaying for three leagues; and many good Christian knights were made prisoners. Ruydiez returned with great honour and much spoil, and gave all his prisoners to King Zulema, who kept them eight days, and then my Cid begged their liberty and set them free. And he and the King returned to Zaragoza, and the people came out to meet them, with great joy, and shouts of welcome. And the King honoured my Cid greatly, and gave him power in all his dominions.

XIX. At this time it came to pass that Almofalez, a Moor of Andalusia, rose up with the Castle of Rueda, which was held for King Don Alfonso. And because he held prisoner there the brother of Adefir, another Moor, Adefir sent to the King of Castille, beseeching him to come to succour him, and recover the Castle. And the King sent the Infante Don Ramiro his cousin, and the Infante Don Sancho, son to the King of Navarre, and Count Don Gonzalo Salvadores, and Count Don Nuño Alvarez, and many other knights with them; and they came to the Castle, and Almofalez said he would not open the gates to them, but if the King came he would open to him. And when King Don Alfonso heard this, incontinently he came to Rueda. And Almofalez besought him to enter to a feast which he had prepared; howbeit the King would not go in, neither would his people have permitted him so to have risked his person. But the Infante Don Sancho entered, and Don Nuño, and Don Gonzalo, and fifteen other knights; and as soon as they were within the gate, the Moors threw down great stones upon them and killed them all. This was the end of the good Count Don Gonzalo Salvadores, who was so good a knight in battle that he was called He of the Four Hands. The bodies were ransomed, seeing that there was no remedy, the Castle being so strong, and Don Gonzalo was buried in the Monastery of Oña, according as he had appointed in his will; and the Infante Don Sancho with his forefathers the Kings of Navarre, in the royal Monastery of Naxara.

XX. Greatly was King Don Alfonso troubled at this villainy, and he sent for the Cid, who was in those parts; and the Cid came to him with a great company. And the King told him the great treason which had been committed, and took the Cid into his favour, and said unto him that he might return with him into Castille. My Cid thanked him for his bounty, but he said he never would accept his favour unless the King granted what he should request; and the King bade him make his demand. And my Cid demanded, that when any hidalgo should be banished, in time to come, he should have the thirty days, which were his right, allowed him, and not nine only, as had been his case; and that neither hidalgo nor citizen should be proceeded against till they had been fairly and lawfully heard; also, that the King should not go against the privileges and charters and good customs of any town or other place, nor impose taxes upon them against their right; and if he did, that it should be lawful for the land to rise against him, till he had amended the misdeed. And to all this the King accorded, and said to my Cid that he should go back into Castille with him: but my Cid said he would not go into Castille till he had won that castle of Rueda, and delivered the villainous Moors thereof into his hands, that he might do justice upon them. So the King thanked him greatly, and returned into Castille, and my Cid remained before the Castle of Rueda. And he lay before it so long, and beset it so close, that the food of the Moors failed, and they had no strength to defend themselves; and they would willingly have yielded the castle, so they might have been permitted to leave it and go whither they would; but he would have their bodies, to deliver them up to the King. When they saw that it must be so, great part of them came out, and yielded themselves prisoners; and then my Cid stormed the Castle, and took Almofalez and they who held with him, so that none escaped; and he sent him and his accomplices in the treason to the King. And the King was right glad when they were brought before him, and he did great justice upon them, and sent to thank my Cid for having avenged him.

XXI. After my Cid had done this good service to King Don Alfonso, he and King Zulema of Zaragoza entered Aragon, slaying, and burning, and plundering before them, and they returned to the Castle of Monzon with great booty. Then the Cid went into King Abenalfange’s country, and did much mischief there; and he got among the mountains of Moriella, and beat down every thing before him, and destroyed the Castle of Moriella. And King Zulema sent to bid him build up the ruined Castle of Alcala, which is upon Moriella; and the Cid did so. But King Abenalfange being sorely grieved hereat, sent to King Pedro of Aragon, and besought him to come and help him against the Campeador. And the King of Aragon gathered together a great host in his anger, and he and the King of Denia came against my Cid, and they halted that night upon the banks of the Ebro; and King Don Pedro sent letters to the Cid, bidding him leave the castle which he was then edifying. My Cid made answer, that if the King chose to pass that way in peace, he would let him pass, and show him any service in his power. And when the King of Aragon saw that he would not forsake the work, he marched against him, and attacked him. Then was there a brave battle, and many were slain; but my Cid won the day, and King Abenalfange fled, and King Don Pedro was taken prisoner, and many of his Counts and knights with him. My Cid returned to Zaragoza with this great honour, taking his prisoners with him; and he set them all freely at liberty, and having tarried in Zaragoza a few days, set forth for Castille, with great riches and full of honours.

XXII. Having done all these things in his banishment, my Cid returned to Castille, and the King received him well, and gave him the Castle of Dueñas, and of Orcejon, and Ybia, and Campo, and Gaña, and Berviesca, and Berlanga, with all their districts. And he gave him privileges with leaden seals appendant, and confirmed with his own hand, that whatever castles, towns, and places, he might win from the Moors, or from any one else, should be his own, quit and free for ever, both for him and for his descendants. Thus was my Cid received into the King’s favour, and he abode with him long time, doing him great services, as his Lord.




BOOK V.
 

I. In these days King Yahia reigned in Toledo, the grandson of King Alimaymon, who had been the friend of King Don Alfonso; for Alimaymon was dead, and his son Hicem also. Now Yahia was a bad King, and one who walked not in the ways of his fathers. Insolent he was towards the elders, and cruel towards his people: and his yoke was so heavy that all men desired to see his death, because there was no good in him. And the people seeing that he did not protect them, and that their lands were ravaged safely, went to him and said, Stand up, Sir, for thy people and thy country, else we must look for some other Lord who will defend us. But he was of such lewd customs that he gave no heed to their words. And when they knew that there was no hope of him, the Moors sent to the King of Badajoz, inviting him to come and be their protector, saying that they would deliver the city into his hands in spite of Yahia. And the Muzarabes who dwelt in the city sent to King Don Alfonso, exhorting him to win Toledo, which he might well do, now that he was no longer bound by his oath. Then both Kings came, thinking to have the city: and the King of Badajoz came first, and the gates were opened to him in despite of Yahia. Howbeit King Don Alfonso speedily arrived, and the King of Badajoz, seeing that he could not maintain Toledo against him, retreated, and King Don Aifonso pursued him into his own dominions and gave orders that he should be attacked along the whole of his border, and did not leave him till he had plainly submitted. In this manner was Yahia delivered from the King of Badajoz; but King Don Alfonso knowing how that city was to be taken, contented himself with overrunning the country, and despoiling it, even to the walls of the city; and thus he did for four years, so that he was master of the land.

II. In all this time did my Cid do good service to King Don Alfonso. And in these days King Don Alfonso fought at Consuegra with King Abenalfange of Denia, and in this battle the Christians were defeated, and Diego Rodriguez, the son of my Cid, was slain. Greatly was his death lamented by the Christians, for he was a youth of great hope, and one who was beginning to tread in the steps of his father. And King Don Alfonso was fain to retire into the Castle of that town. And Abenalfange gathered together the greatest power of the Moors that he could, and entered the land of the Christians, and past the mountains, and came even to Medina del Campo, and there Alvar Fañez Minaya met him. Minaya had but five and twenty hundred horse with him, and of the Moors there were fifteen thousand; nevertheless by God’s blessing he prevailed against them. And by the virtue of God Alvar Fañez gave King Abenalfange a cruel wound in the face, so that he fled away. Great honour did Minaya win for this victory.

III. Now had King Don Alfonso for many years cut down the bread and the wine and the fruits in all the country round about Toledo, and he made ready to go against the city. The tidings of this great enterprise spread far and wide, and adventurers came from all parts lo be present; not only they of Castille and Leon, Asturias and Nagera, Galicia and Portugal, but King Sancho Ramirez of Aragon came also, with the flower of Aragon and Navarre and Catalonia, and Franks and Germans and Italians, and men of other countries, to bear their part in so great and catholic a war. And the King entertained them well, being full bountiful, insomuch that he was called He of the Open Hand. Never had so goodly a force of Christians been assembled in Spain, nor so great an enterprise attempted, since the coming of the Moors. And of this army was my Cid the leader. So soon as the winter was over they began their march. And when they came to a ford of the Tagus, behold the river was swoln, and the best horsemen feared to try the passage. Now there was a holy man in the camp, by name Lesmes, who was a monk of St. Benedict’s; and he being mounted upon an ass rode first into the ford, and passed safely through the flood; and all who beheld him held it for a great miracle.

IV. Greatly to be blamed are they who lived in those days for not handing down to everlasting remembrance the worthy feats which were atchieved at this siege. For not only was Toledo a strong city, both by nature and in its walls and towers, but the flower of the chivalry of all Spain and of all Christendom was there assembled, and the Moors of Spain also, knowing that this was, as it were, the heart of their empire, did all they could to defend it: greatly to be blamed are they who neglected to transmit to us the memory of their deeds, and greatly have they wronged the worthy knights whose exploits should else have gained for them a never-dying renown. Nothing more, owing to their default, can we say of this so notable a siege, than that when Don Cabrian, the Bishop of Leon, was earnestly engaged in prayer for the success of the Christian arms, the glorious St. Isidro appeared unto him, and certified that in fifteen days the city should be surrendered; and even so it came to pass, for the gates were opened to the King on Thursday the twenty-fifth of May, in the year of the æera 1123, which is the year of Christ 1085. The first Christian banner which entered the city was the banner of my Cid, and my Cid was the first Christian Alcayde of Toledo. Of the terms granted unto the Moors, and how they were set aside for the honour of the Catholic faith, and of the cunning of the Jews who dwelt in the city, and how the Romish ritual was introduced therein, this is not the place to speak; all these things are written in the Chronicles of the Kings of Spain.

V. Now Yahai, when he saw that he could by no means hold Toledo, because on the one hand the Moors would give it to the King of Badajoz, and on the other King Don Alfonso warred against it, he made a covenant with King Don Alfonso to yield the city to him, if he with the help of Alvar Fañez would put him in possession of Valencia, which had belonged unto Hicem and Alimaymon, his fathers, but which the Guazil Abdalla Azis held now as his own, calling himself King thereof. And he covenanted that King Don Alfonso should also put into his hand Santa Maria de Albarrazin, and the kingdom of Denia; and the King assented to the covenant, thinking that in this manner the land would be all his own. Yahia therefore sent Abenfarat, who was his cousin, to Valencia, to spy out what the Guazil would do, whether he would peaceably deliver up the kingdom unto him, or whether he would oppose his coming, which he greatly doubted, because it was rumoured that he was about to give his daughter in marriage to the King of Zaragoza. Abenfarat went his way, and took up his abode in the house of a Moor who was called Abenlupo; and while he sojourned there the marriage of the Guazil’s daughter was effected, and the Guazil himself fell sick and died. Then Abenfarat tarried yet awhile to see what would be the issue, for the men of Valencia were greatly troubled because of the death of their King. He left two sons, between whom there was no brotherly love during his life, and now that he was dead there was less. And they divided between them all that he had left, even the least thing did they divide, each being covetous to possess all that he could; and they made two factions in the town, each striving to possess himself of the power therein. But the men of Valencia who were not engaged on their side, and they also who held the castles round about, were greatly troubled because of this strife which was between them; and they also were divided between two opinions, they who were of the one wishing to give the kingdom to the King of Zaragoza, and they who were of the other to yield themselves unto Yahai the grandson of Alimaymon, because of the covenant which King Don Alfonso had made with him. When Abenfarat knew these things he returned unto Yahia, and told him all even as it was; and Yahia saw that he should have the city, because of the discord which was therein.

VI. Then Yahia gathered together all his people, knights, and cross-bow men, and foot-soldiers, and they of his board, and the officers of his household which are the eunuchs; and he set forward on the way toward Valencia, and Alvar Fañez and his body of Christians with him. And he sent to the townsmen greeting them, and saying that he was coming to dwell among them and to be their King, and that he would deal bountifully by them; and that he should wait awhile in the town which was called Sera. The chief men of the town took counsel together what they should do, and at length they agreed to receive him for their Lord; and this they did more in fear of King Don Alfonso and of Alvar Fañez than for any love towards him. This answer they sent him by Aboeza the Alcayde. Now Aboeza would fain have departed from Valencia when the Guazil Abdalla Azis died, because of the strife which was in the city, and he thought to betake himself to his own Castle of Monviedro and dwell there, away from the troubles which were to come. Upon this purpose he took counsel with his friend Mahomed Abenhayen the Scribe, for there was great love between them; and when the Scribe heard what he purposed to do he was grieved thereat, and represented unto him that it was not fitting for him to forsake the city at such a time, so that Aboeza was persuaded. And they twain covenanted one to the other, to love and defend each other against all the men in the world, and to help each other with their persons and possessions; and Aboeza sent trusty men of his kinsfolk and friends to keep the Castles of Monviedo and Castro and Santa Cruz, and other Castles which were in his possession, and he himself abode in Valencia. And now he went out to Yahia to give unto him the keys of the city, and the good men of the city went out with him, and they made obeisance to him and promised to serve him loyally. Then Yahia, the grandson of Alimaymon, set forth with all his company from Sera, and all the people of Valencia, high and low, went out to meet him with great rejoicings. And Aboeza adorned the Alcazar right nobly, that Yahia and his women and they of his company might lodge within. The most honourable of his knights took up their lodging in the town, and the cross-bow men and others of low degree lodged round about the Alcazar, and in certain dwellings which were between it and the Mosque, and Alvar Fañez and the Christians who were with him, in the village which was called Ruzaf.

VII. Yahia being now King in Valencia, made Aboeza his Guazil, and gave him authority throughout all his kingdom. Nevertheless he bore displeasure against him in his heart, because he had served Abdalla Azis; and on his part also Aboeza secretly feared the King, and knew not whether it were better to depart from him, or not; howbeit he thought it best to remain and serve him right loyally and well, that so he might win his good will; and when the King perceived this, his anger abated and was clean put out of mind. And he made Aboeza his favourite, and made a vow unto him and confirmed it by a writing, that he would never take away his favour from him, nor change him for another, nor do any thing in his dominions without him. With this was Aboeza satisfied, and the fear which he felt in his heart was removed. And they who held the castles brought great gifts to Yahia, with much humility and reverence, such as the Moors know how to put on. This they did to set his heart at rest, that he might confide in them, and send away Alvar Fañez into his own country, and not keep him and his people at so great a charge, for it cost them daily six hundred maravedis, and the King had no treasure in Valencia, neither was he so rich that he could support his own company and supply this payment; and for this reason the Moors complained of the great cost. But on the other hand, Yahia feared that if he should send away Alvar Fañez, the Moors would rise against him; and to maintain him he laid a great tax upon the city and its district, saying that it was for barley. This tax they levied upon the rich as well as the poor, and upon the great as well as the little, which they held to be a great evil and breach of their privileges, and thought that by his fault Valencia would be lost, even as Toledo had been. This tribute so sorely aggrieved the people, that it became as it were a bye word in the city, Give the barley. They say there was a great mastiff, with whom they killed beef in the shambles, who, whenever he heard, ‘Give the barley,’began to bark and growl: upon which a Trobador said, Thanks be to God, we have many in the town who are like the mastiff.

VIII. When they who held the Castles sent presents to King Yahia, there was one among them, by name Abenmazot, who held Xativa, who neither sent him gifts, nor came to offer obedience. And the King sent to bid him come before him. But then Abenmazot sent a messenger with letters and full rich presents, saying that he could by no means come himself, and this not from any feigning, and that he would alway do him service with a true good will. And he besought him as his Lord to let him remain in Xativa, and he would give him the rents thereof; but if it was his pleasure to appoint some other in his stead, he besought that he would then give him something for himself and his company to subsist upon, seeing that he desired nothing but the King’s favour to be well with him. Then the King took counsel with Aboeza the Guazil, and the Guazil advised him to do unto Abenmazot even as he had requested, and let him keep Xativa; and to send away Alvar Fañez because of the great charge it was to maintain him, and to live in peace, and put his kingdom in order; in all which he advised him like a good counsellor and a true. But the King would not give heed to him; instead thereof he communicated his counsel to the two sons of Abdalla Azis who had submitted unto him, and whom he had taken into his favour, and they told him that Aboeza had advised him ill, and that it behoved him to lead out his host and bring Abenmazot to obedience. And the King believed them and went out and besieged Xativa. And the first day he entered the lower part of the town, but Abenmazot retired to the Alcazar and the fortresses, and defended the upper part; and the King besieged him there for four months, attacking him every day, till food began to fail both in the army of the King and in the town. And they of Valencia could not supply what was to be paid to Alvar Fañez and his company, much less what the King wanted. Then the King understood that he had been ill advised, and for this reason he condemned one of the sons of Abdalla Azis to pay Alvar Fañez for thirty days; and he seized a Jew who was one of his Almoxarifes in Valencia, that is to say, one who collected the taxes, and took from him all that he had, because he had advised him ill, and while this lasted the people of Valencia had some respite.

IX. When Abenmazot saw that the King was bent upon destroying him, and that every day he prest him more and more, he sent to Abenalfange who was King of Denia and Tortosa, saying, that if he would come and help him, he would make him Lord of Xativa and of all his other Castles, and would be at his mercy; and this he did to escape from the hands of Yahia. When Abenalfange heard this it pleased him well, and he sent one of his Alcaydes, who was called the Left-handed, to enter the Alcazar, and help to defend it till he could collect a company of Christians who might deal with Alvar Fañez. So that Left-handed one entered the Alcazar with his company, and the Lord of the Castle which was called Almenar, was already there to help Abenmazot, and encourage him that he should not submit. Then Abenalfange gathered together all his host and his cavalry, and brought with him Giralte the Roman, with a company of French knights, and came towards Xativa, as a hungry lion goes against a sheep, or like the coming of a flood in its hour; so that Vahia was dismayed at the tidings of his approach, and fled as fast as he could to the Isle of Xucar, and though that Isle was so near, he thought he had done a great thing; and from thence he went to Valencia, holding himself greatly dishonoured. Then Abenalfange had Xativa and all its Castles, so that it was all one kingdom as far as Denia. And he took Abenmazot with all his women and his household and all that he had, to Denia, and gave him possessions there, and did him much honour. And when it was seen that King Yahia was thus dishonoured, and that Alvar Fañez had not helped him as had been looked for, they who held the Castles lost all fear of him, so that their hearts were changed towards him, as well they of Valencia as of the other Castles, and they said that they would rather belong to Abenalfange than to him, because the town could not bear the charge of the Christians, nor the oppressions which they suffered because of them.

X. Abenalfange abode some days in Xativa, and then moved on towards Valencia, thinking to win the city; for he knew how greatly the people were oppressed because of the Christians, and that they could not bear it, and that there was no love between them and their Lord. And he passed by a place which was an oratory of the Moors in their festivals, which they call in Arabic Axera, or Araxea; and he halted near Valencia, so that they in the town might see him, and he went round about the town, to the right and to the left, wheresoever he would. The King of Valencia with his knights was near the wall watching him, and Alvar Fañez and his company were in readiness lest the French should defy them. And after Abenalfange had staid their awhile he drew off and went his way to Tortosa. And Yahia was perplexed with Alvar Fañez, and sought for means to pay him, and he threw the two sons of Abdalla Azis into prison, and many other good men of the town also, and took from them great riches. Then he made a covenant with Alvar Fañez, that he should remain with him, and gave him great possessions. And when the Moors saw that Alvar Fañez was in such power, all the ruffians and lewd livers in the town flocked unto him, so that Valencia was in the hands of him and his followers; and the Moors being desperate of remedy deserted the town, and went whither they could, setting at nought their inheritances, for no man was safe, neither in his goods nor person. Then Alvar Fañez made an inroad into the lands of Abenalfange, and overran the lands of Buriana, and other parts; and there went with him a great company of those Moorish desperadoes who had joined him, and of other Moorish Almogavares, and they stormed towns and castles, and slew many Moors, and brought away flocks and herds both of cattle and of brood mares, and much gold and silver, and store of wearing apparel, all which they sold in Valencia.

XI. Now when one of the sons of Abdalla Azis was loosed from prison, he placed his love upon Alvar Fañez and gave him goodly gifts, and upon Aboeza the King’s Guazil, and upon a Jew who was a messenger from King Don Alfonso. And they all sent to King Don Alfonso to beseech him that he would take the son of Abdalla Azis and all that he had under his protection, so that Yahia might do no evil unto him, neither take by force from him anything that was his; and for this protection he promised to give the King thirty thousand maravedís yearly. This request King Don Alfonso granted, and incontinently he took him under his protection, and sent to the King of Valencia to request that he would do him no wrong. Therefore the son of Abdalla Azis was from that time held in more honour because of the love of King Don Alfonso; nevertheless he was still kept under a guard in his own house, that he should not issue forth. And because of this confinement not thinking himself safe, he made a hole through the wall and got out by night in woman’s apparel, and lay hid all the next day in a garden, and on the following night mounted on horseback and rode to Monviedro. When the Guazil knew this he took his son and his uncle as sureties for him for the thirty thousand maravedís, which the Jew was now come to receive for King Don Alfonso. And they went to Monviedro to him, and communed with him, and accorded with him that he should pay the one-half immediately, and whenever he returned to Valencia and was safe there in possession of all his rents and inheritances, that then he should pay the remainder; so he paid the fifteen thousand forthwith in silver, and in rings of gold, and in cloth, and in strings of pearls, and the Jew returned therewith to King Don Alfonso. At this time his brother was released from prison by desire of the King of Zaragoza, and he went unto him; and many of the rich men of the city also betook themselves to Monviedro, because they were not secure neither in their possessions nor in their bodies.

XII. In these days the Almoravides arose in Barbary. The rise of this people and all that they did in Spain are not for me to relate in this place. Suffice it to say, that King Don Alfonso being in great danger, sent for Alvar Fañez and all his company; and that he had so much to do for himself that he took no thought for Valencia. And when they who had the keeping of Yahia’s Castles saw this they rose against him, so that few remained unto him, and they of his vassals in whom he put the most trust proved false, so that the heart of the King of Denia and Tortosa grew, and he thought to win Valencia. The chief persons of the town also sent unto him, saying that if he would come they would give the city into his hands. So he gathered together his host, and a company of French also, and sent them forward under the command of his uncle, saying that he would follow and join them on a certain day. But they went forward, and Yahia thinking that if he could conquer them he should be secure, went out and fought against them; and he was defeated and lost a great part of his people and of his arms, and returned into the city with great loss. When Abenalfange, who was a day’s journey off, heard this, he marched all night, and came before Valencia. And King Yahia knew not what to do, and was minded to yield up the town. And he took counsel with his people, and they advised him to send for help to King Don Alfonso, and also to the King of Zaragoza, and he did accordingly. And an Arrayaz of Cuenca, whose name was Abencaño. who was a native of Valencia, went to Zaragoza, and told the King that if he would go thither he would deliver the city into his hands, for it appertained unto him rather than to Abenalfange.

XIII. And in those days my Cid gathered together a great force, and went to the borders of Aragon, and crost the Douro, and lodged that night in Fresno. From thence he went to Calamocha, where he kept Whitsuntide. While he lay there the King of Albarrazin, being in great fear of him, sent to him requesting that they might meet. And when they saw each other they established great love between them, and the King from that day became tributary to the Cid. Then the Cid went to Zaragoza, where he tas full honourably received. And when Abencaño came to Zaragoza inviting King Almescahen to go and take Valencia, and King Yahia sent also to beg succour at his hands, the King asked the Cid to go with him, and gave him whatever he demanded. So greatly did this King desire to have Valencia, that he looked not whether his force was great or little, nor whether that of the Cid was greater than his own, but went on as fast as he could. When the King of Denia heard that he was coming and the Cid with him, he durst not abide them. And he thought that the King of Zaragoza by the Cid’s help would win the city, and that he should remain with the labour he had undergone, and the cost. Then he placed his love upon King Yahia, and sent him all the food he had, and besought him to help him, saying that he would supply him with whatever he needed. King Yahia was well pleased with this, though he well understood the reason, and firm writings were made to this effect, and then Abenalfange went to Tortosa.

XIV. And when the King of Zaragoza and the Cid drew nigh unto Valencia, Yahia went out to Welcome them, and thanked them greatly for coming to his assistance; and he lodged them in the great garden, which was called the Garden of Villa Nueva, and honoured them greatly and sent them great presents, and he invited them afterwards to come with their honourable men and be his guests in the Alcazar. But the King of Zaragoza all this while had his eye upon the town, thinking that it would be given up to him as Abencaño had promised; but he saw no sign of this, neither knew he how he could win it. Moreover Yahia had placed his love upon the Cid, and had sent him full noble gifts when he was upon the road, in secret, so that the King of Zaragoza knew not thereof. And the King of Zaragoza asked counsel of the Cid how he might get Valencia into his hands, and besought the Cid to help him. But the Cid made answer, how could that be, seeing that Yahia had received it from the hands of King Don Alfonso, who had given it unto him that he might dwell therein. If indeed King Don Alfonso should give it to the King of Zaragoza, then might the King win it, and he would help him so to do; otherwise he must be against him. When the King heard this he perceived how the Cid stood in this matter, and he left an Alcayde with a body of knights to assist King Yahia, and also to see if he could win the town; and he himself returned to Zaragoza.

XV. Then the Cid went to besiege the Castle called Xerica, by advice of the King of Zaragoza, that he might have a frontier against Monviedro. This he did because, when the King came to relieve Valencia, Aboeza had covenanted to give up Monviedro unto him, the which he had not done; and the King thought that if he made war upon these Castles they must either yield unto him, or be at his mercy, because they did not belong to the King of Denia. But when Aboeza knew this he sent to Abenalfange the King of Denia, saying that he would give him the Castle; and the King of Denia incontinently came and took possession of it, and Aboeza became his vassal. When the Cid saw this he understood that Valencia must needs be lost, and thought in his heart that he could win the city for himself, and keep it. Then sent he letters to King Don Alfonso, in which he besought him of his mercy not to think it ill that the people who were with him should remain with him, for he would do God service, and maintain them at the cost of the Moors, and whensoever the King stood in need of their service, he and they would go unto him and serve him freely; and at other times they would make war upon the Moors, and break their power, so that the King might win the land. Well was King Don Alfonso pleased at this, and he sent to say that they who were in the Cid’s company might remain with him, and that as many as would might go join him. And my Cid went to the King to commune with him, and while my Cid was with him, Don Ramon Berenguer, Lord of Barcelona, came to Zaragoza; and the King gave him great gifts, that he might not place his love upon any other for want; for the King had now put away his love from the Cid, thinking that because of him he had lost Valencia. And presently he sent a force to besiege Valencia under Don Ramon Berenguer; and he had two Bastilles built, one in Liria, which King Yahia had given him when he came to relieve him, and the other in Juballa, and he thought to build another on the side of Albuhera, so that none might enter into the city, neither go out from it. And he re-edified the Castle of Cebolla, that the Count might retire thither if it should be needful; and every day the Count attacked the city, and King Yahia defended himself, looking for the coming of the Cid to help him, according to the covenant which was between them.

XVI. When the Cid returned from Castille and knew that Valencia was besieged by the French, he went to Tares, which is near Monviedro, and encamped there with his people, who were many in number. And when the Count knew that the Cid was so near, he feared him, holding him to be his enemy. And the Cid sent to him to bid him move from that place and raise the siege of Valencia. The Count took counsel with his knights, and they said that they would rather give battle to the Cid. Howbeit the Cid had no wish to fight with them, because the Count was related to King Don Alfonso, and moreover he had defeated him and made him prisoner heretofore: so he sent a second time, bidding him depart. And the Count seeing that he could not abide there in the Cid’s despite, broke up the siege and went his way by Requena, for he would not pass through Zaragoza. Then the Cid went to Valencia, and King Yahia received him full honourably, and made a covenant with him to give him weekly four thousand maravedis of silver, and he on his part was to reduce the Castles to his obedience, so that they should pay the same rents unto him as had been paid unto the former Kings of Valencia; and that the Cid should protect him against all men, Moors or Christians, and should have his home in Valencia, and bring all his booty there to be sold, and that he should have his granaries there. This covenant was confirmed in writing, so that they were secure on one side and on the other. And my Cid sent to all those who held the Castles, commanding them to pay their rents to the King of Valencia as they had done aforetime, and they all obeyed his command, every one striving to have his love.

XVII. When, the Cid had thus set the land in order he went against the King of Denia, and warred against Denia and against Xativa, and he abode there all the winter, doing great hurt, insomuch that there did not remain a wall standing from Orihuela to Xativa, for he laid every thing waste; and all his booty and his prisoners he sold in Valencia, Then he went towards Tortosa, destroying every thing as he went; and he pitched his camp near unto the city of Tortosa, in a place which in Arabic is called Maurelet, and he cut down every thing before him, orchards and vines and corn. When King Abenalfange saw that the land was thus destroyed, and that neither bread, nor wine, nor flocks would be left him, he sent to Count Ramon Berenguer, beseeching him to gather together a great force, and drive the Cid out of the land, for which service he would give him whatever he might stand in need of. And the Count, thinking now to be revenged of the Cid for his former defeat, and because he had taken from him the rents which he used to receive from the land of Valencia, took what the King gave him, and assembled a great host of the Christians. This was so great a power when the Moors had joined, that they surely thought the Cid would fly before them; for the Moors held that these Frenchmen were the best knights in the world, and the best appointed, and they who could bear the most in battle. When the Cid knew that they came resolved to fight him, he doubted that he could not give them battle because of their great numbers, and sought how he might wisely disperse them. And he got among the mountain values, whereunto the entrance was by a narrow strait, and there he planted his barriers, and guarded them well that the Frenchmen might not enter. The King of Zaragoza sent to tell him to be upon his guard, for Count Ramon Berenguer would without doubt attack him: and the Cid returned for answer, Let him come. On the morrow the Count came nearer, and encamped a league off, in sight of him, and when it was night he sent his spies to view the camp of Ruydiez the Cid. The next day he sent to bid him come out and fight, and the Cid answered, That he did not want to fight nor to have any strife with him, but to pass on with his people. And they drew nearer and invited him to come out, and defied him, saying that he feared to meet them in the field; but he set nothing by all this. They thought he did it because of his weakness, and that he was afraid of them: but what he did was to wear out their patience.

XVIII. Then the Count sent a letter to the Cid after this fashion: I Count Don Ramón Berenguer of Barcelona, and all my vassals with me, say unto thee, Ruydiez, that we have seen thy letter to King Almescahen of Zaragoza, which thou toldest him to show unto us, that we might have the more cause of quarrel against thee. Before this thou hast done great displeasure unto us, so that we ought at all times to bear ill will against thee. And now while thou hast our goods in thy possession as booty, thou sendest thy letter to King Almescahen, saying that we are like our wives. God give us means to show thee that we are not such. And thou saidst unto him, that before we could be with thee thou wouldst come to us; now we will not alight from our horses till we have taken vengeance on thee, and seen what sort of Gods these mountain crows and daws are, in whom thou puttest thy trust to fight with us; whereas we believe in one God alone, who will give us vengeance against thee. Of a truth, to-morrow morning we will be with thee, and if thou wilt leave the mountain and come out to us in the plain, then wilt thou be, as they call thee, Rodrigo the Campeador. But if thou wilt not do this, thou wilt then be what according to the custom of Castille is called alevoso, and bauzador according to the custom of France; that is to say, a false traitor. And if thou wilt not come down from the mountain it shall not avail thee, for we will not depart from hence till we have thee in our hands, either dead or alive, and we will deal with thee as thou hast done by us, and God in his mercy now take vengeance upon thee for his churches which thou hast destroyed.

XIX. When the Cid had read this letter he wrote another in reply after this manner: I Ruydiez and my vassals: God save you Count! I have seen your letter in which you tell me that I sent one to King Almescahen of Zaragoza speaking contumeliously of you and of all your vassals; and true it is that I did so speak, and I will tell you for what reason. When you were with him you spake contumeliously of me before him, saying of me the worst you could, and affirming that I did not dare enter the lands of Abenalfange for fear of you. Moreover Ramon de Bajaran, and other of your knights who were with him, spake ill of me and of my vassals before King Don Alfonso of Castille, and you also after this went to King Don Alfonso, and said that you would have fought with me, and driven me out of the lands of Abenalfange, but that I was dismayed, and did not dare do battle with you; and you said unto him, that if it had not been for the love of him, you would not have suffered me to be one day in the land. Now then I say that I thank you because you no longer let me alone for the love of him. Come! here I am; this is the plainest ground among these mountains, and I am ready to receive you. But I know you dare not come, for Moors and Christians know that I conquered you once, and took you and your vassals, and took from ye all that ye had with ye: and if ye come now ye shall receive the same payment at my hands as heretofore. As for what thou sayest that I am a false traitor, thou lyest, and art a false traitor thyself.

XX. Greatly was the Count enraged when he read this letter, and he took counsel with his vassals, and in the night time took possession of the mountain above the camp of the Cid, thinking that by this means he might conquer him. On the morrow the Cid sent away certain of his company as if they were flying, and bade them go by such ways that the French might see them, and instructed them what to say when they should be taken. When the French saw them, they pursued and took them, and carried them before the Count, and he asked of them what the Cid would do. Then made they answer that he meant to fly, and had only remained that day to put his things in order for flight, and as soon as night came he would make his escape by way of the mountain. Moreover they said that the Cid did not think Count Ramon had it so much at heart to give him battle, or he would not have awaited till his coming; and they counselled the Count to send and take possession of the passes by which he meant to escape, for so he might easily take him. Then the Frenchmen divided their host into four parts, and sent them to guard the passes, and the Count himself remained with one part at the entrance of the straits. The Cid was ready with all his company, and he had sent the Moors who were with him forward to the passes whither his men had directed the Frenchmen, and they lay in ambush there; and when the Frenchmen were in the strong places, and had begun to ascend, little by little, as they could, they rose upon them from the ambush and slew many, and took others of the best, and among the prisoners was Guirabent, the brother of Giralte the Roman, who was wounded in the face. And the Cid went out and attacked the Count, and the battle was a hard one; the Count was beaten from his horse, nevertheless his men remounted him, and he bade them stand to it bravely; and the battle lasted long time; but at the end, he who was never conquered won the day. And the Cid took a good thousand prisoners; among them was Don Bernalte de Tamaris, and Giralte the Roman, and Ricarte Guillen. And he put them all in irons, and reproached them saying, that he well knew what his chivalry was, and his hardihood, and that he should thus beat them all down; and he said to them that he was in God’s service, taking vengeance for the ills which the Moors had done unto the Christians, and had done them no wrong; but they being envious of him, had come to help the Moors, therefore God had helped him, because he was in his service. And he took their tents, and their horses, and their arms, which were many and good; and much gold and silver, and fine linen, and all that they had, so that he and all his company were rich men with the spoils. And when Count Ramon heard in his flight, that the Cid had taken all his chief captains, and that well nigh all his power was either slain or taken, he thought it best to come unto the Cid and trust unto his mercy, and he came full humbly and put himself into his hands. And the Cid received him full well and honoured him greatly, and let him go into his own country. And the Count offered a price for the prisoners which was a full great ransom, and moreover the swords precious above all others, which were made in other times. Bountiful was the Cid when he received this ransom, and great part of it he returned unto them again, and showed them great courtesy, and they did homage to him never to come against him with any man in the world.

XXI. When Abenalfange the King of Denia and Tortosa heard this, he was so sorely grieved that he fell sick and died. He left one son who was a little one, and the sons of Buxar were his guardians. One of these held Tortosa for the child, and the other held Xativa, and one who was their cousin held Denia. And they knowing that they could neither live in peace, nor yet have strength for war, unless they could have the love of the Cid, sent humbly to say unto him that if he would do no hurt to their lands they would do whatever he pleased, and pay him yearly what he should think good. And the Cid demanded of them fifty thousand maravedis of silver, every year: and the covenant was made between them, and the whole country from Tortosa to Orihuela was under his protection and at his command. And he fixed the tribute which each Castle was to pay, that it should be certain; and it was as you shall be told. The Lord of Albarrazin was to pay ten thousand, according to covenant as you heard heretofore, and the Lord of Alfuente ten thousand, and Monviedro eight thousand, and Segorbe six thousand, and Xerica four thousand, and Almenara three thousand. Liria at that time paid nothing, for it was in the Lordship of Zaragoza; but the Cid had it in his heart to fight with that King. For every thousand maravedis a hundred more were paid for a Bishop, whom the Moors called Alat Almarian. And you are to know that whatever my Cid commanded in Valencia was done, and whatever he forbad was forbidden. And because the King was sick of a malady which continued upon him long time, so that he could not mount on horseback, and was seen by none, Valencia remained under the command of his Guazil Abenalfarax, whom the Cid had appointed. And then the Cid appointed trusty men in the city who should know to how much the rents amounted, as well those of the land as of the sea; and in every village he placed a knight to protect it, so that none dared do wrong to another, nor take any thing from him. Each of these knights had three maravedis daily. And the people complained greatly of what they gave these knights, and of that also which they paid to King Yahia. Yet were they withal abundantly supplied with bread, and with flocks which the Christians brought in, and with captives both male and female, and with Moorish men and women, who gave great sums for their ransom.

XXII. Then the Cid sent to the King of Zaragoza, bidding him yield up the Bastilles which he had built against Valencia; and the King returned for answer that he would not until King Yahia had paid him the whole cost which he had been at, when he came to his succour against King Abenalfange. Then the Cid besieged Liria, and the people submitted unto him, that they should pay him yearly two thousand maravedis. And he overran the whole of the King of Zaragoza’s country, and brought great spoils to Valencia. Now at this time a Moor called Ali Abenaxa, the Adelantado of the Almoravides, that is to say, of the Moors from beyond sea, came with a great power of the Moors of Andalusia to besiege the Castle of Aledo. This he did because he knew that King Don Alfonso would come to its relief, and he thought that peradventure the King would bring with him so small a force that he might slay or take him. But when the King heard of it he assembled a great host, and sent to the Cid, bidding him come and aid him. And the Cid went to Requena, believing that he should meet the King there; but the King went another way, and the Cid not knowing this tarried some days in Requena expecting him, because that was the road. And when the Moors knew that King Don Alfonso was coming with so great a host to relieve the Castle, they departed, flying. And King Don Alfonso came to the Castle, and when he came there he found that he was short of victuals, and returned in great distress for want of food, and lost many men and many beasts who could not pass the Sierra. Nevertheless he supplied the Castle well with arms, and with such food as he could.

XXIII. Now they who hated the Cid spake leasing of him to King Don Alfonso, saying that he had tarried in Requena, knowing that the King was gone another way, that so he might give the Moors opportunity to fall upon him. And the King believed them, and was wroth against the Cid, and ordered all that he had in Castille to be taken from him, and sent to take his wife, and his daughters. When the Cid heard this he sent presently a knight to the King to defend himself, saying, that if there were Count or Rico-ome or knight who would maintain that he had a better and truer will to do the King service than he had, he would do battle with him body to body, but the King being greatly incensed would not hear him. And when they who hated the Cid saw this, and knew that the Cid was gone against a Castle near Zaragoza, they besought the King to give them force to go against him; howbeit this the King would not. At this time Ali Abenaxa, the Adelantado of the Almoravides, besieged Murcia, and there was a dearth in the city, and Alvar Fañez who should have relieved them did not, and they were so closely beset that they were compelled to yield up the town. As soon as he had taken Murcia he went against the Castle of Aledo, of which you have heard, and assaulted it vigorously, and took it by force and by famine. And when he had won Murcia and Aledo, he wished to have Valencia also, and they of Valencia, because of the yoke of the Cid, longed to be his vassals, even as the sick man longeth after health. When King Don Alfonso heard what Ali Abenaxa had done, he made ready to go against him. And the Queen his wife, and certain knights who were friends to the Cid, wrote to him that he should now come and serve the King in such a season, that the King might thank him greatly and lay aside his wrath. Having seen these letters the Cid set out from Zaragoza where he was, and went his way with a great host, and advanced as far as Martos, where he found the King. And the King received him honourably, and they continued together till the King passed the Sierra de Elvira, and the Cid went in the plain below before him. And they who wished ill to him said to the King, The Cid came after you like one who was wearied, and now he goes before you. And after this manner they set the King again against him, so that his displeasure was greatly moved. And the Moors did not venture to give him battle, but left the Castle of Aledo and retreated to Murcia, and the King returned to Ubeda. And when the Cid saw that the heart of the King was changed, he returned to Valencia, and the King went back to Toledo.

XXIV. After this King Don Alfonso drew forth a great host and went towards Valencia, and sent to all the Castles in that land, saying that for five years they should pay him the tribute which they were wont to pay unto the Cid. When the Cid knew this he sent to the King, saying, he marvelled why the King should thus seek to dishonour him, and that he trusted in God soon to make him know how ill he was advised by those about him. And presently the Cid gathered together a full great host both of Moors and of Christians, and entered the land of King Don Alfonso, burning and destroying whatever he found, and he took Logroño, and Alfaro also, and sacked it. While he was at Alfaro, Count Garci Ordoñez and certain other Ricos-omes of Castille sent to say to him, that if he would tarry for them seven days, they would come and give him battle. He tarried for them twelve days, and they did not dare to come; and when the Cid saw this he returned to Zaragoza. Now when King Don Alfonso knew what the Cid had done in his land, and that the Ricos-omes had not dared fight against him, he saw that he had taken an evil counsel when he set his heart against him. And he sent his letters to the Cid saying, that he forgave him all that he had done, seeing that he himself had given the occasion; and he besought him to come to Castille, where he should find all things free which appertained unto him. Much was the Cid rejoiced at these tidings, and he wrote to the King thanking him for his grace, and beseeching him not to give ear to bad counsellors, for he would alway be at his service.

XXV. Now it came to pass, that by reason of certain affairs the Cid tarried a long time in Zaragoza. And they of Valencia being no longer kept in awe by his presence, complained one to another of the oppressions and wrongs which they endured from him and from his servants, and from Abenalfarax, the Guazil whom he had appointed; and they conspired with an Alcayde who was called Abeniaf. And when Abenalfarax the Guazil understood how Abeniaf cast about to disturb the peace of the city, he would have taken him and cast him in prison; but this he dared not do till the Cid should come, and moreover he weened that upon his coming the disturbance would cease. Now Abeniaf knew that the Guazil was minded to seize him if he could have dared so to do, and he sent his messengers to Ali Abenaxa the Adelantado of the Almoravides, who was now Lord of Murcia, telling him to come to Valencia, and he would deliver the city into his hands. Moreover he took counsel with the Alcayde of Algezira de Xucar, that the Alcayde also should send to Ali Abenaxa, exhorting him to make good speed himself, or to send an Alcayde with a fitting power, and to come to Algezira, which was near, and then presently proceed to Valencia. So soon as Ali Abenaxa had received this message he made speed to come, and as many Castles as were upon his road submitted unto him. When the Alcayde of Denia heard of his coming, and that all these Castles had submitted, he durst not abide there, but fled to Xativa; and Ali Abenaxa took possession of Denia, and he sent his Alcayde to Algezira de Xucar, and took possession of that also. When these tidings came to Valencia, the Bishop who was there, and the forty knights who were with the messenger of the King of Aragon because of the friendship between their King and the Cid, and all the other Christians who were in the city, would no longer abide there, but took of their goods each as much as he could, and went away in fear. And the Guazil was greatly dismayed, neither knew he what course to take, and Yahia, the King, though he was now healed of his malady, neither mounted on horseback, nor appeared abroad. Abenalfarax went unto him and told him the peril in which they stood. And their counsel was, that they should remove all that they had from Valencia and go to the Castle of Segorbe. Then they sent away many beasts laden with goods and with riches, under the care of a nephew of the Guazil and many others, to the Castle of Benaecab, that is to say, the Castle of the Eagle, to be in charge of the Alcayde thereof. And the King and the Guazil bestirred themselves and gathered together foot-soldiers and cross-bow men to defend the Alcazar, and sent speedily to Zaragoza, telling the Cid to come; but he could not set forth so speedily as need was; and the stir which was in the city endured for full twenty days. Then that Alcayde of Ali Abenaxa who was in Algezira de Xucar set forward in the first of the night with twenty horsemen of the Almoravides, and as many more of Algezira, all clad alike in green, that they might all be taken for Almoravides; and they came by day-break to Valencia, to the gate of Tudela, and sounded their drums, and the rumour in the town was that there were full five hundred knights of the Almoravides, and the Guazil was in great fear. And he went to the Alcazar to take counsel with the King, and they gave order that the gates of the town should be barred, and that the walls should be manned.

XXVI. Then the King’s soldiers went to the house of Abeniaf the Alcayde who had sent for the Almoravides, and called unto him to come forth that they might take him before the King; but he was trembling in great fear, and would not come out. And the men of the town came to his help, and when he saw the company that were on his side, he came forth and went with them to the Alcazar, and entered it and took the Guazil of the Cid. And the townsmen ran to the gates and drove away those of the King’s party who guarded them; and they strove to beat the gates down, but they could not, and they set fire to them and burnt them. And others let down ropes from the walls, and drew up the Almoravides. King Yahia put on woman’s apparel, and fled with his women, and hid himself in a dwelling near unto a bath. And the Almoravides took possession of the Alcazar, and plundered it. One Christian they slew who guarded the gates, and another who was of St. Maria de Albarrazin, who guarded one of the towers of the wall. In this manner was Valencia lost.

XXVII. Now when Abeniaf saw that all the people were on his side, and obeyed him, his heart grew and he was puffed up, insomuch that he despised those who were as good as himself or better. Albeit he was of good parentage, for his fathers before him had all been Alcaydes ever since Valencia was in the hands of the Moors. And because he knew that the King had not fled out of the town, he made search for him, and found him in the house where he had hidden himself with his women. Now the King when he fled from the Alcazar had taken with him the best of his treasures, pearls, among which was one the most precious and noble that could be, so that nowhere was there a better one to be found, nor so good; and precious stones, sapphires and rubies and emeralds; he had with him a casket of pure gold full of these things; and in his girdle he had hidden a string of precious stones and of pearls, such that no King had so rich and precious a thing as that carkanet. They say that in former times it had belonged to Queen Seleyda, who was wife to Abanarrexit King of Belcab, which is beyond sea; and afterwards it had come to the Kings called Benivoyas, who were Lords of Andalusia; after that King Alimaymon of Toledo possessed it, and gave it to his wife, and she gave it to the wife of her son, who was the mother of this Yahia. Greatly did Abeniaf covet these treasures and this carkanet, and incontinently he thought in his heart that he might take them and none know thereof, which could no ways be done unless he slew King Yahia. When therefore it was night he gave order to cut off his head, and to throw it into a pond near the house in which he had been taken. This was done accordingly, and Abeniaf took the treasures, and they who were set over King Yahia to guard him and murder him, took also each what he could, and concealed it. And the body lay where it had been slain till the following day; but then a good man who grieved for the death of his Lord took it up, and laid it upon the cords of a bed, and covered it with an old horsecloth, and carried it out of the town, and made a grave for it in a place where camels were wont to lie, and buried it there, without gravecloaths and without any honours whatsoever, as if the corpse had been the corpse of a villain.




BOOK VI.
 

I. When Abeniaf had slain his Lord, as you have heard, he became haughty like a King, and gave no thought to anything save to building his own houses, and setting guards round about them by day and by night; and he appointed secretaries who should write his secret letters, and chose out a body from among the good men of the city to be his guard. And when he rode out he took with him many knights and huntsmen, all armed, who guarded him like a King; and when he went through the streets the women came out to gaze at him, and shouted and rejoiced in him; and he being elated and puffed up with these vanities, demeaned himself in all things after the manner of a King. This he did for the sake of abasing a certain kinsman of his, who was chief Alcayde, and who was better and wiser than he. Moreover he made no account of the Alcayde of the Almoravides who held the Alcazar, neither took counsel with him concerning anything, and he gave no heed to him except to supply him and his company with their charges, which he did right sparingly.

II. But when King Yahia was slain, his servants and eunuchs and they of his household fled to Juballa, a Castle which was held by a kinsman of the Guazil Abenalfarax, who lay in prison; other some fled to Zaragoza, and told the Cid all that had befallen. The Cid was greatly grieved when he heard it, and without delay he set forth with all his people, and went as fast as he could go to Juballa, and there they who had escaped from Valencia met him, and besought him to help them to revenge the death of their Lord, saying that they would follow him for life or for death, and do whatsoever he commanded them. Then the Cid sent letters to Abeniaf, saying disdainfully unto him, that by God’s help he had kept his Lent well, and accomplished his fast with a worthy sacrifice by murdering the King his master! and he reproached him for the shame he had done the King in casting his head into the pond and letting the body be buried in a dunghill; and at the end of the letter he bade Abeniaf give him his corn which he had left in his granaries at Valencia. Abeniaf returned for answer that his granaries had all been plundered, and that the city now “belonged to the King of the Almoravides;” and he said that if the Cid would serve that King he would do his best to help him that he might win his love. When the Cid read this letter he saw that Abeniaf was a fool, for he had sent to reproach him for the death of his Lord, and the answer which he had returned was concerning another matter; and he then knew that Abeniaf was not a man to keep the power which he coveted. So he sent other letters to him, calling him and all who were with him traitors, and saying that he would never leave from making war against them till he had taken vengeance for the death of King Yahia.

III. And the Cid sent letters to all the Castles round about, bidding them supply his host with victuals, and do it speedily, or he would do all he could to destroy them. And there was none to gainsay him; and all obeyed his commands in this matter, saving Aboeza Abenlupo, for he was a discreet man, and perceived what was to come, and in what this was to end; moreover he feared that if he should not do as the Cid commanded, the Cid would put him out of the world, and no one would be able to protect him; and if he should do it, then he feared least he should be banished. So he sent to the Cid to say he would do his pleasure, and he sent also to Abenrazin, the Lord of Albarrazin, saying that he would give him Monviedro and the other Castles in his possession, and bidding him make his terms with the Cid, for as touching himself, he desired to have no dispute, but to come off with his company and his own person in peace. When Abenrazin heard this he was well pleased; and he went to Monviedro with all speed, and took possession of the Castle. From the time that King Yahia was slain till this time, was twenty and six days. And when Abenrazin had got possession of the Castle of Monviedro he came to the Cid, and established love with him, and made a covenant that there should be buying and selling between his Castles and the host, and that he would provide food, and that the Cid should not make war upon him. And upon this they made their writings, which were full fast; and Abenrazin returned to his own land, and left one to keep Monviedro for him; and Abenlupo went with him, taking with him his wives and his children and his people and all that he had, and he thought himself well off that he had escaped with his body, for he desired to have nothing to do with the Cid. And the Cid lay before Juballa, and sent out his foragers towards Valencia twice a day; one party went in the morning, and another towards night; and they slew many Moors, and made many prisoners, and made prey of all the flocks which they found without the walls; nevertheless the Cid commanded that no hurt should be done to those of the land of Moya, nor to the husbandmen, but that they who laboured to produce bread and wine should be protected and encouraged; and this he did thinking that what they raised would be for him when he should lay siege unto the town; and he said this to his knights and Adalides and Almocadenes, and took homage of them that they should obey him therein. All this time the Cid held that Castle besieged, so that none could enter in nor come out thereof; and it is said that terms had secretly been made with him to yield it up, but that it was so to be done that the other Moors might believe they had yielded from great necessity, for it was not stored so as to be able to hold out long. And while the Cid lay before Juballa, all the spoil which his Almogavares took they brought to the host, and from the host it was taken and sold at Monviedro. Many laden beasts came every day, and there was plenty in the host.

IV. Abeniaf gathered together the knights who were natives of the city and vassals to the King whom he had slain, and sent for others who were in Denia, so that in all they were three hundred knights, and maintained them with the bread which was in the granaries of the Cid Ruydiez, and with the rents and possessions of those who had been the King’s officers, and who were gone from Valencia, and with the customs; from all these did he give these knights whatsoever they stood in need of. And he took no counsel with the Alcayde of the Almoravides concerning any thing which he did, neither with any one, nor did he care a jot for them. And when the Alcayde and the Almoravides saw that he made himself master in the city, and how every thing that he did was by his own will, they were offended therewith. The sons of Aboegib were offended also: and they and the Almoravides placed their love upon each other, and took counsel together against him, and became of one party, and they bare great hatred against him, and he against them. All this while the Cid lay before Juballa, and every day he scoured the country to the gates of Valencia, early in the morning, and at noon day, and at night, so that he never let them rest. And the three hundred knights whom Abeniaf had collected went out against his foragers, with the men of the town, and the Christians slew many of them, so that there were lamentations daily within the walls, and wailings over the dead that were brought in. And in one of these skirmishes, a rich Moor was taken who was Alcayde of Acala, which is near Torralva, and they gave him grievous torments till he ransomed himself for ten thousand marks of silver; and moreover he gave the houses which he had in Valencia, which were called the houses of Añaya, to be theirs if peradventure the town should be yielded up.

V. When the Cid knew that there was great hatred between Abeniaf and the Almoravides and the sons of Aboegib, he devised means how to set farther strife between them, and sent privily to proffer his love to Abenaif on condition that they should expel the Almoravides out of the town; saying, that if he did this, he would remain Lord thereof, and the Cid would help him in this, and would be good to him, as he knew he had been to the King of Valencia, and would defend him. When Abeniaf heard this he was well pleased, thinking that he should be King of Valencia. And he took counsel with Abenalfarax the Guazii of the Cid, whom he held prisoner, and Abenalfarax, with the hope of getting out of prison, counselled him to do thus, and to accept the love of the Cid. Then sent he to the Cid, saying that he would do all which he commanded to gain his love, and he began to stop the allowance of the Almoravides, saying that he could give them nothing, for he had nothing whereof to give: this did he to the end that they might go their way, for he lacked not means.

VI. At this time Ali Abenaxa, the Alcayde who was in Denia, sent to Abeniaf, saying unto him that he should send of that treasure, and of those jewels which he had taken from King Yahia, to the Miramamolin beyond sea; with the which he would gather together a great power, and cross the sea, and come against the Cid, to help the people of Valencia, and protect them against the Cid, who did so much evil to them all. And Abeniaf took counsel with the men of Valencia concerning this matter, whether he should send this to the Miramamolin beyond sea or not. And the old men advised him that he should, and the others that he should not. And Abeniaf took the treasures, and hid the best part thereof for himself, for none knew what it was; and the rest he sent by his messengers, Abenalfarax the Guazil of the Cid being one; and they took their departure from Valencia with great secresy, least the Cid should know it and overtake them upon the road. But Abenalfarax devised means to let the Cid know, and sent him a messenger. And the Cid sent horsemen to follow their track, who caught them, and took the treasure, and brought it to the Cid. Greatly did he thank Abenalfarax for having served him so well at that season, and putting the treasure into his hands, and he promised him goodly guerdon; and he made him chief over all the Moors who were his subjects. At this time the Alcayde of Juballa yielded up the Castle to the Cid, and the Cid placed another therein, and went up with his host against Valencia, and encamped in a village which is called Deroncada. And as the seed time was now over, he burnt all the villages round about, and wasted all that belonged to Abeniaf and his lineage, and he burnt the mills, and the barks which were in the river. And he ordered the corn to be cut, for it was now the season, and he beset the city on all sides, and pulled down the houses and towers which were round about, and the stone and wood thereof he sent to Juballa, to make a town there beside the Castle.

VII. At this time there came the Guazil of the King of Zaragoza to the host of the Cid, bringing with him great treasures which the King had sent for the redemption of the captives, for ruth which he had of them, and also that he might have his reward from God in the other world. He came also to talk with Abeniaf and counsel him that he should give up the city to the King of Zaragoza, and they would send away the Almoravides, and the King would protect him; but Abeniaf would give no ear to this, and the Guazil said unto him that he would repent not having taken this advice. On the second day after this Guazil had arrived, the Cid attacked the suburb which is called Villa Nueva, and entered it by force, and slew many Moors, both men of Andalusia and Almoravides, and plundered all that they found, and pulled down the houses, and the wood and stone the Cid sent to Juballa, and he set a guard there that the Moors might not recover the place. On the morrow the Cid attacked another suburb, which is called Alcudia, and there were a great body of the Moors gathered together there. And he sent a part of his host against the gate of Alcantara, bidding them attack the gate, while he fought against them in Alcadia; and he thought that by God’s mercy peradventure he should enter the town. And the Cid with his company rode among that great multitude of the Moors, smiting and slaying without mercy, and the Cid’s horse trampled over the dead, and stumbled among them and fell, and the Cid remained afoot. Howbeit they brought him to horse again, and he continued smiting and laying on strenuously, so that the Moors were amazed at the great mortality which he made among them, and maugre all they could do, were fain to fly into the town. And they whom he had sent against the gate of Alcantara, attacked it so bravely that they would have entered the city, if it had not been for the boys and the women, who were upon the wall and in the towers, and threw down stones upon them. And this while the cry went forth in the city, and many horsemen sallied forth and fought with the Christians before the bridge, and the battle lasted from morning until midday, and when they separated, the Cid returned to his camp. And when the Cid had taken food, he returned after the siesta to attack the suburb of Alcudia; and this attack was so vigorous that they who dwelt therein thought the place would be forced, and they began to cry out, Peace! Peace! being in great fear. Then, the Cid bade his men give over the attack, and the good men of the suburb came out to him, and whatsoever terms of security they asked, he granted them; and he took possession of the suburb that night, and set his guards therein; and he commanded his people that they should do no wrong to them of Alcudia, and if any one offended he said that his head should be smitten off; so he returned that night to the camp. And on the morrow he came there, and assembled together the Moors of that place, and comforted them much with his speeches, and promised that he would favour them greatly and not oppress them, and bade them till their fields and tend their flocks securely, saying that he would take only a tenth of the fruit thereof, as their law directed. And he placed a Moor there named Yucef to be his Almoxarife, that is to say, his Receiver. And he gave orders that all Moors who would come and dwell therein might come securely, and they also who would bring food thither for sale, and other merchandize. So much food and much merchandize were brought there from all parts, and that suburb became like a city, and there was plenty therein.

VIII. Now when the Cid Ruydiez had gotten possession of the suburbs, he cut off from Valencia both the ingress and the egress, and they of the town were greatly straightened, and knew not what they should do, and they repented them that they had not listened to what the King of Zaragoza sent to counsel them, for they had none to help them; and the Almoravides were in the like straight, for they had none to look to, and the pay which they were wont to receive failed, both to them and to the other knights. All this time Abeniaf secretly continued his love with the Cid, for he had not departed from the promise which he had made him to send away the Almoravides, and put himself under his protection. And they took counsel together in this distress, both the Almoravides and the men of the town, how they might obtain the love of the Cid, in whatever manner they could, so that they might remain in peace in the city till they had sent to the Miramamolin beyond sea, and received his commands; and they sent to the Cid to say this. But he made answer that he would make no treaty with them till they had sent away the Almoravides. And they of the town told the Almoravides what the Cid had said, and these Africans were well pleased, being full weary of that place, and said that they would go their way, and that it would be the happiest day of their lives, that, wherein they should depart. So they made their covenant that the Almoravides should be placed in safety, and that they should pay the Cid for all the corn which was in his granaries at the time when King Yahia was slain. And moreover the thousand maravedis per week, which they were wont to pay him should be paid for the whole time which they had been in arms, and also from that time forth. And that the suburb which he had won should be his; and that his host should remain in Juballa so long as they continued in that land. And upon this they made their writings, and confirmed them. And the Almoravides departed from Valencia, and horsemen were sent with them, who conducted them in safety, and the Moors of Valencia were left in peace.

IX. Then the Cid went with all his host to Juballa, leaving none but such as were to collect his rents with his Almoxarife. And Abeniaf cast about how he might pay the Cid for the corn, and also what else was to be given him. And he made terms with those who held the Castles round about Valencia, that they should pay him the tenth of all their fruits and of all their other rents. Now this was the season for gathering in the fruit, and he appointed men in every place who should look to it, and see it valued, and receive the tenth; a Moor and a Christian did he appoint in every place, who were to receive this, and to gather the corn also into the granaries: and this was done after such manner that the Cid had his tribute well paid. At this time came tidings to Valencia, that the Almoravides were coming again with a great power, and the Cid devised how he might prevent their coming, or if they came how he might fight against them. And he sent to tell Abeniaf to forbid them from coming, for if they should enter the town he could not be Lord thereof, which it was better he should be, and the Cid would protect him against all his enemies. Well was Abeniaf pleased at this; and he held a talk with the Alcayde of Xativa, and with him who held the Castle of Carchayra; and they agreed to be of one voice. And they came to Valencia, and the Cid came to his suburb; and they confirmed love with him in great secrecy. But he who had the Castle of Algezira would not be in this covenant with them and the Cid sent parties into his lands, and did him much evil; and the Alcayde of Juballa went against him, and cut down all his corn and brought it to Juballa, which the Cid had made a great town with a church and with towers, and it was a goodly place; and there he had his corn and his other things, and his rents were all brought thither, and it abounded with all things; and men held it for a great marvel that in so short time he had made so great a town, which was so rich and so plentiful. And the Cid thought to have Valencia if the Almoravides did not come, and for this reason did all that he could to prevent their coming.

X. At this time Abenrazin the Lord of Albarrazin covenanted with the King of Aragon that the King should help him to win Valencia, and he would give him great treasures; and he gave him in pledge a Castle which is called Toalba. And in this which he did he gained nothing, but he lost the Castle. Now this Abenrazin had made covenant with the Cid, so that they were friends, and the Cid had never done hurt in his lands. And when he knew this that he had done with the King of Aragon, he held himself to have been deceived and dealt falsely with; howbeit he dissembled this, and let none of his company wit, till they had gathered in all the corn from about Algezira de Xucar, and carried it to Juballa. When this was done, he bade his men make ready, and he told them not whither they were to go, and he set forward at night toward Albarrazin, and came to the Fountain. Now that land was in peace, and the dwellers thereof kept neither watch nor ward; and his foragers slew many, and made many prisoners, and drove great flocks and herds, sheep and kine, and brood mares, and prisoners all together, and they carried away all the corn; and they sent all the spoil to Juballa, and it was so great that Valencia and Juballa and all their dependencies were rich with cattle and with other things. While the Cid lay before Albarrazin, as he one day rode forth with five of his knights to disport himself, there came twelve knights out of the town, thinking to slay him or take him. And he pricked forward against them, and encountered them so bravely that he slew twain, and other twain he overthrew, so that they were taken, and the rest were put to flight: but he remained with a wound in his throat from the push of a spear, and they thought he would have died of that wound; and it was three weeks before it was healed.

XI. Now came true tidings to Valencia that the host of the Almoravides were coming, and that they were now at Lorca, and the son in law of the Miramamolin at their head, for he himself could not come, by reason that he ailed. They of Valencia took courage at these tidings, and waxed insolent, and began to devise how they should take vengeance upon Abeniaf, and upon all those who had oppressed them. And Abeniaf was in great trouble at this which was said openly concerning him, and he sent privily to the Cid, telling him to come as soon as might be. The Cid was then before Albarrazin, doing all the evil that he could, and he brake up his camp and came with his host to Juballa; and Abeniaf and the Alcaydes of Xativa and Carchayra came unto him, and they renewed their covenant to stand by each other, and be of one voice. And they took counsel and made a letter for the leader of the army of the Almoravides, wherein they told him that the Cid had made a treaty with the King of Aragon, whereby the King bound himself to help him against them; and they bade him beware how he came towards Valencia, unless he chose to do battle with eight thousand Christian horsemen, covered with iron, and the best warriors in the world. This did they thinking that he would be dismayed and turn back: but the Moor did not cease to advance, notwithstanding this letter.

XII. There was a garden nigh unto Valencia which had belonged to Abenalhazis, and the Cid asked Abeniaf to give it him, that he might take his pleasure there when he was disposed to solace himself. This he did cunningly, that when the Almoravides heard how this garden had been given him which was so nigh unto the city, they should ween that the men of Valencia had given it, and that they were better pleased with his company than with theirs, Abeniaf granted it. And the Cid was wary, and would not enter it till a gateway had been opened into the garden, for the entrance was through narrow streets, and the Cid would not trust himself in those strait places: so Abeniaf ordered the gate to be made, and told the Cid that he would be his host on a day appointed. And Abeniaf bedecked the gate of this garden full richly, and spread costly carpets, and ordered the way to be strewn with rushes, and made a great feast, and expected him all the day, but he did not come. And when it was night he sent to say that he was sick and could not come: and he prayed him to hold him excused. This he did to see whether they of Valencia would murmur against him. And the sons of Aboegib and all the people murmured greatly, and would fain in their hearts have risen against Abeniaf, but they durst not because of the Cid, with whom they would not fall out least he should lay waste all that was without the walls. And they looked daily for the Almoravides, and one day they said, Lo! now they are coming: and on the morrow they said, They are coming not. And in this manner some days past on. And the murmur which there had been concerning the garden died away; and then the Cid entered it, and took possession of the whole suburb of Alcudia round about it: and this he did peaceably, for the Moors and Christians dwelt there together.

XIII. Now came true tidings that the host of the Almoravides, which was at Lorca, was coming on through Murcia, and that the tarriance which they had made had been by reason of their Captain, who had fallen sick, but he was now healed, and they were advancing fast. And the sons of Aboegib and great part of the people rejoiced in these tidings, and took heart: and Abeniaf was in great fear, and he began to excuse himself to the men of the town, and said unto them to pacify them, that they did him wrong to complain of him for the garden which the Cid had asked of him, inasmuch as he had only given it him to disport himself therein for some days and take his pleasure, and that he would make him leave it again whenever it should please them. Moreover he said, that seeing they were displeased with what he had done, he would take no farther trouble upon him; but would send to break off his covenant with the Cid, and send to bid him look out for others to collect his payments, for he would have the charge no longer. This he said in his cunning, thinking that he should pacify them; but they understood his heart, and they cried aloud against him that they would not stand to his covenant, nor by his counsel, but that the sons of Aboegib should counsel them, and whatsoever they should think good, that would they do. And they gave order to fasten the gates of the town, and to keep watch upon the towers and walls. When Abeniaf saw this he ceased to do as he had been wont for fear of the people and of the sons of Aboegib, and took unto himself a greater company to be his guard. And the war was renewed between the Cid and the people of Valencia.

XIV. Now came true tidings that the host of the Almoravides was nigh unto Xativa; and the people of Valencia were glad and rejoiced, for they thought that they were now delivered from their great misery, and from the oppression of the Cid. And when he heard these tidings he left the garden and went to the place where his host was encamped, which was called Xarosa, and remained there in his tents, and he was at a stand what he should do, whether to abide the coming of the Almoravides, or to depart; howbeit he resolved to abide and see what would befall. And he gave order to break down the bridges and opea the sluices, that the plain might be flooded, so that they could only come by one way, which was a narrow pass. Tidings now came that the host of the Almoravides was at Algezira de Xucar, and the joy of the people of Valencia increased, and they went upon the walls and upon the towers to see them come. And when night came they remained still upon the walls, for it was dark, and they saw the great fires of the camp of the Almoravides, which they had pitched near unto a place called Bacer; and they began to pray unto God, beseeching him to give them good speed against the Christians, and they resolved as soon as the Almoravides were engaged in battle with the Cid, that they would issue forth and plunder his tents. But our Lord Jesus Christ was not pleased that it should be so, and he ordered it after another guise; for he sent such a rain that night, with such a wind and flood as no man living remembered, and when it was day the people of Valencia looked from the wall to see the banners of the Almoravides and the place where they had encamped, and behold they could see nothing: and they were full sorrowful, and knew not what they should do, and they remained in such a state as a woman in her time of childing, till the hour of tierce, and then came tidings that the Almoravides had turned back, and would not come unto Valencia. For the rains and floods had dismayed them, and they thought the waters would have swept them away, and that the hand of God was against them, and therefore they turned back. And when the people of Valencia heard this they held themselves for dead men, and they wandered about the streets like drunkards, so that a man knew not his neighbour, and they smeared their faces with black like unto pitch, and they lost all thought like one who falls into the waves of the sea. And then the Christians drew nigh unto the walls, crying out unto the Moors with a loud voice like thunder, calling them false traitors and renegados, and saying, Give up the town to the Cid Ruydiez, for ye cannot escape from him. And the Moors were silent, and made no reply because of their great misery.

XV. Then Abenalfarax, a Moor of Valencia, he who wrote this history in Arabic, took account of the food which was in the city, to see how long it could hold out. And he says that the cafiz of wheat was valued at eleven maravedís, and the cafiz of barley at seven maravedís, and that of pulse or other grain at six; and the arroba of honey at fifteen dineros; and the arroba of carobs the third of a maravedí, and the arroba of onions two thirds of a maravedí, and the arroba of cheese two maravedís and a half, and the measure of oil frhich the Moors call maron, a maravedí, and the quintal of figs five maravedís, and the pound of mutton six dineros of silver, and the pound of beef four. These maravedis were silver ones, for no other money was current among them. The Moors who dwelt in the suburbs carried all the best of their goods into the city, and the rest they buried. And when the Cid was certain that the Almoravides were not coming, he returned again to lodge in the garden, and gave order to spoil the suburbs, save that of Alcudia, because the inhabitants of that had received him without resistance; and the Moors fled into the city with their wives and children. And when the Christians began to plunder the suburbs they of the town came out and plundered also those houses which were nearest unto the walls, so that every thing was carried away and nothing but the timbers left; and then the Christians took that to build them lodgments in the camp; and when the Moors saw this they came out, and carried away what timber they could into the city. And the Christians pulled down all the houses, save only such as could be defended with arrows, and these which they dared not pull down they set fire to by night. And when all the houses had been levelled they began to dig in the foundations, and they found great wealth there, and store of garments, and hoards of wheat; and when the Cid saw this he ordered them to dig every where, so that nothing might be lost. And when all had been dug up the Cid drew nearer to the city, and girt it round about, and there was fighting every day at the barriers, for the Moors came out and fought hand to hand, and many a sword-stroke was given and many a push with the spear. While the Moors were thus beleagered came letters from the Captain of the Almoravides, saying that he had not turned back to Algezira de Xucar for fear, nor for cowardice, neither as one who fled, but for lack of food, and also by reason of the waters; and that it was his set purpose at all events to succour them and deliver them from the oppression which they endured, and he was preparing to do this with all diligence. And he bade them take courage, and maintain the city. And when the Moors of Valencia heard, these letters they took heart, and joined with the sons of Aboegib, and their resolve was that they would be firm and maintain the city. And they said that Abeniaf had made the Almoravides retreat, because he had told them that there was discord in the town. And Abeniaf kept great watch, having a great guard to secure him, least the people should attempt aught against him. And the price of all things in Valencia was doubled.

XVI. Then the Cid drew nearer to the walls, so that no man could either enter in or issue out, but whosoever attempted it was either slain or taken. And he gave orders to till all the lands which lay round about Alcudia, for this was now become a great place, even like a city, and the Moors who dwelt there were safe; and tents and shops were made there for all kinds of merchandize, and merchants came there safely from all parts to buy and to sell, so that they who dwelt there were greatly enriched. And justice was administered to all full righteously, so that there was none who could complain of the Cid nor of his Almoxarife, nor of any of his people; and the Moors were judged by their own law, and were not vexed, and he took from them only a tenth. Now came true tidings from Denia that the Almoravides had returned into their own country, and that there was no hope of succour at their hands. And when they of Valencia heard this they were greatly troubled. And they who held the Castles round about came humbly to the Cid, to place their love upon him, and besought him that he would accept tribute from them, and have them under his protection; and he gave orders that they might travel the roads in peace: and in this manner his rents increased, so that he had plenty to give. And he sent to them who held the Castles, bidding them provide him with cross-bow men, and foot-soldiers, to fight against the city; and there was none who dared disobey his bidding, and they sent him cross-bow men and foot-men in great numbers, with their arms and provisions. Thus was Valencia left desolate, and forsaken by all the Moorish people; and it was attacked every day, and none could enter in, neither could any come out; and they were sore distressed, and the waves of death compassed them round about.

XVII. Then was there a Moor in the city who was a learned man and a wise, and he went upon the highest tower, and made a lamentation, and the words with which he lamented he put in writing, and it was rendered afterwards from the Arabic into the Castillian tongue, and the lamentation which he made was this:

Valencia! Valencia! trouble is come upon thee, and thou art in the hour of death; and if peradventure thou shouldst escape, it will be a wonder to all that shall behold thee.

But if ever God hath shown mercy to any place, let him be pleased to show mercy unto thee; for thy name was joy, and all Moors delighted in thee and took their pleasure in thee.

And if it should please God utterly to destroy thee now, it will be for thy great sins, and for the great presumption which thou hadst in thy pride.

The four corner stones whereon thou art founded would meet together and lament for thee, if they could!

Thy strong wall which is founded upon these four stones trembles, and is about to fall, and hath lost all its strength.

Thy lofty and fair towers which were seen from far, and rejoiced the hearts of the people,…little by little they are falling.

Thy white battlements which glittered afar off, have lost their truth with which they shone like the sunbeams.

Thy noble river Guadalaver, with all the other waters with which thou hast been served so well, have left their channel, and now they run where they should not.

Thy water courses, which were so clear and of such great profit to so many, for lack of cleansing are choked with mud.

Thy pleasant gardens which were round about thee;…the ravenous wolf hath gnawn at the roots, and the trees can yield thee no fruit.

Thy goodly fields, with so many and such fair flowers, wherein thy people were wont to take their pastime, are all dried up.

Thy noble harbour, which was so great honour to thee, is deprived of all the nobleness which was wont to come into it for thy sake.

The fire hath laid waste the lands of which thou wert called Mistress, and the great smoke thereof reacheth thee.

There is no medicine for thy sore infirmity, and the physicians despair of healing thee.

Valencia! Valencia! from a broken heart have I uttered all these things which I have said of thee.

And this grief would I keep unto myself that none should know it, if it were not needful that it should be known to all.

XVIII. Now all the trouble and distress which the men of Valencia endured, pleased Abeniaf well, because they had forsaken him and followed the sons of Aboegib; and he said that it did not behove a man to give advice unto those who would not listen to it, and that if the people had hearkened to him they would not have been brought to this misery; and what evil they endured was because of the sons of Aboegib, who lacked wit to be well with any one, or to do any thing. These things Abeniaf said daily to all who came to visit him: so that the people great as well as little began to talk thereof, saying that Abeniaf spake truly. And the Christians fought against them every day, and prest them close, and the price of food increased daily: and they withdrew themselves from the love of the sons of Aboegib, and thought that they had been ill advised to follow their counsel, and that because of them all this evil was come upon them, and they held them for fools. And the people cried out upon Abeniaf that he should forgive them for having forsaken him, and that he should protect them, and devise means for their deliverance from this great trouble. And Abeniaf said that he would have nothing to do with them more than as one of them; for if they were in trouble, so was he: and what they stood in fear of, that did he fear also; and that he could not give counsel to men who were divided among themselves; and he said unto them that they must agree among themselves, and be all of one mind to do one of these two things;…either to forsake the sons of Aboegib and their counsel; or to stand by it. And when he should see that they no longer opposed him with their evil counsels and the bad way in which they were going on, that he would then take counsel for them in such guise that they should be at peace; for they knew how they had sped so long as they let him direct them, and he trusted in God so to speed as that they should have no war with the Cid, neither with any other. And they made answer with one accord that they would trust in him and obey him, and do all which he should command, for it had alway been well with them when they followed his advice.

XIX. Then the men of Valencia made Abeniaf their Adelantado, and promised to abide by his counsel; howbeit this could not lightly be done, for many of the people held with the others. And when Abeniaf saw that they would have him for their chief, he said that they should make a writing, and the chief persons of the town confirm it with their names; and the people accorded that it should be so, and it was done accordingly. Then he made offers to the Cid that they should pay him tribute, and took counsel with him how to put the sons of Aboegib, and those who held with them, out of the town; and their counsel was, that the Cid should draw nigh to the walls, and speak unto the men of the town, saying, that so long as they followed after the ways of the sons of Aboegib, he would never grant them his love; and that all the evil which he did unto them was because of them, and because they were guided by them and by their evil counsel. And if they desired to speed well they should send away the sons of Aboegib, and take Abeniaf to be their chief, and give ear unto him. And the Cid came nigh unto the walls and said these things, and moreover that he had great ruth for them, for he loved them well; and if they would do according to his words he would help them and protect them, as he had been wont to do in the days of King Yahia; and he bade them look well to what they were doing, and not suffer themselves to be brought to destruction. And Abeniaf also said these things to those of his household and to all those who talked with him, and asked of them why they would let themselves be brought to destruction by the counsel of foolish men and unwise. And this he said so often that they thought it was truth, and they besought him that as he was their Adelantado now, he would devise means for their deliverance, and how they might live in peace; and he made answer that they were not to think he had forgotten this, for he had laboured greatly with the Cid to obtain his love for them, but the Cid had sworn that they should never have his love till they had put the sons of Aboegib out of the town; when they had done that, he would do whatsoever they should think good, but till they had done it there should be no covenant between him and them. But when the men of the town heard this they murmured greatly, and said that he demanded a hard thing, and that it were better they should all die than do this; and they talked concerning this matter three days, being in doubt what they should do. And when Abeniaf saw that the people were thus at a stand, he took counsel privily with the Cid, and with the knights, and the good men who were on his side, how he might take them. And one of the chief persons of Abeniaf’s household went out with a great company of horse and foot to seize the sons of Aboegib; and they when they knew this, took shelter in the house of an Alfaqui, that is to say, one learned in the law, who was held in much honour by the Moors; and in this house, which was surrounded with an embattled wall, they thought with the little company that they had with them, to defend themselves, till the cry could go forth through the city, and their friends come to their succour. And they who went to take them set fire to the outer gates, and many of the baser sort gathered together to see what the stir was. And they ascended the roof and threw down tiles upon the assailants till they made them take shelter under the eaves, and then the house was forced, and they plundered all that they could find, and laid hands on the sons of Aboegib and carried them to prison. All this was done before the cry could go forth through the town; and all the kinsmen of the sons of Aboegib were taken also: they were kept that day in prison, and when it was night they were taken to the Cid, to his lodging in Alcudia, and delivered into his hands.

XX. On the morrow there was a great stir among the men of the town, and they were greatly troubled at this foul thing which Abeniaf had done. But Abeniaf thinking that he should now have his desire, and that all was done, took horse and rode forth with all his company to the Bridge-end, to see Ruydiez the Cid. And the Bishop, as he was called, of Albarrazin, came to meet him with a great company of knights, being the chiefs of the company of the Cid, and they did great honour unto him, thinking that he would give them something. And they brought him to the lodging of the Cid, which was in the Garden of the New Town; and the Cid came out to meet him at the garden gate, and embraced him, and made much of him. And the first thing which he said, was, to ask him why he had not put on kingly garments, for King he was: and he bade him take off the coif which he wore, for it was not what beseemed him now, and made semblance as if he would have held his stirrups. And they stood talking awhile. Now the Cid thought that Abeniaf would not come to him with empty hands, and looked that he should give him of the treasures and jewels that he had taken from King Yahia whom he had slain; but when he saw that he brought nothing, then began the Cid to talk of terms, and said unto him that if he desired to have his love, and that there should be peace between them, he must divide with him the rents of the town, as well what was collected within as without, and that he would have his own Almoxarife to see to this and collect his share. And Abeniaf made answer that it should be so. And the Cid demanded of him his son as hostage, that he might keep him in Juballa, for otherwise he said he could not be secure. And Abeniaf agreed to this also; so they parted for that day, having appointed that they should meet on the morrow, and confirm this covenant by writings so that it should be good. Then Abeniaf returned into the city, full sorrowful and taking great thought; and then he saw the foolishness that he had done in sending away the Almoravides out of the land, and in putting his trust in men of another law. And on the morrow the Cid sent for him that he should come out and confirm the covenant; but Abeniaf sent him word that he would not give him his son, even though he knew he should lose his head for refusing. And the Cid sent him a letter with great threats, saying, that since he had thus deceived him, there should never more be love between them, nor would he ever believe aught which he should say. And then the hatred between them waxed very great. And the Cid sent unto that Moor who had taken the sons of Aboegib and bade him leave the town, and go unto the Castle which was called Alcala; and he obeyed and went thither, for he dared not do otherwise than as the Cid commanded. And he did great honours to the sons of Aboegib and to their kinsmen, and gave orders that they should be provided with all things which they needed, and gave them garments, and promised that he would be their great friend. At this time three good men of Valencia died, who were the most honourable of the town and of the most discretion, and Abeniaf was left as Chief, for there was none to gainsay him.

XXI. And the Cid made war afresh upon the city as cruelly as he could, and the price of bread was now three times as great as it had been at the beginning; the load of wheat was worth an hundred maravedís of silver, and the pound of flesh was a maravedí. And the Cid drew nigh unto the walls, so as to fight hand to hand with the townsmen. And Abeniaf waxed proud and despised the people, and when any went to make complaint before him, and ask justice at his hands, he dishonoured them, and they were evil entreated by him. And he was like a King, retired apart, and trobadors and gleemen and masters disported before him which could do the best, and he took his pleasure. And they of the town were in great misery, from the Christians who warred upon them from without, and the famine whereof they died within. Moreover Abeniaf oppressed them greatly, and he took unto himself all the goods of those who died, and he made all persons equal, the good and the bad, and took from all all that he could; and those who gave him nothing he ordered to be tormented with stripes, and cast into rigorous prisons, till he could get something from them. And he had no respect neither for kinsman nor friend. There was but one measure for all, and men cared nothing now for their possessions, so that the sellers were many and the buyers none. And with all these miseries the price of food became exceeding great, for the cafiz of wheat was priced at ninety maravedis, and that of barley at eighty, and that of painick eighty and five, and that of all pulse sixty, and the arroba of figs seven, and of honey twenty, and of cheese eighteen, and of carobs sixteen, and of onions twelve, and the measure of oil twenty: flesh there was none, neither of beast nor of anything else; but if a beast died, the pound was worth three maravedis. And they were so weak with hunger that the Christians came to the walls and threw stones in with the hand, and there was none who had strength to drive them back.

XXII. And the Cid having it at heart to take the town, let make an engine, and placed it at one of the gates, and it did great hurt both to the walls and within the town; and the Moors made other engines, with the which they brake that of the Cid. And the Cid in his anger let make three engines, and placed them at the three gates of the town, and they did marvellous great hurt. And food waxed dearer every day, till at last dear nor cheap it was not to be had, and there was a great mortality for famine; and they eat dogs and cats and mice. And they opened the vaults and privies and sewers of the town, and took out the stones of the grapes which they had eaten, and washed them, and ate them. And they who had horses fed upon them. And many men, and many women, and many children watched when the gates were open, and went out and gave themselves into the hands of the Christians, who slew some, and took others, and sold them to the Moors in Alcudia; and the price of a Moor was a loaf and a pitcher of wine: and when they gave them food, and they took their fill, they died. Them that were stronger they sold to merchants who came there by sea from all parts. And the Moors of Alcudia, and of the town which the Cid had made there, had plenty of all things, and as great as was their abundance, even so great was the misery of those in the town: and they spake the verse which sayeth, If I go to the right the water will destroy me, and if I go to the left the lion will kill me, and if I turn back there is the fire.

XXIII. Now the Moors of Valencia being in this great misery because of the siege which the Cid laid unto the town, Abeniaf bethought him that he would send a messenger to the King of Zaragoza, and beseech him to come to his succour, even as he had succoured the grandson of Alimaymon, when the Lord of Denia and Tortosa came against him. And the good men of the town took counsel whether they should say in these letters, To you the King, or whether they should humble themselves before him and call him Lord; and they debated upon this for three days, and agreed that they would call him Lord, that he might have the more compassion upon them. And though Abeniaf was troubled at heart at this determination, nevertheless he said in the letter as they had appointed. And he called a Moor who spake the mixed language, and instructed him how to get out of the city by night, so that the Christians might not see him, and told him that when he had given that letter to the King of Zaragoza, the King would give him garments, and a horse, and a mule to ride on, and that he himself would show favour unto him as long as he lived. So the messenger departed with the letter. And the famine in the town waxed greater, and food was not now bought by the cafiz, neither by the fanega, but by ounces, or at most by the pound. And the pound of wheat cost a maravedí and a half, and that of barley a maravedi, and that of painick a maravedi and a quarter, and of pulse a maravedi, and of flax-seed three parts of a maravedi, and of cheese three dineros, and of honey three, and of figs one; and the panilla of oil was eight dineros, and the pound of colewort five, and the ounce of carobs three parts of a dinero, and the ounce of onions the same, and the head of garlick the same; and a pound of beast’s flesh was six maravedis, and grape-stones were half a dinero the pound, and the skins of kine and of beasts five dineros; the dinero was silver, for there was no money current save silver and gold.

XXIV. When the King of Zaragoza saw the letter which Abeniaf and the men of Valencia had sent him, he gave no heed to it, neither cared he for the messenger, neither did he give him even a draught of water for his reward. And the messenger waited for his answer from day to day for three weeks, and he dared not depart without it for fear least Abeniaf should slay him; and he thought also that some of the King’s people would come out after him and slay him upon the way; and he was urgent for his answer, and began at last to cry aloud at the gate of the King’s house, so that the King asked of what that messenger was making his complaint. Then they told the King that he wanted his answer that he might be gone. And the King wrote an answer and said, that this aid which they besought of him he could not give till he had sent to ask help of King Don Alfonso of Castille, for he could not else venture to do battle with the Cid. And he exhorted them to defend themselves the best they could while he procured horsemen from King Don Alfonso to help them, and that they should from time to time send him word how they went on. So the messenger returned in great sorrow that he had sped no better, and that nothing had been given him as Abeniaf had promised: and all this which the King of Zaragoza said was only delay, and meant nothing. And the famine now waxed so great, that there was no food to sell, and many died of hunger. And many for great misery went out to the Christians, recking not whether they should be made captive, or slain, for they thought it better to be slain than to perish for lack of food. And Abeniaf searched all the houses in the town for food, and where he found any store, he left only what would suffice for a fortnight, and took the rest, saying that in that time the King of Zaragoza would come and relieve them, for that he only tarried to collect great store of food, that he might bring it with him. This he said to keep the people quiet, and to encourage them. And of the food which he carried away he took the most part for himself and for his guards, and the rest he ordered to be sold in such manner that none should buy more than would suffice him for the day. And what he took he did not pay for, and when the people demanded payment he put them off till another day; and he bade them not complain, for they would be relieved from this misery, and then he would pay them well. And they who had any food left buried it for fear, and for this reason there was none to be bought, neither dear nor cheap. And they who had nothing else, ate herbs, and leather, and electuaries from the apothecaries which they bought at a great price, and the poor ate the dead bodies.

XXV. Now Abeniaf had no hope of succour save only from the King of Zaragoza, who had sent to bid him hold out; and he sent to him every night to tell him of the great misery which there was in Valencia, and the King of Zaragoza returned for answer that King Don Alfonso had sent him a great body of horsemen with Garcia Ordoñez, and would come himself after them; and he sent in this letter another letter written with his own hand, and which was to be shown to the good men of the town, privily; and he said therein, with great oaths to confirm it, that he would without fail come and deliver them, for it was a great grief to him to think what they endured, and that this was as great sorrow to him, as theirs could be. And certain of the King’s favourites wrote to Abeniaf also after the same manner, telling him that he would surely come; howbeit one of his favourites who had compassion upon the men of Valencia sent a covert message to warn them, saying, That the King of Zaragoza would build a tower in Alcudia de Tudela; the meaning of this was, that all the King said, was only to put them off. Abeniaf did not understand it, and sent to ask him what it was that he had said; but the other made him no reply. Then the King of Zaragoza sent two messengers to the Cid with jewels and rich presents, and besought him that he would not distress the men of Valencia so greatly, and also that he would let his messengers enter the town that they might speak with Abeniaf. This the Cid would not permit; howbeit they found means to send in a letter, saying, Wit ye that I send to entreat the Cid that he will not do so great evil unto you, and I give him jewels and rich presents that he may do my will in this, and I believe that he will do it. But if he should not, I will gather together a great host, and drive him out of the land. Howbeit these were but dissembling words, for the King of Zaragoza and the Cid were friends and were of one accord, that the Cid should take Valencia and give it the King, who should give him great treasures in return.

XXVI. Then the Cid began to treat with a great Moor of the town, named Abenmoxiz that he should rise up against Abeniaf, and kill him or deliver him into his hands, and that he would make him Lord over Valencia, and the country as far as Denia. And Abenmoxiz took counsel with his friends, and they advised him that he should do this: but Abeniaf knew of their counsel, and took them, and put them in prison, and gave them in charge to two of his household in whom he had great trust. And Abenmoxiz talked with his keepers, and told them all that he proposed to do, and promised them, if they would release him, to reward them greatly when he had succeeded, saying, that he undertook this with the consent and advice of the King of Zaragoza: so they were persuaded and promised to join with him. And when it was night Abenmoxiz and his friends and the two keepers agreed to seize the Alcazar, which was the place wherein they were imprisoned, and to beat the alarm, and raise a cry for the King of Zaragoza; and they thought the men of the town would join with them, and then they would go to the house of Abeniaf and lay hands on him. And they did accordingly, and beat a drum, and sent a cryer upon the tower of the Mosque to bid all the people assemble at the Alcazar. And when the people heard that drum and that cryer they were in great fear, and knew not what to think: and they assembled some to guard their own houses, other some to guard the tower, till they knew what it was. And when Abeniaf heard it, he was greatly dismayed, and he asked of all whom he found at his gates, what the uproar was, and what this thing might be. In short time all they who were on his side, both horse and foot, assembled together, and then they knew what it was; and he bade them go to the Alcazar and take Abenmoxiz, and all that held with him. Abenmoxiz this while was at the gate of the Alcazar with his little company, thinking that the whole town would join him; and behold Abeniaf’s company came up and charged him; and he thought to defend himself with the few that were with him, but the most part fled, and he with four others were taken; and they led them with great shame to the house of Abeniaf, who sent him to prison, and gave orders to smite off the heads of the others. And Abeniaf sent to lay hands on all whom he suspected, and took from them all that they had. And he sent messengers to the King of Zaragoza, to tell him what had chanced, and they took with them Abenmoxiz prisoner, and they were charged to remain at Zaragoza, and send him true tidings from thence.

XXVII. Now there was no food to be bought in the city, and the people were in the waves of death: and men were seen to drop and die in the streets, and the Place of the Alcazar round about the walls thereof was full of graves, and there was no grave which had fewer than ten bodies in it. As many as could fled out of the town, and delivered themselves up to the Christians to be made prisoners. The Cid thought that they who were the Chiefs within the walls, thrust out the poor and feeble, that they might be able to hold out longer; and it troubled him, for he thought to take the town by starving it, and he feared the coming of the Almoravides. Sometimes it troubled him, and at other times he seemed pleased that the Moors should come out and give themselves prisoners to his people. Now it befel that once, at such time as it seemed to please him, some of the chief men of the town came out in this manner, and counselled him that be should attack it, for they said the men at arms were few, and weak for hunger, and that he might presently win it: and the Cid took thought upon this matter, and resolved to do as they said; and he gathered together his host and advanced against the gate which is called Belfanhanes, that is to say, the Gate of the Snake, and they drew nigh unto the wall. And all the people of the town assembled, even all the force which was therein, and threw down stones from the gate and from the wall, and shot their arrows, so that neither stone nor arrow fell in vain; and the Cid and they who had advanced with him went into a bath which was near the wall, to be under cover from the arrows. And Abeniaf’s company opened the gate and sallied out, seeing that the stones and arrows from the wall had hurt many, and made the Christians draw back; and the Cid and they who were with him remained in the bath, being shut up there, for they could not go out by the door where at they had entered, and they broke through the wall on the other side, and the Cid escaped that way, being thus put to rout. Then he thought himself ill advised in having attacked the town, and in putting himself into a place from whence he had escaped with such great danger; and he held that the worst war which he could make upon the men of Valencia was to let them die of hunger. So he ordered proclamation to be made so loud that all the Moors upon the walls could hear, bidding all who had come out from the town to return into it, or he would burn as many as he should find; and saying also that he would slay all who came out from that time forth. Nevertheless they continued to let themselves down from the walls, and the Christians took them without his knowledge. But as many as he found he burnt alive before the walls, so that the Moors could see them; in one day he burnt eighteen, and cast others alive to the dogs, who tore them in pieces. They who could hide any sent them away by sea and by land to be sold; the most whom they sent were young men and girls, for others they would not take; and many virgins they kept for themselves. And if they knew that any who came out, had left kinsmen or friends in the town who would give any thing for them, they tortured them before the walls, or hung them from the towers of the Mosques which were without the city, and stoned them; and when they in the town saw this they gave ransom for them, that they might be permitted to dwell in Alcudia with the Moors who were in peace with the Cid. This continued for two months, till there were only four beasts left in the town, and one was a mule of Abeniaf’s, and another was a horse of his son’s; and the people were so wasted that there were but few who had strength to mount the wall.

XXVIII. The company of Abeniaf and of his kinsmen despaired now of holding out, and of the help of the King of Zaragoza, or of the Almoravides, and they desired rather to die than endure this misery. And the good men of the city, as many as were left, went to an Alfaqui, who was a good man, and one who was held in great esteem, and besought him to give them counsel, for he saw their great distress, and how they were out of all hope of succour; and they besought him that he would go to Abeniaf, and know of him what he thought to do, or what hope he had, that he let them all perish thus. The Alfaqui gave ear to them, and said that if they would all hold together, and be of one heart, and show great anger at having been brought to this misery, he would do all he could to relieve them; and they promised to do whatever he should advise. Now Abeniaf knew of the talk which the good men of the town had had with the Alfaqui, and understood that it was because of the great misery which they endured; and he thought in his heart that he would humble himself, and do whatever his people should think good. And the Alfaqui thought that happy man was his dole now that the people had committed themselves to his guidage, and he went to Abeniaf and communed with him, and their accord was to give up all hope of succour. And Abeniaf put himself in the hands of the Alfaqui, that he should go between him and the Cid and the people of Valencia, and make the best terms for them that he could, seeing that they could no longer hold out, and maintain the town.

XXIX. Here the history relates that at this time Martin Pelaez the Asturian came with a convoy of laden beasts, carrying provisions to the host of the Cid; and as he passed near the town the Moors sallied out in great numbers against him; but he, though he had few with him, defended the convoy right well, and did great hurt to the Moors, slaying many of them, and drove them into the town. This Martin Pelaez who is here spoken of, did the Cid make a right good knight, of a coward, as ye shall hear. When the Cid first began to lay siege to the city of Valencia, this Martin Pelaez came unto him; he was a knight, a native of Santillana in Asturias, a hidalgo, great of body and strong of limb, a well made man and of goodly semblance, but withal a right coward at heart, which he had shown in many places when he was among feats of arms. And the Cid was sorry when he came unto him, though he would not let him perceive this; for he knew he was not fit to be of his company. Howbeit he thought that since he was come he would make him brave whether he would or not. And when the Cid began to war upon the town, and sent parties against it twice and thrice a day, as ye have heard, for the Cid was alway upon the alert, there was fighting and tourneying every day. One day it fell out that the Cid and his kinsmen and friends and vassals were engaged in a great encounter, and this Martin Pelaez was well armed; and when he saw that the Moors and Christians were at it, he fled and betook himself to his lodging, and there hid himself till the Cid returned to dinner. And the Cid saw what Martin Pelaez did, and when he had conquered the Moors he returned to his lodging to dinner. Now it was the custom of the Cid to eat at a high table, seated on his bench, at the head. And Don Alvar Fañez, and Pero Bermudez, and other precious knights, ate in another part, at high tables, full honourably, and none other knights whatsoever dared take their seats with them, unless they were such as deserved to be there; and the others who were not so approved in arms ate upon estrados, at tables with cushions. This was the order in the house of the Cid, and every one knew the place where he was to sit at meat, and every one strove all he could to gain the honour of sitting to eat at the table of Don Alvar Fañez and his companions, by strenuously behaving himself in all feats of arms; and thus the honour of the Cid was advanced. This Martin Pelaez, thinking that none had seen his badness, washed his hands in turn with the other knights, and would have taken his place among them. And the Cid went unto him, and took him by the hand and said, You are not such a one as deserves to sit with these, for they are worth more than you or than me; but I will have you with me: and he seated him with himself at table. And he, for lack of understanding, thought that the Cid did this to honour him above all the others. On the morrow the Cid and his company rode towards Valencia, and the Moors came out to the tourney; and Martin Pelaez went out well armed, and was among the foremost who charged the Moors, and when he was in among them he turned the reins, and went back to his lodging; and the Cid took heed to all that he did, and saw that though he had done badly he had done better than the first day. And when the Cid had driven the Moors into the town he returned to his lodging, and as he sate down to meat he took this Martin Pelaez by the hand, and seated him with himself, and bade him eat with him in the same dish, for he had deserved more that day than he had the first. And the knight gave heed to that saying, and was abashed; howbeit he did as the Cid commanded him: and after he had dined he went to his lodging and began to think upon what the Cid had said unto him, and perceived that he had seen all the baseness which he had done; and then he understood that for this cause he would not let him sit at board with the other knights who were precious in arms, but had seated him with himself, more to affront him than to do him honour, for there were other knights there better than he, and he did not show them that honour. Then resolved he in his heart to do better than he had done heretofore. Another day the Cid and his company and Martin Pelaez rode toward Valencia, and the Moors came out to the tourney full resolutely, and Martin Pelaez was among the first, and charged them right boldly; and he smote down and slew presently a good knight, and he lost there all the bad fear which he had had, and was that day one of the best knights there; and as long as the tourney lasted there he remained, smiting and slaying and overthrowing the Moors, till they were driven within the gates, in such manner that the Moors marvelled at him, and asked where that Devil came from, for they had never seen him before. And the Cid was in a place where he could see all that was going on, and he gave good heed to him, and had great pleasure in beholding him, to see how well he had forgotten the great fear which he was wont to have. And when the Moors were shut up within the town, the Cid and all his people returned to their lodging, and Martin Pelaez full leisurely and quietly went to his lodging also, like a good knight. And when it was the hour of eating the Cid waited for Martin Pelaez, and when he came, and they had washed, the Cid took him by the hand and said, My friend, you are not such a one as deserves to sit with me from henceforth, but sit you here with Don Alvar Fañez, and with these other good knights, for the good feats which you have done this day have made you a companion for them; and from that day forward he was placed in the company of the good. And the history saith that from that day forward this knight Martin Pelaez was a right good one, and a right valiant, and a right precious, in all places where he chanced among feats of arms, and he lived alway with the Cid, and served him right well and truly. And the history saith, that after the Cid had won the city of Valencia, on the day when they conquered and discomfited the King of Seville, this Martin Pelaez was so good a one, that setting aside the body of the Cid himself, there was no such good knight there, nor one who bore such part, as well in the battle as in the pursuit. And so great was the mortality which he made among the Moors that day, that when he returned from the business the sleeves of his mail were clotted with blood, up to the elbow; insomuch that for what he did that day his name is written in this history, that it may never die. And when the Cid saw him come in that guise, he did him great honour, such as he never had done to any knight before that day, and from thenceforward gave him a place in all his actions and in all his secrets, and he was his great friend. In this knight Martin Pelaez was fulfilled the example which saith, that he who betaketh himself to a good tree, hath good shade, and he who serves a good Lord winneth good guerdon; for by reason of the good service which he did the Cid, he came to such good state that he was spoken of as ye have heard: for the Cid knew how to make a good knight, as a good groom knows how to make a good horse. The history now leaves to speak of him, and returns to the accord of the Alfaqui and Abeniaf, which they propounded unto the Cid.

XXX. This Alfaqui sent his messengers to an Almoxarife of the Cid whose name was Abdalla Adiz; who was a good man and one whom the Cid loved, and who never left him after he had obtained his favour. And when Abdalla Adiz heard that they wished to propose terms, he spake with the Cid upon this matter, and the Cid bade him enter the town, and speak with them, and know of them what they would have. And he went into the town, and spake with them as the Cid had commanded, and came out again, and reported unto him what they had said, till he had made terms between them, Abeniaf sent three good men with him to confirm the terms which were made, and the covenant was after this manner, that they of Valencia should send messengers to the King of Zaragoza, and to Ali Abenaxa who was Adelantado of the Almoravides and Lord of Murcia, beseeching them to succour them within fifteen days; and if within that time they were not succoured they should then give up the city to the Cid, with such conditions, that Abeniaf should remain mighty in the town, as he had been before, his person being secure and all that he had, and his wives, and his children, and that he should remain Veedor, that is to say. Overseer, of all the rents of the town, he and the Almoxarife of the Cid, and a Moor who was called Musa should be Guazil of the town; this Musa had looked after the affairs of the Cid in the time of King Yabia, and never forsook him after the death of the King his Lord; and the Cid made him Alcayde of a Castle, and alway found him loyal, and at his service, and for this reason trusted he in him so as to make him Guazil, who should keep the keys of the town, with a guard of Almocadenes, and of Christian foot-men of Almogavares who had been born in the land of the Moors. And it was appointed that the Cid should dwell in Juballa, in the town which he had made, and that he should alter none of their privileges, nor of their customs, nor the rents which they paid, nor their money.

XXXI. Presently on the morrow they sent five good men as messengers to the King of Zaragoza, and as many more to Murcia; and it had been covenanted that neither of these messengers should take with him more than fifty maravedís for his journey, and that they should go by sea as far as Denia, in a ship of the Christians, and from thence by land. These messengers embarked with their company on board that ship, and the Cid sent orders to the master thereof not to sail till he came; and the Cid came himself in his own body and bade them search the messengers to see if they took with them more than had been agreed; and he found upon them great riches in gold and in silver and in pearls and in precious stones; part was their own, and part belonged to other merchants in the city, who thought to send it to Murcla, not being minded to abide in Valencia: and he took it all, leaving them no more than fifty maravedís each, according to the covenant. This was the price of food on the day when these messengers departed: the pound of wheat was three maravedís, and the pound of barley one and a half, and the pound of painick three, saving a quarter; the ounce of cheese three dineros, and the ounce of hemp seed four, and the pound of colewort one maravedí and two dineros of silver, and the pound of neat-skin one maravedí. In the whole town there was only one mule of Abeniaf’s, and one horse: another horse which belonged to a Moor he sold to a butcher for three hundred and eighty doblas of gold, bargaining that he should have ten pounds of the flesh. And the butcher sold the flesh of that horse at ten maravedís the short pound, and afterwards at twelve, and the head for twenty doblas of gold.

XXXII. The Moors of Valencia were now something comforted, for they weened that they should receive help, and the Christians did not now war upon them; nevertheless they kept guard, and went the rounds, as before, and waited for the day appointed, as one who looked to be released from prison. And for this reason men began to bring out the food which they had hidden, and to sell of it, and thus they went on til the time expired, and the messengers were not returned. And Abeniaf besought them that they would wait yet three days more, but they made answer that they would not, for they could bear it no longer. And the Cid sent unto them bidding them yield up the town, as they had covenanted to do; and he swore with great oaths, that if they delayed a single hour after the time was expired, he would not keep the terms which he had made, and moreover that he would slay the hostages; nevertheless they let a day pass over and above the term. And then they who made the covenant with the Cid went out unto him and besought him to come and receive the town, but the Cid said wrathfully to them that he was not bound to keep the terms, seeing they had let the time appointed pass; and they yielded themselves into his hands that he should do with them according to his pleasure; then he was moved to compassion, and had pity upon them. And Abeniaf and other good men came out, and the writings were made and were confirmed on both sides, by the Chiefs of the Christians and of the Moors, and the gates were opened at the hour of noon, upon Thursday the last day of June, after the feast of St. John, which the Moors call Alhazaro. And when the gate was opened Abeniaf was there within, with a great company round about him, both of his own people and of those of the town; and the Christians as they entered ascended the walls and towers. And Abeniaf asked why so many went up, for it was not in the terms; but they would not cease for that, and they took possession of all, little to his liking.




BOOK VII.
 

I. And all the people of the town gathered together, like men risen from their graves,…yea, like the dead when the trumpet shall sound for the day of judgment, and men shall come out of their graves and be gathered together before the Majesty of God. And hucksters came from Alcudia and brought bread and pulse to sell, and others of the town went out to Alcudia to buy food; and they who were poor, and had not wherewith to buy, plucked of the herbs of the field and ate them, and they held themselves rich because they could go out when they would, and enter in again without fear. And such as were wise among them abstained from taking much food, fearing what would happen, and they took it little by little till they had gotten strength; all they who took their fill died, and the mortality among them was so great that all the fields were full of graves.

II. On the following day after the Christians had taken possession of the town, the Cid entered it with a great company, and he ascended the highest tower of the wall, and beheld all the city; and the Moors came unto him, and kissed his hand, saying he was welcome. And the Cid did great honour unto them. And then he gave order that all the windows of the towers which looked in upon the town should be closed up, that the Christians might not see what the Moors did in their houses; and the Moors thanked him for this greatly. And he commanded and requested the Christians that they should show great honour to the Moors, and respect them, and greet them when they met: and the Moors thanked the Cid greatly for the honour which the Christians did them, saying that they had never seen so good a man, nor one so honourable, nor one who had his people under such obedience.

III. Now Abeniaf thought to have the love of the Cid; and calling to mind the wrath with which he had formerly been received, because he had not taken a gift with him, he took now great riches which he had taken from those who sold bread for so great a price during the siege of Valencia, and this he carried to the Cid as a present. Among those who had sold it were some men from the Islands of Majorca, and he took from them all that they had. This the Cid knew, and he would not accept his gifts. And the Cid caused proclamation to be made in the town and throughout the whole district thereof, that the honourable men and knights and castellans should assemble together in the garden of Villa Nueva, where the Cid at that time sojourned. And when they were all assembled, he went out unto them, to a place which was made ready with carpets and with mats, and he made them take their seats before him full honourably, and began to speak unto them, saying, I am a man who have never possessed a kingdom, neither I nor any man of my lineage. But the day when I first beheld this city I was well pleased therewith, and coveted it that I might be its Lord; and I besought the Lord our God that he would give it me. See now what his power is, for the day when I sate down before Juballa I had no more than four loaves of bread, and now by God’s mercy I have won Valencia. And if I administer right and justice here God will let me enjoy it, but if I do evil, and demean myself proudly and wrongfully, I know that he will take it away. Now then let every one go to his own lands, and possess them even as he was wont to have and to hold them. He who shall find his field, or his vineyard, or his garden, desert, let him incontinently enter thereon; and he who shall find his husbanded, let him pay him that hath cultivated it the cost of his labour, and of the seed which he hath sown therein, and remain with his heritage, according to the law of the Moors. Moreover I have given order that they who collect my dues take from you no more than the tenth, because so it is appointed by the custom of the Moors, and it is what ye have been wont to pay. And I have resolved in my heart to hear your complaints two days in the week, on the Monday and the Thursday; but if causes should arise which require haste, come to me when ye will and I will give judgment, for I do not retire with women to sing and to drink, as your Lords have done, so that ye could obtain no justice, but will myself see to these things, and watch over ye as friend over his friend, and kinsman over his kinsman. And I will be Cadi and Guazil, and when dispute happens among ye I will decide it. When he had said these things they all replied that they prayed God to preserve him through long and happy years, and four of the most honourable among them rose and kissed his hands, and the Cid bade them take their seats again.

IV. Then the Cid spake unto them and said, It is told me that Abeniaf hath done much evil, and committed great wrong toward some of ye, in that he hath taken great riches from ye to present them to me, saying, that this he did because ye sold food for a great price during the siege. But I will accept of no such gift; for if I were minded to have your riches, I could take them, and need not ask them neither from him, nor from any other; but thing so unseemly as to take that which is his from any one, without just cause, I will not do. They who have gotten wealth thus, God hath given it them; let them go to Abeniaf, and take back what he hath forced from them, for I will order him to restore the whole. Then he said, Ye see the riches which I took from the messengers who went to Murcia; it is mine by right, for I took it in war because they brake the covenant which they had made, and would have deceived me: nevertheless I will restore it to the uttermost farthing, that nothing thereof shall be lost. And ye shall do homage to me that ye will not withdraw yourselves, but will abide here, and do my bidding in all things, and never depart from the covenant which ye make with me; for I love ye, and am grieved to think of the great evil and misery which ye endured from the great famine, and of the mortality which there was. And if ye had done that before which ye have done now, ye would not have been brought to these sufferings and have bought the cafiz of wheat at a thousand maravedís; but I trust in God to bring it to one maravedí. Be ye now secure in your lands, and till your fields, and rear cattle; for I have given order to my men that they offer ye no wrong, neither enter into the town to buy nor to sell; but that they carry on all their dealings in Alcudia, and this I do that ye may receive no displeasure. Moreover I command them not to take any captive into the town, but if this should be done, lay ye hands on the captive and set him free, without fear, and if any one should resist, kill him and fear not. I myself will not enter your city nor dwell therein, but I will build me a place beside the Bridge of Alcantara, where I may go and disport myself at times, and repair when it is needful. When he had said these things he bade them go their way.

V. Well pleased were the Moors when they departed from him, and they marvelled at the greatness of his promises, and they set their hearts at rest, and put away the fear which they had had, thinking all their troubles were over; for in all the promises which the Cid had made unto them, they believed that he spake truth; but he said these things only to quiet them, and to make them come to what he wished, even as came to pass. And when he had done, he sent his Almoxarife, Abdalla Adiz, to the Custom House, and made him appoint men to collect the rents of the town for him, which vas done accordingly. And when the Cid had given order concerning his own affairs at his pleasure, the Moors would fain have entered again into possession of their heritages as he told them; but they found it all otherwise, for of all the fields which the Christians had husbanded; they would not yield up one; albeit they let them enter upon such as were left waste; some said that the Cid had given them the lands that year, instead of their pay, and other some that they rented them and had paid rent for the year. So the Moors seeing this, waited till Thursday, when the Cid was to hear complaints, as he had said unto them. When Thursday came all the honourable men went to the Garden, but the Cid sent to say unto them that he could not come out that day, because of other causes which he had to determine; and he desired that they would go their way for that time, and come again on the Monday: this was to show his mastery. And when it was Monday they assembled again in the Garden, and the Cid came out to them, and took his seat upon the estrado, and the Moors made their complaint. And when he had heard them, he began to make similitudes, and offer reasons which were not like those which he had spoken the first day, for he said to them, I ask of ye, whether it is weil that I should be left without men? for if I were without them, I should be like unto one who hath lost his right arm, or to a bird that hath no wings, or to one who should do battle and hath neither spear nor sword. The first thing which I have to look to is to the well-being of my people, that they may live in wealth and honour, so that they may be able to serve me, and defend my honour; for since it has pleased God to give me the city of Valencia, I will not that there be any other Lord here than me. Therefore I say unto you and command you, if you would be well with me, and would that I should show favour unto you, that ye see how to deliver that traitor Abeniaf into my hands. Ye all know the great treason which he committed upon King Yahia, his Lord and yours, how he slew him, and the misery which he brought upon you in the siege; and since it is not fitting that a traitor who hath slain his Lord should live among you, and that his treason should be confounded with your loyalty, see to the obeyment of my command.

VI. When the honourable Moors heard this they were dismayed; verily they knew that he spake truth touching the death of the King, but it troubled them that he departed from the promise which he had made; and they made answer that they would take counsel concerning what he had said, and then reply. Then five of the best and most honourable among them withdrew, and went to Abdalla Adiz, and said unto him, Areed us thy reed now the best and truest that thou canst, for thou art of our law, and oughtest to do this; and the reason why we ask counsel of thee is this. The Cid promised us many things, and now behold he says nothing to us of what he said before, but moveth other new reasons, at which great dismay hath seized us. And because thou better knowest his ways, tell us now what is his pleasure, for albeit we might wish to do otherwise, this is not a time wherein anything but what he shall command can be done. When the Almoxarife heard this he made answer, Good men, it is easy to understand what he would have, and to do what should be done. We a11 know the great treason which Abeniaf committed against we all in killing your Lord the King: for albeit, at that time ye felt the burden of the Christians, yet it was nothing so great as after he had killed him, neither did ye suffer such misery. And since God hath brought him who was the cause to this state, see now by all means how ye may deliver him into the hands of the Cid. And fear not, neither take thought for the rest; for though the Cid may do his pleasure in some things, better is it to have him for Lord, than this traitor who hath brought so much evil upon ye. Moreover the things of this world soon pass away, and my heart tells me that we shall ere long come out of the bondage of the Cid, and of the Christians, for the Cid is well nigh at the full of his days, and we who remain alive after his death, shall then be masters of our city. When the good men heard what he said, they thanked him much, and held themselves to be well advised, and said that they would do willingly what he bade them: and they returned forthwith to the Cid, and said unto him that they would fulfil his commandment. Incontinently did the good men dispeed themselves of the Cid, and they went into the city, and gathered together a great posse of armed men, and went to the place where Abeniaf dwelt; and they assaulted the house and brake the doors, and entered in and laid hands on him, and his son, and all his company, and carried them before the Cid. And the Cid ordered Abeniaf to be cast into prison, and all those who had taken counsel with him for the death of King Yahia.

VII. When this was done, the Cid said unto the good men, Now that ye have fulfilled my bidding, I hold it good to show favour unto you in that which ye yourselves shall understand to be fitting for me to grant. Say therefore what ye would have, and I will do that which I think behoveth me: but in this manner, that my dwelling place be within the city of Valencia, in the Alcazar, and that my Christian men have all the fortresses in the city. And when the good men heard this, they were greatly troubled; howbeit they dissembled the sorrow which they resented, and said unto him, Sir Cid, order it as you think good, and we consent thereto. Then said he unto them that he would observe towards them all the uses and customs of their law, and that he would have the power, and be Lord of all; and they should till their fields and feed their flocks and herds, and give him his tenth, and he would take no more. When the Moors heard this they were well pleased, and since they were to remain in the town, and in their houses and their inheritances, and with their uses and customs, and that their Mosques were to be left them, they held themselves not to be badly off. Then they asked the Cid to let their Guazil be the same as he had first appointed, and that he would give them for their Cadi the Alfaqui Alhagi, and let him appoint whom he would to assist him in distributing justice to the Moors; and thus he himself would be relieved of the wearisomeness of hearing them, save only when any great occasion might befall. This Alhagi was he who made the lamentation for Valencia, as ye have heard; and when the Cid was peaceably established in Valencia, he was converted, and the Cid made him a Christian. And the Cid granted this which they required, and they kissed his hand, and returned into the town. Nine months did the Cid hold Valencia besieged, and at the end of that time it fell into his power, and he obtained possession of the walls, as ye have heard. And one month he was practising with the Moors that he might keep them quiet, till Abeniaf was delivered into his hands; and thus ten months were fulfilled, and they were fulfilled on Thursday the last day of June, in the year of the æra one thousand one hundred and thirty and one, which was in the year one thousand ninety and three of the Incarnation of our Lord Jesus Christ. And when the Cid had finished all his dealings with the Moors, on this day he took horse with all his company in good array, his banner being carried before him, and his arms behind: and in this guise, with great rejoicings he entered the city of Valencia. And he alighted at the Alcazar, and gave order to lodge all his men round about it, and he bade them his banner upon the highest tower of the Alcazar.

Glad was the Campeador, and all they who were with him when they saw his banner planted in that place. And from that day forth was the Cid possessed of all the Castles and fortresses which were in the kingdom of Valencia, and established in what God had given him, and lie and ail Ins people rejoiced.

VIII. On the morrow the Cid sent Abeniaf to Juballa. and they gave him great tortures till he was at the point of death; and they kept him there two days, and then brought him to Valencia to the Garden of the Cid, and the Cid gave order that he should write with his own hand an account of all that he had. And he did this, and wrote down the carkanets, and rings, and costly garments, and rich apparel which he had, and also many other precious household things, and the debts which were due unto him. This the Cid did that he might see if all was there which Abeniaf had taken when he slew the King his Master; and the writing was read before the Cid. And the Cid sent for certain Moors who were good and honourable men, and made Abeniaf be brought before him, and demanded of him if he had nothing more than what was there written down; and he answered that he had not; and he bade him swear this before the Moors, and Abeniaf swore accordingly. Then the Cid sent privily to make search in all the houses of the friends of Abeniaf, swearing unto them, that if they had anything of his and denied it, and it should afterwards be discovered, he would put them to death, and moreover take from them all that they had. And they when they heard this, partly in the fear of the Cid, and partly that they might find favour with him, brought each of them great riches, saying, Sir, Abeniaf gave us this in keeping, that if it might be saved, he might share it with us. And he gave order to search and dig in the houses of Abeniaf, and they found great treasure there in gold and in silver, and in pearls, and in precious stones, all which a servant discovered unto them. And when the Cid saw it all before him it pleased him much, and he called for the Moors before whom Abeniaf had taken the oath, and he took his seat upon the estrado full nobly, and there in the presence of Christians and Moors he ordered Abeniaf and all the other prisoners to be brought forth. And he bade that Alfaqui whom he had made Cadi, and the other good men, judge by what death he who had slain his Lord deserved to die, according to their law, and who moreover was perjured, for he had sworn that he possessed nothing more than what he had set down in writing: and the Cadi and the other Moors said that according to their law, he and his accomplices should be stoned: This, they said, we find in our law, but you will do as you think good. Nevertheless we ask mercy of you for his son, who is but a child; may it please you to set him free, for he hath no fault in what his father hath done. And the Cid answered, that for the love of them he pardoned the child, but that he should depart from the city, for he would not have the son of a traitor dwell therein. And he commanded them that they should stone Abeniaf and all them who had taken counsel with him for the death of the King, according as they had given sentence. Then the honourable Moors rose and kissed his feet and his hands for the mercy which he had shown to the son of Abeniaf; and they took out Abeniaf to stone him, and other twenty and two with him. And the Cid bade them come again to him on the morrow, and he would appoint what should be the manner of his dwelling among them.

IX. That night the Cid spake with Alvar Fañez and with Pero Bermudez, and all them who were of his council, and they resolved in what manner they would live among the Moors. And on the morrow the honourable Moors of Valencia assembled together in the Alcazar as they had been commanded to do, and the Cid took his seat upon the estrado, and all the honourable men round about him, and he spake unto them after this manner: Good men of the Aljama of Valencia, ye know how I served and defended King Yahia your Lord, and ye also, until his death. And I had great sorrow for him, and strove to revenge him, as ye know, and endured great hardships in winning Valencia.

And since God hath thought it good that I should be Lord thereof, I will have it for myself, and for those who have helpen me to win it, saving the sovereignty of King Don Alfonso of Castille, my Lord, whom God preserve for his service long and happy years. Ye are all now in my power, to do with ye whatever I will, both with your persons and your riches, and your wives and your children; but I will not do thus. And I hold it good that the honourable men among ye who have alway been loyal, remain in the city in their dwellings and with all their family; and that none among ye keep more than one beast, which shall be a mule, and that ye do not use arms, neither have them in your possession, except when it is needful and I shall give command. And all the rest of the people shall go out of the town and dwell in the suburb of Alcudia, where I was wont to be. Ye shall have two Mosques, one in the city and one in the suburb; and ye shall have your Alfaquis and follow your own law; and ye shall have your Cadis, and your Guazil, as I have appointed; and ye shall have your inheritances, and pay me the tenth of the fruits thereof as your service; and the power of justice shall be mine, and I will order such money to be coined as I shall think good. Do ye therefore who are minded to abide with me in the land, abide: and let those who are not, go, in God’s name, and good luck with them, but they shall take only their own persons, and I will give command to see them escorted in safety. When the Moors of Valencia heard this they were full sorrowful; howbeit it was now a time when they could do no otherwise than as he commanded. And incontinently they began to go out of the city with their wives and children, all except those whom the Cid had commanded to abide there; and as the Moors went out the Christians who dwelt in Alcudia entered in. And the history saith, that so great was the multitude which departed, that they were two whole days in going out. Great was the joy of the Cid and his people that day, and from thenceforward he was called My Cid the Campeador, Lord of Valencia.

X. Now was it bruited abroad throughout all lands, how the Cid Ruydiez had won the noble city of Valencia. And when Ali Abenaxa the Adelantado of the Almoravides knew it, he sent his son-in-law the King of Seville to besiege him in Valencia, and gave him thirty thousand men at arms. And this King came in great haste to Valencia, and besieged the Cid therein. And the Cid made ready with all his people, and went out to fight him. And the battle was nigh unto Valencia, beside the garden which is called the Garden of Villa Nueva; and it was a good battle, and at length he of the good fortune conquered; and the pursuit continued as far as Xativa; even so far did the Christians pursue them, smiting and slaying. And at the passage of the Xucar there might you have seen confusion, and there the Moors without liking it drank plenty of water. They say that fifteen thousand Moors died in the river; and the King of Seville fled with three great blows. This day did Martin Pelaez the Asturian approve himself a right good one: there was no knight so good that day in arms as he, nor who bore away such honour. And when the pursuit was ended the Cid returned to the field of battle, and ordered the spoils of the field and of the tents to be collected. Be it known that this was a profitable day’s work. Every foot soldier shared a hundred marks of silver that day. And the Cid returned full honourably to Valencia. Great was the joy of the Christians in the Cid Ruydiez, he who was born in a good hour. His beard was grown, and continued to grow a great length. My Cid said of his chin, For the love of King Don Alfonso, who hath banished me from his land, no scissars shall come upon it, nor shall a hair be cut away, and Moors and Christians shall talk of it.

XI. That night the Cid took counsel with Alvar Fañez, who departed not from his side, and with the other honourable men who were of his council, concerning what should be done: for now that his people were all rich, he feared least they should return into their own country, for my Cid saw that if they might go they would. And Minaya advised him that he should cause proclamation to be made through the city, that no man should depart without permission of the Cid, and if any one went who had not dispeeded himself and kist his hand, if he were overtaken he should lose all that he had, and moreover be fixed upon a stake. And that they might be the more certain, he said unto Minaya that he would take account of all the people who were with him, both horsemen and foot, and Pero Bermudez and Martin Antolinez made the roll; and there were found a thousand knights of lineage, and five hundred and fifty other horsemen, and of foot soldiers four thousand, besides boys and others; thus many were the people of my Cid, he of Bivar. And his heart rejoiced, and he smiled and said, Thanks be to God, Minaya, and to Holy Mary Mother!…we had a smaller company when we left the house of Bivar!

XII. At this time there came a crowned one from the parts of the East, that is to say, one who was shaven and shorn; his name was the Bishop Don Hieronymo, a full learned man and a wise, and one who was mighty both on horseback and a-foot: and he came enquiring for the Cid, wishing that he might see himself with the Moors in the field, for if he could once have his fill of smiting and slaying them, Christians should never lament him. And when the Cid knew this it pleased him in his heart, and he took horse and went to visit him, and rejoiced greatly that he was come; and he resolved to make Valencia a bishopric and give it to this good Christian. And they took counsel, and it was that on the morrow the Bishop and his clergy should turn the Mosques into Churches, wherein they might sing masses, and sacrifice the body of Jesus Christ. And rents were appointed for the table of the Bishop and for his Canons, and for all the clergy in the city of Valencia. And nine parish Churches were made. And the greatest was called St. Pedro’s, and another was called St. Mary of the Virtues. This was near the Alcazar, and there the Cid went oftenest to hear service. After this manner the Cid ordered his city that it should be a Bishopric, for the honour of the Catholic faith. God! how joyful was all Christendom that there was a Lord Bishop in the land of Valencia!

XIII. Now the Cid bethought him of Doña Ximena his wife, and of his daughters Doña Elvira and Doña Sol, whom he had left in the Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardeña; and he called for Alvar Fañez and Martin Antolinez of Burgos, and spake with them, and besought them that they would go to Castille, to King Don Alfonso his Lord, and take him a present from the riches which God had given them; and the present should be a hundred horses, saddled and bridled; and that they would kiss the King’s hand for him, and beseech him to send him his wife Doña Ximena, and his daughters, and that they would tell the King all the mercy which God had shown him, and how he was at his service with Valencia and with all that he had. Moreover he bade them take a thousand marks of silver to the Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardeña, and give them to the Abbot, and thirty marks, of gold for his wife and daughters, that they might prepare themselves and come in honourable guise. And he ordered three hundred marks of gold to be given them, and three hundred marks of silver, to redeem the chests full of sand which he had pledged in Burgos to the Jews; and he bade them ask Rachel and Vidas to forgive him the deceit of the sand, for he had done it because of his great need: and he said, You, Martin Antolinez, were aiding and abetting herein, but praised be the name of the Lord for ever, he hath let me quit myself truly; tell them that they shall have more profit than they asked. And he bade them each take with him his whole company, that they might be better advised and accompanied, and that Doña Ximena might come with the greater honour: and the company was this: two hundred knights who were of Don Alvar Fañez, and fifty of Martin Antolinez: and he ordered money to be given them for their disbursement, and for all things needful, in abundance.

XIV. Alvar Fañez and Martin Antolinez went their way, and they found the King in the city of Palencia. When they arrived he was coming from mass, and seeing this goodly company of horsemen he stopped in the church porch, and asked who they were. And it was told him that they were people of the Cid, who came to him with a full great present. And Alvar Fañez and Martin Antolinez alighted, and came to the King, and kissed his hand; and he received them right well, and said, What tidings bring ye me of the Cid, my true vassal, the most honourable knight that ever was knighted in Castille? Well was Minaya pleased when he heard this, and he said, A boon, Sir King Don Alfonso, for the love of your Maker: My Cid sendeth to kiss your hands and your feet, as his natural Lord, at whose service he is, and from whom he expecteth much bounty and good. You banished him from the land; but though in another’s country, he hath only done you service. Five pitched battles hath he won since that time, some with Moors and some with bad Christians; and he hath taken Xerica, and Ondra, and Almenar, and Monviedro which is a bigger place, and Cebola also, and Castrejon, and Peña Cadiella which is a strong eminence, and with all the right noble city of Valencia, for the honour of the faith of Jesus Christ, and of you our Lord and King; and he hath made it a Bishopric, and made the Honourable Don Hieronymo Bishop thereof with his own hand. And behold here are a hundred horses of the spoils which he hath won; they are great and swift, and are all bridled and saddled, and he kisseth your hand and beseecheth you as his natural Lord to receive them. When the King heard this he was greatly astonished, and he lifted up his right hand and blessed himself, and said, As St. Isidro shall keep me, I rejoice in the good fortune of the Cid, and receive his gift full willingly. But though this pleased the King it did not please Garci Ordoñez, and he said, It seemeth there is not a man left in the land of the Moors, that the Cid can thus do his pleasure! And the King said unto him, Hold thy peace, for in all things he serves me better than thou.

Then Alvar Fañez kissed the King’s hand again, and said, Sir, the Cid beseecheth you of your bounty that he may have his wife Doña Ximena and his two daughters, that they may go to Valencia unto him, from the Monastery where he left them, for it is many days since he saw them, and if it please you this would rejoice him. And the King made answer, It pleases me well, and I will give them a guard throughout my dominions, that they may be conducted honourably to the border: when they have past it, the Campeador himself will look to them. And he said, Hear me! all those whom I have disseized of their inheritances for following the Campeador, I restore again to the possession thereof, and all those who desire to serve him I freely licence: let them go in the grace of God. Moreover the King said, I grant him Valencia and all that he hath won and shall win hereafter, that he be called Lord thereof, and that he hold it of no other Lordship save of me, who am his liege Lord. Alvar Fañez and Martin Antolinez kissed his hand for this in the Cid’s name. And the King called a porter, who should go with them, bearing a writing from the King, that all things needful should be given unto them so long as they were in his lands. Then Alvar Fañez and Martin Antolinez dispeeded themselves of the King, and took their way towards Burgos.

XV. When they reached Burgos they sent for Rachel and for Vidas, and demanded from them the chests, and paid unto them the three hundred marks of gold and the three hundred of silver as the Cid had commanded, and they besought them to forgive the Cid the deceit of the chests, for it was done because of his great necessity. And they said they heartily forgave him, and held themselves well paid; and they prayed God to grant him long life and good health, and to give him power to advance Christendom, and put down Pagandom. And when it was known through the city of Burgos the goodness and the gentleness which the Cid had shown to these merchants in redeeming from them the chests full of sand and earth and stones, the people held it for a great wonder, and there was not a place in all Burgos where they did not talk of the gentleness and loyalty of the Cid; and they besought blessings upon him, and prayed that he and his people might be advanced in honour. When they had done this, they went to the Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardeña, and the porter of the King went with them, and gave order every where that every thing which they wanted should be given them. If they were well received, and if there was great joy in St. Pedro de Cardeña over them, it is not a thing to ask, for Doña Ximena and her daughters were like people beside themselves with the great joy which they had, and they came running out on foot to meet them, weeping plenteously for great joy. And Alvar Fañez and Martin Antolinez, when they saw them coming, leapt off their horses and went to them, and Minaya embraced Doña Ximena and both his cousins, Doña Elvira and Doña Sol, and so great was the rejoicing which they made together that no man can tell it you. And when this great joy was somewhat abated, Doña Ximena asked how the Cid fared, for since he had parted from her she had heard no news of him. And Alvar Fañez said he had left him safe and sound in Valencia; and he bade her and her daughters thank God for the great favour that he had shown him, for he had won sundry castles from the Moors, and the noble city of Valencia, whither he was now come to carry her and her daughters, for the Cid had sent for them, and when he should see them his heart’s desire would be accomplished. When Doña Ximena and her daughters heard this, they set their knees to the ground, and lifted up their hands and thanked God for the favour he had shown to the Cid, and to them with him, in giving him the Lordship of Valencia. While they were preparing for the journey, Alvar Fañez sent three knights to the Cid to tell him how they had sped with the King, and of the great favour which they had found at his hands, and how he only tarried now to equip Doña Ximena, that she might come full honourably. That good one Minaya then began to deck them out for the journey with the best trappings which could be found in Burgos: right noble garments did he provide for them, and a great company of damsels, and good palfreys, and great mules, which were not bad ones. And he gave the Abbot the thousand marks of silver which the Cid had sent for the Monastery, with which to discharge all the debt that Doña Ximena and his daughters had contracted. Great was the stir throughout all that land of the honour of the Cid, and of the licence which the King gave to as many as should chuse to join him; and for this reason full sixty knights came to St. Pedro de Cárdena, and a great number of squires on foot. Don Alvar Fañez was well pleased to see them, and he promised them that he would obtain the Cid’s grace for them, and would befriend them all he could. Great dole did the Abbot make when they departed; and he said, As God shall help you, Minaya, kiss the hand of the Campeador for me. This Monastery will never forget him, to pray for him every day in the year. The Cid will alway prosper more and more. Minaya promised to do this, and dispeeded himself, and they went their way. Five days they travelled, and then they came to Medina Celi; and alway the porter of the King was with them, and made all that they wanted be given unto them, even as the King had commanded.

XVI. Now the three knights whom Alvar Fañez had sent, came to the Cid and delivered their message. When my Cid heard it his heart rejoiced and he was glad, and he spake with his mouth and said, He who sends good messengers looks for good tidings. Blessed be the name of God, since King Don Alfonso rejoices in my good fortune. And he called for Muño Gustios, and Pero Bermudez, and the Bishop Don Hieronymo, and bade them take a hundred knights least there should be need to fight, and go to Molina, to Abencaño, who was his friend and vassal, and bid him take another hundred knights, and go with them to Medina Celi as fast as they could go. There, said he, ye will find Alvar Fañez and my wife and daughters; bring them to me with great honour: I will remain here in Valencia which has cost me so much; great folly would it be if I were to leave it: I will remain in it, for I hold it for my heritage. And they did as he commanded them. And when they came to Molina, Abencaño received them right well, and did them great honour; and though the Cid had bidden him take only one hundred horse, he took two. On the morrow they went to horse: they crossed the mountains which are great and wild, and they passed Mata de Toranz without fear, and they thought to come through the valley of Arbuxedo. There was good look out kept in Medina, and Alvar Fañez sent two knights to know who they were. They made no tarriance in doing this, for they had it at heart; one tarried with them, and the other returned, and said it was the host of the Campeador with Pero Bermudez, and Muño Gustios, and the Bishop Hieronymo, and the Alcayaz Abencaño. This instant, said Minaya, let us to horse; incontinently this was done, for they would make no delay. And they rode upon goodiy horses with bells at their poitrals and trappings of sandall silk, and they had their shields round their necks, and lances with streamers in their hands. Oh, how Alvar Fañez went out from Castille with these ladies! They who pricked forward, couched their spears and then raised them, and great joy was there by Salon where they met. The others humbled themselves to Minaya: when Abencaño carne up he kissed him on the shoulder, for such was his custom. In a good day, Minaya, said he, do you bring these ladies, the wife and daughters of the Cid, whom we all honour. Whatever ill we may wish him we can do him none; in peace or in war he will have our wealth, and he must be a fool who does not acknowledge this truth. Alvar Fañez smiled and told him he should lose nothing by this service which he had done the Cid: and now, said he, let us go rest, for the supper is ready. Abencaño said he was well pleased to partake it, and that within three days he would return him the entertainment two-fold. Then they entered Medina, and Minaya served them; all were full glad of the service which they had undertaken, and the King’s porter paid for all. The night is gone, morning is come, mass is said, and they go to horse. They left Medina and past the river Salon, and pricked up Arbuxuelo, and they crost the plain of Torancio. That good Christian the Bishop Don Hieronymo, night and day he guarded the ladies; on a goodly horse he rode, and they went between him and Alvar Fañez. They came to Molina and there were lodged in a good and rich house, and Abencaño the Moor waited on them. Nothing did they want which they could wish to have; he even had all their beasts new shod, and for Minaya and the ladies, Lord! how he honoured them! On the morrow they left Molina, and the Moor went with them. When they were within three leagues of Valencia, news of their coming was brought to the Cid. Glad was the Cid, never was he more joyful, never had he such joy, for tidings were come to him of what he loved best. Two hundred knights did he order out to meet them, others he bade to keep the Alcazar, and the other high towers, and all the gates and entrances. And he commanded that they should bring him Bavieca. It was but a short time since he had won this horse; my Cid, he who girt on sword in a happy hour, did not yet know if he was a good goer, and if he stopt well. The Bishop Don Hieronymo, he pricked forward and entered the city. He left his horse and went to the Church, and collected all the clergy; they put on their surplices, and with crosses of silver went out to meet the ladies, and that good one Minaya. He who was born in happy hour made no tarriance; they saddled him Bavieca and threw his trappings on. My Cid wore light armour, and his surcoat over it: long was his beard. He went out upon this horse, and ran a career with him; Bavieca was the name of the horse, and when he was running all marvelled at him: from that day Bavieca was famous all over Spain. At the end of the course my Cid alighted and went toward his wife and his daughters. Who can tell the joy that was made at their meeting? They fell at his feet, and their joy was such that they could not speak. And he raised them up and embraced them, and kissed them many times, weeping for joy that he saw them alive. Hear what he said who was born in happy hour! You dear and honoured wife, and ye my daughters, my heart and my soul; enter with me into Valencia;…this is the inheritance which I have won for you. While they were thus rejoicing the Bishop Don Hieronymo came with the procession. Doña Ximena brought good relicks and other sacred things, which she gave to ennoble the new Church of Valencia. In this guise they entered the city. Who can tell the rejoicings that were made that day, throwing at the board, and killing bulls! My Cid led them to the Alcazar, and took them up upon the highest tower thereof, and there they looked around and beheld Valencia, how it lay before them, and the great Garden with its thick shade, and the sea on the other side; and they lifted up their hands to thank God. Great honour did the Cid do to Abencaño the Lord of Molina, for all the service which he had done to Doña Ximena. Then said Abencaño, This, Sir, I was bound to do, for since I have been your vassal I have alway been respected, and defended from all my enemies, and maintained in good estate; how then should I do otherwise than serve you? If I did not, I should lack understanding. And the Cid thanked him for what he had done, and what he had said, and promised also to show favour unto him. And Abencaño took his leave and returned to Molina.

XVII. The winter is past, and March is coming in. Three months Doña Ximena had been in Valencia, when tidings came to the Cid from beyond sea, that King Yucef, the son of the Miramamolin, who dwelt in Morocco, was coming to lay siege unto Valencia with fifty thousand men. When the Cid heard this he gave command to store all his Castles, and had them well repaired. And he had the walls of the city prepared, and stored it well with food and with all things needful for war, and gathered together a great power of Christians and of the Moors of his seignory. Hardly had he done this before he heard that Yucef was near at hand, and coming as fast as he could come. Then the Cid assembled together the Christians in the Alcazar, and when they were assembled, he rose upon his feet and said, Friends and kinsmen and vassals, praised be God and holy Mary Mother, all the good which I have in the world I have here in Valencia; with hard labour I won the city, and hold it for my heritage, and for nothing less than death will I leave it. My daughters and my wife shall see me fight, they shall see with their own eyes our manner of living in this land, and how we get our bread. We will go out against the Moors and give them battle, and God who hath thus far shown favour unto us will still continue to be our helper. When they heard this they cried out with one accord that they would do his bidding, and go out with him and fight under his banner, for certain they were that by his good fortune the Moors would be overthrown.

XVIII. On the morrow the Cid took Doña Ximena by the hand, and her daughters with her, and made them go up upon the highest tower of the Alcazar, and they looked toward the sea and saw the great power of the Moors, how they came on and drew nigh, and began to pitch their tents round about Valencia, beating their tambours and with great uproar. And Ximena’s heart failed her, and she asked the Cid if peradventure God would deliver him from these enemies. Fear not, honoured woman, said he; you are but lately arrived, and they come to bring you a present, which shall help marry your daughters. Fear not, for you shall see me fight by the help of God and holy Mary Mother; my heart kindles because you are here! The more Moors the more gain! The tambours sounded now with a great alarum, and the sun was shining. Cheer up, said my Cid; this is a glorious day. But Ximena was seized with such fear as if her heart would have broken; she and her daughters had never been in such fear since the day that they were born. Then the good Cid Campeador stroked his beard and said, Fear not, all this is for your good. Before fifteen days are over, if it please God, those tambours shall be laid before you, and shall be sounded for your pleasure, and then they shall be given to the Bishop Don Hieronymo, that he may hang them up in the Church of St. Mary, Mother of God. This vow the Cid Campeador made. Now the Moors began to enter the gardens which were round about the town, and the watchman saw them and struck the bell. My Cid looked back and saw Alvar Salvadores beside him, and he said, go now, take two hundred horse, and sally upon yonder Moors who are entering the gardens; let Doña Xiraena and her daughters see the good will you have to serve them. Down went Alvar Salvadores in great haste, and ordered a bell to be rung which was a signal for two hundred knights to make ready; for the history saith, that the Cid, by reason that he was alway in war, had appointed, such signals for his people, that they knew when one hundred were called for, and when two, and so forth. Presently they were ready at the place of meeting, and the gate was opened which was nearest the gardens where the Moors had entered, without order; and they fell fiercely upon them, smiting and slaying. Great was the pleasure of the Cid at seeing how well they behaved themselves. And Doña Ximena and her daughters stood trembling, like women who had never seen such things before: and when the Cid saw it he made them seat themselves, so as no longer to behold it. Great liking had the Bishop Don Hieronymo to see how bravely they fought. Alvar Salvadores and his companions bestirred themselves so well that they drove the enemy to their tents, making great mortality among them, and then they turned back, whereat my Cid was well pleased; but Alvar Salvadores went on, hacking and hewing all before him, for he thought the ladies were looking on, and he pressed forward so far, that being without succour he was taken. The others returned to the city, falling back in brave order till they were out of reach of the enemy: and they had done no little in that exploit, for they slew above two hundred and fifty Moors. When my Cid saw that they who eat his bread were returned, he went down from the tower, and received them right well, and praised them for what they had done like good knights: howbeit he was full sorrowful for Alvar Salvadores that he should be in the hands of the Moors, but he trusted in God that he should deliver him on the morrow.

XIX. And the Cid assembled his chief captains and knights and people, and said unto them, Kinsmen and friends and vassals, hear me: to-day has been a good day, and to-morrow shall be a better. Be you all armed and ready in the dark of the morning; mass shall be said, and the Bishop Don Hieronymo will give us absolution, and then we will to horse, and out and smite them in the name of the Creator and of the Apostle Santiago. It is fitter that we should live than that they should gather in the fruits of this land. But let us take counsel in what manner we may go forth, so as to receive least hurt, for they are a mighty power, and we can only defeat them by great mastery in war. When Alvar Fañez Minaya heard this, he answered and said, Praised be God and your good fortune, you have achieved greater things than this, and I trust in God’s mercy that you will achieve this also. Give me three hundred horse, and we will go out when the first cock crows, and put ourselves in ambush in the valley of Albuhera; and when you have joined battle we will issue out and fall upon them on the other side, and on one side or the other God will help us. Well was the Cid pleased with this counsel, and he said that it should be so; and he bade them feed their horses in time and sup early, and as soon as it was cock-crow come to the Church of St. Pedro, and hear mass, and shrive themselves, and communicate, and then take horse in the name of the Trinity, that the soul of him who should die in the business might go without let to God.

XX. Day is gone, and night is come. At cock-crow they all assembled together in the Church of St. Pedro, and the Bishop Don Hieronymo sung mass, and they were shriven and assoyled, and howselled. Great was the absolution which the Bishop gave them: He who shall die, said he, fighting face forward, I will take his sins, and God shall have his soul. Then said he, A boon, Cid Don Rodrigo; I have sung mass to you this morning: let me have the giving the first wounds in this battle! and the Cid granted him this boon in the name of God. Then being all ready they went out through the gate which is called the Gate of the Snake, for the greatest power of the Moors was on that side, leaving good men to guard the gates. Alvar Fañez and his company were already gone forth, and had laid their ambush. Four thousand, lacking thirty, were they who went out with my Cid, with a good will, to attack fifty thousand. They went through all the narrow places, and bad passes, and leaving the ambush on the left, struck to the right hand, so as to get the Moors between them and the town. And the Cid put his battles in good array, and bade Pero Bermudez bear his banner. When the Moors saw this they were greatly amazed; and they harnessed themselves in great haste, and came out of their tents. Then the Cid bade his banner move on, and the Bishop Don Hieronymo pricked forward with his company, and laid on with such guise, that the hosts were soon mingled together. Then might you have seen many a horse running about the field with the saddle under his belly, and many a horseman in evil plight upon the ground. Great was the smiting and slaying in short time; but by reason that the Moors were so great a number, they bore hard upon the Christians, and were in the hour of overcoming them. And the Cid began, to encourage them with a loud voice, shouting God and Santiago! And Alvar Fañez at this time issued out from ambush, and fell upon them, on the side which was nearest the sea; and the Moors thought that a great power had arrived to the Cid’s succour, and they were dismayed, and began to fly. And the Cid and his people pursued, punishing them in a bad way. If we should wish to tell you how every one behaved himself in this battle, it is a thing which could not be done, for all did so well that no man can relate their feats. And the Cid Ruydiez did go well, and made such mortality among the Moors, that the blood ran from his wrist to his elbow! great pleasure had he in his horse Bavieca that day, to find himself so well mounted. And in the pursuit he came up to King Yucef, and smote him three times: but the King escaped from under the sword, for the horse of the Cid passed on in his course, and when he turned, the King being on a fleet horse, was far off, so that he might not be overtaken; and he got into a Castle called Guyera, for so far did the Christians pursue them, smiting and slaying, and giving them no respite, so that hardly fifteen thousand escaped of fifty that they were. They who were in the ships, when they saw this great overthrow, fled to Denia.

XXI. Then the Cid and his people returned to the field and began to plunder the tents. And the spoil was so great that there was no end to the riches, in gold and in silver, and in horses and arms, so that men knew not what to leave and what to take. And they found one tent which had been King Yucef’s; never man saw so noble a thing as that tent was; and there were great riches therein, and there also did they find Alvar Salvadores, who had been made prisoner the yesterday, as ye have heard. Greatly did the Cid rejoice when he saw him alive and sound, and he ordered his chains to be taken off; and then he left Alvar Fañez to look to the spoil, and went into Valencia with a hundred knights. His wrinkled brow was seen, for he had taken off his helmet, and in this manner he entered, upon Bavieca, sword in hand. Great joy had Doña Ximena and her daughters, who were awaiting him, when they saw him come riding in; and he stopt when he came to them, and said, Great honour have I won for you, while you kept Valencia this day! God and the Saints have sent us goodly gain, upon your coming. Look, with a bloody sword, and a horse all sweat, this is the way that we conquer the Moors! Pray God that I may live yet awhile for your sakes, and you shall enter into great honour, and they shall kiss your hands. Then my Cid alighted when he had said this, and the ladies knelt down before him, and kissed his hand, and wished him long life. Then they entered the Palace with him, and took their seats upon the precious benches. Wife Doña Ximena, said he, these damsels who have served you so well, I will give in marriage to these my vassals, and to every one of them two hundred marks of silver, that it may be known in Castille what they have got by their services. Your daughters’marriage will come in time. And they all rose and kissed his hand: and great was the joy in the Palace, and it was done according as the Cid had said.

XXII. Alvar Fañez this while was in the field writing and taking account of the spoil: but the tents and arms and precious garments were so many that they cannot be told, and the horses were beyond all reckoning; they ran about the field, and there was no body to take them, and the Moors of the land got something by that great overthrow. Nevertheless so many horses were taken that the Campeador had to his share of the good ones a thousand and five hundred. Well might the others have good store when he had so many. And my Cid won in this battle from King Yucef, his good sword Tizona, which is to say, the firebrand. The tent of the King of Morocco, which was supported by two pillars wrought with gold, he gave order not to be touched, for he would send it to Alfonso the Castillian. The Bishop Don Hieronymo, that perfect one with the shaven crown, he had his fill in that battle, fighting with both hands; no one could tell how many he slew. Great booty came to him, and moreover the Cid sent him the tithe of his fifth. Glad were the Christian folk in Valencia for the great booty which they had gotten, and glad was Doña Ximena and her daughters, and glad were all those ladies who were married.

XXIII. King Yucef, after the pursuit was given over, and he saw that he might come forth from the Castle, fled to Denia, and embarked in his ships, and returned to Morocco. And thinking every day how badly he had sped, and how he had been conquered by so few, and how many of his people he had lost, he fell sick and died. But before he died he besought his brother, who was called Bucar, that for the tie there was between them, he would take vengeance for the dishonour which he had received from the Cid Campeador before Valencia; and Bucar promised to do this, and swore also upon the Koran, which is the book of their law. And accordingly he came afterwards across the sea, with nine and twenty Kings, as shall be related when the time comes.

XXIV. Then the Cid sent Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez with a present to King Alfonso his Lord. And the present which he sent was two hundred horses saddled and bridled, with each a sword hanging from the saddle-bow: and also the noble tent which he had won from King Yucef of Morocco. This present he gave, because the King had sent him his wife and daughters when he asked for them, and because of the honour which he had done them, and that the King might not speak ill of him who commanded in Valencia. Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez went their way towards Castille, over sierras and mountains and waters; and they asked where the King was, and it was told them that he was at Valladolid, and thither they went. And when they drew nigh unto the city, they sent to let him know of their coming, and to ask of him whether he thought it good for them to come into the city unto him, or if he would come out to them, for they were a great company, and the present a full great one, which he would see better without, than in the town. And the King thought this best, and he went to horse, and bade all the hidalgos who were with him do the like. Now the Infantes of Carrion were there, Diego Gonzalez and Ferrando Gonzalez, the sons of Count Don Gonzalo. And they found the company of the Cid about half a league from the town, and when the King saw how many they were, he blest himself, for they seemed like a host. And Minaya and Pero Bermudez pricked on when they saw him, and came before him, and alighted, and knelt down, and kissed the ground and kissed both his feet; and he bade them rise and mount their horses, and would not hear them till they had mounted, and taken their places one at his right hand, and the other at his left. And they said, Sir, the Cid commends himself to your grace as his liege Lord, and thanks you greatly for having sent him with such honour his wife and daughters. And know. Sir, that since they arrived, he hath achieved a great victory over the Moors, and their King Yucef of Morocco, the Miramamolin, who besieged him in Valencia with fifty thousand men. And he went out against them, and smote them, and hath sent you these two hundred horses from his fifth. Then Alvar Fañez gave order that the horses should be led forward. And this was the manner in which they came. The two hundred horses came first, and every one was led by a child, and every one had a sword hanging from the saddle, on the left side; and after them came the pages of all the knights in company, carrying their spears, and then the company, and after them, an hundred couple with spears in rest. And when they had all past by, the King blest himself again, and he laughed and said that never had so goodly a present been sent before to King of Spain by his vassal. And Alvar Fañez said moreover, Sir, he hath sent you a tent, the noblest that ever man saw, which he won in this battle: and the King gave order that the tent should be spread, and he alighted and went into it, he and all his people, and he was greatly pleased; and they all said that they had never seen so noble a tent as this; and the King said he had won many from the Moors, but never such as this. But albeit that all the others were well pleased, Count Don Garcia was not so; and he and ten of his lineage talked apart, and said that this which the Cid had done was to their shame, for they hated the Cid in their hearts. And King Don Alfonso said, Thanks be to God and to Sir Saint Isidro of León, these horses may do me good service; and he gave three of them to Minaya, and Pero Bermudez, and bade them chuse, and he ordered food and cloathing to be given them while they remained, and said that he would give them compleat armour when they returned, such as was fit for them to appear in before my Cid. And they were lodged, and all things that were needful provided for them and their people.

XXV. When the Infantes of Carrion, Diego Gonzalez and Ferrando Gonzalez, saw the noble present which the Cid had sent unto the King, and heard how his riches and power daily increased, and thought what his wealth must needs be when he had given those horses out of the fifth of one battle, and moreover that he was Lord of Valencia: they spake one with the other, and agreed, that if the Cid would give them his daughters to wife, they should be well married, and become rich and honourable. And they agreed together that they would talk with the King in private upon this matter. And they went presently to him, and said, Sir, we beseech you of your bounty to help us in a thing which will be to your honour; for we are your vassals, and the richer we are the better able shall we be to serve you. And the King asked of them what it was they would have, and they then told him their desire. And the King thought upon it awhile, and then came to them, and said, Infantes, this thing which you ask lies not in me, but in the Cid; for it is in his power to marry his daughters, and peradventure he will not do it as yet. Nevertheless that he ye may not fail for want of my help, I will send to tell him what ye wish. Then they kissed his hand for this favour. And the King sent for Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez, and went apart with them, and praised the Cid, and thanked him for the good will which he had to do him service, and said that he had great desire to see him. Say to him, he said, that I beseech him to come and meet me, for I would speak with him concerning something which is to his good and honour. Diego and Ferrando, the Infantes of Carrion, have said unto me that they would fain wed with his daughters, if it seemeth good to him; and methinks this would be a good marriage. When Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez heard this, they answered the King, and said, Certain we are, Sir, that neither in this, nor in anything else will the Cid do aught but what you, Sir, shall command or advise. When ye have your meeting ye will agree concerning it as is best. Then they kissed his hand, and took their leave.

XXVI. On the morrow the messengers of the Cid departed from Valladolid, and took their way towards Valencia; and when the Cid knew that they were nigh at hand he went out to meet them, and when he saw them he waxed joyful, and he embraced them, and asked what tidings of his Lord Alfonso. And they told him how they had sped, and how greatly the King loved him; and when we departed, said they, he bade us beseech you to come and meet him anywhere where you will appoint, for he desireth to speak with you, concerning the marriage of your daughters with the Infantes of Carrion, if it should please you so to bestow them: now by what the King said it seemeth unto us that this marriage pleaseth him. And when the Cid heard this he became thoughtful, and he said to them after awhile, What think ye of this marriage? And they answered him, Even as it shall please you. And he said to them, I was banished from my own country, and was dishonoured, and with hard labour gained I what I have got; and now I stand in the King’s favour, and he asketh of me my daughters for the Infantes of Carrion. They are of high blood and full orgullous, and I have no liking to this match; but if our Lord the King adviseth it we can do no otherwise; we will talk of this, and God send it for the best. So they entered Valencia, and the Cid spake with Doña Ximena touching this matter, and when she heard it it did not please her; nevertheless she said, if the King thought it good they could do no otherwise. Then the Cid gave order to write letters to the King, saying, that he would meet the King as he commanded, and whatever the King wished that he would do. And he sealed the letters well, and sent two knights with them. And when the King saw the letters he was well pleased, and sent others to say that the time of their meeting should be three weeks after he received these letters, and the place appointed was upon the Tagus, which is a great river.

XXVII. Now began they to prepare on both sides for this meeting. He who should relate to you the great preparations, and the great nobleness which were made for the nonce, would have much to recount. Who ever saw in Castille so many a precious mule, and so many a good-going palfrey, and so many great horses, and so many goodly streamers set upon goodly spears, and shields adorned with gold and with silver, and mantles, and skins, and rich sendals of Adria? The King sent great store of food to the banks of the Tagus, where the place of meeting was appointed. Glad were the Infantes of Carrion, and richly did they bedight themselves; some things they paid for, and some they went in debt for: great was their company, and with the King there were many Leonese and Galegos, and Castillians out of number. My Cid the Campeador made no tarriance in Valencia; he made ready for the meeting: there was many a great mule, and many a palfrey, and many a good horse, and many a goodly suit of arms, cloaks, and mantles both of cloth and of peltry; … great and little are all clad in colours. Alvar Fañez Minaya, and Pero Bermudez, and Martin Munoz, and Martin Antolinez that worthy Burgalese, and the Bishop Don Hieronymo that good one with the shaven crown, and Alvar Alvarez, and Alvar Salvadores, and Muño Gustios that knight of prowess, and Galind Garcia of Aragon; all these and all the others made ready to go with the Cid. But he bade Alvar Salvadores and Galind Garcia and all those who were under them, remain and look with heart and soul to the safety of Valencia, and not open the gates of the Alcazar neither by day nor by night, for his wife and daughters were there, in whom he had his heart and soul, and the other ladies with them; he like a good husband gave order that not one of them should stir out of the Alcazar till he returned. Then they left Valencia and pricked on more than apace; more than a thousand knights, all ready for war, were in this company. All those great horses that paced so well and were so soft of foot, my Cid won; they were not given to him.

XXVIII. King Don Alfonso arrived first by one day at the place of meeting, and when he heard that the Cid was at hand, he went out with all his honourable men, more than a long league to meet him. When he who was born in a good hour had his eye upon the King, he bade his company halt, and with fifteen of the knights whom he loved best he alighted, and put his hands and his knees to the ground, and took the herbs of the field between his teeth, as if he would have eaten them, weeping for great joy; … thus did he know how to humble himself before Alfonso his Lord; and in this manner he approached his feet and would have kissed them. And the King drew back and said, The hand, Cid Campeador, not the foot! And the Cid drew nigh upon his knees and besought grace, saying, In this guise grant me your love, so that all present may hear. And the King said that he forgave him, and granted him his love with his heart and soul. And the Cid kissed both his hands, being still upon his knees; and the King embraced him, and gave him the kiss of peace. Well pleased were all they who beheld this, save only Alvar Diez and García Ordoñez, for they did not love the Cid. Then went they all toward the town, the King and the Cid talking together by the way. And the Cid asked the King to eat with him, and the King answered, Not so, for ye are not prepared; we arrived yesterday, and ye but now. Eat you and your company therefore with me, for we have made ready. To-day, Cid Campeador, you are my guest, and to-morrow we will do as pleases you. Now came the Infantes of Carrion up and humbled themselves before the Cid, and he received them well, and they promised to do him service. And the company of the Cid came up, and kissed the King’s hand. So they alighted and went to meat; and the King said unto the Cid that he should eat with him at his table; howbeit he would not. And when the King saw that he would not take his seat with him, he ordered a high table to be placed for the Cid and for Count Don Gonzalo, the father of the Infantes of Carrion. All the while that they ate the King could never look enough at the Cid, and he marvelled greatly at his beard, that it had grown to such length. And when they had eaten they were merry, and took their pleasure. And on the morrow the King and all they who went with him to this meeting, ate with the Cid, and so well did he prepare for them that all were full joyful, and agreed in one thing, that they had not eaten better for three years. There was not a man there who did not eat upon silver, and the King and the chief persons ate upon dishes and trenchers of gold. And when the Infantes saw this they had the marriage more at heart than before.

XXIX. On the morrow as soon as it was day, the Bishop Don Hieronymo sung mass before the King, in the oratory of the Cid; and when it was over, the King said before all who were there assembled, Counts and Infanzones and knights, hear what I shall say unto the Cid. Cid Ruydiez, the reason wherefore I sent for you to this meeting was two-fold: first, that I might see you, which I greatly desired, for I love you much because of the many and great services which you have done me, albeit that at one time I was wroth against you and banished you from the land. But you so demeaned yourself that you never did me disservice, but contrariwise, great service both to God and to me, and have won Valencia, and enlarged Christendom, wherefore I am bound to show favour unto you and to love you alway. The second reason was, that I might ask you for your two daughters Doña Elvira and Doña Sol, that you would give them in marriage to the Infantes of Carrion, for this methinks would be a fit marriage, and to your honour and good. When the Cid heard this, he was in a manner bound to consent, having them thus demanded from him; and he answered and said, Sir, my daughters are of tender years and if it might please you, they are yet too young for marriage. I do not say this as if the Infantes of Carrion were not worthy to match with them, and with better than they. And the King bade him make no excuse, saying, that he should esteem himself well served if he gave his consent. Then the Cid said, Sir, I begat them, and you give them in marriage; both I and they are yours, … give them to whom you please, and I am pleased therewith. When the King heard this he was well pleased, and he bade the Infantes kiss the hand of the Cid Campeador, and incontinently they changed swords before the King, and they did homage to him, as sons-in-law to their father-in-law. Then the King turned to the Cid, and said, I thank thee, Ruydiez, that thou hast given me thy daughters for the Infantes of Carrion: and here I give them to the Infantes to be their brides; I give them and not you, and I pray God that it may please him, and that you also may have great joy herein. The Infantes I put into your hands; they will go with you, and I shall return from hence, and I order that three hundred marks of silver be given to them for their marriage, and they and your daughters will all be your children.

XXX. Eight days this meeting lasted; the one day they dined with the King, and the other with the Cid. Then was it appointed that on the morrow at sunrise every one should depart to his own home. My Cid then began to give to every one who would take his gifts, many a great mule, and many a good palfrey, and many a rich garment, … every one had what he asked, … he said no to none. Threescore horses did my Cid give away in gifts; well pleased were all they who went to that meeting. And now they were about to separate, for it was night. The King took the Infantes by the hand, and delivered them into the power of my Cid the Campeador, … See here your sons: from this day, Campeador, you will know what to make of them. And the Cid answered, Sir, may it please you, seeing it is you who have made this marriage for my daughters, to appoint some one to whom I may deliver them, and who may give them, as from your hand, to the Infantes. And the King called for Alvar Fañez Minaya, and said. You are sib to the damsels; I command you, when you come to Valencia, to take them with your own hands, and give them to the Infantes, as I should do if that I were there present: and be you the bride’s father. Then said the Cid, Sir, you must accept something from me at this meeting. I bring for you twenty palfreys, these that are gaily trapped, and thirty horses fleet of foot, these that are well caparisoned, … take them, and I kiss your hand. Greatly have you bound me, said King Don Alfonso; I receive this gift, and God and all Saints grant that it may well be requited; if I live you shall have something from me; Then my Cid sprung up upon his horse Bavieca, and he said, Here I say before my Lord the King, that if any will go with me to the wedding, I think they will get something by it! and he besought the King that he would let as many go with him as were so minded; and the king licensed them accordingly. And when they were about to part, the company that went with the Cid was greater than that which returned with the King. And the Cid kissed the King’s hand and dispeeded himself with his favour, and the King returned to Castille.

XXXI. My Cid went his way toward Valencia, and he appointed Pero Bermudez and Muño Gustios, than whom there were no better two in all his household, to keep company with the Infantes of Carrion and be their guard, and he bade them spy out what their conditions were; and this they soon found out. The Count Don Suero González went with the Infantes; he was their father’s brother, and had been their Ayo and bred them up, and badly had he trained them, for he was a man of great words, good of tongue, and of nothing else good; and full scornful and orgullous had he made them, so that the Cid was little pleased with them, and would willingly have broken off the marriage; but he could not, seeing that the King had made it. And when they reached Valencia, the Cid lodged the Infantes in the suburb of Alcudia, where he had formerly lodged himself; and all the company who were come to the marriage were quartered with them. And he went to the Alcazar.

XXXII. On the morrow the Cid mounted his horse and rode ínto Alcudia, and brought the Infantes his sons-in-law from thence with him into the city to the Alcazar, that they might see their brides Doña Elvira and Doña Sol. Doña Ximena had her daughters ready to receive them in full noble garments, for since midnight they had done nothing but prink and prank themselves. Full richly was the Alcazar set out that day, with hangings both above and below, purple and samite, and rich cloth. The Cid entered, between the Infantes, and all that noble company went in after them; and they went into the chief hall of the Alcazar, where Doña Ximena was with her daughters: and when they saw the Cid and the Infantes, they rose up and welcomed them right well. And the Cid took his seat upon his bench with one of the Infantes on one side of him, and one on the other, and the other honourable men seated themselves on the estrados, each in the place where he ought to be, and which belonged to him; and they remained awhile silent. Then the Cid rose and called for Alvar Fañez and said, Thou knowest what my Lord the King commanded; fulfil now his bidding, … take thy cousins, and deliver them to the Infantes, for it is the King who gives them in marriage, and not I. And Alvar Fañez arose and took the damsels one in each hand, and delivered them to the Infantes, saying. Diego Gonzalez, and Ferrando Gonzalez, I deliver unto you these damsels, the daughters of the Cid Campeador, by command of King Don Alfonso my Lord, even as he commanded. Receive you them as your equal helpmates, as the law of Christ enjoineth. And the Infantes took each his bride by the hand, and went to the Cid and kissed his hand, and the same did they to their mother Doña Ximena Gomez: and the Bishop Don Hieronymo espoused them, and they exchanged rings. When this was done, the Cid went and seated himself on the estrado with the ladies, he and Doña Ximena in the middle, and beside him he placed Doña Elvira his eldest daughter, and by her, her spouse the Infante Diego Gonzalez; and Doña Sol was seated on the other side, by her mother, and the Infante Ferrando by her. And when they had solaced themselves awhile, the Cid said that now they would go eat, and that the marriage should be performed on the morrow, and he besought and commanded the Bishop Don Hieronymo to perform it in such a manner that no cost should be spared, but that every thing should be done so compleatly, that they who came from Castille to this wedding might alway have something to tell of.

XXXIII. On the morrow they went to the Church of St. Mary, and there the Bishop Don Hieronymo sate awaiting them, and he blest them all four at the altar. Who can tell the great nobleness which the Cid displayed at that wedding, the feasts and the bull-fights, and the throwing at the target, and the throwing canes, and how many joculars were there, and all the sports which are proper at such weddings? As soon as they came out of Church they took horse and rode to the Glera; three times did the Cid change his horse that day; seven targets were set up on the morrow, and before they went to dinner all seven were broken. Fifteen days did the feasts at this wedding continue; then all they who had come there to do honour to the Cid took leave of him and of the Infantes. Who can tell the great and noble gifts which the Cid gave to them, both to great and little, each according to his quality, vessels of gold and silver, rich cloth, cloaks, furs, horses, and money beyond all reckoning, so that all were well pleased. And when it was told in Castille with what gifts they who had been to the wedding were returned, many were they who repented that they had not gone there.




BOOK VIII.
 

I. Now the history relateth that Gilbert, a sage who wrote the history of the Moorish Kings who reigned in Africa, saith, that Bucar remembering the oath which he had made to his brother King Yucef, how he would take vengeance for him for the dishonour which he had received from the Cid Ruydiez before Valencia, ordered proclamation to be made throughout all the dominions of his father, and gathered together so great a power of Moors, that among the Captains of his host there were twenty and nine Kings; this he could well do, for his father was Miramamolin, which is as much as to say Emperor. And when he had gathered together this mighty host, he entered into his ships and crost the sea, and came unto the port of Valencia, and what there befell him with the Cid the history shall relate in due time.

II. Two years after their marriage did the Infantes of Carrion sojourn in Valencia in peace and pleasure, to their own great contentment, and their uncle Suero Gonzalez with them; and at the end of those two years, there came to pass a great misadventure, by reason of which they fell out with the Cid, in whom there was no fault. There was a lion in the house of the Cid, who had grown a large one, and a strong, and was full nimble: three men had the keeping of this lion, and they kept him in a den which was in a court yard, high up in the palace; and when they cleansed the court they were wont to shut him up in his den, and afterward to open the door that he might come out and eat: the Cid kept him for his pastime, that he might take pleasure with him when he was minded so to do. Now it was the custom of the Cid to dine every day with his company, and after he had dined, he was wont to sleep awhile upon his seat. And one day when he had dined there came a man and told him that a great fleet was arrived in the port of Valencia, wherein there was a great power of the Moors, whom King Bucar had brought over, the son of the Miramamolin of Morocco. And when the Cid heard this, his heart rejoiced and he was glad, for it was nigh three years since he had had a battle with the Moors. Incontinently he ordered a signal to be made that all the honourable men who were in the city should assemble together. And when they were all assembled in the Alcazar and his sons-in-law with them, the Cid told them the news, and took counsel with them in what manner they should go out against this great power of the Moors. And when they had taken counsel the Cid went to sleep upon his seat, and the Infantes and the others sate playing at tables and chess. Now at this time the men who were keepers of the lion were cleaning the court, and when they heard the cry that the Moors were coming, they opened the den, and came down into the palace where the Cid was, and left the door of the court open. And when the lion had ate his meat and saw that the door was open he went out of the court and came down into the palace, even into the hall where they all were; and when they who were there saw him, there was a great stir among them; but the Infantes of Carrion showed greater cowardice than all the rest. Ferrando González having no shame, neither for the Cid nor for the others who were present, crept under the seat whereon the Cid was sleeping, and in his haste he burst his mantle and his doublet also at the shoulders. And Diego González, the other, ran to a postern door, crying, I shall never see Carrion again! this door opened upon a court yard where there was a wine press, and he jumped out, and by reason of the great height could not keep on his feet, but fell among the lees and defiled himself therewith. And all the others who were in the hall wrapt their cloaks around their arms, and stood round about the seat whereon the Cid was sleeping, that they might defend him. The noise which they made awakened the Cid, and he saw the lion coming towards him, and he lifted up his hand and said, What is this?… and the lion hearing his voice stood still; and he rose up and took him by the mane, as if he had been a gentle mastiff, and led him back to the court where he was before, and ordered his keepers to look better to him for the time to come. And when he had done this he returned to the hall and took his seat again; and all they who beheld it were greatly astonished.

III. After some time Ferrando Gonzalez crept from under the seat where he had hidden himself, and he came out with a pale face, not having yet lost his fear, and his brother Diego got from among the lees: and when they who were present saw them in this plight you never saw such sport as they made; but my Cid forbade their laughter. And Diego went out to wash himself and change his garments, and he sent to call his brother forth, and they took counsel together in secret, and said to each other, Lo now, what great dishonour this Ruydiez our father-in-law hath done us, for he let this lion loose for the nonce, to put us to shame. But in an evil day were we born if we do not revenge this upon his daughters. Badly were we matched with them, and now for the after-feast he hath made this mockery of us! But we must keep secret this which we bear in mind, and not let him wit that we are wroth against him, for otherwise he would not let us depart from hence, neither give us our wives to take with us, and he would take from us the swords Colada and Tizona which he gave us…. We will therefore turn this thing into merriment before him and his people, to the end that they may not suspect what we have at heart. While they were thus devising their uncle Suero Gonzalez came in, and they told him of their intent. And he counselled them to keep their wrath secret, as they said, till this stir of the Moors from beyond sea was over, and then they should demand their wives of the Cid that they might take them to their own country; This, said he, the Cid can have no reason to deny, neither for detaining ye longer with him, and when ye are got away far out of his land, then may ye do what ye will with his daughters, and ill will ye do if ye know not how to revenge yourselves; so shall ye remove the dishonour from yourselves, and cast it upon him and his children. This wicked counsel did Suero González give unto his nephews, which he might have well excused giving, and then both he and they would not have come off so badly as the history will in due season relate.

IV. After Suero González and his nephews had taken this evil counsel together, they went to their lodging, and on the morrow they went to the Alcazar and came to the Cid where he was preparing for business. And when they drew nigh, the Cid rose and welcomed them right well, and they carried a good countenance towards him, and made sport of what had happened about the lion. And the Cid began to give order in what array they should go out to battle. While they were in this discourse, a great cry was heard in the town and a great tumult, and this was because King Bucar was come with his great power into the place which is called the Campo del Quarto, which is a league from Valencia, and there he was pitching his tents and when this was done the camp made a mighty show, for the history saith that there were full five thousand pavilions, besides common tents. And when the Cid heard this, he took both his sons-in-law and Suero González with them, and went upon the highest tower of the Alcazar, and showed them the great power which King Bucar of Morocco had brought; and when he beheld this great power he began to laugh and was exceeding glad: but Suero González and his nephews were in great fear: howbeit they would not let it be seen. And when they came down from the tower the Cid went foremost, and they tarried behind, and said, If we go into this battle we shall never return to Carrion. Now it so chanced that Muño Gustios heard them, and he told it to the Cid, and it grieved the Cid at heart; but he presently made sport of it, and turned to his sons-in-law, and said, You my sons shall remain in Valencia and guard the town, and we who are used to this business will go out to battle; and they when they heard this were ashamed, for they weened that some one had overheard what they said; and they made answer, God forefend, Cid, that we should abide in Valencia! we will go with you to the work, and protect your body as if we were your sons, and you were the Count Don Gonzalo Gomez our father. And the Cid was well pleased hearing them say this.

V. While they were thus saying, word was brought to the Cid that there was a messenger from King Bucar at the gate of the town, who would fain speak with him. The name of this Moor was Ximen de Algezira, and the Cid gave order that he should be admitted. Now the history saith, God had given such grace to my Cid that never Moor beheld his face without having great fear of him; and this Ximen began to gaze upon his countenance, and said nothing, for he could not speak. And so great was the fear which came upon him that the Cid perceived it, and bade him take courage and deliver the bidding of his Lord, without fear or shame, for he was a messenger. And when the Moor heard this he laid aside his fear, and recovered heart, and delivered his bidding fully, after this wise. Sir Cid Campeador, King Bucar my Lord hath sent me to thee saying, great wrong hast thou done him in holding Valencia against him, which belonged to his forefathers; and moreover thou hast discomfited his brother King Yucef. And now he is come against thee with twenty and nine Kings, to take vengeance for his brother, and to win Valencia from thee in spite of thee and of all who are with thee. Nevertheless, King Bucar saith, that inasmuch as he hath heard that thou art a wise man and of good understanding, he will show favour unto thee, and let thee leave Valencia with all the lands thereof, and go into Castille, and take with thee all that is thine. And if thou wilt not do this he sends to say that he will fight against Valencia, and take thee and thy wife and thy daughters, and torment thee grievously, in such manner that all Christians who shall hear tell of it shall talk thereof for evermore. This is the bidding of my Lord King Bucar.

VI. When the Cid heard this, notwithstanding he was wroth at heart, he would not manifest it, but made answer in few words and said, Go tell thy Lord King Bucar I will not give him up Valencia: great labour did I endure in winning it, and to no man am I beholding for it in the world, save only to my Lord Jesus Christ, and to my kinsmen and friends and vassals who aided me to win it. Tell him that I am not a man to be besieged, and when he does not expect it I will give him battle in the field; and would that even as he has brought with him twenty and nine Kings, so he had brought all the Moors of all Pagandom, for with the mercy of God in which I trust, I should think to conquer them all. Bear this answer to your Lord, and come here no more with messages, neither on this account nor on any other. When Ximen de Algezira, the Moorish messenger, heard this, he left Valencia, and went unto his Lord and told him before the twenty and nine Kings all that the Cid had said. And they were astonished at the brave words of the Cid, for they did not think that he would have resisted, so great was their power, neither did they ween that he would so soon come out to battle. And they began to give order to set their siege round about Valencia, as the history, and as Gilbert also relateth. This King Bucar and his brother King Yucef were kinsmen of Alimaymon, who had been King of Toledo and Valencia, and this was the reason why Bucar said that Valencia had belonged to his forefathers.

VII. No sooner had Ximen, the messenger of King Bucar, left the city, than the Cid ordered the bell to be struck, at the sound of which all the men at arms in Valencia were to gather together. Incontinently they all assembled before the Cid, and he told them all to be ready full early on the morrow to go out and give battle to the Moors. And they made answer with one accord that they were well pleased to do this, for they trusted in God and in his good fortune that they should overcome them. On the morrow therefore at the first cock-crow, they confessed and communicated, as was their custom, and before the morning brake they went forth from Valencia. And when they had got through the narrow passes among the gardens, the Cid set his army in array. The van he gave to Alvar Fañez Minaya, and to Pero Bermudez who bore his banner; and he gave them five hundred horsemen, and a thousand and five hundred men a-foot. In the right wing was that honourable one with the shaven crown, Don Hieronymo the Bishop, with the like number both of horse and foot; and in the left Martin Antolinez of Burgos and Alvar Salvadores, with as many more. The Cid came in the rear with a thousand horsemen all in coats of mail, and two thousand five hundred men a-foot. And in this array they proceeded till they came in sight of the Moors. As soon as the Cid saw their tents he ordered his men to slacken their pace, and got upon his horse Bavieca, and put himself in the front before all his army, and his sons-in-law the Infantes of Carrion advanced themselves with him. Then the Bishop Don Hieronymo came to the Cid and said, This day have I said the mass of the Holy Trinity before you, I left my own country and came to seek you, for the desire I had to kill some Moors, and to do honour to my order and to my own hands. Now would I be the foremost in this business; I have my pennon and my armorial bearing, and will employ them by God’s help, that my heart may rejoice. And my Cid, if you do not for the love of me grant this I will go my ways from you. But the Cid bade him do his pleasure, saying that it would please him also. And then the great multitude of the Moors began to come out of their tents, and they formed their battle in haste, and came against the Christians, with the sound of trumpets and tambours, and with a great uproar; and as they came out upon the alarm, not expecting that the Cid would come against them so soon, they did not advance in order, as King Bucar had commanded. And when the Cid saw this, he ordered his banner to be advanced, and bade his people lay on manfully. The Bishop Don Hieronynio he pricked forward; two Moors he slew with the two first thrusts of the lance; the haft broke, and he laid hand on his sword, God,… how well the Bishop fought! two he slew with the lance and five with the sword; the Moors came round about him and laid on load of blows, but they could not pierce his arms. He who was born in happy hour had his eyes upon him, and he took his shield and placed it before him, and lowered his lance, and gave Bavieca the spur, that good horse. With heart and soul he went at them, and made his way into their first battle; seven the Campeador smote down, and four he slew. In short time they joined battle in such sort that many were slain and many overthrown, on one side and on the other, and so great was the din of strokes and of tambours that none could hear what another said; and they smote away cruelly, without rest or respite.

VIII. Now it came to pass in this battle that the Infante Diego Gonzalez encountered a Moor of Africa who was of great stature and full valiant withal, and this Moor came fiercely against him; and when the Infante saw how fiercely he was coming, he turned his back and fled. No one beheld this but Felez Muñoz the nephew of the Cid, who was a squire; he set himself against the Moor with his lance under his arm, and gave him such a thrust in the breast, that the streamer of the lance came out all red with blood between his shoulders, and he down’d with the dead man and took his horse by the bridle, and began to call the Infante Diego Gonzalez. When the Infante heard himself called by his name he turned his head to see who called him, and when he saw that it was his cousin Felez Muñoz, he turned and awaited him. And Felez Muñoz said, Take this horse, cousin Diego Gonzalez, and say that you killed the Moor; nobody shall ever know otherwise from me, unless you give just cause. While they were talking the Cid came up, after another Moorish knight, whom he reached just as he came up to them, and smote him with his sword upon the head, so that he split it down to the teeth. When Felez Muñoz saw the Cid, he said, Sir, your son-in-law Don Diego Gonzalez hath great desire to serve and help you in this day’s work, and he hath just slain a Moor from whom he hath won this horse: and this pleased the Cid much, for he weened that it was true. And then they all three advanced themselves toward the midst of the battle, giving great strokes, and smiting and slaying. Who can tell how marvellously the Bishop Don Hieronymo behaved himself in this battle, and how well all the rest behaved, each in his way, and above all, the Cid Campeador, as the greatest and best of all! nevertheless the power of the Moors was so great that they could not drive them to flight, and the business was upon the balance even till the hour of nones. Many were the Christians who died that day among the foot-soldiers; and the dead, Moors and Christians together, were so many, that the horses could scant move among their bodies. But after the hour of nones the Cid and his people smote the Moors so sorely that they could no longer stand against them, and it pleased God and the good fortune of the Cid that they turned their backs; and the Christians followed, hewing them down, and smiting and slaying; ana they tarried not to lay hands on those whom they felled, but went on in the pursuit as fast as they could. Then might you have seen cords broken, and stakes plucked up as the Christians came to the tents; my Cid’s people drove King Bucar’s through their camp, and many an arm with its sleeve-mail was lopt off, and many a head with its helmet fell to the ground; and horses ran about on all sides without riders. Seven full miles did the pursuit continue. And while they were thus following their flight the Cid set eyes upon King Bucar, and made at him to strike him with the sword; and the Moorish King knew him when he saw him coming; Turn this way Bucar, cried the Campeador, you who came from beyond sea, to see the Cid with the long beard. We must greet each other and cut out a friendship! God confound such friendship, cried King Bucar, and turned his bridle, and began to fly towards the sea, and the Cid after him, having great desire to reach him. But King Bucar had a good horse and a fresh, and the Cid went spurring Bavieca who had had hard work that day, and he came near his back; and when they were nigh unto the ships, and the Cid saw that he could not reach him, he darted his sword at him, and struck him between the shoulders; and King Bucar being badly wounded rode into the sea, and got to a boat, and the Cid alighted and picked up his sword. And his people came up, hewing down the Moors before them, and the Moors in their fear of death ran into the sea, so that twice as many died in the water as in the battle; nevertheless so many were they who were slain in the field, that they were thought to be seventeen thousand persons and upward: but a greater number died in the sea. And so many were they who were taken prisoner, that it was a wonder; and of the twenty and nine Kings who came with King Bucar, seventeen were slain. And when the Cid saw that of the Moors some had gotten to the ships and the others were slain or taken, he returned toward their tents.

IX. My Cid Ruydiez the Campeador returned from the slaughter; the hood of his mail was thrown back, and the coif upon his head bore the marks of it. And when he saw his sons-in-law the Infantes of Carrion, he rejoiced over them, and said to them to do them honour, Come here, my sons, for by your help we have conquered in this battle. Presently Alvar Fañez came up: the shield which hung from his neck was all battered: more than twenty Moors had he slain, and the blood was running from his wrist to his elbow. Thanks be to God, said he, and to the Father who is on high, and to you, Cid, we have won the day. All these spoils are yours and your vassals. Then they spoiled the field, where they found great riches in gold, and in silver, and in pearls, and in precious stones, and in sumptuous tents, and in horses, and in oxen, which were so many that it was a wonder. The poorest man among the Christians was made full rich that day. So great was the spoil that six hundred horses fell to the Cid as his fifth, beside sumpter beasts and camels, and twelve hundred prisoners; and of the other things which were taken no man can give account, nor of the treasure which the Cid won that day in the Campo del Quarto. God be praised! said the Campeador…once I was poor, but now am I rich in lands and in possessions, and in gold and in honour. And Moors and Christians both fear me. Even in Morocco, among their Mosques, do they fear least I should set upon them some night. Let them fear it! I shall not go to seek them, but here will I be in Valencia, and by God’s help they shall pay me tribute. Great joy was made in Valencia for this victory, and great was the joy of the Infantes of Carrion; five thousand marks came to them for their portion of the spoil. And when they saw themselves so rich, they and their uncle Suero Gonzalez took counsel together, and confirmed the wicked resolution which they had taken.

X. One day the companions of the Cid were talking before him of this victory, and they were saying who were the young knights that had demeaned themselves well in the battle and in the pursuit, and who had not; but no mention was made of the Infantes; for though some there were who whispered to each other concerning them, none would speak ill of them before the Cid. And the Infantes saw this, and took counsel with their uncle, who ought not to have given them the evil counsel that he did, and they determined forthwith to put their wicked design in execution. So they went before the Cid, and Ferrando Gonzalez, having enjoined silence, began to say thus. Cid, thou knowest well the good tie which there is between thee and us, for we hold thee in the place of a father, and thou didst receive us as thy sons on the day when thou gavest us thy daughters to be our wives; and from that day we have alway abode with thee, and have alway endeavoured to do that which was to thy service; and if we have at any time failed therein it hath not been wilfully, but for lack of better understanding. Now inasmuch as it is long time since we departed from Castille, from our father and from our mother, and because neither we know how it fares with them, nor they how it fares with us, we would now, if you and Doña Ximena should so think good, return unto them, and take our wives with us: so shall our father and our mother and our kinsmen see how honourably we are mated, and how greatly to our profit, and our wives shall be put in possession of the towns which we have given them for their dower, and shall see what is to be the inheritance of the children whom they may have. And whensoever you shall call upon us, we will be ready to come and do you service. Then the Cid made answer, weening that this was spoken without deceit, My sons, I am troubled at what ye say, for when ye take away my daughters ye take my very heart-strings: nevertheless, it is fitting that ye do as ye have said. Go when ye will, and I will give unto you such gifts that it shall be known in Gallicia and in Castille and in Leon, with what riches I have sent my sons-in-law home.

XI. When the Cid had made this reply, he rose from his seat and went to Doña Ximena his wife, and spake with her and with Alvar Fañez, and told them what had passed with his sons-in-law, and what answer he had given. Greatly was Doña Ximena troubled at this, and Alvar Fañez also, that he had consented to what they asked; and she said, I do not think it is wisely done to let them take our daughters from us, and carry them into another country; for these our sons-in-law are traitorous and false at heart, and if I areed them right they will do some dishonour to our daughters, when there will be none there to call them to account. And Alvar Fañez was of the same mind; but the Cid was displeased at this, and marvelled greatly at what they said; and he bade them speak no more thereof, for God would not let it be so, … neither were the Infantes of such a race as that they should do this; neither, quoth he, would it come into their minds to do it, if only because our Lord King Don Alfonso was he who made the marriage; but if the Devil should tempt them, and they should commit this wickedness, dearly would it cost them!

XII. So the Infantes of Carrion made ready for their departure, and there was a great stir in Valencia. And the two sisters Doña Elvira and Doña Sol, came and knelt before the Cid and before Doña Ximena their mother, and said, You send us to the lands of Carrion, and we must fulfil your command: now then give us your blessing, and let us have some of your people with us in Carrion, we beseech you. And the Cid embraced them and kissed them, and the mother kissed them and embraced them twice as much, and they gave them their blessing, and their daughters kissed their hands. And the Cid gave unto his sons-in-law great store of cloth of gold, and of serge, and of wool, and an hundred horses bridled and saddled, and an hundred mules with all their trappings, and ten cups of gold, and an hundred vessels of silver, and six hundred marks of silver in dishes and trenchers and other things. When all this was done they took their departure and went out of Valencia, and the Cid rode out a long league with them. He looked at the birds, and the augury was bad, and he thought that these marriages would not be without some evil. And his heart smote him, and he began to think on what Doña Ximena had said, and to fear lest evil should befall him from these sons-in-law, for the manner of their speech was not as it was wont to be. Where art thou my nephew, where art thou Felez Muñoz? thou art the cousin of my daughters, said he, both in heart and in soul. Go with them even unto Carrion, and see the possessions which are given them, and come back with tidings thereof And Felez Muñoz said that he would do this. And the Cid bade him salute the Moor Abengalvon in his name, with whom they should tarry a night at Molina, and bid him do service unto his daughters, and his sons-in-law, and accompany them as far as Medina; and for all that he shall do; said the Cid, I will give him good guerdon. And when the ladies came to take their leave of their father the Cid, and of their mother Doña Ximena, great were the lamentations on both sides, as if their hearts had divined the evil which was to come; and the Cid strove to comfort them, saying, that he should alway think of them, and would maintain them in good estate: and he gave them his blessing and turned back toward Valencia, and they went their way with their husbands, and that parting was like plucking the nail from the flesh.

XIII. So the Infantes of Carrion went their way, by the Campo del Quarto to Chiva, and to Bonilla, and to Requena, and to Campo-Robres, and they took up their lodging at Villa Taxo. And on the morrow they took the road to Amaja, and leaving it on the right came to Adamuz, and passed by Colcha, and rested at Quintana. And when Abengalvon knew that the daughters of the Cid were coming, he went out joyfully from Molina to meet them, and pitched tents for them in the field, and had food brought there in abundance. God, how well he served them! and on the morrow the Moor gave full rich and noble gifts to the daughters of his Lord the Cid, and to each of the Infantes he gave a goodly horse. And he took horse himself and rode on with them, having two hundred knights in his company. They crossed the mountains of Luzon and passed Arbuxuelo, and came to Salon, and the Moor lodged them in the place which is called Ansarera; all this he did for the love of the Cid Campeador. Now the Infantes seeing the riches which this Moor had with him, took counsel together for treason, and said, Lo now if we could slay this Moor Abengalvon, we should possess all these riches as safely as if we were in Carrion, and the Cid could never take vengeance. And a Moor who understood the Latin of the country, heard them and knew what they said, and he went to Abengalvon, and said unto him, Acaiaz, that is to say, Sire, take heed, for I heard the Infantes of Carrion plotting to kill thee. Abengalvon the Moor was a bold Baron, and when this was told him, he went with his two hundred men before the Infantes, and what he said to them did not please them. Infantes of Carrion, he said, tell me, what have I done? I have served ye without guile, and ye have taken counsel for my death. If it were not for the sake of my Cid, never should you reach Carrion! I would carry back his daughters to the loyal Campeador, and so deal with you that it should be talked of over the whole world. But I leave ye for traitors as ye are. Doña Elvira and Doña Sol, I go with your favour. God grant that this marriage may please your father! Having said this the good Moor returned to Molina.

XIV. They went on by Valdespino, and by Parra, and Berrocal, and Val de Endrinas, and they left Madina Celi on the right, and crost the plain of Barahona, and past near Berlanga; and they crost the Douro by a ford below the town, and rode on and came into the Oak-wood of Corpes. The mountains were high, and the trees thick and lofty, and there were wild beasts in that place. And they came to a green lawn in the midst of that oak forest, where there was a fountain of clear water, and there the Infantes gave order that their tents should be pitched; and they passed the night there, making show of love to their wives, which they badly fulfilled when the sun was risen, for this was the place where they thought to put them to shame. Early in the morning they ordered the sumpter beasts to be laden, and the tent struck, and they sent all their company on, so that none remained with them, neither man nor woman, but they and their wives were left alone that they might disport with them at pleasure. And Doña Elvira said to her husband, Why wouldst thou that we should remain alone in this place? And he said, Hold thy peace, and thou shall see! And the Infantes tore away the mantles from off their wives, and the garments which they wore, save only their inner garment, and they held them by the hair of their head with one hand, and with the other took the girths of their horses. And the women said, Don Diego and Don Ferrando, ye have strong swords and of sharp edge; the one is called Colado and the other Tizona; cut off our heads and we shall become martyrs! But set not this evil example upon us, for whatever shame ye do unto us shall be to your own dishonour. But the Infantes heeded not what they said, and heat them cruelly with the saddle-girths, and kicked them with their spurs, so that their garments were torn, and stained with blood. Oh, if the Cid Campeador had come upon them at that hour! And the women cried out, and called upon God and Holy Mary to have mercy upon them; but the more they cried, the more cruelly did those Infantes beat and kick them, till they were covered with blood, and swooned away. Then the Infantes took their mantles and their cloaks, and their furs of ermine and other garments, and left them for dead, saying, Lie there, daughters of the Cid of Bivar, for it is not fitting that ye should be our wives, nor that ye should have your dower in the lands of Carrion! We shall see how your father will avenge you, and we have now avenged ourselves for the shame he did us with the Lion. And they rode away as they said this, leaving them to the mountain birds and to the beasts of the forest. Oh if the Cid Campeador had come upon them at that hour! And the Infantes rode on glorying in what they had done, for they said that the daughters of the Cid were worthy to be their harlots, but not their wives.

XV. When the Infantes, before they committed this great cruelty, ordered their company to ride forward, Felez Muñoz the nephew of the Cid, rode on with the rest: but this order nothing pleased him, and he was troubled at heart, insomuch that he went aside from his companions, and struck into the forest, and there waited privily till he should see his cousins come, or learn what the Infantes had done to them. Presently he saw the Infantes, and heard what they said to each other. Certes if they had espied him he could not have escaped death. But they pricked on not seeing him, and he rode back to the fountain, and there he found the women lying senseless, and in such plight as ye have heard. And he made great lamentation over them, saying, Never can it please God that ye my cousins should receive such dishonour! God and St. Mary give them who have done this an evil guerdon! for ye never deserved this, neither are ye of a race to deserve that this or any other evil should betide ye! By this time the women began to come to themselves, but they could not speak, for their hearts were breaking. And Felez Muñoz called out to them, Cousins! Cousins! Doña Elvira! Doña Sol! for the love of God rouse yourselves that we may get away before night comes, or the wild beasts will devour us! and they came to themselves and began to open their eyes, and saw that he who spake to them was Felez Muñoz; and he said to them, For the love of God take heart and let us be gone; for the Infantes will soon seek for me, and if God do not befriend us we shall all be slain. And Doña Sol said to him in her great pain, Cousin, for all that our father hath deserved at your hands, give us water. Felez Muñoz took his hat and filled it with water and gave it to them. And he comforted them and bade them take courage, and besought them to bear up. And he placed them upon his horse, and covered them both with his cloak, and led them through the oak forest, into the thickest part thereof, and there he made a bed of leaves and of grass, and laid them on it, and covered them with his cloak, and he sate down by them and began to weep, for he knew not what he should do: for he had no food, and if he went to seek it, great danger was there because they were wounded and bloody, that the wild beasts and the birds of the mountain would attack them; and on the other hand, unless he went to his uncle the Cid, to tell him of this wickedness, none other knew what had been done, and thus there would be no vengeance taken.

XVI. While Felez Muñoz was in this great trouble the Infantes joined their company, and their spurs were bloody and their hands also from the wounds which they had given their wives. And when their people saw them in this plight, and that their wives were not with them, they weened that some wickedness had been done; and all they who were of good heart and understanding among them went apart, to the number of an hundred, with one who was named Pero Sanchez; and he spake unto them, saying, Friends, these Infantes have done a foul deed upon their wives, the daughters of our Lord the Cid; and they are our liege Ladies, for we did homage to them before their father, and accepted them as such; and the Cid made us knights that we should discharge the duty which we owe to them. Now then, it behoveth us that we arm ourselves, and demand of the Infantes what they have done with our ladies, and require them at their hands. And if they will not deliver them to us, then will we fight against them even to death; for thus shall we do right, and otherwise we shall be ill spoken of, and not worthy to live in the world. This was the counsel which Pero Sanchez gave, and they all held it good and did accordingly. And the Infantes, when they saw them coming and heard their demand, were greatly afraid, and they said, Go to the fountain in the Oak-forest of Corpes, and there ye may find them; we left them safe and sound, and no harm have we done unto them; but we would not take them with us. Ill have ye done, replied those knights, to forsake such wives, and the daughters of such a father, and ill will ye fare for it! And from henceforward, we renounce all friendship with ye, and defy ye for the Cid, and for ourselves, and for all his people. And the Infantes could not reply. And when they saw that the Infantes did not answer, they said, Get ye gone for traitors and false caitiffs: there is no way in the world by which ye can escape from the enemies whom ye have now made! But for all this the Infantes made no reply, and went their way.

XVII. Pero Sanchez and those other knights rode back to the green lawn in the Oak-forest, where they had left the dames; and when they came to the fountain they saw that there was blood round about, but the dames were not there; and they were greatly troubled, and knew not where to seek them. And they went about the forest seeking them, calling them aloud, and making great lamentation for the ill that had befallen, and also, because they could not find them. Now Felez Muñoz and the women heard their voices, and were in great fear, for they weened that it was the Infantes and their company, who were returned with intent to kill them; and in their great fear they remained still, and would fain have been far from that place. So Pero Sanchez and they who were with him went about seeking them in vain. Then spake up a knight called Martin Ferrandez, who was a native of Burgos, saying, Friends, it boots us to turn back from hence and follow after the Infantes, and do battle with them, even unto death, because of this wickedness which they have committed, rather than return to the Cid; for if we do not strive to take vengeance, we are not worthy to appear before him. And if, peradventure, we cannot come up with them upon the road, let its go before the King Don Alfonso, and discover unto him this foul deed, and tell him the truth thereof, to the intent that he may order justice to be done for such a thing; for certes, greatly will he be troubled when he knoweth it, and greatly will he be incensed against them, inasmuch as he it was who besought the Cid to give them his daughters to wife. And we will not depart from the King’s house, nor take unto ourselves any other Lord till the Cid shall have obtained justice in this matter. And all those knights held this counsel to be good, and agreed to do so. And they took their way and followed after the Infantes as fast as they could, taking no rest; but the Infantes had ridden away full speed, and they could not overtake them. And when they saw this they went their way to King Don Alfonso who was at Palencia, and they came before him and kissed his hands, and then with sorrowful hearts told him of the evil which had befallen the Cid, in this dishonour done unto his daughters by the Infantes of Carrion. And when the King heard it he was grievously offended, as one who had great part therein; and he said unto him, It must needs be, that before many days we shall receive tidings of this from the Cid Campeador, and then upon his complaint we will enter into the business in such wise, that every one shall have justice. Then Pero Sanchez and the other knights kissed the King’s hands for what he had said; and they abode in his court, waiting tidings from the Cid.

XVIII. When Felez Muñoz saw that the voices which they heard had ceased, he went after awhile to a village which was at hand, to seek food for the dames and for himself; and in this manner he kept them for seven days. And in that village he found a good man, who was a husbandman, and who lived a godly life with his wife and with his daughters; and this good man knew the Cid Ruydiez, for the Cid had lodged in his house, and he had heard tell of his great feats. And when Felez Muñoz knew this he took the man aside, seeing how good a man he was, and how well he spake of the Cid, and told him what had befallen those dames, and how he had hidden them in the wood. And when the good man heard it he had great ruth for them, but he held himself a happy man in that he could do them service; and he took two asses and went with Felez Muñoz to the place where they were hidden, and took with him his two sons, who were young men. And when the dames saw them they marvelled who they might be, and were ashamed and would have hidden themselves; but they could not. And the good man bent his knees before them, weeping, and said, Ladies, I am at the service of the Cid your father, who hath many times lodged in my house, and I served him the best I could, and he alway was bountiful toward me. And now, this young man, who saith his name is Felez Muñoz, hath told me the great wrong and dishonour which your husbands, the Infantes of Carrion, have done unto you. And when I heard it I was moved to great sorrow, and for the great desire I have to do service to the Cid and to you, I am come hither, to carry you, if you will be so pleased, upon these beasts, to my house; for you must not remain in this wild forest, where the beasts would devour you. And when you are there, I and my wife and my daughters will serve you the best we can; and you may then send this squire to your father, and we will keep you secretly and well till your father shall send for you; this place is not fit for you, for you would die of cold and hunger. When the good man had said this, Doña Sol turned to Doña Elvira and said, Sister, the good man saith well, and it is better that we should go with him than remain and die here, for so shall we see the vengeance which I trust in God our father will give us. So they gave thanks to God, and to that man. And he set them upon his beasts, and led them to the village, when it was now night; and they entered his house secretly, so that none knew of their coming save the good man and his family, whom he charged that they should tell no man thereof. And there his wife and his daughters ministered uoto them with pure good will.

XIX. Then these dames wrote a letter to their father the Cid, which was a letter of credence, that he should believe the tidings which Felez Muñoz would deliver, and they wrote it with the blood from their wounds. And Felez Muñoz went his way toward Valencia; and when he came to Santesteban he spake with Diego Tellez, who had been of the company of Alvar Fañez, and told him of what had befallen. He, so soon as he heard this great villainy, took beasts and seemly raiment, and went for those dames, and brought them from the house of that good man to Santesteban, and did them all honour that he could. They of Santesteban were always gentlemen; and they comforted the daughters of the Cid, and there they were healed of their hurts. In the mean time Felez Muñoz proceeded on his journey; and it came to pass that he met Alvar Fañez Minaya, and Pero Bermudez on the way, going to the King with a present which the Cid had sent him; and the present was this, … two hundred horses, from those which he had won in the battle of Quarto from King Bucar, and an hundred Moorish prisoners, and many good swords, and many rich saddles. And as Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez rode on in talk, they thought that it was he, and marvelled greatly; and he when he drew nigh began to tear his hair, and make great lamentation, so that they were greatly amazed. And they alighted, asking him what it was. And he related unto them all that had befallen. But when they heard this, who can tell the lamentation which they made? And they took counsel together what they should do, and their counsel was this, … that they should proceed to the King, and demand justice at his hands in the name of the Cid, and that Felez Muñoz should proceed to Valencia. So he told them the name of the good man with whom he had left the dames, and the place where he dwelt, and also how he had spoken with Diego Tellez at Santesteban, and then they parted.

XX. Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez held on their way, and came to the King, whom they found in Valladolid. And he received them right well, and asked them for the Cid, and they kissed his hand and said, Sir, the Cid commends himself to your grace; he hath had a good affair with King Bucar of Morocco, and hath defeated him, and nine and twenty Kings who came with him, in the field of Quarto, and great booty did he gain there in gold and in silver, and in horses and tents and cattle; and he hath slain many and taken many prisoners. And in acknowledgment of you as his natural Lord, he sends you two hundred horses, and an hundred black Moors, and many rich saddles and precious swords, beseeching you to accept them at his hand, in token of the desire he hath to do service to God and to you, maintaining the faith of Jesus Christ. And King Don Alfonso made answer and said, that he took the present of the Cid with a right good will, as of the truest and most honourable vassal that ever Lord had: and he gave order to his people to receive it, and bade Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez seat themselves at his feet. After a while Alvar Fañez rose and said, Sir, when we departed from the Cid we left him in great honour and prosperity; but on our way we met a squire who is his nephew, by name Felez Muñoz, and he hath told us the evil and the dishonour which both we and the Cid endure in the villainy which the Infantes of Carrion have committed upon his daughters. You, Sir, know how great this villainy hath been, and how nearly it toucheth you, for the marriage was of your appointment, and I gave them by your command to the Infantes. Pero Sánchez hath told you that the dames were dead, as he believed them to be; but we, Sir, know that they are yet alive, having been grievously hurt and wounded with bridles and spurs, and stript of their garments, … in which plight Felez Muñoz found them. Certes such a thing as this cannot please God in heaven, and ought to offend you who are Lord here in your own realm. Now therefore we beseech you that you take justice for yourself, and give us and the Cid ours. And let not the Cid be dishonoured in your time, for blessed be God, he hath never been dishonoured yet, but hath gone on alway advancing in honour since King Don Ferrando your father knighted him in Coimbra. To this the King made answer and said, God knoweth the trouble which I resent for this dishonour which hath been done to the Cid, and the more I hear of it the more doth it trouble me, and many reasons are there why it should; for my own sake, and for the sake of the Cid, and for the sake of his daughters; but since they are yet alive the evil is not so great, for as they have been wrongfully put to shame, nothing meriting such treatment, they may be rightfully avenged, as my Cortes shall determine. Moreover it is a grief to me that my vassals the Infantes of Carrion should have erred so badly and with such cruelty; but since it hath been so I cannot but do justice. I hold it good therefore to summon them to my Cortes, which I will assemble for this matter in Toledo, and the time assigned them shall be three months from this day; and do ye tell the Cid to come there with such of his people as he shall think good. Glad were Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez of this reply, and they kissed his hand, and dispeeded themselves. And the King ordered mules to be given them for the dames, with right noble saddles and trappings of gold and cloth of gold and of wool, with menever and gris.

XXI. Then Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez went their way, and Pero Sanchez and his company departed with them. They went up Val de Esgueva to Peñafiel, and by Roa and Arrueco, and they entered the Oak-forest of Corpes, and Pero Sanchez showed the place beside the fountain where the villainy had been committed; and they made such lamentation there as if they had seen the dames lie dead before them. Then rode they to the village where the good man dwelt, and went to his dwelling, and good guerdon did they give unto him for the service which he had done, so that he was full well requited. And they took with them the two sons and the two daughters of the good man, that they might recompense them for the good deeds of their father; and the dames gave them in marriage, and made them full rich, and held them even as brothers and as sisters, because of the service which they had received from them. When it was known at Santesteban that Minaya was coming for his kinswomen, the men of that town welcomed him and his company, and they brought him in payment the efurcion, that is to say, the supper-money, and it was full great. But Minaya would not accept it at their hands, and he thanked them, and said, Thanks, men of Santesteban, for what ye have done, and my Cid the Campeador will thank ye, as I do, and God will give ye your guerdon. Then went they to visit their kinswomen, and when they saw the dames, who can tell the great lamentation which was made on both sides? albeit that they rejoiced to see each other. And Minaya said unto them, By God, cousins, he knoweth the truth, and your father and mother know it also, … I misdoubted this when you went away with those false ones; and it grieved me when your father said that he had given his consent that ye should go, and your mother gainsaid it also; but we could not prevail, for he said he had consented. Howbeit, since ye are alive, of evils let us be thankful for the least: you have lost one marriage, and may gain a better, and the day will come when we shall avenge ye. That night they rested at Santesteban, and on the morrow they set forward and took the road towards Atienza, and the men of Santesteban escorted them as far as the river Damor, to do them pleasure. And they past Alcoceba, and went on to the King’s Ford, and there took up there lodging at the Casa de Berlanga. On the morrow they lodged at Medina Celi, and from thence they went to Molina, and Abengalvon came out with a right good will to welcome them, for love of the Cid, and he did them all the honour that he could. And it was accorded between them that the dames should rest there some days, because of their weakness, and that they should send and let the Cid know what had been done.

XXII. Then Pero Bermudez went on to Valencia, and Alvar Fañez and the rest of his company abode with the dames in Molina. And when Pero Bermudez arrived he found the Cid Ruydiez just risen with his chivalry from dinner, and when the Cid saw him he welcomed him right well; howbeit he could not refrain from weeping; for before this Felez Muñoz had told him all. And he stroked his beard and said, Thanks be to Christ, the Lord of this world, by this beard which no one hath ever cut, the Infantes of Carrion shall not triumph in this! And he began to take comfort, hearing how King Don Alfonso had appointed the Cortes. And he took Pero Bermudez by the hand and led him to Doña Ximena, who wept greatly at seeing him, and said, Ah, Pero Bermudez, what tidings bringest thou of my daughters? And he comforted her and said, Weep not, Lady, for I left them alive and well at Molina, and Alvar Fañez with them; by God’s blessing you shall have good vengeance for them! Then the Cid seated himself near his wife, and Pero Bermudez took his seat before them, and told them all that he had done, and how the King had summoned them to the Cortes at Toledo. And he said unto the Cid, My uncle and Lord, I know not what to say, but ill is my luck that I could not take vengeance before I returned here; and certes, if I could have found them I would have died, or have compleated it: but they when they had done this villainy dared not appear before the King, neither in his Court, and therefore he hath issued this summons to them that they should come. Manifestly may it be seen that the King well inclineth to give you justice, if you fail not to demand it. Now then I beseech you tarry not, but let us to horse and confront them and accuse them, for this is not a thing to be done leisurely. And the Cid answered and said, Chafe not thyself, Pero Bermudez, for the man who thinketh by chafing to expedite his business, leaveth off worse than he began. Be you certain, that if I die not I shall take vengeance upon those traitors, and I trust in God not to die till I have taken it. Now therefore, give me no more anger than I feel in my own heart, for Felez Muñoz hath given me enough. I thank my Lord King Don Alfonso for the answer which he gave you, and for appointing the Cortes, and in such guise will I appear there as shall gall them who wish ill to me. God willing, we will take our departure in good time! Do you now return to Molina, and bring on my daughters, for I would fain see them; and I will talk with them that they may tell me the whole truth of this thing, that I may know the whole when I go to the court of the King to demand vengeance.

XXIII. Pero Bermudez returned the next day to Molina, where Abengalvon had done great honour to the dames, and to Alvar Fañez, and all that were with him. And they departed from Molina, and Abengalvon with them, for he would not leave them till he had brought them to Valencia to his Lord the Cid. And when the Cid knew that they were drawing nigh he rode out two leagues to meet them, and when they saw him they made great lamentation, they and all his company, not only the Christians but the Moors also who were in his service. But my Cid embraced his daughters, and kissed them both, and smiled and said, Ye are come, my children, and God will heal you! I accepted this marriage for you, but I could do no other; by God’s pleasure ye shall be better mated hereafter. And when they reached Valencia and went into the Alcazar to their mother Doña Ximena, who can tell the lamentation which was made by the mother over her daughters, and the daughters with their mother, and by the women of their household. Three days did this great lamentation last. And the Cid thanked Abengalvon, his vassal, for the honour which he had shown to his children and their company, and promised to protect him from all who should come against him. And Abengalvon returned to Molina well pleased.




BOOK IX.
 

I. My Cid the Campeador made ready to appear at the Cortes in Toledo, and he left the Bishop Don Hieronymo, and Martin Pelaez the Asturian, to command in Valencia, and five hundred knights with them, all hidalgos. And he spake with his daughters, and commanded and besought them to tell him the whole truth, how this matter had been, and not say the thing which was false; and they did accordingly, and related unto him all, even as it had befallen them. And the Cid departed from Valencia, and with him went Alvar Fañez Minaya with two hundred knights, and Pero Bermudez with one hundred; and Martin Antolinez with fifty, and Martin Ferrandez with other fifty, and Felez Ferruz and Benito Sanchez with fifty each; … these were five hundred knights. And there went fifty with Martin Garcia and Martin Salvadorez, and fifty with Pero Gonzalvez and Martin Muñoz, and Diego Sanchez of Arlanza went with fifty, and Don Nuño, he who colonized Cubiella, and Alvar Bermudez he who colonized Osma, went with forty, and Gonzalo Muñoz of Orbaneja, and Muño Ravia, and Yvañez Cornejo with sixty, and Muño Fernandez the Lord of Monteforte, and Gomez Fernandez he who colonized Pampliego with sixty; and Don Garcia de Roa and Serrazin his brother, Lord of Aza, with ninety; and Antolin Sanchez of Soria took with him forty knights who were his children or his kin: … nine hundred knights were they in all. And there went with them five hundred esquires on foot, all hidalgos, beside those who were bred in his household, and beside other foot-men, who were many in number. All these went well clad in right good garments, and with good horses, to serve the Cid both in Cortes and in the war.

II. King Don Alfonso made no delay, but sent out his letters through Leon and Santiago, to the Portugueze and the Calicians, and they of Carrion, and the Castillians, that he would hold a Cortes in Toledo at the end of seven weeks, and that they who did not appear should no longer be accounted his vassals. At this greatly were the Infantes of Carrion troubled, for they feared the coming of my Cid the Campeador. And they took counsel with their kin and prayed the King that he would hold them excused from that Cortes; and the King made answer, that nothing but God should excuse them from it, for the Campeador was coming to demand justice against them, and he, quoth the King, who will not appear, shall quit my kingdoms. So when they saw that they must needs appear, they took counsel with the Count Don Garcia, the enemy of my Cid, who alway wished him ill, and they went with the greatest company that they could assemble, thinking to dismay my Cid the Campeador. And they arrived before him.

III. When my Cid drew nigh unto Toledo, he sent Alvar Fañez forward to kiss the King’s hand, and let him wit that he should be there that night. When the King heard this it rejoiced his heart, and he took horse and went out with a great company to meet him who was born in happy hour; and there went with him his sons-in-law, the Count Don Anrrich, and the Count Don Remond; this one was the father of the good Emperor. When they came in sight, the Cid dismounted and fell to the ground, and would have abased himself to honour his Lord, but the King cried out to him and said, By St. Isidro this must not be to-day! Mount, Cid, or I shall not be well pleased! I welcome you with heart and soul; … and my heart is grieved for your grief. God send that the court be honoured by you! Amen, said my Cid the Campeador, and he kissed his hand, and afterwards saluted him. And the Cid said, I thank God that I see you, Sir; and he humbled himself to Count Don Anrrich, and Count Don Remond, and the others, and said, God save all our friends, and chiefly you, Sir! my wife Doña Ximena kisses your hand, and my daughters also, that this thing which hath befallen us, may be found displeasing unto you. And the King said, That will it be, unless God prevent. So they rode toward Toledo. And the King said unto him, I have ordered you to be lodged in my Palaces of Galiana, that you may be near me. And the Cid answered, Gramercy, Sir! God grant you long life and happy, but in your Palaces there is none who should be lodged save you. When you hold your Cortes let it be in those Palaces of Galiana, for there is better room there than in the Alcazar. I will not cross the Tagus to-night, but will pass the night in St. Servans on this side, and hold a vigil there. To-morrow I will enter the city, and be in the court before dinner. The King said that it pleased him well, and he returned into Toledo. And the Cid went into the Church of St. Servans, and ordered candles to be placed upon the altar, for he would keep a vigil there; and there he remained with Minaya and the other good ones, praying to the Lord, and talking in private. The tents of his company were pitched upon the hills round about. Any one who beheld them might well have said, that it looked like a great host.

IV. When the King entered the city, he bade his seneschal, Benito Perez, make ready the Palaces of Galiana for the next day, when the Cortes should begin; and he fitted the great Palace after this manner. He placed estrados with carpets upon the ground, and hung the walls with cloth of gold. And in the highest place he placed the royal chair in which the King should sit; it was a right noble chair and a rich, which he had won in Toledo, and which had belonged to the Kings thereof; and round about it right noble estrados were placed for the Counts and honourable men who were come to the Cortes. Now the Cid knew how they were fitting up the Palaces of Galiana, and he called for a squire, who was a young man, one whom he had brought up and in whom he had great trust; he was an hidalgo, and hight Ferran Alfonso; and the Cid bade him take his ivory seat which he had won in Valencia, and which had belonged to the Kings thereof, and place it in the Palace, in the best place, near the seat of the King; and that none might hurt or do dishonour unto it, he gave him a hundred squires, all hidalgos, to go with him, and ordered them not to leave it till he should come there the next day. So when they had dined, they made the seat be taken up, and went with it to the Palaces of Galiana, and placed it near the seat of the King, as the Cid had commanded; and all that day and night they remained there guarding the ivory seat, till the Cid should come and take his place thereon; every one having his sword hung from his neck. This was a right noble seat, and of subtle work, so that whoso beheld it would say it was the seat of a good man, and that it became such a one as the Cid. It was covered with cloth of gold, underneath which was a cushion.

V. On the morrow, after the King had heard mass, he went into the Palace of Galiana, where the Cortes was to assemble, and the Infantes of Carrion and the other Counts and Ricos-omes with him, save the Cid who was not yet come; and when they who did not love the Cid beheld his ivory seat, they began to make mock of it. And Count Garcia said to the King, I beseech your Grace, tell me, for whom that couch is spread beside your seat: for what dame is it made ready; will she come drest in the almexia … or with white alquinales on her head, or after what fashion will she be apparelled? Sir, a seat like that is fit for none but your Grace: give order to take it for yourself, or that it be removed. When Ferran Alfonso, who was there to guard the ivory seat heard this, he answered and said, Count, you talk full foolishly, and speak ill of one against whom it behoves you not to talk. He who is to sit upon this seat is better than you, or than all your lineage; and he hath ever appeared a man to all his enemies, not like a woman as you say. If you deny this I will lay hands upon you, and make you acknowledge it before my Lord the King Don Alfonso, who is here present. And I am of such a race that you cannot acquit yourself by saying I am not your peer, and the vantage of half your arms I give you! At these words was the King greatly troubled, and the Counts also, and all the honourable men who were there present. And Count García who was an angry man, wrapt his mantle under his arm, and would have struck Ferran Alfonso, saying, Let me get at the boy who dares me! And Ferran Alfonso laid hand upon his sword and came forward to meet him, saying, that if it were not for the King, he would punish him thereright for the folly which he had uttered. But the King seeing that these words went on from bad to worse, put them asunder that farther evil might not happen, and he said, None of ye have reason to speak thus of the seat of the Cid; he won it like a good knight and a valiant, as he is. There is not a King in the world who deserves this seat better than my vassal the Cid, and the better and more honourable he is, the more am I honoured through him. This seat he won in Valencia, where it had belonged to the Kings thereof; and much gold and silver, and many precious stones hath he won; and many a battle hath he won both against Christians and Moors: and of all the spoil which he hath won, he hath alway sent me part, and great presents and full rich, such as never other vassal sent to his Lord; and this he hath done in acknowledgment that I am his Lord. Ye who are talking here against him, which of ye hath ever sent me such gifts as he? If any one be envious, let him atchieve such feats as he hath done, and I will seat him with myself to do him honour.

VI. Now the Cid had performed his vigil in the Church of St. Servan, matins and primes were said, and mass performed; and then he made ready to go to the Cortes, and with him went Alvar Fañez Minaya, whom he called his right arm, and Pero Bermudez, and Muño Gustios, and Martin Antolinez that doughty Burgalese, and Alvar Alvarez, and Alvar Salvadorez, and Martin Muñoz, and Felez Muñoz the Cid’s nephew, and Malanda who was a learned man, and Galin Garciez the good one of Aragon: these and others made ready to go with him, being an hundred of the best of his company. They wore velmezes under their harness, that they might be able to bear it, and then their mail, which was as bright as the sun: over this they had ermine or other skins, laced tight that the armour might not be seen, and under their cloaks, their swords which were sweet and sharp. He who was born in happy hour made no tarriance; he drew on his legs hose of fine cloth, and put on over them shoes which were richly worked. A shirt of ranzal he wore, which was as white as the sun; all the fastenings were wrought with gold and silver: over this a brial of gold tissue; and over this a red skin with points of gold. My Cid the Campeador alway wore it. On his head he had a coif of scarlet wrought with gold, which was made that none might clip the hair of the good Cid. His was a long beard, and he bound it with a cord. And he bade Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez assemble their companions, and when he saw them he said, If the Infantes of Carrion should seek a quarrel, where I have a hundred such as these I may be well without fear! And he said, Let us mount now and go to the Cortes. We go to make one defiance, and peradventure it may be two or three, through the folly of those who may stir against us. Ye will be ready to aid me, saying and doing as I shall call upon ye, always saving the honour and authority of King Don Alfonso our Lord; see now that none of ye say or do ought amiss, for it would be unseemly. Then called he for his horse, and bestrode it, and rode to the Cortes.

VII. My Cid and his company alighted at the gate of the Palaces of Galiana, and he and his people went in gravely, he in the midst and his hundred knights round about him. When he who was born in happy hour entered, the good King Don Alfonso rose up, and the Counts Don Anrrich and Don Remond did the like, and so did all the others, save the curly-headed one of Granon, and they who were on the side of the Infantes of Carrion. All the others received him with great honour. And he said unto the King, Sir, where do you bid me sit with these my kinsmen and friends who are come with me? And the King made answer, Cid, you are such a one, and have past your time so well to this day, that if you would listen to me and be commanded by me, I should hold it good that you took your seat with me; for he who hath conquered Kings, ought to be seated with Kings. But the Cid answered, That, Sir, would not please God, but I will be at your feet for by the favour of the King your father Don Ferrando was I made, his creature and the creature of your brother King Don Sancho am I, and it behoveth not that he who receiveth bounty should sit with him who dispenseth it. And the King answered, Since you will not sit with me, sit on your ivory seat, for you won it like a good man; and from this day I order that none except King or Prelate sit with you, for you have conquered so many high-born men, and so many Kings, both Christians and Moors, that for this reason there is none who is your peer, or ought to be seated with you. Sit therefore like a King and Lord upon your ivory seat. Then the Cid kissed the King’s hand, and thanked him for what he had said, and for the honour which he had done him; and he took his seat, and his hundred knights seated themselves round about him. All who were in the Cortes sate looking at my Cid and at his long beard which he had bound with a cord; but the Infantes of Carrion could not look upon him for shame.

VIII. When they were all seated the King gave command that they should be silent; and when the Cid saw that they were all still, he rose and spake after this manner. Sir King Don Alfonso, I beseech you of your mercy that you would hear me, and give command that I should be heard, and that you would suffer none to interrupt me, for I am not a man of speech, neither know I how to set forth my words, and if they interrupt me I shall be worse. Moreover, Sir, give command that none be bold enough to utter unseemly words, nor be insolent towards me, least we should come to strife in your presence. Then King Don Alfonso rose and said, Hear me, as God shall help you! Since I have been King I have held only two Cortes, one in Burgos, and one in Carrion. This third I have assembled here in Toledo for the love of the Cid, that he may demand justice against the Infantes of Carrion for the wrongs which we all know. The Counts Don Anrrich and Don Remoud shall be Alcaldes in this cause; and these other Counts who are not on either side, give ye all good heed, for ye are to take cognizance that the right may be decreed. And I give order, and forbid any one, to speak without my command, or to utter aught insolent against the Cid; and I swear by St. Isidro, that whosoever shall disturb the Cortes shall lose my love and be banished from the kingdom. I am on the side of him who shall be found to have the right. Then those Counts who were appointed Alcaldes were sworn upon the Holy Gospels, that they would judge between the Cid and the Infantes of Carrion, rightly and truly, according to the law of Castille and Leon.

IX. When this was done the King bade the Cid make his demand; and the Cid rose and said, Sir, there is no reason for making long speeches here, which would detain the Cortes. I demand of the Infantes of Carrion, before you, two swords which I gave into their keeping; the one is Colada and the other Tizona. I won them like a man, and gave them to the keeping of the Infantes that they might honour my daughters with them, and serve you. When they left my daughters in the Oak-forest of Corpes they chose to have nothing to do with me, and renounced my love; let them therefore give me back the swords, seeing that they are no longer my sons-in-law. Then the King commanded the Alcaldes to judge upon this demand according as they should find the right; and they took counsel and judged, that the swords should be restored unto the Cid. And Count Don Garcia said they would talk concerning it; and the Infantes of Carrion talked apart with those who were on their side, and they thought that they were well off; for that the Cid would demand nothing more of them, but would leave the Cortes when he had recovered the swords. So they brought the swords Colada and Tizona, and delivered them to the King. The King drew the swords, and the whole Court shone with their brightness: their hilts were of solid gold; all the good men of the Cortes marvelled at them. And the Cid rose and received them, and kissed the King’s hand, and went back to his ivory seat; and he took the swords in his hand and looked at them; they could not change them, for the Cid knew them well, and his whole frame rejoiced, and he smiled from his heart. And he laid them upon his lap and said, Ah, my swords, Colada and Tizona, truly may I say of you, that you are the best swords in Spain; and I won you, for I did not get you either by buying or by barter. I gave ye in keeping to the Infantes of Carrion that they might do honour to my daughters with ye. But ye were not for them! they kept ye hungry, and did not feed ye with flesh as ye were wont to be fed. Well is it for you that ye have escaped that thraldom and are come again to my hands, and happy man am I to recover you. Then Alvar Fañez rose and kissed the hand of the Cid, and said, I beseech you give Colada into my keeping while this Cortes shall last, that I may defend you therewith: and the Cid gave it him and said. Take it, it hath changed its master for the better. And Pero Bermudez rose and made the same demand for the sword Tizona, and the Cid gave it him in like manner. Then the Cid laid hand upon his beard as he was wont to do, and the Infantes of Carrion and they who were of their side thought that he meant to disturb the Cortes, and they were greatly afraid; but he sate still like a man of good understanding, for he was not one who did things lightly.

X. Then the Cid rose and said, Thanks be to God and to you, Sir King, I have recovered my swords Colada and Tizona, I have now another demand against the Infantes of Carrion, King Don Alfonso, you well know that it was your pleasure to bid me meet you at Requeña, and I went there in obedience to your command. And you asked of me my daughters in marriage for the Infantes, and I did not refuse, in that I would not disobey your command; and you bade me deliver them to my kinsman here Don Alvar Fañez, and he gave them to the Infantes to be their wives, and the blessing was given them in the church of St. Mary, according to the law of Rome. You, Sir, gave them in marriage, not I; and you did it for good, not for evil; but what they did was after another wise. And though they are of great blood and honourable, yet would I not have given my daughters to them, unless in obedience to your command; and this, Sir, you well know, for so I said unto you. I gave them, when they took my daughters from Valencia, horses and mules, and cups and vessels of fine gold, and much wrought silver, and many noble garments, and other gifts, three thousand marks of silver in all, thinking that I gave it to my daughters whom I loved. Now, Sir, since they have cast my daughters off, and hold themselves to have been dishonoured in marrying them, give command that they restore unto me this which is my own, or that they show cause why they should not. Then might you have seen the Infantes of Carrion in great chafing. And Count Don Remond called upon them to speak; and they said, We gave his swords to the Cid Campeador, that he might ask nothing more of us, if it please the King. But the King said that they must answer to the demand. And they asked to consult together concerning it; and the King bade them take counsel and make answer incontinently. So they went apart, and with them eleven Counts and Ricos-omes who were on their side, but no right or reason could they find for opposing this demand which the Cid had made. Howbeit Count Don Garcia spake for them and said, Sir, this which the Cid demands back from them, it is true that he gave it, but they have expended it in your service; we hold therefore that they are not bound to make restitution of it, seeing how it hath been expended. Nevertheless if you hold it to be lawful that they should restore this money, give order that time be given them to make the payment, and they will go to Carrion, their inheritance, and there discharge the demand as you shall decree. When the Count had thus said he sate down. And the Cid arose and said, Sir, if the Infantes of Carrion have expended aught in your service, it toucheth not me. You and the Alcaldes whom you have appointed have heard them admit that I gave them this treasure, and this excuse which they set up; I pray you let judgment be given whether they are bound to pay it or not. Then King Don Alfonso answered and said, If the Infantes of Carrion have expended aught in my service, I am bound to repay it, for the Cid must not lose what is his own; and he bade the Alcaldes consult together and judge according to what they should find right. And the Alcaldes having taken counsel gave judgment, that seeing the Infantes acknowledged the Cid had given them this treasure with his daughters, and they had abandoned them, they must needs make restitution in the Cortes of the King there right: and the King confirmed this sentence, and the Cid rose and kissed the King’s hand. Greatly were the Infantes of Carrion troubled at this sentence, and they besought the King that he would obtain time for them from the Cid, in which to make their payment; and the King besought him to grant them fifteen days, after this manner, that they should not depart from the Court till they had made the payment, and that they should plight homage for the observance of this. And the Cid granted what the King desired, and they plighted homage accordingly in the hands of the King, Then made they their account with the King, and it was found that what they had expended for his service was two hundred marks of silver, and the King said that he would repay this, so that there remained for them two thousand and eight hundred to pay. Who can tell the trouble in which the Infantes were, to pay this treasure to the Cid, they and all their kindred and friends, for it was full hard for them to accomplish, And they took up upon trust horses and mules and wrought silver, and other precious things, and as they could get them, delivered them over to the Cid. Then might you have seen many a good-going horse brought there, and many a good mule, and many a good palfrey, and many a good sword with its mountings. And they sent to Carrion to their father and mother to help them, for they were in great trouble; and they raised for them all they could, so that they made up the sum within the time appointed. And then they thought that the matter was at an end, and that nothing more would be demanded from them.

XI. After this payment had been made the Cortes assembled again, and the King and all the honourable men being each in his place, the Cid rose from his ivory seat, and said, Sir, praise be to God and your favour, I have recovered my swords, and my treasure; now then I pray you let this other demand be heard which I have to make against the Infantes. Full hard it is for me to make it, though I have it rooted in my heart! I say then, let them make answer before you, and tell why it was that they besought you to marry them with my daughters, and why they took them away from me from Valencia, when they had it in heart to dishonour me, and to strike them, and leave them as they were left, in the Oak-forest of Corpes? Look, Sir, what dishonour they did them! they stript them of the garments which they had not given them, as if they had been bad women, and the children of a bad father. With less than mortal defiance I shall not let them go!… How had I deserved this, Infantes, at your hands? I gave you my daughters to take with you from Valencia; with great honour and great treasures gave I them unto you;… Dogs and Traitors,… ye took them from Valencia when ye did not love them, and with your bridles ye smote and with your spurs ye spurned and wounded them, and ye left them alone in the Oak-forest, to the wild beasts, and to the birds of the mountain! King Don Alfonso, they neither remembered God, nor you, nor me, nor their own good fortune! And here was fulfilled the saying of the wise man, that harder it is for those who have no understanding to bear with good than with evil. Praise be to God and to your grace, such a one am I, and such favour hath God shown me, from the day when I first had horse and arms, until now, that not only the Infantes of Carrion, but saving yourself, Sir, there is not a King in Christendom who might not think himself honoured in marrying with either of my daughters,… how much more then these traitors!… I beseech you give me justice upon them for the evil and dishonour which they have done me! And if you and your Cortes will not right me, through the mercy of God and my own good cause, I will take it myself, for the offence which they have committed against God and the faith, and the truth which they promised and vowed to their wives. I will pull them down from the honour in which they now are; better men than they have I conquered and made prisoners ere now! and with your license, Sir, to Carrion will I follow them, even to their inheritance, and there will I besiege them, and take them by the throat, and carry them prisoners to Valencia to my daughters, and there make them do penance for the crime which they have committed, and feed them with the food which they deserve. If I do not perform this, call me a flat traitor. When the King heard this he rose up and said, that it might be seen how he was offended in this thing. Certes, Cid Ruydiez Campeador, I asked your daughters of you for the Infantes of Carrion, because, as they well know, they besought me to do so, I never having thought thereof. It well seemeth now that they were not pleased with this marriage which I made at their request, and great part of the dishonour which they have done you, toucheth me. But seeing ye are here in my presence, it is not fitting that you make your demand in any other manner than through my Cortes; do you therefore accuse them, and let them acquit themselves if they can before my Alcaldes, who will pass sentence according to what is right. And the Cid kissed the King’s hand, and returned to his place upon the ivory seat.

XII. Then the Cid arose and said, God prosper you, Sir, in life, and honour, and estate, since you have compassion for me and for the dishonour which my daughters have received. And he turned towards the Infantes of Carrion, and said, Ferrando Gonzalez and Diego Gonzalez, I say that ye are false traitors for leaving your wives as ye left them in the Oak-forest; and here before the King I attaint you as false traitors, and defy you, and will produce your peers who shall prove it upon you, and slay you or thrust you out of the lists, or make you confess it in your throats. And they were silent. And the King said, that seeing they were there present, they should make answer to what the Cid had said. Then Ferrando Gonzalez the elder arose and said, Sir, we are your subjects, of your kingdom of Castille, and of the best hidalgos therein, sons of the Count Don Gonzalo Gonzalez; and we hold that men of such station as ourselves were not well married with the daughters of Ruydiez of Bivar. And for this reason we forsook them, because they come not of blood fit for our wives, for one lineage is above another. Touching what he says, that we forsook them, he saith truly; and we hold that in so doing we did nothing wrong, for they were not worthy to be our wives, and we are more to be esteemed for having left them, than we were while they were wedded with us. Now then, Sir, there is no reason why we should do battle upon this matter with any one. And Diego Gonzalez his brother arose and said, You know, Sir, what perfect men we are in our lineage, and it did not befit us to be married with the daughters of such a one as Ruydiez; and when he had said this he held his peace and sate down. Then Count Don García rose and said, Come away, Infantes, and let us leave the Cid sitting like a bridegroom in his ivory chair:… he lets his beard grow and thinks to frighten us with it!… The Campeador put up his hand to his beard, and said, What hast thou to do with my beard, Count? Thanks be to God, it is long because it hath been kept for my pleasure; never son of woman hath taken me by it; never son of Moor or of Christian hath plucked it, as I did yours in your castle of Cabra, Count, when I took your castle of Cabra, and took you by the beard; there was not a boy of the host but had his pull at it. What I plucked then is not yet methinks grown even!… And the Count cried out again, Come away, Infantes, and leave him! Let him go back to Rio de Ovierna, to his own country, and set up his mills, and take toll as he used to do!… he is not your peer that you should strive with him. At this the knights of the Cid looked at each other with fierce eyes and wrathful countenances; but none of them dared speak till, the Cid bade them, because of the command which he had given.

XIII. When the Cid saw that none of his people made answer he turned to Pero Bermudez and said, Speak, Pero Mudo, what art thou silent for? He called him Mudo, which is to say, Dumb-ee, because he snaffled and stuttered when he began to speak; and Pero Bermudez was wroth that he should be so called before all that assembly. And he said, I tell you what, Cid, you always call me Dumb-ee in Court, and you know I cannot help my words; but when anything is to be done, it shall not fail for me. And in his anger he forgot what the Cid had said to him and to the others that they should make no broil before the King. And he gathered up his cloak under his arm and went up to the eleven Counts who were against the Cid, to Count Garcia, and when he was nigh him he clenched his fist, and gave him a blow which brought him to the ground. Then was the whole Cortes in an uproar by reason of that blow, and many swords were drawn, and on one side the cry was Cabra and Grañon, and on the other side it was Valencia and Bivar; but the strife was in such sort that the Counts in short time voided the Palace, King Don Alfonso meantime cried out aloud, forbidding them to fight before him, and charging them to look to his honour; and the Cid then strove what he could to quiet his people, saying to the King. Sir, you saw that I could bear it no longer, being thus maltreated in your presence; if it had not been before you, well would I have had him punished. Then the King sent to call those Counts who had been driven out; and they came again to the Palace, though they fain would not, complaining of the dishonour which they had received. And the King said unto them that they should defend themselves with courtesy and reason, and not revile the Cid, who was not a man to be reviled; and he said that he would defend as far as he could the rights of both parties. Then they took their seats on the estrados as before.

XIV. And Pero Bermudez rose and said to Count Garcia, Foul mouth, in which God hath put no truth, thou hast dared let thy tongue loose to speak of the Cid’s beard. His is a praiseworthy beard, and an honourable one, and one that is greatly feared, and that never hath been dishonoured, nor overcome! and if you please you may remember when he fought against you in Cabra, hundred to hundred, he threw you from your horse, and took thee by the beard, and made thee and thy knights prisoners, and carried thee prisoner away across a pack-saddle; and his knights pulled thy beard for thee, and I who stand here had a good hand-full of it: how then shall a beard that hath been pulled speak against one that hath alway been honourable! If you deny this, I will fight you upon this quarrel before the King our Lord. Then Count Suero González rose in great haste and said, Nephews, go you away and leave these rascally companions: if they are for fighting, we will give them their fill of that, if our Lord the King should think good so to command; that shall not fail for us, though they are not our peers. Then Don Alvar Fañez Minaya arose and said, Hold thy peace, Count Suero Gonzalez! you have been to breakfast before you said your prayers, and your words are more like a drunkard’s than one who is in his senses. Your kinsmen like those of the Cid!… if it were not out of reverence to my Lord and King, I would teach you never to talk again in this way. And then the King saw that these words were going on to worse, and moreover that they were nothing to the business; and he commanded them to be silent, and said, I will determine this business of the defiance with the Alcaldes, as shall be found right; and I will not have these disputes carried on before me, least you should raise another uproar in my presence.

XV. Then the King rose and called to the Alcaldes, and went apart with them into a chamber, and the Cid and all the others remained in the Hall. And when the King and the Alcaldes had taken counsel together concerning what was right in this matter, they came out from the chamber, and the King went and seated himself in his chair, and the Alcaldes each in his place, and they commanded all persons to be silent and hear the sentence which the King should give. Then the King spake thus: I have taken counsel with these Counts whom I appointed to be Alcaldes in this cause between the Cid and the Infantes of Carrion, and with other honourable and learned men: and this is the sentence which I give; that both the Infantes and Count Suero Gonzalez their fosterer and uncle, forasmuch as it is given me to understand that he was the adviser and abettor in the dishonour which they did unto the daughters of the Cid, shall do battle with such three of the Cid’s people as it may please him to appoint, and thereby acquit themselves if they can. When the King had given this sentence, the Cid rose and kissed, his hand and said, May God have you, Sir, in his holy keeping long and happy years, seeing you have judged justly, as a righteous King and our natural Lord. I receive your sentence; and now do I perceive that it is your pleasure to show favour unto me, and to advance mine honour, and for this reason I shall ever be at your service. Then Pero Bermudez rose up and went to the Cid and said, A boon, Sir! I beseech you let me be one of those who shall do battle on your part, for such a one do I hold myself to be, and this which they have done is so foul a thing, that I trust in God to take vengeance for it. And the Cid made answer that he was well pleased it should be so, and that he should do battle with Ferrando Gonzalez the eldest; and upon that Pero Bermudez kissed his hand. Then Martin Antolinez of Burgos rose and besought the Cid that he might be another, and the Cid granted his desire, and said that he should do battle with Diego Gonzalez the younger brother. And then Muño Gustioz of Linquella rose and besought the Cid that he might be the third, and the Cid granted it, and appointed him to do battle with Count Suero Gonzalez. And when the Cid had appointed his three champions, the King gave command that the combat should be performed on the morrow; but the Infantes were not prepared to fight so soon, and they besought him of his favour that he would let them go to Carrion, and that they would come prepared for the battle. And the King would not allow this time which they requested; howbeit the Counts Don Anrrich and Don Remond his sons-in-law, and Count Don Nuño, spake with him, and besought him of his grace that he would allow them three weeks; and the King at their intreaty granted it with the pleasure of the Cid.

XVI. Now when all this had been appointed, as ye have heard, and while they were all in the court, there came into the Palace messengers from the Kings of Aragon and of Navarre, who brought letters to King Don Alfonso, and to the Cid Campeador, wherein those Kings sent to ask the daughters of the Cid in marriage, the one for the Infante Don Sancho of Aragon, the other for the Infante Garcia Ramirez of Navarre. And when they came before the King, they bent their knees and gave him the letters, and delivered their message; the like did they to the Cid. Much were the King and the Cid also pleased at this news, and the King said unto him, What say you to this? And the Cid answered, I and my daughters are at your disposal, do you with us as you shall think good. And the King said, I hold it good that they wed with these Infantes, and that from henceforward they be Queens and Ladies; and that for the dishonour which they have received, they now receive this honour. And the Cid rose and kissed the hands of the King, and all his knights did the like. These messengers hight, he of Aragon Yñigo Ximenez, and he of Navarre Ochoa Perez. And the King gave order that his letters of consent to these marriages should be given, and the Cid did the like. And those knights did homage before the King, that in three months from that day the Infantes of Aragon and of Navarre should come to Valencia, to the Cid, to be wedded to his daughters. Great joy had the companions of the Cid that these marriages were appointed, seeing how their honour was increased; and contrariwise, great was the sorrow of the Infantes of Carrion and their friends, because it was to their confusion and great shame. And King Don Alfonso said aloud unto the Cid before them all, Praised be the name of God, because it hath pleased him that the dishonour which was done to me and to you and your daughters, should thus be turned into honour: for they were the wives of the sons of Counts, and now shall they he the wives of the sons of Kings, and Queens hereafter. Great was the pleasure of the Cid and his company at these words of the King, for before they had sorrow, and now it was turned into joy. And the Infantes went away from the Palace full sadly, and went to their lodging, and prepared to go to Carrion that they might make ready for the combat, which was to be in three weeks from that time.

XVII. Then the Cid said unto the King, Sir, I have appointed those who are to do battle with the Infantes and their uncle for the enmity and treason which they committed against me and my daughters; and now, Sir, as there is nothing more for me to do here, I will leave them in your hand, knowing that you will not suffer them to receive any displeasure or wrong soever, and that you will defend their right. And if it please you I would fain return to Valencia, where I have left my wife and daughters, and my other companions; for I would not that the Moors should rise up against me during my absence, thinking peradventure that I have not sped so well in this matter as I have done, praised be God and you. And moreover I have to make ready for these marriages which you have now appointed. And the King bade him go when he pleased, and good fortune with him, and said that he would protect his knights and maintain his right in all things. Then the Cid kissed the King’s hand for this which he had said, and commended the knights to his keeping. And the King called for Count Don Remond his son-in-law, and gave the knights of the Cid to his charge, and bade them not depart from him; and then the King rose and returned to the Alcazar.

XVIII. Then the Cid took off his coif of ranzal, which was as white as the sun, and he loosed his beard, and took it out of the cord with which it was bound. All they who were there could not be satisfied with looking at him. And the Counts Don Anrrich and Don Remond came up to him, and he embraced them, and thanked them and the other good men who had been Alcaldes in this business, for maintaining his right; and he promised to do for them in requital whatever they might require; and he besought them to accept part of his treasures. And they thanked him for his offer, but said that it was not seemly. Howbeit he sent great presents to each of them, and some accepted them and some did not. Who can tell how nobly the Cid distributed his treasure before he departed? And he forgave the King the two hundred marks which should have been paid on account of the Infantes. And to the knights who had come from Aragon and Navarre concerning the marriages, he gave many horses, and money in gold, and sent them with great honour into their own country.

XIX. On the morrow the Cid went to take leave of the King, and the King went some way out of the town with him, and all the good men who were in the court also, to do him honour as he deserved. And when he was about to dispeed himself of the King they brought him his precious horse Bavieca, and he turned to the King and said, Sir, I should depart ill from hence if I took with me so good a horse as my Bavieca, and did not leave him for you, for such a horse as this is fit for you and for no other master: and that you may see what he is, I will do before you what it is long since I have done except in the battles which I have had with my enemies. Then he mounted his horse, with his ermine housings, and gave him the spur. Who can tell the goodness of the horse Bavieca, and of the Cid who rode him? And as the Cid was doing this the horse brake one of his reins, yet he came and stopt before the King as easily as if both the reins had been whole. Greatly did the King and all they who were with him marvel at this, saying that they had never seen or heard of so good a horse as that. And the Cid besought the King that he would be pleased to take the horse, but the King answered, God forbid that I should take him!… rather would I give you a better if I had one, for he is better bestowed on you than on me or any other, for upon that horse you have done honour to yourself, and to us, and to all Christendom, by the good feats which you have atchieved. Let him go as mine, and I will take him when I please. Then the Cid kissed the King’s hand and dispeeded himself, and the King embraced him and returned to Toledo.

XX. Now when the Cid had taken leave of the King, and of the other honourable men and Counts, and Ricos-omes who were with him, Pero Bermudez and Martin Antolinez and Muño Gustioz went on yet awhile with him: and he counselled them how to demean themselves so as to clear him of the shame which had been done him, and to be held for good knights themselves, and to take vengeance for King Don Alfonso, and for him, and for themselves, that he might receive good tidings from them in Valencia. And they took his counsel well, as they afterwards manifested when there was occasion. But Martin Antolinez made answer, Why do you say this, Sir? we have undertaken the business and we shall go through it; and they said unto him, God have you in his guidance. Sir, and be you sure and certain, that by the mercy and help of God we shall so demean ourselves as to come to you without shame. But if for our sins it should betide otherwise, never more shall we appear before you dead or living,… for slain we may be, but never vanquished. Then he bade them return to the King, praying to God to have them in his keeping, and assist them in fulfilling their demand, as he knew that their cause was right.




BOOK X.
 

I. Now King Alfonso misdoubted the Infantes of Carrion that they would not appear at the time appointed, and therefore he said that he would go to Carrion, and the battle should be fought there. And he took with him the Counts whom he had appointed Alcaldes, and Pero Bermudez and Martin Antolinez and Muño Gustioz went with the Count Don Remond, to whose charge the King had given them. And on the third day after the Cid departed from Toledo the King set forth for Carrion; but it so chanced that he fell sick upon the road, and could not arrive within the three weeks, so that the term was enlarged to five. And when the King’s health was restored he proceeded and reached Carrion, and gave order that the combat should be performed, and appointed the day, and named the plain of Carrion for the place thereof. And the Infantes came there with a great company of all their friends and kindred, for their kinsmen were many and powerful; and they all came with one accord, that if before the battle they could find any cause they would kill the knights of the Cid: nevertheless, though they had determined upon this they dared not put it in effect, because they stood in fear of the King.

II. And when the night came of which the morrow was appointed for the combat, they on one side and on the other kept vigil in the Churches, each in that Church to which he had the most devotion. Night is past away, and the dawn is now breaking; and at day-break a great multitude was assembled in the field, and many Ricos-omes came there for the pleasure which they would have in seeing this battle, and the King sent and commanded the champions to make ready. Moreover he made the two Counts his sons-in-law, Don Anrrich and Don Remond, and the other Counts and their people, arm themselves and keep the field, that the kinsmen of the Infantes might not make a tumult there. Who can tell the great dole and sorrow of Count Gonzalo Gonzalez for his sons the Infantes of Carrion, because they had to do battle this day! and in the fullness of his heart he curst the day and the hour in which he was born, for his heart divined the sorrow which he was to have for his children. Great was the multitude which was assembled from all Spain to behold this battle. And there in the field near the lists the champions of the Cid armed themselves on one side, and the Infantes on the other. And Count Don Remond armed the knights of the Cid, and instructed them how to do their devoir, and Count Garci Ordoñez helped arm the Infantes of Carrion and their uncle Suero Gonzalez, and they sent to ask the King of his favour that he would give command that the swords Colada and Tizona should not be used in that combat. But the King would not, and he answered that each must take the best sword and the best arms that he could, save only that the one should not have more than the other. Greatly were they troubled at this reply, and greatly did they fear those good swords, and repent that they had taken them to the Cortes of Toledo. And from that hour the Infantes and Suero Gonzalez bewrayed in their countenances that they thought ill of what they had done, and happy men would they have thought themselves if they had not committed that great villainy, and he if he had not counselled it; and gladly would they have given all that they had in Carrion so it could now have been undone.

III. And the King went to the place where the Infantes were arming, and said unto them, If ye feared these swords ye should have said so in the Cortes of Toledo, for that was the place, and not this; … there is now nothing to be done but to defend yourselves stoutly, as ye have need against those with whom ye have to do. Then went he to the knights of the Cid, whom he found armed; and they kissed his hand and said unto him, Sir, the Cid hath left us in your hand, and we beseech you see that no wrong be done us in this place, where the Infantes of Carrion have their party; and by God’s mercy we will do ourselves right upon them. And the King bade them have no fear for that. Then their horses were brought, and they crost the saddles, and mounted, with their shields hanging from the neck; and they took their spears, each of which had its streamer, and with many good men round about they went to the lists; and on the other side the Infantes and Count Suero Gonzalez came up with a great company of their friends and kinsmen and vassals. And the King said with a loud voice, Hear what I say, Infantes of Carrion!… this combat I would have had waged in Toledo, but ye said that ye were not ready to perform it there, and therefore I am come to this which is your native place, and have brought the knights of the Cid with me. They are come here under my safeguard. Let not therefore you nor your kinsmen deceive yourselves, thinking to overpower them by tumult, or in any other way than by fair combat; for whosoever shall begin a tumult, I have given my people orders to cut him in pieces upon the spot, and no enquiry shall be made touching the death of him who shall so have offended. Full sorrowful were the Infantes of Carrion for this command which the King had given. And the King appointed twelve knights who were hidalgos to be true-men and place the combatants in the lists, and show them the bounds at what point they were to win or to be vanquished, and to divide the sun between them. And he went with a wand in his hand, and saw them placed on both sides; then he went out of the lists, and gave command that the people should fall back, and not approach within seven spears-length of the lines of the lists.

IV. Now were the six combatants left alone in the lists, and each of them knew now with whom he had to do battle. And they laced their helmets, and put shield upon the arm, and laid lance in rest. And the knights of my Cid advanced against the Infantes of Carrion, and they on their part against the champions of the Campeador. Each bent down with his face to the saddle-bow, and gave his horse the spur. And they met all six with such a shock, that they who looked on expected to see them all fall dead. Pero Bermudez and Ferrando Gonzalez encountered, and the shield of Pero Bermudez was pierced, but the spear past through on one side, and hurt him not, and brake in two places; and he sat firm in his seat. One blow he received, but he gave another; he drove his lance through Ferrando’s shield, at his breast, so that nothing availed him. Ferrando’s breast-plate was threefold: two plates the spear went clean through, and drove the third in before it, with the velmes and the shirt, into the breast, near his heart; … and the girth and the poitral of his horse burst, and he and the saddle went together over the horse’s heels, and the spear in him, and all thought him dead. Howbeit Ferrando Gonzalez rose, and the blood began to run out of his mouth, and Pero Bermudez drew his sword and went against him; but when he saw the sword Tizona over him, before he received a blow from it, he cried out that he confessed himself conquered, and that what Pero Bermudez had said against him was true. And when Pero Bermudez heard this he stood still, and the twelve true-men came up and heard his confession, and pronounced him vanquished. This Ferrando did thinking to save his life; but the wound which he had got was mortal.

V. Martin Antolinez and Diego Gonzalez brake their lances on each other, and laid hand upon their swords. Martin Antolinez drew forth Colada, the brightness of which flashed over the whole field, for it was a marvellous sword; and in their strife he dealt him a back-handed blow which sheared off the crown of his helmet, and cut away hood and coif, and the hair of his head and the skin also: this stroke he dealt him with the precious Colada. And Diego Gonzalez was sorely dismayed therewith, and though he had his own sword in his hand he could not for very fear make use of it, but he turned his horse and fled; and Martin Antolinez went after him, and dealt him another with the flat part of the sword, for he mist him with the edge, and the Infante began to cry out aloud, Great God, help me and save me from that sword! And he rode away as fast as he could, and Martin Antolinez called out after him, Get out, Don Traitor! and drove him out of the lists, and remained conqueror.

VI. Muño Gustioz and Suero Gonzalez dealt each other such strokes with their spears as it was marvellous to behold. And Suero Gonzalez being a right hardy knight and a strong, and of great courage, struck the shield of Muño Gustioz and pierced it through and through; but the stroke was given aslant, so that it passed on and touched him not. Muño Gustioz lost his stirrups with that stroke, but he presently recovered them, and dealt him such a stroke in return that it went clean through the midst of the shield, and through all his armour, and came out between his ribs, missing the heart; then laying hand on him he wrenched him out of the saddle, and threw him down as he drew the spear out of his body; and the point of the spear and the haft and the streamer all came out red. Then all the beholders thought that he was stricken to death. And Muño Gustioz turned to smite again. But when Gonzalo Ansures his father saw this, he cried out aloud for great ruth which he had for his son, and said, For God’s sake do not strike him again, for he is vanquished. And Muño Gustioz, like a man of good understanding, asked the true-men whether he were to be held as conquered for what his father said, and they said not, unless he confirmed it with his own mouth. And Muño Gustioz turned again to Suero Gonzalez where he lay wounded, and lifted his spear against him, and Suero Gonzalez cried out, Strike me not, for I am vanquished. And the judges said it was enough, and that the combat was at an end.

VII. Then the King entered the lists, and many good knights and hidalgos with him, and he called the twelve true-men, and asked them if the knights of the Cid had aught more to do to prove their accusation; and they made answer that the knights of the Cid had won the field and done their devoir, and all the hidalgos who were there present made answer, that they said true. And King Don Alfonso lifted up his voice and said, Hear me, all ye who are here present: inasmuch as the knights of the Cid have conquered, they have won the cause; and the twelve true-men made answer, that what the King said was the truth, and all the people said the same. And the King gave command to break up the lists, and gave sentence that the Infantes of Carrion and their uncle Suero Gonzalez were notorious traitors, and ordered his seneschal to take their arms and horses. And from that day forth their lineage never held up its head, nor was of any worth in Castille; and they and their uncle fled away, having been thus vanquished and put to shame. And thus it was that Carrion fell to the King after the days of Gonzalo Gonzalez, the father of the Infantes. Great was their shame, and the like or worse betide him who abuseth fair lady, and then leaveth her.

VIII. Then the King went to meat, and he took the knights of the Cid with him; and great was the multilude which followed after them, praising the good feat which they had atchieved. And the King gave them great gifts, and sent them away by night, and with a good guard to protect them till they should be in safety; and they took their leave of the King, and travelled by night and day, and came to Valencia. When the Cid knew that they drew nigh, he went out to meet them, and did them great honour. Who can tell the great joy which he made over them? And they told him all even as it had come to pass, and how the King had declared the Infantes of Carrion and their uncle to be notorious traitors. Great was the joy of the Cid at these tidings, and he lifted up his hands to heaven, and blest the name of God because of the vengeance which he had given him for the great dishonour which he had received. And he took with him Martin Antolinez and Pero Bermudez and Muño Gustioz, and went to Doña Ximena and her daughters, and said to them, Blessed be the name of God, now are you and your daughters avenged! and he made the knights recount the whole unto them, even as it had come to pass. Great was the joy of Doña Ximena and her daughters, and they bent their knees to the ground, and praised the name of Jesus Christ, because he had given them this vengeance for the dishonour which they had received; and Doña Elvira and Doña Sol embraced those knights many times, and would fain have kissed their hands and their feet. And the Cid said unto Doña Ximena, Now may you without let marry your daughters with the Infantes of Aragon and Navarre, and I trust in God that they will be well and honourably married, better than they were at first. Eight days did the great rejoicings endure which the Cid made in Valencia, for the vengeance which God had given him upon the Infantes of Carrion, and their uncle Suero Gonzalez, the aider and abettor in the villainy which they had committed.

IX. Now it came to pass after this, that the Great Soldan of Persia, having heard of the great goodness of the Cid, and of his great feats in arms, and how he had never been vanquished by mortal man, and how he had conquered many Kings, Moor and Christian, and had won the noble city of Valencia, and had defeated King Bucar Lord of Africa and Morocco, and twenty nine Kings with him, all these things made him greatly desirous of his love. And holding him to be one of the noble men of the world, he sent messengers to him with great gifts, which will be recounted hereafter, and with them he sent one of his kinsmen, a full honourable man, with letters of great love. When this kinsman reached the port of Valencia, he sent word to the Cid that he was arrived there with a message from the Great Soldan of Persia, who had sent a present by him; and when the Cid knew this he was well pleased. And in the morning the Cid took horse, and went out with all his company, all nobly attired, and his knights rode before him with their lances erect. And when they had gone about a league they met the messenger of the Soldan coming to Valencia: and when he beheld them in what order they came, he understood what a noble man the Cid Campeador was. And when he drew nigh, the Cid stopt his horse Bavieca, and waited to receive him. And when the messenger came before the Cid and beheld him, all his flesh began to tremble, and he marvelled greatly that his flesh should tremble thus; and his voice failed him, so that he could not bring forth a word. And the Cid said that he was welcome, and went towards him to embrace him; but the Moor made him, no reply, being amazed. And when he had somewhat recovered and could speak, he would have kissed the Cid’s hand; but the Cid would not give it him: and he thought this was done for haughtiness, but they made him understand that it was to do him honour; then was he greatly rejoiced, and he said, I humble myself before thee, O Cid, who art the fortunate, the best Christian, and the most honourable that hath girded on sword or bestrode horse these thousand years. The Great Soldan of Persia, my Lord, hearing of thy great fame and renown, and of the great virtue which is in thee, hath sent me to salute thee and receive thee as his friend, even as his best friend, the one whom he loveth and prizeth best. And he hath sent a present by me who am of his lineage, and beseecheth thee to receive it as from a friend. And the Cid made answer that he thanked him greatly.

X. Then the Cid bade his people make way that the sumpter beasts which carried the present might pass, and also the strange animals which the Soldan had sent, the like whereof were not in that land. And when they were passed he and his company returned towards the town, and the messenger with him. And whensoever the messenger spake to the Cid, it came into his mind how his voice had failed and his flesh trembled when he beheld him; and he marvelled thereat, and would fain have asked the Cid why it should be. And when they entered Valencia, great was the crowd which assembled to see the sumpter beasts, and the strange animals, for they had never seen such before, and they marvelled at them. And the Cid gave order that the beasts should be taken care of, and he went to the Alcazar and took the Moor with him; and when they came to Doña Ximena the Moor humbled himself before her and her daughters, and would have kissed her hand, but she would not give it him. Then he commanded that the camels and other beasts of burthen should be unloaded in their presence, and he began to open the packages and display the noble things which were contained therein. And he laid before them great store of gold and of money, which came in leathern bags, each having its lock; and wrought silver in dishes and trenchers and basons, and pots for preparing food; all these of fine silver and full cunningly wrought, the weight whereof was ten thousand marks. Then he brought out five cups of gold, in each of which were ten marks of gold, with many precious stones set therein, and three silver barrels, which were full of pearls and of precious stones. Moreover he presented unto him many pieces of cloth of gold, and of silk, of those which are made in Tartary, and in the land of Calabria. And moreover, a pound of myrrh and of balsam, in little caskets of gold; this was a precious thing, for with this ointment they were wont to anoint the bodies of the Kings when they departed, to the end that they might not corrupt, neither the earth consume them: and with this was the body of the Cid embalmed after his death. Moreover he presented unto him a chess board, which was one of the noble ones in the world; it was of ivory riveted with gold, and with many precious stones round about it; and the men were of gold and silver, and the squares also were richly wrought with stones of many virtues. This was a full rich, and great and noble present, so that no man could tell the price thereof.

XI. When the Moor had produced all these things before the Cid, he said unto him, All this, Sir, with the animals which thou hast seen, my Lord the Soldan of Persia hath sent unto thee, because of the great fame which he hath heard of thy goodness and loyalty; and, Sir, he beseecheth thee to accept it for the love of him. And the Cid thanked him, taking great pleasure therein, and said that he would fain do him greater honour than he had ever yet done to any one. And then he embraced him in the name of the Soldan, and said, that if he were a Christian he would give him the kiss of peace; and he asked whether among those things there was aught which had belonged to the person of the Soldan, that if so he might kiss it in his honour, and in token that if he were there present, he would kiss him on the shoulder, according to the custom of the Moors, for he knew that his Lord was one of the noblest men in all Pagandom. When the kinsman of the Soldan heard this he was greatly rejoiced, because of the great courtesy with which the Cid had spoken, and he perceived how noble a man he was. And he said unto him, Sir Cid, if you were present before my Lord the Soldan, he would do you full great honour, and would give you the head of his horse to eat, according to the custom of our country; but seeing that this is not the custom of this country, I give you my living horse, which is one of the best horses of Syria; and do you give order that he be taken in honour of my Lord the Soldan, and he will be better than his head would be boiled. And I kiss your hand, Sir Ruydiez, and hold myself more honoured and a happier man than ever I have been heretofore. And the Cid accepted the horse, and gave consent to the Moor that he should kiss his hand. And then he called for his Almoxarife, and bade him take with him this kinsman of the Soldan, and lodge him in the Garden of Villa Nueva, and do him even such honour and service as he would to himself.

XII. Great was the honour which the Almoxarife of the Cid Ruydiez did unto the kinsman of the Soldan, and he served him even as he would have served his Lord the Cid. And when they had disported and taken solace together, the kinsman of the Soldan asked him concerning the Cid, what manner of man he was. And the Almoxarife answered that he was the man in the world who had the bravest heart, and the best knight at arms, and the man who best maintained his law; and in the word which he hath promised he never fails; and he is the man in the world who is the best friend to his friend, and to his enemy he is the mortallest foe among all Christians; and to the vanquished he is full of mercy and compassion; and full thoughtful and wise in whatsoever thing he doeth; and his countenance is such that no man seeth him for the first time without conceiving great fear. And this, said the Almoxarife, I have many times witnessed, for when any messengers of the Moors come before him, they are so abashed that they know not where they are. When the messenger of the Soldan heard this he called to mind how it had been with him, and he said unto the Almoxarife, that as they were both of one law he besought him to keep secret what he should say, and he would tell him what had befallen him himself. And the Almoxarife said that he would do as he desired. And with that he began to say, that he marvelled greatly at what he had heard, for even as he had now told him that it happened unto other messengers, even so had he himself found it the first time that he had seen the Cid; for so great was the fear which he conceived at the sight of his countenance, that for long time he had no power of speech; and according to his thinking, this could only proceed from the grace of God towards the Cid, that none of his enemies might ever behold his face without fear. When the kinsman of the Soldan had said this, the Almoxarife perceived that he was a wary man, and one of good understanding; and he began to talk with him, and asked him whether he would tell him what he should ask, and the messenger replied that he would. Then the Almoxarife asked of him if he knew what was the reason which had moved his Lord the Soldan to send so great a present to the Cid Campeador, and why he desired to have his love when he was so far away, beyond sea. Now the messenger of the Soldan conceived that the Almoxarife sought to know the state of the lands beyond sea, and he feared that this had been asked of him by command of the Cid; and he made answer, that so great was the renown of the Cid, and the report which they had heard in the lands beyond sea of his great feats in arms, that it had moved the Soldan to send him that present and desire his love. But when the Almoxarife heard this, he said that he could not believe that this had been the reason, but that some other intention had moved him. And when the messenger perceived that the Almoxarife understood him, and that he desired to know the whole of the matter, he said that he would tell him, but he besought him to keep it secret. And the Almoxarife promised to do this. Then he told him that the land beyond sea was in such state that they weened it would be lost, and that the Christians would win it, so great a Crusade had gone forth against it from Germany, and from France, and from Lombardy, and Sicily, and Calabria, and Ireland, and England, which had won the city of Antioch, and now lay before Jerusalem. And my Lord the Great Soldan of Persia, hearing of the great nobleness of the Cid, and thinking that he would pass over also, was moved to send him this present to gain his love, that if peradventure he should pass there he might be his friend. And when the Almoxarife of the Cid heard this, he said that of a truth he believed it.

XIII. While yet that messenger of the Soldan of Persia abode in Valencia, tidings carne to the Cid that the Infantes of Aragon and Navarre were coming to celebrate their marriage with his daughters, according as it had been appointed at the Cortes of Toledo. He of Navarre hight Don Ramiro, and he was the son of King Don Sancho, him who was slain at Rueda; and he married with Doña Elvira, the elder: and the Infante of Aragon who married Doña Sol, the younger, hight Don Sancho, and was the son of King Don Pedro. This King Don Pedro was he whom the Cid Ruydiez conquered and made prisoner, as the history hath related; but calling to mind the great courtesy which the Cid had shown in releasing him from prison, and how he had ordered all his own to be restored unto him, and moreover the great worth and the great goodness of the Cid, and the great feats which he had performed, he held it good that his son should match with his daughter, to the end that the race of so good a man might be preserved in Aragon. Howbeit it was not his fortune to have a son by Doña Sol, for he died before he came to the throne, and left no issue. When the Cid knew that the Infantes were coming, he and all his people went out six leagues to meet them, all gallantly attired both for court and for war; and he ordered his tents to be pitched in a fair meadow, and there he awaited till they came up. And the first day the Infante Don Sancho of Aragon carne up, and they waited for the Infante Don Ramiro; and when they were all met they proceeded to Valencia. And the Bishop Don Hieronymo came out to meet them with a procession, full honourably. Great were the rejoicings which were made in Valencia because of the coming of the Infantes, for eight days before the marriage began. And the Cid gave order that they should be lodged in the Garden of Villa Nueva, and supplied with all things in abundance.

XIV. When eight days were overpast the Bishop Don Hieronymo married the Infantes of Aragon and Navarre to the daughters of the Cid in this manner: the Infante Don Ramiro of Navarre to Doña Elvira; and the Infante Don Sancho of Aragon to Doña Sol. And on the day after they had been espoused they received the blessing in the great Church of St. Peter, as is commanded by the law of Jesus Christ, and the Bishop said mass. Who can tell the great rejoicings which were made at those marriages, and the great nobleness thereof? Certes there would be much to tell; for during eight days that they lasted, there was feasting every day, full honourably and plentifully, where all persons did eat out of silver; and many bulls were killed every day, and many of those wild beasts which the Soldán sent; and many sports were devised, and many garments and saddles and noble trappings were given to the joculars. And the Moors also exhibited their sports and rejoicings, after such divers manners, that men knew not which to go to first. So great was the multitude which was there assembled, that they were counted at eight thousand hidalgos. And when the marriage was concluded, the Cid took his sons-in-law and led them by the hand to Doña Ximena, and showed them all the noble things which the Soldan had sent him; and they when they beheld such great treasures and such noble things were greatly astonished, and said that they did not think there had been a man in Spain so rich as the Cid, nor who possessed such things. And as they were marvelling from whence such riches could have come, both of gold and silver, and of precious stones and pearls, the Cid embraced them and said, My sons, this and all that I have is for you and for your wives, and I will give unto you the noblest and most precious things that ever were given with women for their dowry: for I will give you the half of all that you see here, and the other half I and Doña Ximena will keep so long as we live, and after our death all shall be yours; and my days are now well nigh full. Then the Infantes made answer, that they prayed God to grant him life for many and happy years yet, and that they thanked him greatly, and held him as their father; and that they would ever have respect to his honour and be at his service, holding themselves honoured by the tie that there was between them. Three months these Infantes abode with the Cid in Valencia, in great pleasure. And then they dispeeded themselves of the Cid and of their mother-in-law Doña Ximena, and took each his wife and returned into their own lands with great riches and honour. And the Cid gave them great treasures, even as he had promised, and gave them certain of those strange beasts which the Soldan had sent. And he rode out with them twelve leagues. And when they took leave of each other there was not a knight of all those who came with the Infantes to whom the Cid did not give something, horse, or mule, or garments, or money, so that all were well pleased; and he gave his daughters his blessing, and commended them to God, and then he returned to Valencia, and they went to their own country.

XV. After the Cid had seen his sons-in-law depart, he sent for the messenger of the Soldan, and gave him many of the rare things of his country to carry unto his Lord. And he gave him a sword which had the device of the Soldan wrought in gold, and a coat of mail and sleeve armour, and a noble gipion which was wrought of knots; and his letters of reply, which were full of great assurances of friendship. Much was the messenger of the Soldan pleased with the Cid for the great honour which he had shown him, and much was he pleased also at seeing how honourably the marriage of his daughters had been celebrated. So he departed and went to the port, and embarked on board his ship, and went to his Lord the Soldan.

XVI. After this the Cid abode in Valencia, and he laboured a full year in settling all the Castles of the Moors who were subject unto him in peace, and in settling the Moors of Valencia well with the Christians; and this he did so that their tribute was well paid from this time till his death. And all the land from Tortoso to Origuela was under his command. And from this time he abode in peace in Valencia; and laboured alway to serve God and to increase the Catholic faith, and to make amends for the faults he had committed towards God, for he weened that his days now would be but few. And it came to pass one day, the Cid having risen from sleep and being in his Alcazar, there came before him an Alfaqui whom he had made Alcalde of the Moors; his name was Alfaraxi, and he it was who made the lamentation for Valencia, as is recorded in this history. This Alfaqui had served the Cid well in his office of Alcalde over the Moors of Valencia: for he kept them in peace, and made them pay their tribute well, being a discreet man and of great prudence, so that for this and for his speech he might have been taken for a Christian; and for this reason the Cid loved him and put great trust in him. And when the Cid saw him he asked him what he would have: and he like a prudent man bent his knees before him, and began to kiss his hand, and said, Sir Cid Ruydiez, blessed be the name of Jesus Christ who hath brought you to this state that you are Lord of Valencia, one of the best and noblest cities in Spain. What I would have is this. Sir, my forefathers were of this city, and I am a native hereof; and when I was a little lad the Christians took me captive, and I learnt their tongue among them, and then my will was to be a Christian, and to abide there in the land of the Christians; but my father and mother, being rich persons, released me. And God showed me such favour, and gave me such understanding and so subtle, that I learnt all the learning of the Moors, and was one of the most honourable and best Alfaquis that ever was in Valencia till this time, and of the richest, as you know, Sir; and you in your bounty made me Alcalde, and gave me your authority over the Moors, of which peradventure I was not worthy. And now, Sir, thinking in my heart concerning the law in which I have lived, I find that I have led a life of great error, and that all which Mahommed the great deceiver gave to the Moors for their law, is deceit: and therefore, Sir, I turn me to the faith of Jesus Christ, and will be a Christian and believe in the Catholic faith. And I beseech you of your bounty give order that I may be baptized in the name of the Holy Trinity, and give me what name you will. And from this time forward I will live the life of a Christian, and fulfil what is written in the Gospel, and forsake wife and children and kin, and all that there is in the world, and serve God, and believe in his faith and holy law, as far as the weakness of my body can bear. When the Cid Ruydiez heard this he began to smile for very pleasure; and he rose up and took Alfaraxi with him to Doña Ximena, and said, Here is our Alcalde, who will be a Christian, and our brother in the faith of Jesus Christ: I beseech you therefore give order to provide all things that may be needful. When Doña Ximena heard this she rejoiced greatly, and gave order that all things should be full nobly prepared. And on the morrow the Bishop Don Hieronymo baptized him, and they gave him the name of Gil Diaz: and his godfathers were Don Alvar Fañez, and Pero Bermudez, and Martin Antolinez of Burgos; and Doña Ximena, with other honourable dames, were his godmothers. And from that time forward Gil Diaz was in such favour with the Cid, that he trusted all his affairs to his hands, and he knew so well how to demean himself, both towards him and all those of his company, that they all heartily loved him.




BOOK XI.
 

I. It is written in the history which Abenalfarax, the nephew of Gil Diaz, composed in Valencia, that for five years the Cid Ruydiez remained Lord thereof in peace, and in all that time he sought to do nothing but to serve God, and to keep the Moors quiet who were under his dominion; so that Moors and Christians dwelt together in such accord, that it seemed as if they had alway been united; and they all loved and served the Cid with such goodwill that it was marvellous. And when these five years were over tidings were spread far and near, which reached Valencia, that King Bucar the Miramamolin of Morocco, holding himself disgraced because the Cid Campeador had conquered him in the field of Quarto near unto Valencia, where he had slain or made prisoners all his people, and driven him into the sea, and made spoil of all the treasures which he had brought with him; … King Bucar calling these things to mind, had gone himself and stirred up the whole Paganism of Barbary, even as far as Montes Claros, to cross the sea again, and avenge himself if he could; and he had assembled so great a power that no man could devise their numbers. When the Cid heard these tidings he was troubled at heart; how beit he dissembled this, so that no person knew what he was minded to do; and thus the matter remained for some days. And when he saw that the news came thicker and faster, and that it was altogether certain that King Bucar was coming over sea against him, he sent and bade all the Moors of Valencia assemble together in his presence, and when they were all assembled he said unto them, Good men of the Aljama, ye well know that from the day wherein I became Lord of Valencia, ye have alway been protected and defended, and have past your time well and peaceably in your houses and heritages, none troubling you nor doing you wrong; neither have I who am your Lord ever done aught unto you that was against right. And now true tidings are come to me that King Bucar of Morocco is arrived from beyond sea, with a mighty power of Moors, and that he is coming against me to take from me this city which I won with so great labour. Now therefore, seeing it is so, I hold it good and command that ye quit the town, both ye and your sons and your women, and go into the suburb of Alcudia and the other suburbs, to dwell there with the other Moors, till we shall see the end of this business between me and King Bucar. Then the Moors, albeit they were loth, obeyed his command; and when they were all gone out of the city, so that none remained, he held himself safer than he had done before.

II. Now after the Moors were all gone out of the city, it came to pass in the middle of the night that the Cid was lying in his bed, devising how he might withstand this coming of King Bucar, for Abenalfarax saith that when he was alone in his palace his thoughts were of nothing else. And when it was midnight there came a great light into the palace, and a great odour, marvellous sweet. And as he was marvelling what it might be, there appeared before him a man as white as snow; he was in the likeness of an old man, with grey hair and crisp, and he carried certain keys in his hand; and before the Cid could speak to him he said, Sleepest thou, Rodrigo, or what are thou doing? And the Cid made answer, What man art thou who askest me? And he said, I am St. Peter, the Prince of the Apostles, who come unto thee with more urgent tidings than those for which thou art taking thought concerning King Bucar, and it is, that thou art to leave this world, and go to that which hath no end; and this will be in thirty days. But God will show favour unto thee, so that thy people shall discomfit King Bucar, and thou, being dead, shalt win this battle for the honour of thy body: this will be with the help of Santiago, whom God will send to the business: but do thou strive to make atonement for thy sins, and so thou shall he saved. All this Jesus Christ vouchsafest thee for the love of me, and for the reverence which thou hast alway shown to my Church in the Monastery of Cárdena. When the Cid Campeador heard this he had great pleasure at heart, and he let himself fall out of bed upon the earth, that he might kiss the feet of the Apostle St. Peter; but the Apostle said, Strive not to do this, for thou canst not touch me; but be sure that all this which I have told thee will come to pass.

And when the blessed Apostle had said this he disappeared, and the palace remained full of a sweeter and more delightful odour than heart of man can conceive. And the Cid Ruydiez remained greatly comforted by what St. Peter had said to him, and as certain that all this would come to pass, as if it were already over.

III. Early on the morrow he sent to call all his honourable men to the Alcazar; and when they were all assembled before him, he began to say unto them, weeping the while, Friends and kinsmen and true vassals and honourable men, many of ye must well remember when King Don Alfonso our Lord twice banished me from his land, and most of ye for the love which ye bore me followed me into banishment, and have guarded me ever since. And God hath shown such mercy to you and to me, that we have won many battles against Moors and Christians; those which were against Christians, God knows, were more through their fault than my will, for they strove to set themselves against the good fortune which God had given me, and to oppose his service, helping the enemies of the faith. Moreover we won this city in which we dwell, which is not under the dominion of any man in the world, save only of my Lord the King Don Alfonso, and that rather by reason of our natural allegiance than of anything else. And now I would have ye know the state in which this body of mine now is; for be ye certain that I am in the latter days of my life, and that thirty days hence will be my last. Of this I am well assured; for for these seven nights past I have seen visions. I have seen my father Diego Laynez, and Diego Rodríguez my son; and every time they say to me, You have tarried long here, let us go now among the people who endure for ever. Now notwithstanding man ought not to put his trust in these things, nor in such visions, I know this by other means to be certain, for Sir St. Peter hath appeared to me this night, when I was awake and not sleeping, and he told me that when these thirty days were over, I should pass away from this world. Now ye know for certain that King Bucar is coming against us, and they say that thirty and six Moorish Kings are coming with him; and since he bringeth so great a power of Moors, and I have to depart so soon, how can ye defend Valencia! But be ye certain, that by the mercy of God I shall counsel ye so, that ye shall conquer King Bucar in the field, and win great praise and honour from him, and Doña Ximena. and ye and all that ye have, go hence in safety; how ye are to do all this I will tell ye hereafter, before I depart.

IV. After the Cid had said this he sickened of the malady of which he died. And the day before his weakness waxed great, he ordered the gates of the town to be shut, and went to the Church of St. Peter; and there the Bishop Don Hieronymo being present, and all the clergy who were in Valencia, and the knights and honourable men and honourable dames, as many as the Church could hold, the Cid Ruydiez stood up, and made a full noble preaching, showing that no man whatsoever, however honourable or fortunate they may be in this world, can escape death; to which, said he, I am now full near; and since ye know that this body of mine hath never yet been conquered, nor put to shame, I beseech ye let not this befall it at the end, for the good fortune of man is only accomplished at his end. How this is to be done, and what ye all have to do, I will leave in the hands of the Bishop Don Hieronymo, and Alvar Fañez, and Pero Bermudez. And when he had said this he placed himself at the feet of the Bishop, and there before all the people made a general confession of all his sins, and all the faults which he had committed against our Lord Jesus Christ. And the Bishop appointed him his penance, and assoyled him of his sins. Then he arose and took leave of the people, weeping plenteously, and returned to the Alcazar, and betook himself to his bed, and never rose from it again; and every day he waxed weaker and weaker, till seven days only remained of the time appointed. Then he called for the caskets of gold in which was the balsam and the myrrh which the Soldan of Persia had sent him; and when these were put before him he bade them bring him the golden cup, of which he was wont to drink; and he took of that balsam and of that myrrh as much as a little spoon-full, and mingled it in the cup with rose-water, and drank of it; and for the seven days which he lived he neither ate nor drank aught else than a little of that myrrh and balsam mingled with water. And every day after he did this, his body and his countenance appeared fairer and fresher than before, and his voice clearer, though he waxed weaker and weaker daily, so that he could not move in his bed.

V. On the twenty-ninth day, being the day before he departed, he called for Doña Ximena, and for the Bishop Don Hieronymo, and Don Alvar Fañez Minaya, and Pero Bermudez, and his trusty Gil Diaz; and when they were all five before him, he began to direct them what they should do after his death; and he said to them. Ye know that King Bucar will presently be here to besiege this city, with seven and thirty Kings whom he bringeth with him, and with a mighty power of Moors. Now therefore the first thing which ye do after I have departed, wash my body with rose-water many times and well, as blessed be the name of God it is washed within and made pure of all uncleanness to receive his holy body to-morrow, which will be my last day. And when it has been well washed and made clean, ye shall dry it well, and anoint it with this myrrh and balsam, from these golden caskets, from head to foot, so that every part shall be anointed, till none be left. And you my Sister Doña Ximena, and your women, see that ye utter no cries, neither make any lamentation for me, that the Moors may not know of my death. And when the day shall come in which King Bucar arrives, order all the people of Valencia to go upon the walls, and sound your trumpets and tambours, and make the greatest rejoicings that ye can. And when ye would set out for Castille, let all the people know in secret, that they make themselves ready, and take with them all that they have, so that none of the Moors in the suburb may know thereof; for certes ye cannot keep the city, neither abide therein after my death. And see ye that sumpter beasts be laden with all that there is in Valencia, so that nothing which can profit may be left. And this I leave especially to your charge, Gil Diaz. Then saddle ye my horse Bavieca, and arm him well; and ye shall apparel my body full seemlily, and place me upon the horse, and fasten and tie me thereon so that it cannot fall: and fasten my sword Tizona in my hand. And let the Bishop Don Hieronymo go on one side of me, and my trusty Gil Diaz on the other, and he shall lead my horse. You, Pero Bermudez, shall bear my banner, as you were wont to bear it; and you, Alvar Fañez, my cousin, gather your company together, and put the host in order as you are wont to do. And go ye forth and fight with King Bucar: for be ye certain and doubt not that ye shall win this battle; God hath granted me this. And when ye have won the fight, and the Moors are discomfited, ye may spoil the field at pleasure. Ye will find great riches. What ye are afterwards to do I will tell ye to-morrow, when I make my testament.

VI. Early on the morrow the Bishop Don Hieronymo, and Alvar Fañez, and Pero Bermudez, and Martin Antolinez, came to the Cid. Gil Diaz and Doña Ximena were alway with him; and the Cid began to make his testament. And the first thing which he directed, after commending his soul to God, was, that his body should be buried in the Church of St. Pedro de Cardeña, where it now lies; and he bequeathed unto that Monastery many good inheritances, so that that place is at this day the richer and more honourable. Then he left to all his company and household according to the desert of every one. To all the knights who had served him since he went out of his own country, he gave great wealth in abundance. And to the other knights who had not served him so long, to some a thousand marks of silver, to others two, and some there were to whom lie bequeathed three, according who they were. Moreover, to the squires who were hidalgos, to some five hundred, and others there were who had a thousand and five hundred. And he bade them, when they arrived at St. Pedro de Cardena, give clothing to four thousand poor, to each a skirt of escanforte and a mantle. And he bequeathed to Doña Ximeña all that he had in the world, that she might live honourably for the remainder of her days in the Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardena; and he commanded Cil Diaz to remain with her and serve her well all the days of her life. And he left it in charge to the Bishop Don Hieronymo, and Doña Ximena his wife, and Don Alvar Fañez, and Pero Bermudez, and Felez Muñoz, his nephews, that they should see all this fulfilled. And he commanded Alvar Fañez and Pero Bermudez, when they had conquered King Bucar, to proceed forthwith into Castille and fulfil all that he had enjoined. This was at the hour of sexts. Then the Cid Ruydiez, the Campeador of Bivar, bade the Bishop Don Hieronymo give him the body of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, and he received it with great devotion, on his knees, and weeping before them all. Then he sate up in his bed and called upon God and St. Peter, and began to pray, saying, Lord Jesus Christ, thine is the power and the kingdom, and thou art above all Kings and all nations, and all Kings are at thy command, I beseech thee therefore pardon me my sins, and let my soul enter into the light which hath no end. And when the Cid Ruydiez had said this, this noble Baron yielded up his soul, which was pure and without spot, to God, on that Sunday which is called Quinquagesima, being the twenty and ninth of May, in the year of our Lord one thousand and ninety and nine, and in the seventy and third year of his life. After he had thus made his end they washed his body twice with warm water, and a third time with rose water, and then they anointed and embalmed it as he had commanded. And then all the honourable men, and all the clergy who were in Valencia, assembled and carried it to the Church of St. Mary of the Virtues, which is near the Alcazar, and there they kept their vigil, and said prayer and performed masses, as was meet for so honourable a man.

VII. Three days after the Cid had departed King Bucar came into the port of Valencia, and landed with all his power, which was so great that there is not a man in the world who could give account of the Moors whom he brought. And there came with him thirty and six Kings, and one Moorish Queen, who was a negress, and she brought with her two hundred horsewomen, all negresses like herself, all having their hair shorn save a tuft on the top, and this was in token that they came as if upon a pilgrimage, and to obtain the remission of their sins; and they were all armed in coats of mail and with Turkish bows. King Bucar ordered his tents to be pitched round about Valencia, and Abenalfarax who wrote this history in Arabic, saith, that there were full fifteen thousand tents; and he bade that Moorish negress with her archers to take their station near the city. And on the morrow they began to attack the city, and they fought against it three days strenuously; and the Moors received great loss, for they came blindly up to the walls and were slain there. And the Christians defended themselves right well, and every time that they went upon the walls, they sounded trumpets and tambours, and made great rejoicings, as the Cid had commanded. This continued for eight days or nine, till the companions of the Cid had made ready every thing for their departure, as he had commanded. And King Bucar and his people thought that the Cid dared not come out against them, and they were the more encouraged, and began to think of making bastilles and engines wherewith to combat the city, for certes they weened that the Cid Ruydiez dared not come out against them, seeing that he tarried so long.

VIII. All this while the company of the Cid were preparing all things to go into Castille, as he had commanded before his death; and his trusty Gil Diaz did nothing else but labour at this. And the body of the Cid was prepared after this manner: first it was embalmed and anointed as the history hath already recounted, and the virtue of the balsam and myrrh was such that the flesh remained firm and fair, having its natural colour, and his countenance as it was wont to be, and the eyes open, and his long beard in order, so that there was not a man who would have thought him dead if he had seen him and not known it. And on the second day after he had departed, Gil Díaz placed the body upon a right noble saddle, and this saddle with the body upon it he put upon a frame; and he dressed the body in a gambax of fine sendal, next the skin. And he took two boards and fitted them to the body, one to the breast and the other to the shoulders; these were so hollowed out and fitted that they met at the sides and under the arms, and the hind one came up to the pole, and the other up to the beard; and these boards were fastened into the saddle, so that the body could not move. All this was done by the morning of the twelfth day; and all that day the people of the Cid were busied in making ready their arms, and in loading beasts with all that they had, so that they left nothing of any price in the whole city of Valencia, save only the empty houses. When it was midnight they took the body of the Cid, fastened to the saddle as it was, and placed it upon his horse Bavieca, and fastened the saddle well: and the body sate so upright and well that it seemed as if he was alive. And it had on painted hose of black and white, so cunningly painted that no man who saw them would have thought but that they were grieves and cuishes, unless he had laid his hand upon them; and they put on it a surcoat of green sendal, having his arms blazoned, thereon, and a helmet of parchment, which was cunningly painted that every one might have believed it to be iron: and his shield was hung round his neck, and they placed the sword Tizona in his hand; and they raised his arm, and fastened it up so subtilly that it was a marvel to see how upright he held the sword. And the Bishop Don Hieronymo went on one side of him, and the trusty Gil Diaz on the other, and he led the horse Bavieca, as the Cid had commanded him. And when all this had been made ready, they went out from Valencia at midnight, through the gate of Roseros, which is towards Castille. Pero Bermudez went first with the banner of the Cid, and with him five hundred knights who guarded it, all well appointed. And after these came all the baggage. Then came the body of the Cid with an hundred knights, all chosen men, and behind them Doña Ximena with all her company, and six hundred knights in the rear. All these went out so silently, and with such a measured pace, that it seemed as if there were only a score. And by the time that they had all gone out it was broad day.

IX. Now Alvar Fañez Minaya had set the host in order, and while the Bishop Don Hieronymo and Gil Diaz led away the body of the Cid, and Doña Ximena, and the baggage, he fell upon the Moors. First he attacked the tents of that Moorish Queen the Negress, who lay nearest to the city; and this onset was so sudden, that they killed full a hundred and fifty Moors before they had time to take arms or go to horse. But that Moorish Negress was so skilful in drawing the Turkish bow, that it was held for a marvel, and it is said that they called her in Arabic Nugueymat Turya, which is to say, the Star of the Archers. And she was the first that got on horseback, and with some fifty that were with her, did some hurt to the company of the Cid; but in fine they slew her, and her people fled to the camp. And so great was the uproar and confusion, that few there were who took arms, but instead thereof they turned their backs and fled toward the sea. And when King Bucar and his Kings saw this they were astonished. And it seemed to them that there came against them on the part of the Christians full seventy thousand knights, all as white as snow: and before them a knight of great stature upon a white horse with a bloody cross, who bore in one hand a white banner, and in the other a sword which seemed to be of fire, and he made a great mortality among the Moors who were flying. And King Bucar and the other Kings were so greatly dismayed that they never checked the reins till they had ridden into the sea; and the company of the Cid rode after them, smiting and slaying and giving them no respite; and they smote down so many that it was marvellous, for the Moors did not turn their heads to defend themselves. And when they came to the sea, so great was the press among them to get to the ships, that more than ten thousand died in the water. And of the six and thirty Kings, twenty and two were slain. And King Bucar and they who escaped with him hoisted sails and went their way, and never more turned their heads. Then Alvar Fañez and his people, when they had discomfited the Moors, spoiled the field, and the spoil thereof was so great that they could not carry it away. And they loaded camels and horses with the noblest things which they found, and went after the Bishop Don Hieronymo and Gil Diaz, who, with the body of the Cid, and Doña Ximena, and the baggage, had gone on till they were clear of the host, and then waited for those who were gone against the Moors. And so great was the spoil of that day, that there was no end to it: and they took up gold, and silver, and other precious things as they rode through the camp, so that the poorest man among the Christians, horseman or on foot, became rich with what he won that day. And when they were all met together, they took the road toward Castille; and they halted that night in a village which is called Siete Aguas, that is to say, the Seven Waters, which is nine leagues from Valencia.

X. Abenalfarax, he who wrote this history in Arabic, saith, that the day when the company of the Cid went out from Valencia, and discomfited King Bucar and the six and thirty Kings who were with him, the Moors of Alcudia and of the suburbs thought that he went out alive, because they saw him on horseback, sword in hand; but when they saw that he went towards Castille, and that none of his company returned into the town, they were astonished. And all that day they remained in such amaze, that they neither dared go into the tents which King Bucar’s host had left, nor enter into the town, thinking that the Cid did this for some device; and all night they remained in the same doubt, so that they dared not go out from the suburbs. When it was morning they looked towards the town, and heard no noise there; and Abenaltarax then took horse, and taking a man with him, went toward the town, and found all the gates thereof shut, till he came to that through which the company of the Cid had gone forth; and he went into the city and traversed the greater part thereof, and found no man therein, and he was greatly amazed. Then he went out and called aloud to the Moors of the suburbs, and told them that the city was deserted by the Christians; and they were more amazed than before: nevertheless they did not yet dare either to go out to the camp or to enter into the town, and in this doubt they remained till it was mid-day. And when they saw that no person appeared on any side, Abenalfarax returned again into the town, and there went with him a great company of the best Moors; and they went into the Alcazar, and looked through all the halls and chambers, and they found neither man nor living thing; but they saw written upon a wall in Arabic characters by Gil Diaz, how the Cid Ruydiez was dead, and that they had carried him away in that manner to conquer King Bucar, and also to the end that none might oppose their going. And when the Moors saw this they rejoiced and were exceeding glad, and they opened the gates of the town, and sent to tell these tidings to those in the suburbs. And they came with their wives and children into the town, each to the house which had been his before the Cid won it. And from that day Valencia remained in the power of the Moors till it was won by King Don Jayme of Aragon, he who is called the Conqueror, which was an hundred and seventy years. But though King Don Jayme won it, it is alway called Valencia del Cid. On the morrow they went into the tents of King Bucar, and found there many arms; but the tents were deserted, save only that they found certain women who had hid themselves, and who told them of the defeat of King Bucar. And the dead were so many that they could scarcely make way among them. And they went on through this great mortality to the port, and there they saw no ships, but so many Moors lying dead that tongue of man cannot tell their numbers; and they began to gather up the spoils of the field, which were tents, and horses, and camels, and buffaloes, and flocks, and gold and silver, and garments, and store of provisions, out of all number, so that they had wherewith to suffice the city of Valencia for two years, and to sell to their neighbours also; and they were full rich from that time.

XI. When the company of the Cid departed from the Siete Aguas, they held their way by short journies to Salvacañete. And the Cid went alway upon his horse Bavieca, as they had brought him out from Valencia, save only that he wore no arms, but was clad in right noble garments; and all who saw him upon the way would have thought that he was alive, if they had not heard the truth. And whenever they halted they took the body off, fastened to the saddle as it was, and set it upon that frame which Gil Diaz had made, and when they went forward again, they placed it in like manner upon the horse Bavieca. And when they reached Salvacañete, the Bishop Don Hieronymo, and Doña Ximena, and Alvar Fañez, and the other honourable men, sent their letters to all the kinsmen and friends of the Cid Ruydiez, bidding them come and do honour to his funeral; and they sent letters also to his sons-in-law, the Infantes of Aragon and Navarre, and to King Don Alfonso. And they moved on from Salvacañete and came to Osma, and then Alvar Fañez asked of Doña Ximena if they should not put the body of the Cid into a coffin covered with purple and with nails of gold; but she would not, for she said that while his countenance remained so fresh and comely, and his eyes so fair, his body should never be placed in a coffin, and that her children should see the face of their father; and they thought that she said well, so the body was left as it was. And at the end of fifteen days the Infante of Aragon arrived, with Doña Sol his wife, and they brought with them an hundred armed knights, all having their shields reversed hanging from the saddle bow, and all in grey cloaks, with the hoods rent. And Doña Sol came clad in linsey-woolsey, she and all her women, for they thought that mourning was to be made for the Cid. But when they came within half a league of Osma, they saw the banner of the Cid coming on, and all his company full featly apparelled. And when they drew nigh they perceived that they were weeping, but they made no wailing; and when they saw him upon his horse Bavieca, according as ye have heard, they were greatly amazed. But so great was the sorrow of the Infante that he and all his company began to lament aloud. And Doña Sol, when she beheld her father, took off her tire, and threw it upon the ground and began to tear her hair, which was like threads of gold. But Doña Ximena held her hand and said, Daughter, you do ill, in that you break the command of your father, who laid his curse upon all who should make lamentation for him. Then Doña Sol kissed the hand of the Cid and of her mother, and put on her tire again, saying, Lady mother, I have committed no fault in this, forasmuch as I knew not the command of my father. And then they turned back to Osma, and great was the multitude whom they found there assembled from all parts to see the Cid, having heard in what manner he was brought, for they held it to be a strange thing: and in truth it was, for in ne history do we find that with the body of a dead man hath there been done a thing so noble and strange as this. Then they moved on from Osma, and came to Santesteban de Gormaz. And there after few days the King of Navarre came with the Queen Doña Elvira his wife; and they brought with them two hundred knights; howbeit their shields were not reversed, for they had heard that no mourning was to be made for the Cid. And when they were within half a league of Santesteban, the company of the Cid went out to meet them, as they had the Infante of Aragon; and they made no other lamentation, save that they wept with Doña Elvira; and when she came up to the body of her father she kissed his hand, and the hand of Doña Ximena her mother. And greatly did they marvel when they saw the body of the Cid Ruydiez how fair it was, for he seemed rather alive than dead. And they moved on from Santesteban, towards San Pedro de Cardeña. Great was the concourse of people to see the Cid Ruydiez coming in that guise. They came from Rioja, and from all Castille, and from all the country round about, and when they saw him their wonder was the greater, and hardly could they be persuaded that he was dead.

XII. At this time King Don Alfonso abode in Toledo, and when the letters came unto him saying how the Cid Campeador was departed, and after what manner he had discomfited King Bucar, and how they brought him in this goodly manner upon his horse Bavieca, he set out from Toledo, taking long journies till he came to San Pedro de Cardeña to do honour to the Cid at his funeral. The day when he drew nigh the Infante of Aragon and the King of Navarre went out to meet him, and they took the body of the Cid with them on horseback, as far as the Monastery of San Christoval de Ybeas, which is a league from Cardeña; and they went, the King of Navarre on one side of the body, and the Infante of Aragon on the other. And when King Don Alfonso saw so great a company and in such goodly array, and the Cid Ruydiez so nobly clad and upon his horse Bavieca, he was greatly astonished. Then Alvar Fañez and the other good men kissed his hand in the name of the Cid. And the King beheld his countenance, and seeing it so fresh and comely, and his eyes so bright and fair, and so even and open that he seemed alive, he marvelled greatly. But when they told him that for seven days he had drank of the myrrh and balsam, and had neither ate nor drank of aught else, and how he had afterwards been anointed and embalmed, he did not then hold it for so great a wonder, for he had heard that in the land of Egypt they were wont to do thus with their Kings. When they had all returned to the Monastery they took the Cid from off his horse, and set the body upon the frame, as they were wont to do, and placed it before the altar. Many were the honours which King Don Alfonso did to the Cid in masses and vigils, and other holy services, such as are fitting for the body and soul of one who is departed. Moreover he did great honour to the King of Navarre, and to the Infante of Aragon, ordering that all things which were needful should be given to them and their companies.

XIII. On the third day after the coming of King Don Alfonso, they would have interred the body of the Cid, but when the King heard what Doña Ximena had said, that while it was so fair and comely it should not be laid in a coffin, he held that what she said was good. And he sent for the ivory chair which had been carried to the Cortes of Toledo, and gave order that it should be placed on the right of the altar of St. Peter; and he laid a cloth of gold upon it, and upon that placed a cushion covered with a right noble tartarí, and he ordered a graven tabernacle to be made over the chair, richly wrought with azure and gold, having thereon the blazonry of the Kings of Castille and Leon, and the King of Navarre, and the Infante of Aragon, and of the Cid Ruydiez the Campeador. And he himself, and the King of Navarre and the Infante of Aragon, and the Bishop Don Hieronymo, to do honour to the Cid, helped to take his body from between the two boards, in which it had been fastened at Valencia. And when they had taken it out, the body was so firm that it bent not on either side, and the flesh so firm and comely, that it seemed as if he were yet alive. And the King thought that what they purported to do and had thus begun, might full well be effected. And they clad the body in a full noble tartari, and in cloth of purple, which the Soldan of Persia had sent him, and put him on hose of the same, and set him in his ivory chair; and in his left hand they placed his sword Tizona in its scabbard, and the strings of his mantle in his right. And in this fashion the body of the Cid remained there ten years and more, till it was taken thence, as the history will relate anon. And when his garments waxed old, other good ones were put on.

XIV. King Don Alfonso, and the sons-in-law of the Cid, King Don Ramiro of Navarre, and the Infante Don Sancho of Aragon, with all their companies, and all the other honourable men, abode three weeks in St. Pedro de Cardeña, doing honour to the Cid. And the Bishop Don Hieronymo, and the other Bishops who came with King Don Alfonso, said every day their masses, and accompanied the body of the Cid there where it was placed, and sprinkled holy water upon it, and incensed it, as is the custom to do over a grave. And after three weeks they who were there assembled began to break up, and depart to their own houses. And of the company of the Cid, some went with the King of Navarre, and other some with the Infante of Aragon; but the greater number, and the most honourable among them, betook themselves to King Don Alfonso, whose natural subjects they were. And Doña Ximena and her companions abode in San Pedro de Cardeña, and Gil Diaz with her, as the Cid had commanded in his testament. And the Bishop Don Hieronymo, and Alvar Fañez Minaya, and Pero Bermudez, remained there also till they had fulfilled all that the Cid Ruydiez had commanded in his testament to be done.

XV. Gil Díaz did his best endeavour to fulfil all that his Lord the Cid Ruydiez had commanded him, and to serve Doña Ximena and her companions truly and faithfully; and this he did so well, that she was well pleased with his faithfulness. And Doña Ximena fulfilled all that the Cid had commanded her; and every day she had masses performed for his soul, and appointed many vigils, and gave great alms for the soul of the Cid and of his family. And this was the life which she led, doing good wherever it was needful for the love of God; and she was alway by the body of the Cid, save only at meal times and at night, for then they would not permit her to tarry there, save only when vigils were kept in honour of him. Moreover Gil Diaz took great delight in tending the horse Bavieca, so that there were few days in which he did not lead him to water, and bring him back with his own hand. And from the day in which the dead body of the Cid was taken off his back, never man was suffered to bestride that horse, but he was alway led when they took him to water, and when they brought him back. And Gil Diaz thought it fitting that the race of that good horse should be continued, and he bought two mares for him, the goodliest that could be found, and when they were with foal, he saw that they were well taken care of, and they brought forth the one a male colt and the other a female; and from these the race of this good horse was kept up in Castille, so that there were afterwards many good and precious horses of his race, and peradventure are at this day. And this good horse lived two years and a half after the death of his master the Cid, and then he died also, having lived, according to the history, full forty years. And Gil Diaz buried him before the gate of the Monastery, in the public place, on the right hand; and he planted two elms upon the grave, the one at his head and the other at his feet, and these elms grew and became great trees, and are yet to be seen before the gate of the Monastery. And Gil Diaz gave order that when he died they should bury him by that good horse Bavieca, whom he had loved so well.

XVI. Four years after the Cid had departed that noble lady Doña Ximena departed also, she who had been the wife of that noble baron the Cid Ruydiez, the Campeador. At that time Don García Tellez was Abbot of the Monastery, a right noble monk, and a great hidalgo. And the Abbot and Gil Díaz sent for the daughters of the Cid and Doña Ximena to come and honour their mother at her funeral, and to inherit what she had left. Doña Sol, who was the younger, came first, because Aragón is nearer than Navarre, and also because she was a widow; for the Infante Don Sancho, her husband, had departed three years after the death of the Cid, and had left no child. King Don Ramiro soon arrived with the other dame, Queen Doña Elvira his wife, and he brought with him a great company in honour of his wife’s mother, and also the Bishop of Pamplona, to do honour to her funeral; and the Infante Don Garcia Ramírez, their son, came with them, being a child of four years old. Moreover there came friends and kinsmen from all parts. And when they were all assembled they buried the body of Doña Ximena at the feet of the ivory chair on which the Cid was seated; and the Bishop of Pamplona said mass, and the Abbot Don García Tellez officiated. And they tarried there seven days, singing many masses, and doing much good for her soul’s sake. And in that time the Bishop Don Hieronymo arrived, who abode with King Don Alfonso, and he came to do honour to the body of Doña Ximena; for so soon as he heard that she was departed, he set off taking long journies every day. And when the seven days were over, King Don Ramiro and Queen Doña Elvira his wife, and her sister, Doña Sol, set apart rents for the soul of Doña Ximena, and they appointed that Gil Díaz should have them for his life, and that then they should go to the Monastery for ever: and they ordained certain anniversaries for the souls of the Cid and of Doña Ximena. After this was done they divided between them what Doña Ximena had left, which was a great treasure in gold and in silver, and in costly garments; … the one half Queen Doña Elvira took, and Doña Sol the other. And when they had thus divided it, Doña Sol said that all which she had in the world should be for her nephew the Infante Don Garcia Ramirez, and with the good will of Queen Elvira his mother, she adopted him then to be her son, and she took him with her to Aragon, to the lands which had been given her in dower, and bred him up till he became a young man; and after the death of his father he was made King of Navarre, as may be seen in the book of the Chronicles of the Kings of Spain. And when all these things were done they departed each to his own home, and Gil Diaz remained, serving and doing honour to the bodies of his master the Cid and Doña Ximena his mistress.

XVII. Now Don Garcia Tellez the Abbot, and the trusty Gil Diaz, were wont every year to make a great festival on the day of the Cid’s departure, and on that anniversary they gave food and cloathing to the poor, who came from all parts round about. And it came to pass when they made the seventh anniversary, that a great multitude assembled as they were wont to do, and many Moors and Jews came to see the strange manner of the Cid’s body. And it was the custom of the Abbot Don Garcia Tellez, when they made that anniversary, to make a right noble sermon to the people: and because the multitude which had assembled was so great that the Church could not hold them, they went out into the open place before the Monastery, and he preached unto them there. And while he was preaching there remained a Jew in the Church, who stopt before the body of the Cid, looking at him to see how nobly he was there seated, having his countenance so fair and comely, and his long beard in such goodly order, and his sword Tizona in its scabbard in his left hand, and the strings of his mantle in his right, even in such manner as King Don Alfonso had left him, save only that the garments had been changed, it being now seven years since the body had remained there in that ivory chair. Now there was not a man in the Church save this Jew, for all the others were hearing the preachment which the Abbot made. And when this Jew perceived that he was alone, he began to think within himself and say. This is the body of that Ruydiez the Cid. whom they say no man in the world ever took by the beard while he lived … I will take him by the beard now, and see what he can do to me. And with that he put forth his hand to pull the beard of the Cid; … but before his hand could reach it, God, who would not suffer this thing to be done, sent his spirit into the body, and the Cid let the strings of his mantle go from his right hand, and laid hand on his sword Tizona, and drew it a full palm’s length out of the scabbard. And when the Jew saw this, he fell upon his back for great fear, and began to cry out so loudly, that all they who were without the Church heard him, and the Abbot broke off his preachment and went into the Church to see what it might be. And when they came they found this Jew lying upon his back before the ivory chair, like one dead, for he had ceased to cry out, and had swooned away. And then the Abbot Don Garcia Tellez looked at the body of the Cid, and saw that his right hand was upon the hilt of the sword, and that he had drawn it out a full palm’s length; and he was greatly amazed. And he called for holy water, and threw it in the face of the Jew, and with that the Jew came to himself. Then the Abbot asked him what all this had been, and he told him the whole truth; and he knelt down upon his knees before the Abbot, and besought him of his mercy that he would make a Christian of him, because of this great miracle which he had seen, and baptize him in the name of Jesus Christ, for he would live and die in his faith, holding all other to be but error. And the Abbot baptized him in the name of the Holy Trinity, and gave him to name Diego Gil. And all who were there present were greatly amazed, and they made a great outcry and great rejoicings to God for this miracle, and for the power which he had shown through the body of the Cid in this manner; for it was plain that what the Jew said was verily and indeed true, because the posture of the Cid was changed. And from that day forward Diego Gil remained in the Monastery as longed as he lived, doing service to the body of the Cid.

XVIII. After that day the body of the Cid remained in the same posture, for they never took his hand off the sword, nor changed his garments more, and thus it remained three years longer, till it had been there ten years in all. And then the nose began to change colour. And when the Abbot Don Garcia Tellez and Gil Diaz saw this, they weened that it was no longer fitting for the body to remain in that manner. And three Bishops from the neighbouring provinces met there, and with many masses and vigils, and great honour, they interred the body after this manner. They dug a vault before the altar, beside the grave of Doña Ximena, and vaulted it over with a high arch, and there they placed the body of the Cid seated as it was in the ivory chair, and in his garments, and with the sword in his hand, and they hung up his shield and his banner upon the walls.

XIX. After the body of the noble Cid Campeador had been thus honourably interred, Gil Diaz his trusty servant abode still in the Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardeña, doing service to the graves of the Cid and Doña Ximena, and making their anniversaries, and celebrating masses, and giving great alms to the poor both in food and clothing, for the good of their souls; and in this manner he lived while Don Garcia Tellez was Abbot, and two others after him, and then he died. And his deportment had alway been such in that Monastery, that all there were his friends, and lamented greatly at his death, because he had led so devout and good a life, and served so trustily at the graves of his master and mistress. And at the time of his death he gave order that they should lay his body beside the good horse Bavieca whom he had loved so well, in the grave which he had made there for himself while he was living. And Diego Gil remained in his place, doing the same service which he had done, till he departed also. And the history saith that though Gil Díaz was good, Diego Gil was even better.

XX. Eighty and six years after the death of the Cid Campeador, that is to say, in the year of the Era 1223, which is the year of the Incarnation 1185, it came to pass, that there was war between the Kings of Leon and Navarre on the one part, and the King of Castille on the other, notwithstanding this King Don Sancho of Navarre was uncle to the King of Castille, being his mother’s brother. And this King Don Sancho entered into the lands of his nephew King Don Alfonso of Castille, and advanced as far as Burgos, and with his sword he struck a great stroke into the elm tree which is before the Church of St. John at Burgos, in token that he had taken possession of all that land; and he carried away with him a great booty in flocks and herds and beasts of the plough, and whatever else he could find, and with all this booty went his way toward Navarre. Now he had to pass nigh the Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardeña, where the body of the Cid Campeador lay. And at that time the Abbot of the Monastery, whose name was Don Juan, was a good man, and a hidalgo, and stricken in years; and he had been a doughty man in arms in his day. And when he saw this great booty being driven out of Castille, he was sorely grieved at the sight, and though he was now an old man, and it was long since he had got on horseback, he went to horse now, and took ten monks with him, and bade the strongest among them take down the banner of the Cid from the place where it was hung up, and he went after King Don Sancho who was carrying away the spoil. And the King when he saw him coming marvelled what banner this might be, for in those days there was no banner like unto that borne by any man in all the kingdoms of Spain; and perceiving how few they were who came with it, he halted to see what it might be. And the Abbot humbled himself before him when he came up, and said, King Don Sancho of Navarre, I am the Abbot of this Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardeña, wherein lies the body of Cid Campeador, your great grandfather; and for that reason presuming on your bounty and favour, I am come hither with this banner, which was borne before him in his battles, to beseech you that you would leave this booty for the honour of this banner and of the body of the Cid. And when King Don Sancho heard this, he marvelled at the great courage of the man, that he should thus without fear ask of him to restore his booty. And he said unto him after awhile, Good man, I know you not: but for what you have said I will give back the booty, for which there are many reasons. For I am of the lineage of the Cid, as you say, and my father King Don Garcia being the son of Doña Elvira his daughter, this is the first reason; and the second is for the honour of his body which lies in your Monastery; and the third is in reverence to this his banner, which never was defeated. And if none of these were of any avail, yet ought I to restore it were it only for this, that if he were living there is none who could drive away the spoils of Castille, he being so near. For the love of God therefore, and of my forefather the Cid, I give it to him, and to you, who have known so well how to ask it at my hands. When the Abbot heard this he was as joyful as he could be, and would have kissed the hand of King Don Sancho, but the King would not suffer this because he was a priest of the mass. Then the King ordered the spoil to be driven to the Monastery, and went himself with it, and saw the banner hung up again in its place, and abode there three weeks, till all that booty had been restored to the persons from whom it was taken. And when this was done he offered to the Monastery two hundred pieces of gold for the soul of his forefather the Cid, and returned into his kingdom of Navarre, and did no more evil at that time in the realm of Castille. This good service the Cid Ruydiez did to Castille after his death.

XXI. Moreover when the Miramamolin brought over from Africa against King Don Alfonso, the eighth of that name, the mightiest power of the misbelievers that had ever been brought against Spain since the destruction of the Kings of the Goths, the Cid Campeador remembered his country in that great danger. For the night before the battle was fought at the Navas de Tolosa, in the dead of the night, a mighty sound was heard in the whole city of Leon, as if it were the tramp of a great army passing through. And it passed on to the Royal Monastery of St. Isidro, and there was a great knocking at the gate thereof, and they called to a priest who was keeping vigils in the Church, and told him, that the Captains of the army whom he heard were the Cid Ruydiez, and Count Ferran Gonzalez, and that they came there to call up King Don Ferrando the Great, who lay buried in that Church, that he might go with them to deliver Spain. And on the morrow that great battle of the Navas de Tolosa was fought, wherein sixty thousand of the misbelievers were slain, which was one of the greatest and noblest battles ever won over the Moors.

XXII. The body of the Cid remained in the vault wherein it had been placed as ye have heard, till the year of the Incarnation 1272, when King Don Alfonso the Wise, for the great reverence which he bore the memory of the Cid his forefather, ordered a coffin to be made for him, which was hewn out of two great stones; and in this the body of the Cid was laid, and they placed it on that side where the Epistle is read; and before it, in, a wooden coffin, they laid the body of Doña Ximena. And round about the stone coffin these verses were graven, in the Latin tongue, being, according as it is said, composed by King Don Alfonso himself.

BELLIGER, INVICTOS, FAMOSUS MARTE TRIUMPHIS, CLAUDITUR HOC TUMULO MAGNUS DIDACI RODERICUS.
 

And upon his tomb he ordered these verses to be graven also:

QUANTUM ROMA POTENS BELLICIS EXTOLLITUR ACTIS, VIVAX ARTHURUS FIT GLORIA QUANTUM BRITANNIS, NOBILIS E CAROLO QUANTUM GAUDET FRANCIA MAGNO, TANTUM IBERIA DURIS CID INVICTOS CLARET.
 

And upon the walls it was thus written. I who lie here interred am the
Cid Ruydiez, who conquered King Bucar with six and thirty Kings of the
Moors; and of those six and thirty, twenty and two died in the field.
Before Valencia I conquered them, on horseback, after I was dead, being
the seventy and second battle which I won. I am he who won the swords
Colada and Tizona. God be praised, Amen.
 

XXIII. The body of the Cid remained here till the year of the Incarnation 1447, when the Abbot Don Pedro del Burgo ordered the old Church to be pulled down that a new one might be built in its place. And then as all the sepulchres were removed, that of the Cid was removed also, and they placed it in front of the Sacristy, upon four stone lions. And in the year 1540 God put it in the heart of the Abbot and Prior, Monks and Convent of the Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardeña, for the glory of God, and the honour of St. Peter and St. Paul, and of the Cid and other good knights who lay buried there, and for the devotion of the people, to beautify the great Chapel of the said Monastery with a rich choir and stalls, and new altars, and goodly steps to lead up to them. And as they were doing this they found that the tomb of the blessed Cid, if they left it where it was, which was in front of the door of the Sacristy, before the steps of the altar, it would neither be seemly for the service of the altar, because it was in the way thereof, nor for his dignity, by reason that they might stumble against it; … moreover it was fallen somewhat to decay, and set badly upon the stone lions which supported it; and there were other knights placed above him. Whereupon the Abbot, Prior, Monks, and Convent, resolved that they would translate his body, and remove the other tombs to places convenient for them, holding that it was not meet that those who neither in their exploits nor in holiness had equalled him in life, should have precedency of him after death. And they were of accord that the day of this translation should not be made public, knowing how great the number would be of knights and other persons who would be desirous of being at this festival, for which cause they doubted least some misadventure would betide of tumults and deaths, or scandals, such as are wont to happen on such occasions; they were therefore minded to do this thing without giving knowledge thereof to any but those who were in the Monastery, who were of many nations and conditions, and who were enow to bear testimony when it was done; for there was no lack there, besides the religious, of knights, squires, hidalgos, labourers, and folk of the city and the district round about, and Biscayans and mountaineers, and men of Burgundy and of France.

XXIV. So on Thursday, the eighth day of Epiphany, being the thirteenth day of January in the year of our Lord 1541, and at the hour of complines, the Abbot and Convent being assembled, together with serving-men and artificers who were called for this purpose, they made that night wooden biers that the tomb might be moved more easily and reverently, and with less danger. And on the morrow, which was Friday, the fourteenth day of the said month and year, the Convent having said primes, and the mass of Our Lady, according to custom, and the Abbot, Fray Lope de Frias, who was a native of Velorado, having confessed and said mass, the doors of the Church being open, and the altar richly drest, and the bells ringing as they are wont to do upon great festivals, at eight in the morning there assembled in the Church all the brethren of the Monastery, nineteen in number, the other fifteen being absent each in his avocation; and there were present with them Sancho de Ocaña, Merino and Chief Justice of the Monastery; Juan de Rosales, Pedro de Ruseras, and Juan Ruyz, squires of the house; master Ochoa de Artiaga, a mason, with his men; Andres de Carnica, and Domingo de Artiago, master Pablo and master Borgoñon, stone-cutters, with their men; and master Juan, a smith, with his; and all the other workmen and serving-men and traders who were in the house. And the Abbot being clad in rich vestments, and the ministers and acolites with him, with cross, candles, and torches burning, went all in procession to Our Lady’s altar, where the sacrament was at that time kept, because of the repairs which were going on in the great Chapel; and all kneeling on their knees, and having recited the Pater-noster and the Ave-maria, the Abbot gave a sign, and the Precentor of the Convent began in plain descant the antiphony Salvator Mundi. And when the whole Convent had sung this, the Abbot said the verse Ostende nobis, and the verse Post partum virgo, and the prayer Omnipotens sempiterne Deus, qui es omnium dubitantium certitudo, and the prayer Deus qui salutis oeternoe, demanding the grace and favour of the Lord. When this was done they returned in procession to the great Chapel, before the tomb of the blessed Cid, and then the choir began the anthem Mirabilis Deus, saying it to the organ. And while this was singing in great accord, the workmen stood ready with their instruments in hand, to lift off the upper stone of the coffin, because it was well nigh impossible to remove the whole together, and also because the Abbot, Prior, and Convent, had resolved to see that holy body and relicks, by reason of the devotion which they bore to the blessed Cid, and that they might bear testimony in what manner he lay in that tomb, wherein he had been deposited to many years ago, as behoved them for the honour of the Cid and the authority of the Monastery.

XXV. When the anthem was finished, the Abbot said the verse Exuliabunt saneti in gloria, and the prayer Deus qui es tuorum gloria servorum. And when all had said Amen, the Abbot himself, with a little bar of iron, began first to move the lid of the stone coffin; and then the workmen and others easily lifted it off upon the bier, and thus the tomb was laid open; and there appeared within it a coffin of wood fastened-down with gilt nails, the hair of the coffin being entirely gone, and great part of the wood decayed also. Within this coffin was the holy body, now well nigh consumed, nothing but the bones remaining entire. On some of the bones the flesh was still remaining, not discoloured, but with a rosy colour, and the bones, were of the same rosy colour, and the flesh also which had fallen from them. The body was wrapt in a sendal wrought after the Moorish fashion, with sword and spear by its side, as tokens of knighthood. As soon as the coffin was opened there issued forth a good odour, and comforting fragrance. It appeared that no part of the body was wanting: but this was not narrowly examined, by reason of the reverence which they bore it. After all this had been seen well and leisurely by all those who were present, the Abbot and his ministers passed a clean sheet under the coffin, and collecting into it all the bones and holy dust, covered it with another sheet, and took it out, and laid it upon the high altar, with candles and torches on each side; and in this manner it remained there all day, till it was time to deposit it in the tomb. And all this while the choristers sung to the organ, and the organ responded. And when the body was laid upon the altar, the Abbot said the verse Mirabilis Deus, and the prayer Magnifuet te Domine sanctorum tuorum beaia solemnitas. And when this was done he went and disrobed himself of his sacred vestments. And the workmen went and removed the stone lions, and placed them in the place where they were to be, and the tomb upon them. And the Convent went to perform divine service, which was celebrated that day at all the hours with a full choir. And at the hour accustomed, after this was done, the Abbot and the Convent invited all who were there present to be their guests, giving a right solemn feast to all; and the chief persons dined with the Convent in the Refectory. And that same day in the evening, after vespers, when it was about four o’clock, the workmen had removed the stone lions, and placed the tomb upon them, and laid the lid of the tomb hard by, and made all ready to fasten it down, so soon as the holy body should be laid in it. And at that time, the bells ringing again, and all being again assembled, the Abbot having put on again his vestments, which were of white brocade, and his ministers with him, went to the altar whereon they had laid the holy body, which had been right nobly guarded and accompanied. And the singers singing the while, he and his ministers took it and laid it with great reverence in the tomb, all seeing it when it was laid there, wrapt up and covered with the sheets. And in the presence of all, the workmen put on the lid and fastened it down. Then the Abbot began the Te Deum laudamus, and the singers continuing it, they went in procession to Our Lady’s Chapel, where the most holy sacrament then was, as ye have heard. And the Abbot said the verse Benedicamus Patrem et Filium cum Sancto Spiritu, and the prayer Deus ad quem digne laudandum, and they all returned thanksgiving to the Lord. And the Abbot and the ministers went into the Sacristy, and took off their sacred vestments; and then he returned and again invited all who were there to a collation in the Refectory, which had been prepared by the servants of the Monastery. And when this was over they separated, each going with great content to his several occupation, praising God.

XXVI. It was a thing of great consolation that there was not a person in that Monastery, who did not all that day feel great joy and delight in his soul. And there befell a thing of which many took notice, and which ought not to be passed over in silence, and it was this. There was a great want of rain in the land of Rioja and Bureva, and the district of Cardeña also was in want of water, though not in such great need, for it was long since any rain had fallen; and it pleased God that on the aforesaid Thursday, the eve of the translation, at the very hour when the Abbot and his people began to prepare the bier, and make all things ready for opening and removing the tomb, a soft and gentle rain began, such a rain that to those who were out of doors it was nothing troublesome, and to the country greatly profitable, and pleasant unto all; and it lasted all that night, and all the day following, till the holy business of the translation was accomplished, and then it ceased. Now it was found that this rain had fallen at the same time and in the same manner, both in the country below Burgos, and also in Bureva, albeit that it rarely hath happened for rain to fall at one time in both provinces, because they are wont to have rain with different winds. It seemeth therefore that this blessed knight, who while he lived protected and defended that country with his person and his arms, beholding the service which was done him, and how he was remembered, favoured it at that time in heaven with his holy intercession, by sending that thing whereof it had then most need, which was water from heaven, in order that it might be made manifest that he never ceased to show favour to those who trusted in him, and to that Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardeña. And an account of this translation, and of all this which befell, was drawn up by the Abbot Fray Lope de Frías, and signed by all the brethren of the Monastery, and all the chief persons there present.

XXVII. Now albeit this translation of the body of the blessed Cid had been made with such honour and reverence, there were many who murmured against it; and Don Pedro Fernandez de Velasco, Duke of Frias, who was then Constable of Castille. and the Municipality of Burgos, sent advice thereof to the Emperor Charles V. who was at that time in Flanders, beseeching him to give order that the tomb of the Cid might be translated back to its former place, and that of Doña Ximena also, which had been removed into the Cloisters of the Monastery. Hereupon the Emperor dispatched letters to his Governor, Cardinal Juan, bidding him see that the petition of the Constable and of the City of Burgos was fulfilled, and the Cardinal in obedience thereunto dispatched the provision here following.

The King.

Venerable Abbot, Monks and Convent of St. Pedro de Cardeña, know ye that we have ordered to be given, and do hereby give our edict unto you, to the following tenor. The Council, Justice, and Regidores, Knights, Esquires, Artificers and Good Men of the City of Burgos, have made a memorial to us the King, showing, that we well know the fame, nobleness, and exploits of the Cid, which are notorious to all, from whose valour there redoundeth honour to all Spain, and especially to that city whereof he was a native, and where he had his origin and birth place; and that one of the principal things which they who pass through that city, both natives of these kingdoms, and strangers also, desire to see, is his tomb and the place wherein he and his ancestors are interred, for his greatness and the antiquity thereof; and that it is now some thirty or forty days since ye, not having respect to this, neither bearing in mind that the Cid is our progenitor, nor the possessions which he left to your house, nor the authority that it is to the said Monastery that he should there have been interred, have removed and taken away his tomb from the middle of the great Chapel, where it had stood for more than four hundred years, and placed it near a staircase, in a place unseemly, and unlike that where it was placed heretofore, both in authority and honour. Moreover ye have removed with him the tomb of Doña Ximena his wife, and placed it in the Cloisters of the said Monastery, full differently from where it was. The which that city, as well because it toucheth us as for her honour, doth greatly resent; and albeit that as soon as it was known the Corregidor and three of the Regidores thereof went there to prevail with ye that ye should restore the said bodies to the place where they were wont to be, ye would not be persuaded; whereof the said city holdeth itself greatly aggrieved: and moreover it is a thing of bad example for Monasteries and Religioners, who, seeing how lightly the tomb of so famous a person hath been removed, may venture to remove and change any monuments and memorials, whereby great evil would accrue to our kingdoms. And the said City supplicateth and beseeching us of our grace, that we would be pleased to give command that ye should restore the bodies of the Cid and of his wife to the same place and form as heretofore. And the Cid having been so signal a person, and one from whom the Royal Crown of Castille hath received such great and notable services, we marvel that ye should have made this alteration in their tombs, and we command you if it be so that their bodies or their tombs have been indeed removed, as soon as ye receive this, to restore them to the same place, and in the same form and manner as they were before; and in case they have not yet been removed, that ye do not move nor touch them, neither now nor at anytime to come. And having first complied with this order, if ye have any cause or reason for making this removal, ye are to send us an account thereof, and also how ye have restored the said bodies and tombs to their former place within forty days, to the end that we may give order to have this matter inspected, and provide as shall be most convenient. Done in Madrid, the 8th day of the Month of July, in the year 1541. Johannes Cardinalis, by command of his Majesty. Governor in his name.

XXVIII. This provision having been notified unto them, the Abbot and Monks made answer that they were ready to obey it, and that he would go and give account to the Lord Governor of what had been done. And the Abbot went accordingly to Court, and informed the Cardinal Governor of the translation which had been made; and that the tomb of the Cid had been removed to a place more decorous, and nearer the High Altar, and answering the site where King Don Alfonso VI. had commanded him to be placed in his ivory chair before he was first interred; and where the vault had been made wherein he had lain many years. And that the reason why the tomb had been moved was, that the passage from the Sacristy to the choir and the High Altar might be cleared; and that the reason why it had not been placed in the middle of the Great Chapel, was, that if that place were occupied, it seemed due to Queen Doña Sancha, the foundress of that House, or to King Don Ramira, who had held that place in the old Church. But notwithstanding all these reasons which the Abbot alleged, the Cardinal ordered him to obey the King’s command. Hereupon the Abbot returned to the Monastery and determined to place the tombs of the Cid and of Doña Ximena in the middle of the Great Chapel, before it should be known in Burgos that the translation was to take place; and accordingly when those persons who would fain have been present made enquiry, they were told that the thing was done.

XXIX. Now there have not been wanting over-curious persons who, because the Monastery of Cardeña is the first under the royal patronage, by reason that it is a foundation of Queen Doña Sancha, who is the first royal personage that ever founded a Monastery in Spain, and because King Don Alfonso the Great re-edified it, and Garcia Ferrandez the Count of Castille restored it, have said, that the Cid hath taken the place of these patrons. And when King Carlos II. was in this Monastery in the year 1679, he asked whose the tomb was which occupied the middle of the Great Chapel; and Fray Joseph del Hoyo, who was at that time Abbot, made answer, Sir, it is the tomb of Rodrigo Diaz, the Cid Campeador. Why then, said one of the Grandees, doth the Cid occupy the best place, seeing that this Monastery is a royal foundation? Upon this the Abbot made answer, that the Emperor Charles V. had ordered the Abbot and Monks to place him in that place; and King Carlos II. said, The Cid was not a King, but he was one who made Kings. And from that time till the present day the tomb of the Cid hath remained in the same place, and that of Doña Ximena beside it; and with such veneration and respect are they preserved, that they are alway covered and adorned with two cloths, whereof the upper one is of silk, and on great festivals they are adorned with one still more precious.

XXX. Many are the things which belonged to Ruydiez the Cid Campeador, which are still preserved with that reverence which is due to the memory of such a man. First, there are those good swords Colada and Tizona, which the Cid won with his own hand. Colado is a sword of full ancient make: it hath only a cross for its hilt, and on one side are graven the words Si, Si … that is to say, Yea, Yea: and on the other, No, No. And this sword is in the Royal Armoury at Madrid. That good sword Tizona is in length three quarters and a half, some little more, and three full fingers wide by the hilt, lessening down to the point; and in the hollow of the sword, by the hilt, is this writing in Roman letters, Ave Maria gratia plena, Dominus, and on the other side, in the same letters, I am Tizona, which was made in the era 1040, that is to say, in the year 1002. This good sword is an heir-loom in the family of the Marquisses of Falces. The Infante Don Ramiro, who was the Cid’s son-in-law, inherited it, and from him it descended to them. Moreover the two coffers which were given in pledge to the Jews Rachel and Vidas are kept, the one in the Church of St. Agueda at Burgos, where it is placed over the principal door, in the inside, and the other is in the Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardeña, where it is hung up by two chains on the left of the dome; on the right, and opposite to this coffer, is the banner of the Cid, but the colour thereof cannot now be known, for length of time and the dampness of the Church have clean consumed it. In the middle is his shield hanging against the wall, covered with skin, but now so changed that no blazonry or device is to be seen. In the Sacristy there are the keys of the coffer, a great round chest of sattín wood, the setting of the amethyst cup which he used at table, and one of the caskets which the Soldan of Persia sent with the myrrh and balsam; this is of silver, and gilt in the inside, and it is in two parts, the lid closing over the other part; its fashion is like that of the vessels in which the three Kings of the East are represented, bringing their offerings to Christ when he was newly born. On the upper part is graven the image of our Redeemer holding the world in his hand, and on the other the figure of a serpent marvellously contorted, per-adventure in token of the victory which Jesus atchieved over the enemy of the human race. That noble chess-board, the men whereof were of gold and silver, was also in the Monastery in the days of King Don Alfonso the Wise, but it hath long since been lost, no man knoweth how. Moreover there is in this Sacristy a precious stone of great size, black and sparkling; no lapidary hath yet known its name. The Convent have had an infant Jesus graven thereon, with the emblem of the Passion, that it might be worthily employed. It is thought also that the great cross of crystal which is set so well and wrought with such great cunning, is made of different pieces of crystal which belonged to the Cid. But the most precious relick of the Cid Ruydiez which is preserved and venerated in this Monastery, is the cross which he wore upon his breast when he went to battle; it is of plain silver, in four equal parts, and each part covered with three plates of gold, and in the flat part of each five sockets set with precious stones of some size; and with other white ones which are smaller; of these little ones, some are still left, fastened in with filigrane. In the middle of the cross is a raised part, after the manner of an artichoke, ending in white and green enamel; and it is said that in the hollow thereof are certain relicks, with a piece of the holy wood of the true cross. Verily, that part of the writing which can still be read implieth this, for thus much may at this day be discerned…. CRUCIS SALVATOR * * SANCTI PETRI * * PORTO. Of the four limbs of this cross the upper one is wanting. King Don Alfonso, the last of that name, asked for it, and had it made into a cross to wear himself when he went to battle, because of the faith which he had, that through it he should obtain the victory; of the lower limb little more is left than that to which the plates of silver and gold were fastened on. From point to point this cross is little more than a quarter.
 

XXXI. There is no doubt that the soul of the blessed Cid resteth and reigneth with the blessed in Heaven. And men of all nations and at all times have come from all parts to see and reverence his holy body and tomb, being led by the odour of his fame, especially knights and soldiers, who when they have fallen upon their knees to kiss his tomb, and scraped a little of the stone thereof to bear away with them as a relick, and commended themselves to him, have felt their hearts strengthened, and gone away in full trust that they should speed the better in all battles into which they should enter from that time with a good cause. By reason of this great devotion, and the great virtues of my Cid, and the miracles which were wrought by him, King Philip the Second gave order to his ambassador Don Diego Hurtado de Mendoza, to deal with the Court of Borne concerning the canonization of this venerable knight Rodrigo Diaz. Now Don Diego was a person of great learning, and moreover, one of the descendants of the Cid; and being greatly desirous that this thing should be effected, he sent to the Monastery of St. Pedro de Cardeña, and had papers and depositions sent from thence, and made a memorial of the virtues and miracles of the Campeador, showing cause why this blessed knight should be canonized. But before the matter could be proceeded in, the loss of Sienna took place, whereupon he was fain to leave Rome and thus this pious design could not be brought about. Nevertheless the Cid hath alway been regarded with great reverence as an especial servant of God: and he is called the Blessed Cid, and the Venerable Rodrigo Diaz. Certes, his soul resteth and reigneth with the blessed in Heaven. Amen.




THE STORY OF THE THREE BEARS
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Robert Southey is also famous for being the first author to publish what would later become known as the Goldilocks and the Three Bears fairy tale.  Originally published as “The Story of the Three Bears” in 1837 in a collection of essays and miscellanea called The Doctor, the tale was not an original creation by Southey, but a retelling of a story that had long been in circulation. The same year, British poet George Nicol published a version in rhyme based upon Southey’s prose tale, with Southey approving the attempt to give the story more exposure. Both versions tell of three bears and an old woman that trespasses upon their property. The attractive girl with golden hair was to appear in versions of the tale many years later.

In the original published version of the tale, three anthropomorphic bears – “a Little, Small, Wee Bear, a Middle-sized Bear, and a Great, Huge Bear” – live together in a house in the woods. Southey describes them as good-natured, trusting, harmless, tidy and hospitable. Each of these “bachelor” bears has his own porridge bowl, chair and bed. One day they take a walk in the woods while their porridge cools. An old woman, who is described as impudent, bad, foul-mouthed, ugly, dirty and a vagrant, discovers the bears’ dwelling. She looks through a window and walks in. The old woman eats the Wee Bear’s porridge, then settles into his chair and breaks it. Looking around the house, she finds the bears’ beds and falls asleep in Wee Bear’s bed. The tale reaches its conclusion when the bears return. Wee Bear finds the old woman in his bed and cries, “Somebody has been lying in my bed, – and here she is!” The old woman starts up, jumps from the window, and runs away, never to be seen again.

Southey’s tale experienced two significant changes during its early publication history. In 1849 Southey’s intrusive old woman became an curious little girl called ‘Silver-Hair’, which changed in subsequent stories to ‘Golden Hair’ and eventually ‘Goldilocks’ was settled upon in the early 20th century. Secondly, Southey’s three bachelor bears evolved into Father, Mother and Baby Bear over the course of several years. What was originally a fearsome oral tale became a softer family story with only a hint of menace. 

To allow readers to trace the development of the tale, several versions have been included in this edition, beginning with Southey’s original 1837 story, followed by Nicol’s poem, then the 1847 Silver-Hair tale and culminating with a Golden Hair version of the tale.
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How the tale first appeared in ‘The Doctor’ in 1837
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Arthur Rackham’s illustration of the famous tale




The Story of the Three Bears - Original 1837 Version 
 

Once upon a time there were Three Bears who lived together in a house of their own in a wood. One of them was a Little Small Wee Bear, and one was a Middle-sized Bear, and the other was a Great Huge Bear. They had each a pot for their porridge; a lttle pot for the Little, Small, Wee Bear, and one was a middle-sized pot for the Middle Bear, and a Great pot for the Great, Huge Bear. And they had each a chair to sit in; a little chair for the little, Small, Wee Bear, and a middle-sized chair for the Middle Bear and a Great chair for the Great, Huge, Bear. And they had each a bed to sleep in; a little bed for the Little, Small, Wee Bear,and a middle-sized bed for the middle Bear, and a great bed for the Great, Huge Bear.

One day, after they had made the porridge for their breakfast, and poured it into their porridge-pots, they walked out into the wood while the porridge was cooling, that they might not burn their mouths by beginning too soon to eat it. And while they were walking, a little old Woman came to the house. She could not have been a good, honest old Woman; for first she looked in at the window, and then she peeped in at the key-hole; and seeing nobody in the house, she lifted the latch. The door not fastened, because the Bears were good Bears, who did nobody any harm, and never suspected that any body would harm them. So the little old Woman opened the door and went in; and well she was when she saw the porridge on the table. If she had been a good little old Woman, she would have waited till the Bears came home, and then; perhaps, they would have asked her to breakfast; for they were good bears — a little rough or so, as the manner of Bears is, but for all that very good-natured and hospitable. But she was an impudent, bad old Woman, and set about helping herself.

So first she tasted the porridge of the Great, Huge Bear, and that was too hot for her; and she said a bad word about that. And then she tasted the porridge of the Middle Bear, and that was too cold for her; and she said a bad word about that too. And then she went to the porridge of the Little, Small, Wee Bear, and tasted that;and that was neither too hot nor too cold, but just right; and she liked it so well she ate it all up: but the naughty old Woman said a bad word about the little porridgepot, because it did not hold enough for her.

Then the little old Woman sat down in the chair of the Great, Huge Bear, and that was too hard for her. And then she sat down in the chair of the Middle Bear, and that was too soft for her. And then she sat down in the chair of the Little, Small Wee Bear, and that was neither too hard nor too soft, but just right. So she seated herself in it and there she sat till the bottom of the chair came out,and down came hers, plump upon the ground. And the naughty old Woman said a wicked word about that too.

Then the little old Woman went up stairs into the bed-chamber in which the Three Bears slept. And first she lay down upon the bed of the Great, Huge Bear; but that was too high at the head for her. And she lay down upon the bed of the Middle Bear; and that was too high at the foot for her. And then she lay down upon the bed of the Little, Small, Wee Bear; and that was neither too high at the head nor at the foot, but just right. So she covered herself up comfortably, and lay there till she fell fast asleep.

By this time the Three Bears thought their porridge would be cool enough; so they came home to breakfast. Now the little old Women had had left the spoon of the Great Huge Bear standing in his porridge.

“Somebody has been at my porridge!”
 

said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great, rough, gruff voice. and when the middle Bear looked at his he saw that the spoon was standng in it too. they were wooden spoons; If they had been silver ones, the naughty old Woman would have put them her pocket.

“Somebody has been at my porridge !”
 

said the middle bear in his middle voice.

Then the Little, Small, Wee Bear looked at his, and there was the spooon in the porridge-pot, but the porridge was all gone.

“Somebody has been at my porridge, and has eaten it all up!”
 

said the Little, Small, Wee Bear, in his little, small, wee voice.

Upon this the Three Bears, seeing that some one had entered their house, and eaten up the Little, Small, Wee Bear’s breakfast, began to look about them. Now the little old Woman had not put the hard cushion straight when she rose from the chair of the Great, Huge Bear.

“Somebody has been sitting in my chair!”
 

said the Great, Huge Bear, in his great, rough, gruff voice.

And the little old Woman had squatted down the soft cushion of the Middle Bear.

“Somebody has been sitting in my chair !”
 

said the Middle Bear, in his middle voice.

And you know what the little old Woman had done to the third chair.

“Somebody has been sitting in my chair, and has sat the bottom of it out!”
 

said the Little, small, Wee Bear, in his little, small, wee voice.

Then the Three Bears thought it necessary that they should make farther search; so they went, up stairs into their bed-chamber. Now the little old. Woman had pulled the pillow of the Great, Huge Bear out of its place.

“Somebody has been lying in my bed!”
 

said the Great, Hugo Bear in his great, rough, gruff voice

And the little old Woman had pulled the bolster of the Middle Bear out of its place.

“Somebody has been lying in my bed!”
 

said the Middle Bear, in his middle voice.

And when the Little, Small, Wee Bear came to look at his bed, there was the bolster in its place; and the pillow in its place upon the bolster; and upon the pillow was the little old Woman’s ugly, dirty head - which was not in its place, for she had no business there.

“Somebody has been lying in my bed and here she is!”
 

said the Little, Small, Wee Bear, in his little, small, wee voice.

The little old Woman had heard in her sleep the great, rough, gruff voice of the Great Huge Bear; but she was so fast asleep that it was no more to her than the roaring of wind or the rumbling of thunder. And she had heard the middle voice of the Middle Bear, but it was only as if she had heard some one speaking in a dream. But when she heard the little, small, wee voice of the Little, Small, Wee Bear, it was so sharp and so shrill that it awakened her at once. Up she started; and when she saw the Three Bears on one side of the bed, she tumbled herself out at the other, and ran to the window.

Now the window was open, because the Bears, like good, tidy Bears, as they were, always opened their bed-chamber window when they got up in the morning. Out the little old Woman jumped; and whether she broke her neck in the fall, or ran into the wood and was lost them, or found her way out of the wood and was taken up by the constable and sent to the House of Correction for a vagrant as she was, I can not tell. But the Three Bears never saw any thing more of her.




1837 Poem by George Nicol
 

DEDICATION.
 

Unknown Author of “The Doctor,”
Great, original Concotor
Of the rare story of the Bears,
Their porridge-pots, their beds and chairs,
Which you with condescending pen,
To please “Good little women and men,”
Have writ — I pray you to excuse
The freedom of my rhyming muse,
For having ventured to rehearse
This tale of your’s in jingling verse;
But fearing in your book it might
Escape some little people’s sight,
I did not like that one should lose
What will them all so much amuse.
“The robb’d that smiles” — so Shakspeare wrote — 
“Steals something from the thief.” I quote
This line in hope that you will smile
Upon this little book, the while
You turn the leaves and pictures view,
Which a young skilful artist drew,
Who quite delighted with the story
Employ’d his pencil, con amore — 
Thus hoping, Sir, I’ve but to state
That it, with admiration great
And much respect, I dedicate
To you, and am, — whate’er your name,
Which some day will be known to fame,
Though hidden now from public ken, — 
Your humble copyist,
G. N.
July, 1837.
 

THE THREE BEARS.
 

Three Bears, once on a time, did dwell
Snug in a house together,
Which was their own, and suited well
By keeping out the weather.
 

’Twas seated in a shady wood,
In which they daily walk’d,
And afterwards, as in the mood,
They smok’d and read, or talk’d.
 

One of them was a great huge Bear,
And one of a middle size,
The other a little, small, wee Bear,
Withsmall red twinkling eyes.
 

These Bears, each had a porridge-pot,
From which they used to feed;
The great huge Bear’s own porridge-pot
Was very large indeed.
 

A pot of a middle-size the Bear
Of a middle-size had got,
And so the little, small, wee Bear,
A little, small, wee pot.
 

A chair there was for every Bear,
When they might choose to sit;
The huge Bear had a great huge chair,
And filled it every bit.
 

The middle Bear a chair had he
Of a middle-size and neat;
The Bear so little, small, and wee
A little, small, wee seat.
 

They, also, each one had a bed
To sleep upon at night:
The huge Bear’s was a great, huge bed,
In length, and width, and height.
 

The middle Bear laid down his head
On a bed of middle-size;
The wee Bear on a small, wee bed
Did nightly close his eyes.
 

One morn their porridge being made
And pour’d into each pot,
To taste it they were all afraid
It seem’d so boiling hot.
 

“A burnt child dreads the fire” — A Bear
Doth dread it just as much,
As these Bears proved, in taking care
Their porridge not to touch,
 

For they most cautious had become
From having once before
Their mouths severely burnt with some,
Which made them dance and roar!
 

They, therefore, let their breakfast be
Till it should cooler grow — 
And meantime for a walk the three
Into the wood did go.
 

And now a little old woman there
Came, whilst the Bears were out;
Through window, keyhole, everywhere,
She peep’d and peer’d about:
 

And then she lifted up the latch
And through the door she went,
For hold of all she could to snatch
No doubt was her intent.
 

The bears had left the door undone
Whilst strolling in the wood,
For they suspected harm from none
They were, themselves, so good.
 

The little old Dame had entered in,
And was well pleased to find
The porridge-pots, and that within
They held food of such kind.
 

Now has she waited till home came
The bears, most likely they
To breakfast might have asked the Dame,
And begg’d of her to stay.
 

But she was impudent and bold,
And cared for none a pin;
So quickly of a spoon laid hold
The porridge to dip in.
 

And first out of the great Bear’s Pot
The porridge she did taste,
Which proving to be very hot
She spat it out in haste.
 

She burn’d her mouth, at which half mad
She said a naughty word;
A naughty word it was and bad,
As ever could be heard.
 

The middle Bear’s she tasted next,
Which being rather cold,
She disappointed was, and vext,
And with bad words did scold.
 

But now to where the small, wee Bear
Had left his small, wee cup
She came, and soon the porridge there
By her was eaten up.
 

A wicked word she spoke again
As wicked as before,
Because this pot did not contain
Many a spoonful more.
 

Then down the little old woman sat
Within the huge Bear’s chair,
But much too hard for her was that,
And so she staid not there.
 

Next she tried the middle-sized one
And that too soft she found;
Then sat the small, wee chair upon,
Which fitted her all round.
 

Now here for sometime sat the Dame
Till half inclined to snore,
When out this wee chair’s bottom came
And her’s came to the floor
 

A wicked word about this too
She spoke — then went up-stairs,
And poked her ugly head into
The bed-room of the Bears.
 

And down upon the huge Bear’s bed
She lay, which was too high
To suit her little ugly head,
Which easy could not lie.
 

Then to the middle Bear’s she goes
And quick upon it got,
But at the foot too high it rose,
And so she liked it not.
 

Now down upon the small wee bed
She lay, and it was quite
The thing, both at the foot and head,
And fitted her just right.
 

Thus finding that it suited well
Within the clothes she crept;
Then into a slumber fell
And snug and soundly slept.
 

Although the morning sun shone bright
And birds did sweetly sing,
She slept, as if it had been night,
This sad, old, lazy thing.
 

The three Bears in their jackets rough
Now came in from the wood,
Thinking their porridge long enough
To cool itself had stood.
 

“Somebody has at my porridge been!”
 The huge Bear’s gruff voice cried;
For there the spoon was sticking in,
Which he left at the side.
 

“Somebody has at my Porridge been!”
 Then said the middle Bear,
For also in his pot was seen
The spoon, which made him stare.
 

These spoons were wooden spoons, not made
Of silver, else full soon
This wicked Dame would, I’m afraid,
Have pocketed each spoon.
 

The small Bear’s small voice said, as in
He peer’d to his wee cup,
“Somebody has at my porridge been,
And eaten it all up!”
 

On this the three Bears finding that
The while they had been out,
Some one the door had entered at
Began to look about.
 

“Somebody in my chair has sat!”
 With voice so gruff and great
The huge Bear said, when he saw that
His cushion was not straight.
 

“Somebody in my chair has been!”
 The middle Bear exclaim’d;
Seeing the cushion dinted in
By what may not be named.
 

Then said the little small wee Bear,
Looking his chair into,
“Some one’s been sitting in my chair,
And sat the bottom through!
 

Now having search’d the house below
Most Prudently these Bears,
Thought it just as well to go
And do the same up-stairs.
 

“Some one’s been lying in my bed!”
 Cried out the great huge Bear,
Who left his pillow at the head
And now it was not there.
 

“Some one’s been lying in my bed!”
 The middle Bear then cried,
For it was tumbled at the head
And at the foot and side.
 

And Now the little wee Bear said
With voice both small and shrill,
“Some one’s been lying in my bed — 
And here she’s lying still !”
 

The other Bears look’d at the bed,
And on the pillow-case
They saw her little dirty head
And little ugly face.
 

The little old woman had the deep
Voice of the huge Bear heard,
But she was in so sound a sleep
She neither woke nor stirr’d:
 

For it appear’d to her no more
Than thunder rumbling by,
Or than the angry winds, which roar,
And sweep along the sky.
 

And she had heard the middle Bear,
Whose middle voice did seem
To her asleep, as though it were
The voice but of a dream.
 

But when the small, wee Bear did speak,
She started up in bed,
His voice it was so shrill, the squeak
Shot through her ugly head.
 

She rubb’d her eyes, and when she saw
The three bears at her side,
She sprang full quick upon the floor — 
And then with hop and stride
 

She to the open window flew,
Which these good tidy Bears
Wide open every morning threw,
When shaved they went down stairs.
 

She lept out with a sudden bound,
And whether in her fall
She broke her neck upon the ground,
Or was not hurt at all,
 

Or whether to the wood she fled
And ‘mongst the trees was lost,
Or found a path which straightway led
To where the highways cross’d,
 

And there was by the Beadle caught
And taken into jail — 
This sad old woman good for naught! — 
Remains an untold tale.
 

THE END
 




1849 Silver-Hair Version
 

In a far-off country there was once a little girl who was called Silver-hair, because her curly hair shone brightly. She was a sad romp, and so restless that she could not be kept quiet at home, but must needs run out and away, without leave.

One day she started off into a wood to gather wild flowers, and into the fields to chase butterflies. She ran here and she ran there, and went so far, at last, that she found herself in a lonely place, where she saw a snug little house, in which three bears lived; but they were not then at home.

The door was ajar, and Silver-hair pushed it open and found the place to be quite empty, so she made up her mind to go in boldly, and look all about the place, little thinking what sort of people lived there.

Now the three bears had gone out to walk a little before this. They were the Big Bear, and the Middle-sized Bear, and the Little Bear; but they had left their porridge on the table to cool. So when Silver-hair came into the kitchen, she saw the three bowls of porridge. She tasted the largest bowl, which belonged to the Big Bear, and found it too cold; then she tasted the middle-sized bowl, which belonged to the Middle-sized Bear, and found it too hot; then she tasted the smallest bowl, which belonged to the Little Bear, and it was just right, and she ate it all.

 

She went into the parlour, and there were three chairs. She tried the biggest chair, which belonged to the Big Bear, and found it too high; then she tried the middle-sized chair, which belonged to the Middle-sized Bear, and she found it too broad; then she tried the little chair, which belonged to the Little Bear, and found it just right, but she sat in it so hard that she broke it.

Now Silver-hair was by this time very tired, and she went upstairs to the chamber, and there she found three beds. She tried the largest bed, which belonged to the Big Bear, and found it too soft; then she tried the middle-sized bed, which belonged to the Middle-sized Bear, and she found it too hard; then she tried the smallest bed, which belonged to the Little Bear, and found it just right, so she lay down upon it, and fell fast asleep.

While Silver-hair was lying fast asleep, the three bears came home from their walk. They came into the kitchen, to get their porridge, but when the Big Bear went to his, he growled out:

“SOMEBODY HAS BEEN TASTING MY PORRIDGE!”

and the Middle-sized Bear looked into his bowl, and said:

“Somebody Has Been Tasting My Porridge!”

and the Little Bear piped:

“Somebody has tasted my porridge and eaten it all up!”

Then they went into the parlour, and the Big Bear growled:

“SOMEBODY HAS BEEN SITTING IN MY CHAIR!”

and the Middle-sized Bear said:

“Somebody Has Been Sitting In My Chair!”

and the Little Bear piped:

“Somebody has been sitting in my chair, and has broken it all to pieces!”

So they went upstairs into the chamber, and the Big Bear growled:

“SOMEBODY HAS BEEN TUMBLING MY BED!”

and the Middle-sized Bear said:

“Somebody Has Been Tumbling My Bed!”

and the little Bear piped:

“Somebody has been tumbling my bed, and here she is!”

At that, Silver-hair woke in a fright, and jumped out of the window and ran away as fast as her legs could carry her, and never went near the Three Bears’ snug little house again.




1903 Golden Hair Version by W. W. Denslow
 

A LONG time ago in a cottage on the edge of a great forest there dwelt a little girl by the name of Golden Hair; she was an orphan and lived with her grandmother who loved her dearly. The grandmother was very old and so most of the house work was done by Golden Hair; but she was so young and strong she did not mind that a bit, for she had plenty of time to play and was merry the whole day long.

Although little Golden Hair lived far from other children she was never lonesome, for she had many friends and playmates in the wild creatures of the wood. The gentle, soft eyed deer would feed from her hand, and the wild birds would come at her musical call; for she knew their language and loved them well.

Golden Hair had never wandered far into the forest. But one day in the early autumn time, as she was gathering bright leaves and golden rod, she strayed farther than she knew and came upon a lonely, gray cabin under the mighty trees. A slab of wood beside the half open door told who lived within:

“Papa Bear, Mama Bear, and the Tiny Bear.”

“So this is where the jolly bears live!” said Golden Hair as he knocked upon the door. “I want to meet them.”

No answer came to her knocking, so she pushed the door wide open and walked in.

It was a most disorderly house, but a bright fire burned on the hearth, over which hung a big, black kettle of bubbling soup, while on the table, near by, were three yellow bowls of different sizes.

“A big bowl for Papa Bear, a medium sized bowl for Mamma Bear, and a little bowl for the Tiny Bear,” said Golden Hair.

“That soup smells good,” she went on to say, “but my! what an untidy house! I’ll put the place to rights while I am waiting for the bears to come home.”

So she went to work to sweep and dust and soon had the room in order. The she went into the bed room and made up the three beds: the big one for Papa bear, the medium sized one for Mamma Bear, and the little one for Tiny Bear she hustled and had everything as neat as a pin when in bounced the three jolly bears. For a moment the bears stood speechless, with wide open eyes, staring at Golden Hair, who stood, like a ray of sunshine in the dusky room; then they burst into loud laughter and her welcome to their home. When they saw how nice and clean it was, they thanked her heartily and invited her to share their dinner, for the soup was now ready and they were all hungry. Golden Hair spent the rest of the day with the three jolly bears “hi spy” and many new games which the bears taught her.

When the afternoon sun was sinking in the west the little girl said she must be getting home, for her grandma would be anxious about her. The three bears would not let her go alone, so they all set off together through the twilight woods, — a merry company.

 

Golden Hair rode upon the broad back of Papa Bear, while Mamma Bear and Tiny walked gaily on either side. In this way, before night had fallen, they came clear of the wood and up to the home of Golden Hair.

To be sure the grandmother was much surprised to see this shaggy company with her little Golden Hair, but when she saw how jolly they all were and how handy they were in helping Golden Hair get the supper, she was delighted to have them stay, and gave them welcome. Papa bear split the wood, brought it in, and built the fire; Mamma bear got the tea kettle and filled it with water that was carried from the well by the Tiny Bear, and soon they were able to sit down to a good supper of hot biscuit, wild honey, and pumpkin pie, with tea for the elders and nice sweet milk for Golden Hair and the Tiny Bear.

The grandmother liked the three bears so well and the bears were so delighted with the comforts of home that they all decided to live together for the general good.

Papa Bear would do the chores and stand guard over the house at night; Mamma Bear would do the housework under the direction of Golden Hair; while the Tiny Bear would wait upon grandmother and run errands for the household.

And so it came about that the three moved their three bowls and their three beds to the home of Golden Hair and her grandmother, the very next day; and from all accounts they were happy ever after. At any rate the fame of Golden Hair and the three bears spread far and wide through all the countryside, so that on holidays troops of children came to play with the four jolly friends.

The good natured bears were always anxious to please the children; they would get up games under the greenwood trees in the summer, and merry sports upon the icy lake or snowy hills in winter. They did their best to make life for all, one glad round of joy. Just how long they lived thus, no one seems to know; for it was a long, long time ago and nothing is left but a joyous memory of a happy golden time.
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Southey, 1795




RECOLLECTIONS OF THE LAKE POETS by Thomas De Quincey
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This is a collection of biographical essays, which were published by the essayist Thomas De Quincey in Tait’s Edinburgh Magazine between 1834 and 1840. De Quincey provided some of the earliest, best informed and most candid accounts of the Lake Poets, Southey, Wordsworth and Coleridge, as well as others in their circle. Together, the essays form a wealth of information about the Lake Poets and the Romantic Movement of poetry.

De Quincey wrote from direct personal familiarity, having known all three men during the first two decades of the nineteenth century. Writing about them twenty years later, De Quincey ignored the constraints and repressions typical of biography in his era, to produce realistic portraits. The essays are celebrated for having a ‘lively’, even ‘racy’ and gossipy tone, making them an engaging read. The amount of openness that De Quincey brought to his portraits of people that were either still living or recently dead was extremely rare, if not unprecedented, in present day literature and journalism, and so inevitably the essays provoked strong negative reactions. In the mid-1830s, when the essays were being published, Southey called De Quincey “a calumniator, cowardly spy, traitor, base betrayer of the hospitable social hearth” and “one of the greatest scoundrels living!” Some interested parties, however, responded more calmly. Coleridge’s daughter Sarah found De Quincey’s treatment of her father to be insightful and generally fair.

For the general interest of the reader, all of the Lake Poets essays have been included in this edition, including several essays not directly relevant to Southey.
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Thomas De Quincey (1785-1859) was an English essayist, best known for his Confessions of an English Opium-Eater (1821).
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CHAPTER I. A MANCHESTER SWEDENBORGIAN AND A LIVERPOOL LITERARY COTERIE
 

It was in the year 1801, whilst yet at school, that I made my first literary acquaintance. This was with a gentleman now dead, and little, at any time, known in the literary world; indeed, not at all; for his authorship was confined to a department of religious literature as obscure and as narrow in its influence as any that can be named — viz. Swedenborgianism.

Already, on the bare mention of that word, a presumption arises against any man, that, writing much (or writing at all) for a body of doctrines so apparently crazy as those of Mr. Swedenborg, a man must have bid adieu to all good sense and manliness of mind. Indeed, this is so much of a settled case, that even to have written against Mr. Swedenborg would be generally viewed as a suspicious act, requiring explanation, and not very easily admitting of it. Mr. Swedenborg I call him, because I understand that his title to call himself “Baron” is imaginary; or rather he never did call himself by any title of honour — that mistake having originated amongst his followers in this country, who have chosen to designate him as the “Honourable” and as the “Baron” Swedenborg, by way of translating, to the ear of England, some one or other of those irrepresentable distinctions, Legations-Rath, Hofrath, &c., which are tossed about with so much profusion in the courts of continental Europe, on both sides the Baltic. For myself, I cannot think myself qualified to speak of any man’s writings without a regular examination of some one or two among those which his admirers regard as his best performances. Yet, as any happened to fall in my way, I have looked into them; and the impression left upon my mind was certainly not favourable to their author. They laboured, to my feeling, with two opposite qualities of annoyance, but which I believe not uncommonly found united in lunatics — excessive dulness or matter-of-factness in the execution, with excessive extravagance in the conceptions. The result, at least, was most unhappy: for, of all writers, Swedenborg is the only one I ever heard of who has contrived to strip even the shadowy world beyond the grave of all its mystery and all its awe. From the very heaven of heavens, he has rent away the veil; no need for seraphs to “tremble while they gaze”; for the familiarity with which all objects are invested makes it impossible that even poor mortals should find any reason to tremble. Until I saw this book, I had not conceived it possible to carry an atmosphere so earthy, and steaming with the vapours of earth, into regions which, by early connexion in our infant thoughts with the sanctities of death, have a hold upon the reverential affections such as they rarely lose. In this view, I should conceive that Swedenborg, if it were at all possible for him to become a popular author, would, at the same time, become immensely mischievous. He would dereligionize men beyond all other authors whatsoever.

Little could this character of Swedenborg’s writings — this, indeed, least of all — have been suspected from the temper, mind, or manners of my new friend. He was the most spiritual-looking, the most saintly in outward aspect, of all human beings whom I have known throughout life. He was rather tall, pale, and thin; the most unfleshly, the most of a sublimated spirit dwelling already more than half in some purer world, that a poet could have imagined. He was already aged when I first knew him, a clergyman of the Church of England; which may seem strange in connexion with his Swedenborgianism; but he was, however, so. He was rector of a large parish in a large town, the more active duties of which parish were discharged by his curate; but much of the duties within the church were still discharged by himself, and with such exemplary zeal that his parishioners, afterwards celebrating the fiftieth anniversary, or golden jubilee of his appointment to the living (the twenty-fifth anniversary is called in German the silver — the fiftieth, the golden jubilee), went farther than is usual in giving a public expression and a permanent shape to their sentiments of love and veneration. I am surprised, on reflection, that this venerable clergyman should have been unvexed by Episcopal censures. He might, and I dare say would, keep back the grosser parts of Swedenborg’s views from a public display; but, in one point, it would not be easy for a man so conscientious to make a compromise between his ecclesiastical duty and his private belief; for I have since found, though I did not then know it, that Swedenborg held a very peculiar creed on the article of atonement. From the slight pamphlet which let me into this secret I could not accurately collect the exact distinctions of his creed; but it was very different from that of the English Church.

However, my friend continued unvexed for a good deal more than fifty years, enjoying that peace, external as well as internal, which, by so eminent a title, belonged to a spirit so evangelically meek and dovelike. I mention him chiefly for the sake of describing his interesting house and household, so different from all which belong to this troubled age, and his impressive style of living. The house seemed almost monastic; and yet it stood in the centre of one of the largest, busiest, noisiest towns in England; and the whole household seemed to have stepped out of their places in some Vandyke, or even some Titian, picture, from a forgotten century and another climate. On knocking at the door, which of itself seemed an outrage to the spirit of quietness which brooded over the place, you were received by an ancient manservant in the sober livery which belonged traditionally to Mr. — —’s family; for he was of a gentleman’s descent, and had had the most finished education of a gentleman. This venerable old butler put me in mind always, by his noiseless steps, of the Castle of Indolence, where the porter or usher walked about in shoes that were shod with felt, lest any rude echoes might be roused. An ancient housekeeper was equally venerable, equally gentle in her deportment, quiet in her movements, and inaudible in her tread. One or other of these upper domestics, — for the others rarely crossed my path, — ushered me always into some room expressing by its furniture, its pictures, and its coloured windows, the solemn tranquillity which, for half a century, had reigned in that mansion. Among the pictures were more than one of St. John, the beloved apostle, by Italian masters. Neither the features nor the expression were very wide of Mr. Clowes’s own countenance; and, had it been possible to forget the gross character of Swedenborg’s reveries, or to substitute for these fleshly dreams the awful visions of the Apocalypse, one might have imagined easily that the pure, saintly, and childlike evangelist had been once again recalled to this earth, and that this most quiet of mansions was some cell in the island of Patmos. Whence came the stained glass of the windows I know not, and whether it were stained or painted. The revolutions of that art are known from Horace Walpole’s account; and, nine years after this period, I found that, in Birmingham, where the art of staining glass was chiefly practised, no trifling sum was charged even for a vulgar lacing of no great breadth round a few drawing-room windows, which one of my friends thought fit to introduce as an embellishment. These windows, however, of my clerical friend were really “storied windows,” having Scriptural histories represented upon them. A crowning ornament to the library or principal room was a sweet-toned organ, ancient, and elaborately carved in its wood-work, at which my venerable friend readily sate down, and performed the music of anthems as often as I asked him, sometimes accompanying it with his voice, which was tremulous from old age, but neither originally unmusical, nor (as might be perceived) untrained.

Often, from the storms and uproars of this world, I have looked back upon this most quiet and, I believe, most innocent abode (had I said saintly I should hardly have erred), conneacting it in thought with Little Gidding, the famous mansion (in Huntingdonshire, I believe) of the Farrers, an interesting family in the reigns of James I. and Charles I. Of the Farrers there is a long and circumstantial biographical account, and of the conventual discipline maintained at Little Gidding. For many years it was the rule at Gidding — and it was the wish of the Farrers to have transmitted that practice through succeeding centuries — that a musical or cathedral service should be going on at every hour of night and day in the chapel of the mansion. Let the traveller, at what hour he would, morning or evening, summer or winter, and in what generation or century soever, happen to knock at the gate of Little Gidding, it was the purpose of Nicholas Farrer — a sublime purpose — that always he should hear the blare of the organ, sending upwards its surging volumes of melody, God’s worship for ever proceeding, anthems of praise for ever ascending, and jubilates echoing without end or known beginning. One stream of music, in fact, never intermitting, one vestal fire of devotional praise and thanksgiving, was to connect the beginnings with the ends of generations, and to link one century into another. Allowing for the sterner asceticism of N. Farrer — partly arising out of the times, partly out of personal character, and partly, perhaps, out of his travels in Spain — my aged friend’s arrangement of the day, and the training of his household, might seem to have been modelled on the plans of Mr. Farrer; whom, however, he might never have heard of. There was also, in each house, the same union of religion with some cultivation of the ornamental arts, or some expression of respect for them. In each case, a monastic severity, that might, under other circumstances, have terminated in the gloom of a La Trappe, had been softened by English sociality, and by the habits of a gentleman’s education, into a devotional pomp, reconcilable with Protestant views. When, however, remembering this last fact in Mr. Clowes’s case (the fact I mean of his liberal education), I have endeavoured to explain the possibility of one so much adorned by all the accomplishments of a high-bred gentleman, and one so truly pious, falling into the grossness, almost the sensuality, which appears to besiege the visions of Swedenborg, I fancy that the whole may be explained out of the same cause which occasionally may be descried, through a distance of two complete centuries, as weighing heavily upon the Farrers — viz. the dire monotony of daily life, when visited by no irritations either of hope or fear — no hopes from ambition, no fears from poverty.

Nearly (if not quite) sixty years did my venerable friend inhabit that same parsonage house, without any incident more personally interesting to himself than a cold or a sore throat. And I suppose that he resorted to Swedenborg — reluctantly, perhaps, at the first — as to a book of fairy tales connected with his professional studies. And one thing I am bound to add in candour, which may have had its weight with him, that more than once, on casually turning over a volume of Swedenborg, I have certainly found most curious and felicitous passages of comment — passages which extracted a brilliant meaning from numbers, circumstances, or trivial accidents, apparently without significance or object, and gave to things, without a place or a habitation in the critic’s regard, a value as hieroglyphics or cryptical ciphers, which struck me as elaborately ingenious. This acknowledgment I make not so much in praise of Swedenborg, whom I must still continue to think a madman, as in excuse for Mr. Clowes. It may easily be supposed that a person of Mr. Clowes’s consideration and authority was not regarded with indifference by the general body of the Swedenborgians. At his motion it was, I believe, that a society was formed for procuring and encouraging a translation into English of Swedenborg’s entire works, most of which are written in Latin. Several of these translations are understood to have been executed personally by Mr. Clowes; and in this obscure way, for anything I know, he may have been an extensive author. But it shows the upright character of the man that never, in one instance, did he seek to bias my opinions in this direction. Upon every other subject, he trusted me confidentially — and, notwithstanding my boyish years (15-16), as his equal. His regard for me, when thrown by accident in his way, had arisen upon his notice of my fervent simplicity, and my unusual thoughtfulness. Upon these merits, I had gained the honourable distinction of a general invitation to his house, without exception as to days and hours, when few others could boast of any admission at all. The common ground on which we met was literature — more especially the Greek and Roman literature; and much he exerted himself, in a spirit of the purest courtesy, to meet my animation upon these themes. But the interest on his part was too evidently a secondary interest in me, for whom he talked, and not in the subject: he spoke much from memory, as it were of things that he had once felt, and little from immediate sympathy with the author; and his animation was artificial, though his courtesy, which prompted the effort, was the truest and most unaffected possible.

The connexion between us must have been interesting to an observer; for, though I cannot say with Wordsworth, of old Daniel and his grandson, that there were “ninety good years of fair and foul weather” between us, there were, however, sixty, I imagine, at the least; whilst as a bond of connexion there was nothing at all that I know of beyond a common tendency to reverie, which is a bad link for a social connexion. The little ardour, meantime, with which he had, for many years, participated in the interests of this world, or all that it inherits, was now rapidly departing. Daily and consciously he was loosening all ties which bound him to earlier recollections; and, in particular, I remember — because the instance was connected with my last farewell visit, as it proved — that for some time he was engaged daily in renouncing with solemnity (though often enough in cheerful words) book after book of classical literature in which he had once taken particular delight. Several of these, after taking his final glance at a few passages to which a pencil reference in the margin pointed his eye, he delivered to me as memorials in time to come of himself. The last of the books given to me under these circumstances was a Greek “Odyssey,” in Clarke’s edition. “This,” said he, “is nearly the sole book remaining to me of my classical library — which, for some years, I have been dispersing amongst my friends. Homer I retained to the last, and the ‘Odyssey,’ by preference to the ‘Iliad,’ both in compliance with my own taste, and because this very copy was my chosen companion for evening amusement during my freshman’s term at Trinity College, Cambridge — whither I went early in the spring of 1743. Your own favourite Grecian is Euripides; but still you must value — we must all value — Homer. I, even as old as I am, could still read him with delight; and, as long as any merely human composition ought to occupy my time, I should have made an exception in behalf of this solitary author. But I am a soldier of Christ; the enemy, the last enemy, cannot be far off; sarcinas colligere is, at my age, the watchword for every faithful sentinel, hourly to keep watch and ward, to wait and to be vigilant. This very day I have taken my farewell glance at Homer, for I must no more be found seeking my pleasure amongst the works of man; and, that I may not be tempted to break my resolution, I make over this my last book to you.”

Words to this effect, uttered with his usual solemnity, accompanied his gift; and, at the same time, he added, without any separate comment, a little pocket Virgil — the one edited by Alexander Cunningham, the bitter antagonist of Bentley — with a few annotations placed at the end. The act was in itself a solemn one; something like taking the veil for a nun — a final abjuration of the world’s giddy agitations. And yet to him — already and for so long a time linked so feebly to anything that could be called the world, and living in a seclusion so profound — it was but as if an anchorite should retire from his outer to his inner cell. Me, however, it impressed powerfully in after years; because this act of self-dedication to the next world, and of parting from the intellectual luxuries of this, was also, in fact, though neither of us at the time knew it to be such, the scene of his final parting with myself. Immediately after his solemn speech, on presenting me with the “Odyssey,” he sat down to the organ, sang a hymn or two, then chanted part of the liturgy, and, finally, at my request, performed the anthem so well known in the English Church service — the collect for the seventh Sunday after Trinity — (Lord of all power and might, &c.) It was summer — about half after nine in the evening; the light of day was still lingering, and just strong enough to illuminate the Crucifixion, the Stoning of the Protomartyr, and other grand emblazonries of the Christian faith, which adorned the rich windows of his library. Knowing the early hours of his household, I now received his usual fervent adieus — which, without the words, had the sound and effect of a benediction — felt the warm pressure of his hand, saw dimly the outline of his venerable figure, more dimly his saintly countenance, and quitted that gracious presence, which, in this world, I was destined no more to revisit. The night was one in the first half of July 1802; in the second half of which, or very early in August, I quitted school clandestinely, and consequently the neighbourhood of Mr. Clowes. Some years after, I saw his death announced in all the public journals, as having occurred at Leamington Spa, then in the springtime of its medicinal reputation. Farewell, early friend! holiest of men whom it has been my lot to meet! Yes, I repeat, thirty-five years are past since then, and I have yet seen few men approaching to this venerable clergyman in paternal benignity — none certainly in child-like purity, apostolic holiness, or in perfect alienation of heart from the spirit of this fleshly world.

I have delineated the habits and character of Mr. Clowes at some length, chiefly because a connexion is rare and interesting between parties so widely asunder in point of age — one a schoolboy, and the other almost an octogenarian, to quote a stanza from one of the most spiritual sketches of Wordsworth — 

“We talked with open heart and tongue, Affectionate and free — A pair of friends, though I was young, And Matthew seventy-three.”

I have stated a second reason for this record, in the fact that Mr. Clowes was the first of my friends who had any connexion with the press. At one time I have reason to believe that this connexion was pretty extensive, though not publicly avowed, and so far from being lucrative that at first I believe it to have been expensive to him, and whatever profits might afterwards arise were applied, as much of his regular income, to the benefit of others. Here, again, it seems surprising that a spirit so beneficent and, in the amplest sense, charitable, could coalesce in any views with Swedenborg, who, in some senses, was not charitable. Swedenborg had been scandalized by a notion which, it seems, he found prevalent amongst the poor of the Continent — viz., that, if riches were a drag and a negative force on the road to religious perfection, poverty must be positive title per se to the favour of Heaven. Grievously offended with this error, he came almost to hate poverty as a presumptive indication of this offensive heresy; scarcely would he allow it an indirect value, as removing in many cases the occasions or incitements of evil. No: being in itself neutral and indifferent, he argued that it had become erroneously a ground of presumptuous hope; whilst the rich man, aware of his danger, was, in some degree, armed against it by fear and humility. And, in this course of arguing and of corresponding feeling, Mr. Swedenborg had come to hate the very name of a poor candidate for Heaven, as bitterly as a sharking attorney hates the applications of a pauper client. Yet so entirely is it true that “to the pure, all things are pure,” and that perfect charity “thinketh no ill,” but is gifted with a power to transmute all things into its own resemblance — so entirely is all this true, that this most spiritual, and, as it were, disembodied of men, could find delight in the dreams of the very “fleshliest incubus” that has intruded amongst heavenly objects; and, secondly, this benignest of men found his own pure feelings not outraged by one who threw a withering scowl over the far larger half of his fellow-creatures.

 

Concurrently with this acquaintance, so impressive and so elevating to me, from the unusual sanctity of Mr. Clowes’s character, I formed another with a well-known coterie, more avowedly, and in a more general sense, literary, resident at Liverpool or its neighbourhood. In my sixteenth year  I had accompanied my mother and family on a summer’s excursion to Everton, a well-known village upon the heights immediately above Liverpool; though by this time I believe it has thrown out so many fibres of connexion as to have become a mere quarter or suburban “process” (to speak by anatomical phrase) of the great town below it. In those days, however, distant by one third of a century from ours, Everton was still a distinct village (for a mile of ascent is worth three of level ground in the way of effectual separation); it was delightfully refreshed by marine breezes, though raised above the sea so far that its thunders could be heard only under favourable circumstances. There we had a cottage for some months; and the nearest of our neighbours happened to be that Mr. Clarke, the banker, to whom acknowledgments are made in the Lorenzo the Magnificent, for aid in procuring MSS. and information from Italy. This gentleman called on my mother, merely in the general view of offering neighbourly attentions to a family of strangers. I, as the eldest of my brothers, and already with strong literary propensities, had received a general invitation to his house. Thither I went, indeed, early and late; and there I met Mr. Roscoe, Dr. Currie (who had just at that time published his Life and Edition of Burns), and Mr. Shepherd of Gatacre, the author of some works on Italian literature (particularly a Life of Poggio Bracciolini), and, since then, well known to all England by his Reform politics.

There were other members of this society — some, like myself, visitors merely to that neighbourhood; but those I have mentioned were the chief. Here I had an early opportunity of observing the natural character and tendencies of merely literary society — by which society I mean all such as, having no strong distinctions in power of thinking or in native force of character, are yet raised into circles of pretension and mark by the fact of having written a book, or of holding a notorious connexion with some department or other of the periodical press. No society is so vapid and uninteresting in its natural quality, none so cheerless and petrific in its influence upon others. Ordinary people, in such company, are in general repressed from uttering with cordiality the natural expression of their own minds or temperaments, under a vague feeling of some peculiar homage due, or at least customarily paid, to those lions: such people are no longer at their ease, or masters of their own natural motions in their own natural freedom; whilst indemnification of any sort is least of all to be looked for from the literary dons who have diffused this unpleasant atmosphere of constraint. They disable others, and yet do nothing themselves to fill up the void they have created. One and all — unless by accident people of unusual originality, power, and also nerve, so as to be able without trepidation to face the expectations of men — the literary class labour under two opposite disqualifications for a good tone of conversation. From causes visibly explained, they are either spoiled by the vices of reserve, and of over-consciousness directed upon themselves — this is one extreme; or, where manliness of mind has prevented this, beyond others of equal or inferior natural power, they are apt to be desperately commonplace. The first defect is an accident arising out of the rarity of literary pretensions, and would rapidly subside as the proportion became larger of practising literati to the mass of educated people. But the other is an adjunct scarcely separable from the ordinary prosecution of a literary career, and growing in fact out of literature per se, as literature is generally understood. That same day, says Homer, which makes a man a slave robs him of half his value. That same hour which first awakens a child to the consciousness of being observed, and to the sense of admiration, strips it of its freedom and unpremeditated graces of motion. Awkwardness at the least — and too probably, as a consequence of that, affectation and conceit — follow hard upon the consciousness of special notice or admiration. The very attempt to disguise embarrassment too often issues in a secondary and more marked embarrassment.

Another mode of reserve arises with some literary men, who believe themselves to be in possession of novel ideas. Cordiality of communication, or ardour of dispute, might betray them into a revelation of those golden thoughts, sometimes into a necessity of revealing them, since, without such aid, it might be impossible to maintain theirs in the discussion. On this principle it was — a principle of deliberate unsocial reserve — that Adam Smith is said to have governed his conversation; he professed to put a bridle on his words, lest by accident a pearl should drop out of his lips amongst the vigilant bystanders. And in no case would he have allowed himself to be engaged in a disputation, because both the passions of dispute and the necessities of dispute are alike apt to throw men off their guard. A most unamiable reason it certainly is, which places a man in one constant attitude of self-protection against petty larceny. And yet, humiliating as that may be to human nature, the furtive propensities or instincts of petty larceny are diffused most extensively through all ranks — directed, too, upon a sort of property far more tangible and more ignoble, as respects the possible motives of the purloiner, than any property in subjects purely intellectual. Rather more than ten years ago, a literary man of the name of Alton published, some little time before his own death, a very searching essay upon this chapter of human integrity — arraying a large list of common cases (cases of hats, gloves, umbrellas, books, newspapers, &c.) where the claim of ownership, left to itself and unsupported by accidents of shame and exposure, appeared to be weak indeed amongst classes of society prescriptively “respectable.” And yet, for a double reason, literary larceny is even more to be feared; both because it is countenanced by a less ignoble quality of temptation, and because it is far more easy of achievement — so easy, indeed, that it may be practised without any clear accompanying consciousness.

I have myself witnessed or been a party to a case of the following kind: — A new truth — suppose for example, a new doctrine or a new theory — was communicated to a very able man in the course of conversation, not didactically, or directly as a new truth, but polemically, — communicated as an argument in the current of a dispute. What followed? Necessarily it followed that a very able man would not be purely passive in receiving this new truth; that he would co-operate with the communicator in many ways — as by raising objections, by half dissipating his own objections, and in a variety of other co-agencies. In such cases, a very clever man does in effect half-generate the new idea for himself, but then he does this entirely under your leading; you stand ready at each point of possible deviation, to warn him away from the wrong turn — from the turn which leads nowhither or the turn which leads astray. Yet the final result has been that the catechumen, under the full consciousness of self-exertion, has so far confounded his just and true belief of having contributed to the evolution of the doctrine, quoad his own apprehension of it, with the far different case of having evolved the truth itself into light, as to go off with the firm impression that the doctrine had been a product of his own. There is therefore ground enough for the jealousy of Adam Smith, since a robbery may be committed unconsciously; though, by the way, it is not a peril peculiarly applicable to himself, who has not so much succeeded in discovering new truths as in establishing a logical connexion amongst old ones.

On the other hand, it is not by reserve, whether of affectation or of Smithian jealousy, that the majority of literary people offend — at least not by the latter; for, so far from having much novelty to protect against pirates, the most general effect of literary pursuits is to tame down all points of originality to one standard of insipid monotony. I shall not go into the reasons for this. I make my appeal to the matter of fact. Try a Parisian populace, very many of whom are highly cultivated by reading, against a body of illiterate rustics. Mr. Scott of Aberdeen, in his “Second Tour to Paris” (1815), tells us that, on looking over the shoulder of poor stall women selling trifles in the street, he usually found them reading Voltaire, Rousseau, or even (as I think he adds) Montesquieu; but, notwithstanding the polish which such reading both presumes as a previous condition and produces as a natural effect, yet no people could be more lifeless in their minds, or more barren of observing faculties, than they; and so he describes them. Words! words! nothing but words! On the other hand, listen to the conversation of a few scandalous village dames collected at a tea-table. Vulgar as the spirit may be which possesses them, and not seldom malicious, still how full of animation and of keen perception it will generally be found, and of a learned spirit of connoisseurship in human character, by comparison with the fade generalities and barren recollections of mere literati!

All this was partially illustrated in the circle to which I was now presented. Mr. Clarke was not an author, and he was by much the most interesting person of the whole. He had travelled, and, particularly, he had travelled in Italy — then an aristocratic distinction; had a small, but interesting, picture gallery; and, at this time, amused himself by studying Greek, for which purpose he and myself met at sunrise every morning through the summer, and read Æschylus together. These meetings, at which we sometimes had the company of any stranger who might happen to be an amateur in Greek, were pleasant enough to my schoolboy vanity — placing me in the position of teacher and guide to men old enough to be my grandfathers. But the dinner parties, at which the literati sometimes assembled in force, were far from being equally amusing. Mr. Roscoe was simple and manly in his demeanour; but there was the feebleness of a mere belle-lettrist, a mere man of virtù, in the style of his sentiments on most subjects. Yet he was a politician, and took an ardent interest in politics, and wrote upon politics — all which are facts usually presuming some vigour of mind. And he wrote, moreover, on the popular side, and with a boldness which, in that day, when such politics were absolutely disreputable, seemed undeniably to argue great moral courage. But these were accidents arising out of his connexion with the Whig party, or (to speak more accurately) with the Opposition party in Parliament; by whom he was greatly caressed. Mr. Fox, the Duchess of Devonshire, Mr. Sheridan, and all the powers on that side of the question, showed him the most marked attention in a great variety of forms; and this it was, not any native propensity for such speculations, which drove him into pamphleteering upon political questions. Mr. Fox (himself the very feeblest of party writers) was probably sincere in his admiration of Mr. Roscoe’s pamphlets; and did seriously think him, as I know that he described him in private letters, an antagonist well matched against Burke; and that he afterwards became in form. The rest of the world wondered at his presumption, or at his gross miscalculation of his own peculiar powers. An eminent person, in after years (about 1815), speaking to me of Mr. Roscoe’s political writings, especially those which had connected his name with Burke, declared that he always felt of him in that relation not so much as of a feeble man, but absolutely as of a Sporus (that was his very expression), or a man emasculated. Right or wrong in his views, he showed the most painful defect of good sense and prudence in confronting his own understanding, so plain and homely, with the Machiavelian Briareus of a hundred arms — the Titan whom he found in Burke; all the advantages of a living antagonist over a dead one could not compensate odds so fearful in original power.

It was a striking illustration of the impotence of mere literature against natural power and mother wit that the only man who was considered indispensable in these parties, for giving life and impulse to their vivacity, was a tailor; and not, I was often assured, a person deriving a designation from the craft of those whose labours he supported as a capitalist, but one who drew his own honest daily bread from his own honest needle, except when he laid it aside for the benefit of drooping literati, who needed to be watered with his wit. Wit, perhaps, in a proper sense, he had not — it was rather drollery, and sometimes even buffoonery.

These, in the lamentable absence of the tailor, could be furnished of an inferior quality by Mr. Shepherd, who (as may be imagined from this fact) had but little dignity in private life. I know not how far he might alter in these respects; but certainly, at the time (1801-2), he was decidedly, or could be, a buffoon, and seemed even ambitious of the title, by courting notice for his grotesque manner and coarse stories, more than was altogether compatible with the pretensions of a scholar and a clergyman. I must have leave to think that such a man could not have emerged from any great University, or from any but a sectarian training. Indeed, about Poggio himself there were circumstances which would have indisposed any regular clergyman of the Church of England, or of the Scottish Kirk, to usher him into the literature of his country. With what coarseness and low buffoonery have I heard this Mr. Shepherd in those days run down the bishops then upon the bench, but especially those of any public pretensions or reputation, as Horsley and Porteus, and, in connexion with them, the pious Mrs. Hannah More! Her he could not endure.

Of this gentleman, having said something disparaging, I am bound to go on and add, that I believe him to have been at least a truly upright man — talking often wildly, but incapable of doing a conscious wrong to any man, be his party what it might; and, in the midst of fun or even buffoonery, a real, and, upon occasion, a stern patriot, Mr. Canning and others he opposed to the teeth upon the Liverpool hustings, and would take no bribe, as others did, from literary feelings of sympathy, or (which is so hard for an amiable mind to resist) from personal applications of courtesy and respect. Amusing it is to look back upon any political work of Mr. Shepherd’s, as upon his “Tour to France,” published in 1815, and to know that the pale pink of his Radicalism was then accounted deep, deep scarlet.

Nothing can better serve to expound the general force of intellect amongst the Liverpool coterie than the quality of their poetry, and the general standard which they set up in poetry. Not that even in their errors, as regarded poetry, they were of a magnitude to establish any standard or authority in their own persons. Imitable or seducing there could be nothing in persons who wrote verses occasionally, and as a παρεργον (parergon) or by-labour, and were themselves the most timid of imitators. But to me, who, in that year, 1801, already knew of a grand renovation of poetic power — of a new birth in poetry, interesting not so much to England as to the human mind — it was secretly amusing to contrast the little artificial usages of their petty traditional knack with the natural forms of a divine art — the difference being pretty much as between an American lake, Ontario, or Superior, and a carp pond or a tench preserve. Mr. Roscoe had just about this time published a translation from the Balia of Luigi Tansillo — a series of dullish lines, with the moral purpose of persuading young women to suckle their own children. The brilliant young Duchess of Devonshire, some half century ago, had, for a frolic — a great lady’s caprice — set a precedent in this way; against which, however, in that rank, medical men know that there is a good deal to be said; and in ranks more extensive than those of the Duchess it must be something of an Irish bull to suppose any general neglect of this duty, since, upon so large a scale, whence could come the vicarious nurses? There is, therefore, no great sense in the fundamental idea of the poem, because the abuse denounced cannot be large enough; but the prefatory sonnet, addressed to the translator’s wife, as one at whose maternal breast “six sons successive” had hung in infancy — this is about the one sole bold, natural thought, or natural expression of feeling, to which Mr. Roscoe had committed himself in verse. Everywhere else, the most timid and blind servility to the narrowest of conventional usages, conventional ways of viewing things, conventional forms of expression, marks the style. For example, Italy is always Italia, Scotland Scotia, France Gallia; so inveterately had the mind, in this school of feeling, been trained, alike in the highest things and in the lowest, to a horror of throwing itself boldly upon the great realities of life: even names must be fictions for their taste. Yet what comparison between “France, an Ode,” and “Gallia, an Ode”?

Dr. Currie was so much occupied with his professional duties that of him I saw but little. His edition of Burns was just then published (I think in that very month), and in everybody’s hands. At that time, he was considered not unjust to the memory of the man, and (however constitutionally phlegmatic, or with little enthusiasm, at least in external show) not much below the mark in his appreciation of the poet.

So stood matters some twelve or fourteen years; after which period a “craze” arose on the subject of Burns, which allowed no voice to be heard but that of zealotry and violent partisanship. The first impulse to this arose out of an oblique collision between Lord Jeffrey and Mr. Wordsworth; the former having written a disparaging critique upon Burns’s pretensions — a little, perhaps, too much coloured by the fastidiousness of long practice in the world, but, in the main, speaking some plain truths on the quality of Burns’s understanding, as expressed in his epistolary compositions. Upon which, in his celebrated letter to Mr. James Gray, the friend of Burns, himself a poet, and then a master in the High School of Edinburgh, Mr. Wordsworth commented with severity, proportioned rather to his personal resentments towards Lord Jeffrey than to the quantity of wrong inflicted upon Burns. Mr. Wordsworth’s letter, in so far as it was a record of embittered feeling, might have perished; but, as it happened to embody some profound criticisms, applied to the art of biography, and especially to the delicate task of following a man of original genius through his personal infirmities or his constitutional aberrations — this fact, and its relation to Burns and the author’s name, have all combined to embalm it. Its momentary effect, in conjunction with Lord Jeffrey’s article, was to revive the interest (which for some time had languished under the oppression of Sir Walter Scott and Lord Byron) in all that related to Burns. Fresh Lives appeared in a continued succession, until, upon the death of Lord Byron in 1824, Mr. Allan Cunningham, who had personally known Burns, so far as a boy could know a mature man, gave a new impulse to the interest, by an impressive paper in which he contrasted the circumstances of Burns’s death with those of Lord Byron’s, and also the two funerals — both of which, one altogether, and the other in part, Mr. Cunningham had personally witnessed. A man of genius, like Mr. Cunningham, throws a new quality of interest upon all which he touches; and, having since brought fresh research and the illustrative power of the arts to bear upon the subject, and all this having gone on concurrently with the great modern revolution in literature — that is, the great extension of a popular interest, through the astonishing reductions of price — the result is, that Burns has, at length, become a national, and, therefore, in a certain sense, a privileged subject; which, in a perfect sense, he was not, until the controversial management of his reputation had irritated the public attention. Dr. Currie did not address the same alert condition of the public feeling, nor, by many hundred degrees, so diffused a condition of any feeling which might imperfectly exist, as a man must consciously address in these days, whether as the biographer or the critic of Burns. The lower-toned enthusiasm of the public was not of a quality to irritate any little enthusiasm which the worthy Doctor might have felt. The public of that day felt with regard to Burns exactly as with regard to Bloomfield — not that the quality of his poems was then the staple of the interest, but the extraordinary fact that a ploughman or a lady’s shoemaker should have written any poems at all. The sole difference in the two cases, as regarded by the public of that day, was that Burns’s case was terminated by a premature, and, for the public, a very sudden death: this gave a personal interest to his case which was wanting in the other; and a direct result of this was that his executors were able to lay before the world a series of his letters recording his opinions upon a considerable variety of authors, and his feelings under many ordinary occasions of life.

Dr. Currie, therefore, if phlegmatic, as he certainly was, must be looked upon as upon a level with the public of his own day — a public how different, different by how many centuries, from the world of this present 1837! One thing I remember which powerfully illustrates the difference. Burns, as we all know, with his peculiarly wild and almost ferocious spirit of independence, came a generation too soon. In this day, he would have been forced to do that, clamorously called upon to do that, and would have found his pecuniary interest in doing that, which in his own generation merely to attempt doing loaded him with the reproach of Jacobinism. It must be remembered that the society of Liverpool wits on whom my retrospect is now glancing were all Whigs — all, indeed, fraternizers with French Republicanism. Yet so it was that — not once, not twice, but daily almost, in the numerous conversations naturally elicited by this Liverpool monument to Burns’s memory — I heard every one, clerk or layman, heartily agreeing to tax Burns with ingratitude and with pride falsely directed, because he sate uneasily or restively under the bridle-hand of his noble self-called “patrons.” Aristocracy, then, the essential spirit of aristocracy — this I found was not less erect and clamorous amongst partisan democrats — democrats who were such merely in a party sense of supporting his Majesty’s Opposition against his Majesty’s Servants — than it was or could be among the most bigoted of the professed feudal aristocrats. For my part, at this moment, when all the world was reading Currie’s monument to the memory of Burns and the support of his family, I felt and avowed my feeling most loudly — that Burns was wronged, was deeply, memorably wronged. A £10 bank note, by way of subscription for a few copies of an early edition of his poems — this is the outside that I could ever see proof given of Burns having received anything in the way of patronage; and doubtless this would have been gladly returned, but from the dire necessity of dissembling.

Lord Glencairn is the “patron” for whom Burns appears to have felt the most sincere respect. Yet even he — did he give him more than a seat at his dinner table? Lord Buchan again, whose liberalities are by this time pretty well appreciated in Scotland, exhorts Burns, in a tone of one preaching upon a primary duty of life, to exemplary gratitude towards a person who had given him absolutely nothing at all. The man has not yet lived to whose happiness it was more essential that he should live unencumbered by the sense of obligation; and, on the other hand, the man has not lived upon whose independence as professing benefactors so many people practised, or who found so many others ready to ratify and give value to their pretences. Him, whom beyond most men nature had created with the necessity of conscious independence, all men besieged with the assurance that he was, must be, ought to be dependent; nay, that it was his primary duty to be grateful for his dependence. I have not looked into any edition of Burns, except once for a quotation, since this year 1801 — when I read the whole of Currie’s edition, and had opportunities of meeting the editor — and once subsequently, upon occasion of a fifth or supplementary volume being published. I know not, therefore, how this matter has been managed by succeeding editors, such as Allan Cunningham, far more capable of understanding Burns’s situation, from the previous struggles of their own honourable lives, and Burns’s feelings, from something of congenial power.

I, in this year, 1801, when in the company of Dr. Currie, did not forget, and, with some pride I say that I stood alone in remembering, the very remarkable position of Burns: not merely that, with his genius, and with the intellectual pretensions generally of his family, he should have been called to a life of early labour, and of labour unhappily not prosperous, but also that he, by accident about the proudest of human spirits, should have been by accident summoned, beyond all others, to eternal recognitions of some mysterious gratitude which he owed to some mysterious patrons little and great, whilst yet, of all men, perhaps, he reaped the least obvious or known benefit from any patronage that has ever been put on record. Most men, if they reap little from patronage, are liberated from the claims of patronage, or, if they are summoned to a galling dependency, have at least the fruits of their dependency. But it was this man’s unhappy fate — with an early and previous irritability on this very point — to find himself saddled, by his literary correspondents, with all that was odious in dependency, whilst he had every hardship to face that is most painful in unbefriended poverty.

On this view of the case, I talked, then, being a schoolboy, with and against the first editor of Burns: — I did not, and I do not, profess to admire the letters (that is, the prose), all or any, of Burns. I felt that they were liable to the charges of Lord Jeffrey, and to others beside; that they do not even express the natural vigour of Burns’s mind, but are at once vulgar, tawdry, coarse, and commonplace; neither was I a person to affect any profound sympathy with the general character and temperament of Burns, which has often been described as “of the earth, earthy” — unspiritual — animal — beyond those of most men equally intellectual. But still I comprehended his situation; I had for ever ringing in my ears, during that summer of 1801, those groans which ascended to heaven from his over-burthened heart — those harrowing words, “To give him leave to toil,” which record almost a reproach to the ordinances of God — and I felt that upon him, amongst all the children of labour, the primal curse had fallen heaviest and sunk deepest. Feelings such as these I had the courage to express: a personal compliment, or so, I might now and then hear; but all were against me on the matter. Dr. Currie said—”Poor Burns! such notions had been his ruin”; Mr. Shepherd continued to draw from the subject some scoff or growl at Mr. Pitt and the Excise; the laughing tailor told us a good story of some proud beggar; Mr. Clarke proposed that I should write a Greek inscription for a cenotaph which he was to erect in his garden to the memory of Burns; — and so passed away the solitary protestation on behalf of Burns’s jacobinism, together with the wine and the roses, and the sea-breezes of that same Everton, in that same summer of 1801. Mr. Roscoe is dead, and has found time since then to be half forgotten; Dr. Currie, the physician, has been found “unable to heal himself”; Mr. Shepherd of Gatacre is a name and a shadow; Mr. Clarke is a shadow without a name; the tailor, who set the table in a roar, is dust and ashes; and three men at the most remain of all who in those convivial meetings held it right to look down upon Burns as upon one whose spirit was rebellious overmuch against the institutions of man, and jacobinical in a sense which “men of property” and master manufacturers will never brook, albeit democrats by profession.




CHAPTER II. SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE
 

It was, I think, in the month of August, but certainly in the summer season, and certainly in the year 1807, that I first saw this illustrious man. My knowledge of him as a man of most original genius began about the year 1799. A little before that time Wordsworth had published the first edition (in a single volume) of the “Lyrical Ballads,” and into this had been introduced Mr. Coleridge’s poem of the “Ancient Mariner,” as the contribution of an anonymous friend. It would be directing the reader’s attention too much to myself if I were to linger upon this, the greatest event in the unfolding of my own mind. Let me say, in one word, that, at a period when neither the one nor the other writer was valued by the public — both having a long warfare to accomplish of contumely and ridicule before they could rise into their present estimation — I found in these poems “the ray of a new morning,” and an absolute revelation of untrodden worlds teeming with power and beauty as yet unsuspected amongst men. I may here mention that, precisely at the same time, Professor Wilson, entirely unconnected with myself, and not even known to me until ten years later, received the same startling and profound impressions from the same volume. With feelings of reverential interest, so early and so deep, pointing towards two contemporaries, it may be supposed that I inquired eagerly after their names. But these inquiries were self-baffled; the same deep feelings which prompted my curiosity causing me to recoil from all casual opportunities of pushing the inquiry, as too generally lying amongst those who gave no sign of participating in my feelings; and, extravagant as this may seem, I revolted with as much hatred from coupling my question with any occasion of insult to the persons whom it respected, as a primitive Christian from throwing frankincense upon the altars of Cæsar, or a lover from giving up the name of his beloved to the coarse license of a Bacchanalian party. It is laughable to record for how long a period my curiosity in this particular was thus self-defeated. Two years passed before I ascertained the two names. Mr. Wordsworth published his in the second and enlarged edition of the poems; and for Mr. Coleridge’s I was “indebted” to a private source; but I discharged that debt ill, for I quarrelled with my informant for what I considered his profane way of dealing with a subject so hallowed in my own thoughts. After this I searched, east and west, north and south, for all known works or fragments of the same authors. I had read, therefore, as respects Mr. Coleridge, the Allegory which he contributed to Mr. Southey’s “Joan of Arc.” I had read his fine Ode entitled “France,” his Ode to the Duchess of Devonshire, and various other contributions, more or less interesting, to the two volumes of the “Anthology” published at Bristol, about 1799-1800, by Mr. Southey; and, finally, I had, of course, read the small volume of poems published under his own name. These, however, as a juvenile and immature collection, made expressly with a view to pecuniary profit, and therefore courting expansion at any cost of critical discretion, had in general greatly disappointed me.

Meantime, it had crowned the interest which to me invested his name, that about the year 1804 or 1805 I had been informed by a gentleman from the English Lakes, who knew him as a neighbour, that he had for some time applied his whole mind to metaphysics and psychology — which happened to be my own absorbing pursuit. From 1803 to 1808, I was a student at Oxford; and, on the first occasion when I could conveniently have sought for a personal knowledge of one whom I contemplated with so much admiration, I was met by a painful assurance that he had quitted England, and was then residing at Malta, in the quality of secretary to the Governor. I began to inquire about the best route to Malta; but, as any route at that time promised an inside place in a French prison, I reconciled myself to waiting; and at last, happening to visit the Bristol Hotwells in the summer of 1807, I had the pleasure to hear that Coleridge was not only once more upon English ground, but within forty and odd miles of my own station. In that same hour I bent my way to the south; and, before evening, reaching a ferry on the river Bridgewater, at a village called, I think, Stogursey (i.e., Stoke de Courcy, by way of distinction from some other Stoke), I crossed it, and a few miles farther attained my object — viz., the little town of Nether Stowey, amongst the Quantock Hills. Here I had been assured that I should find Mr. Coleridge, at the house of his old friend Mr. Poole. On presenting myself, however, to that gentleman, I found that Coleridge was absent at Lord Egmont’s, an elder brother (by the father’s side) of Mr. Perceval, the Prime Minister, assassinated five years later; and, as it was doubtful whether he might not then be on the wing to another friend’s in the town of Bridgewater, I consented willingly, until his motions should be ascertained, to stay a day or two with this Mr. Poole — a man on his own account well deserving a separate notice; for, as Coleridge afterwards remarked to me, he was almost an ideal model for a useful member of Parliament. I found him a stout, plain-looking farmer, leading a bachelor life, in a rustic, old-fashioned house; the house, however, upon further acquaintance, proving to be amply furnished with modern luxuries, and especially with a good library, superbly mounted in all departments bearing at all upon political philosophy; and the farmer turning out a polished and liberal Englishman, who had travelled extensively, and had so entirely dedicated himself to the service of his humble fellow-countrymen — the hewers of wood and drawers of water in this southern part of Somersetshire — that for many miles round he was the general arbiter of their disputes, the guide and counsellor of their difficulties; besides being appointed executor and guardian to his children by every third man who died in or about the town of Nether Stowey.

The first morning of my visit, Mr. Poole was so kind as to propose, knowing my admiration of Wordsworth, that we should ride over to Alfoxton — a place of singular interest to myself, as having been occupied in his unmarried days by that poet, during the minority of Mr. St. Aubyn, its present youthful proprietor. At this delightful spot, the ancient residence of an ancient English family, and surrounded by those ferny Quantock Hills which are so beautifully glanced at in the poem of “Ruth,” Wordsworth, accompanied by his sister, had passed a good deal of the interval between leaving the University (Cambridge) and the period of his final settlement amongst his native lakes of Westmoreland: some allowance, however, must be made — but how much I do not accurately know — for a long residence in France, for a short one in North Germany, for an intermitting one in London, and for a regular domestication with his sister at Race Down in Dorsetshire.

Returning late from this interesting survey, we found ourselves without company at dinner; and, being thus seated tête-à-tête, Mr. Poole propounded the following question to me, which I mention because it furnished me with the first hint of a singular infirmity besetting Coleridge’s mind:—”Pray, my young friend, did you ever form any opinion, or, rather, did it ever happen to you to meet with any rational opinion or conjecture of others, upon that most revolting dogma of Pythagoras about beans? You know what I mean: that monstrous doctrine in which he asserts that a man might as well, for the wickedness of the thing, eat his own grandmother as meddle with beans.”

“Yes,” I replied; “the line is, I believe, in the Golden Verses. I remember it well.”

P.—”True: now, our dear excellent friend Coleridge, than whom God never made a creature more divinely endowed, yet, strange it is to say, sometimes steals from other people, just as you or I might do; I beg your pardon — just as a poor creature like myself might do, that sometimes have not wherewithal to make a figure from my own exchequer: and the other day, at a dinner party, this question arising about Pythagoras and his beans, Coleridge gave us an interpretation which, from his manner, I suspect to have been not original. Think, therefore, if you have anywhere read a plausible solution.”

“I have: and it was a German author. This German, understand, is a poor stick of a man, not to be named on the same day with Coleridge: so that, if Coleridge should appear to have robbed him, be assured that he has done the scamp too much honour.”

P.—”Well: what says the German?”

 

“Why, you know the use made in Greece of beans in voting and balloting? Well: the German says that Pythagoras speaks symbolically; meaning that electioneering, or, more generally, all interference with political intrigues, is fatal to a philosopher’s pursuits and their appropriate serenity. Therefore, says he, follower of mine, abstain from public affairs as you would from parricide.”

P.—”Well, then, Coleridge has done the scamp too much honour: for, by Jove, that is the very explanation he gave us!”

Here was a trait of Coleridge’s mind, to be first made known to me by his best friend, and first published to the world by me, the foremost of his admirers! But both of us had sufficient reasons: — Mr. Poole knew that, stumbled on by accident, such a discovery would be likely to impress upon a man as yet unacquainted with Coleridge a most injurious jealousy with regard to all he might write: whereas, frankly avowed by one who knew him best, the fact was disarmed of its sting; since it thus became evident that, where the case had been best known and most investigated, it had not operated to his serious disadvantage. On the same argument, — to forestall, that is to say, other discoverers, who would make a more unfriendly use of the discovery, — and also as matters of literary curiosity, I shall here point out a few others of Coleridge’s unacknowledged obligations, noticed by myself in a very wide course of reading.

1. The Hymn to Chamouni is an expansion of a short poem in stanzas, upon the same subject, by Frederica Brun, a female poet of Germany, previously known to the world under her maiden name of Münter. The mere framework of the poem is exactly the same — an appeal to the most impressive features of the regal mountain (Mont Blanc), adjuring them to proclaim their author: the torrent, for instance, is required to say by whom it had been arrested in its headlong raving, and stiffened, as by the petrific touch of Death, into everlasting pillars of ice; and the answer to these impassioned apostrophes is made by the same choral burst of rapture. In mere logic, therefore, and even as to the choice of circumstances, Coleridge’s poem is a translation. On the other hand, by a judicious amplification of some topics, and by its far deeper tone of lyrical enthusiasm, the dry bones of the German outline have been awakened by Coleridge into the fulness of life. It is not, therefore, a paraphrase, but a re-cast of the original. And how was this calculated, if frankly avowed, to do Coleridge any injury with the judicious?

2. A more singular case of Coleridge’s infirmity is this: — In a very noble passage of “France,” a fine expression or two occur from “Samson Agonistes.” Now, to take a phrase or an inspiriting line from the great fathers of poetry, even though no marks of quotation should be added, carries with it no charge of plagiarism. Milton is justly presumed to be as familiar to the ear as nature to the eye; and to steal from him as impossible as to appropriate, or sequester to a private use, some “bright particular star.” And there is a good reason for rejecting the typographical marks of quotation: they break the continuity of the passion, by reminding the reader of a printed book; on which account Milton himself (to give an instance) has not marked the sublime words, “tormented all the air” as borrowed; nor has Wordsworth, in applying to an unprincipled woman of commanding beauty the memorable expression “a weed of glorious feature,” thought it necessary to acknowledge it as originally belonging to Spenser. Some dozens of similar cases might be adduced from Milton. But Coleridge, when saying of republican France that,

“Insupportably advancing, Her arm made mockery of the warrior’s tramp,”

not satisfied with omitting the marks of acknowledgment, thought fit positively to deny that he was indebted to Milton. Yet who could forget that semi-chorus in the “Samson” where the “bold Ascalonite” is described as having “fled from his lion ramp”? Or who, that was not in this point liable to some hallucination of judgment, would have ventured on a public challenge (for virtually it was that) to produce from the “Samson” words so impossible to be overlooked as those of “insupportably advancing the foot”? The result was that one of the critical journals placed the two passages in juxtaposition and left the reader to his own conclusions with regard to the poet’s veracity. But, in this instance, it was common sense rather than veracity which the facts impeach.

3. In the year 1810 I happened to be amusing myself by reading, in their chronological order, the great classical circumnavigations of the earth; and, coming to Shelvocke, I met with a passage to this effect: — That Hatley, his second captain (i.e. lieutenant), being a melancholy man, was possessed by a fancy that some long season of foul weather, in the solitary sea which they were then traversing, was due to an albatross which had steadily pursued the ship; upon which he shot the bird, but without mending their condition. There at once I saw the germ of the “Ancient Mariner”; and I put a question to Coleridge accordingly. Could it have been imagined that he would see cause utterly to disown so slight an obligation to Shelvocke? Wordsworth, a man of stern veracity, on hearing of this, professed his inability to understand Coleridge’s meaning; the fact being notorious, as he told me, that Coleridge had derived from the very passage I had cited the original hint for the action of the poem; though it is very possible, from something which Coleridge said on another occasion, that, before meeting a fable in which to embody his ideas, he had meditated a poem on delirium, confounding its own dream-scenery with external things, and connected with the imagery of high latitudes.

4. All these cases amount to nothing at all as cases of plagiarism, and for this reason expose the more conspicuously that obliquity of feeling which could seek to decline the very slight acknowledgments required. But now I come to a case of real and palpable plagiarism; yet that, too, of a nature to be quite unaccountable in a man of Coleridge’s attainments. It is not very likely that this particular case will soon be detected; but others will. Yet who knows? Eight hundred or a thousand years hence, some reviewer may arise who having read the “Biographia Literaria” of Coleridge, will afterwards read the “Philosophical — —” of Schelling, the great Bavarian professor — a man in some respects worthy to be Coleridge’s assessor; and he will then make a singular discovery. In the “Biographia Literaria” occurs a dissertation upon the reciprocal relations of the Esse and the Cogitare, — that is, of the objective and the subjective: and an attempt is made, by inverting the postulates from which the argument starts, to show how each might arise as a product, by an intelligible genesis, from the other. It is a subject which, since the time of Fichte, has much occupied the German metaphysicians; and many thousands of essays have been written on it, or indirectly so, of which many hundreds have been read by many tens of persons. Coleridge’s essay, in particular, is prefaced by a few words in which, aware of his coincidence with Schelling, he declares his willingness to acknowledge himself indebted to so great a man in any case where the truth would allow him to do so; but, in this particular case, insisting on the impossibility that he could have borrowed arguments which he had first seen some years after he had thought out the whole hypothesis proprio marte. After this, what was my astonishment to find that the entire essay, from the first word to the last, is a verbatim translation from Schelling, with no attempt in a single instance to appropriate the paper by developing the arguments or by diversifying the illustrations? Some other obligations to Schelling, of a slighter kind, I have met with in the “Biographia Literaria”; but this was a barefaced plagiarism, which could in prudence have been risked only by relying too much upon the slight knowledge of German literature in this country, and especially of that section of the German literature. Had, then, Coleridge any need to borrow from Schelling? Did he borrow in forma pauperis? Not at all: there lay the wonder. He spun daily, and at all hours, for mere amusement of his own activities, and from the loom of his own magical brain, theories more gorgeous by far, and supported by a pomp and luxury of images such as neither Schelling — no, nor any German that ever breathed, not John Paul — could have emulated in his dreams. With the riches of El Dorado lying about him, he would condescend to filch a handful of gold from any man whose purse he fancied, and in fact reproduced in a new form, applying itself to intellectual wealth, that maniacal propensity which is sometimes well known to attack enormous proprietors and millionaires for acts of petty larceny. The last Duke of Anc —— could not abstain from exercising his furtive mania upon articles so humble as silver spoons; and it was the nightly care of a pious daughter, watching over the aberrations of her father, to have his pockets searched by a confidential valet, and the claimants of the purloined articles traced out.

Many cases have crossed me in life of people, otherwise not wanting in principle, who had habits, or at least hankerings, of the same kind. And the phrenologists, I believe, are well acquainted with the case, its signs, its progress, and its history. Dismissing, however, this subject, which I have at all noticed only that I might anticipate, and (in old English) that I might prevent, the uncandid interpreter of its meaning, I will assert finally that, after having read for thirty years in the same track as Coleridge — that track in which few of any age will ever follow us, such as German metaphysicians, Latin schoolmen, thaumaturgic Platonists, religious Mystics — and having thus discovered a large variety of trivial thefts, I do, nevertheless, most heartily believe him to have been as entirely original in all his capital pretensions as any one man that ever has existed; as Archimedes in ancient days, or as Shakspere in modern. Did the reader ever see Milton’s account of the rubbish contained in the Greek and Latin Fathers? Or did he ever read a statement of the monstrous chaos with which an African Obeah man stuffs his enchanted scarecrows? Or, take a more common illustration, did he ever amuse himself by searching the pockets of a child — three years old, suppose — when buried in slumber after a long summer’s day of out-o’-doors intense activity? I have done this; and, for the amusement of the child’s mother, have analyzed the contents, and drawn up a formal register of the whole. Philosophy is puzzled, conjecture and hypothesis are confounded, in the attempt to explain the law of selection which can have presided in the child’s labours; stones remarkable only for weight, old rusty hinges, nails, crooked skewers stolen when the cook had turned her back, rags, broken glass, tea-cups having the bottom knocked out, and loads of similar jewels, were the prevailing articles in this procès-verbal. Yet, doubtless, much labour had been incurred, some sense of danger perhaps had been faced, and the anxieties of a conscious robber endured, in order to amass this splendid treasure. Such in value were the robberies of Coleridge; such their usefulness to himself or anybody else; and such the circumstances of uneasiness under which he had committed them. I return to my narrative.

Two or three days had slipped away in waiting for Coleridge’s re-appearance at Nether Stowey, when suddenly Lord Egmont called upon Mr. Poole, with a present for Coleridge: it was a canister of peculiarly fine snuff, which Coleridge now took profusely. Lord Egmont, on this occasion, spoke of Coleridge in the terms of excessive admiration, and urged Mr. Poole to put him upon undertaking some great monumental work, that might furnish a sufficient arena for the display of his various and rare accomplishments; for his multiform erudition on the one hand, for his splendid power of theorizing and combining large and remote notices of facts on the other. And he suggested, judiciously enough, as one theme which offered a field at once large enough and indefinite enough to suit a mind that could not show its full compass of power unless upon very plastic materials — a History of Christianity, in its progress and in its chief divarications into Church and Sect, with a continual reference to the relations subsisting between Christianity and the current philosophy; their occasional connexions or approaches, and their constant mutual repulsions. “But, at any rate, let him do something,” said Lord Egmont; “for at present he talks very much like an angel, and does nothing at all.” Lord Egmont I understood from everybody to be a truly good and benevolent man; and on this occasion he spoke with an earnestness which agreed with my previous impression. Coleridge, he said, was now in the prime of his powers — uniting something of youthful vigour with sufficient experience of life; having the benefit, beside, of vast meditation, and of reading unusually discursive. No man had ever been better qualified to revive the heroic period of literature in England, and to give a character of weight to the philosophic erudition of the country upon the Continent. “And what a pity,” he added, “if this man were, after all, to vanish like an apparition, and you, I, and a few others, who have witnessed his grand bravuras of display, were to have the usual fortune of ghost-seers, in meeting no credit for any statements that we might vouch on his behalf!”

On this occasion we learned, for the first time, that Lord Egmont’s carriage had, some days before, conveyed Coleridge to Bridgewater, with a purpose of staying one single day at that place, and then returning to Mr. Poole’s. From the sort of laugh with which Lord Egmont taxed his own simplicity, in having confided at all in the stability of any Coleridgian plan, I now gathered that procrastination in excess was, or had become, a marking feature in Coleridge’s daily life. Nobody who knew him ever thought of depending on any appointment he might make: spite of his uniformly honourable intentions, nobody attached any weight to his assurances in re futura: those who asked him to dinner or any other party, as a matter of course, sent a carriage for him, and went personally or by proxy to fetch him; and, as to letters, unless the address were in some female hand that commanded his affectionate esteem, he tossed them all into one general dead-letter bureau, and rarely, I believe, opened them at all. Bourrienne mentions a mode of abridging the trouble attached to a very extensive correspondence, by which infinite labour was saved to himself, and to Napoleon, when First Consul. Nine out of ten letters, supposing them letters of business with official applications of a special kind, he contends, answer themselves: in other words, time alone must soon produce events which virtually contain the answer. On this principle the letters were opened periodically, after intervals, suppose, of six weeks; and, at the end of that time, it was found that not many remained to require any further more particular answer. Coleridge’s plan, however, was shorter: he opened none, I understood, and answered none. At least such was his habit at that time. But, on that same day, all this, which I heard now for the first time, and with much concern, was fully explained; for already he was under the full dominion of opium, as he himself revealed to me, and with a deep expression of horror at the hideous bondage, in a private walk of some length which I took with him about sunset.

Lord Egmont’s information, and the knowledge now gained of Coleridge’s habits, making it very uncertain when I might see him in my present hospitable quarters, I immediately took my leave of Mr. Poole, and went over to Bridgewater. I had received directions for finding out the house where Coleridge was visiting; and, in riding down a main street of Bridgewater, I noticed a gateway corresponding to the description given me. Under this was standing, and gazing about him, a man whom I will describe. In height he might seem to be about five feet eight (he was, in reality, about an inch and a-half taller, but his figure was of an order which drowns the height); his person was broad and full, and tended even to corpulence; his complexion was fair, though not what painters technically style fair, because it was associated with black hair; his eyes were large, and soft in their expression; and it was from the peculiar appearance of haze or dreaminess which mixed with their light that I recognised my object. This was Coleridge. I examined him steadfastly for a minute or more; and it struck me that he saw neither myself nor any other object in the street. He was in a deep reverie; for I had dismounted, made two or three trifling arrangements at an inn-door, and advanced close to him, before he had apparently become conscious of my presence. The sound of my voice, announcing my own name, first awoke him; he started, and for a moment seemed at a loss to understand my purpose or his own situation; for he repeated rapidly a number of words which had no relation to either of us. There was no mauvaise honte in his manner, but simple perplexity, and an apparent difficulty in recovering his position amongst daylight realities. This little scene over, he received me with a kindness of manner so marked that it might be called gracious. The hospitable family with whom he was domesticated were distinguished for their amiable manners and enlightened understandings: they were descendants from Chubb, the philosophic writer, and bore the same name. For Coleridge they all testified deep affection and esteem — sentiments in which the whole town of Bridgewater seemed to share; for in the evening, when the heat of the day had declined, I walked out with him; and rarely, perhaps never, have I seen a person so much interrupted in one hour’s space as Coleridge, on this occasion, by the courteous attentions of young and old.

All the people of station and weight in the place, and apparently all the ladies, were abroad to enjoy the lovely summer evening; and not a party passed without some mark of smiling recognition, and the majority stopping to make personal inquiries about his health, and to express their anxiety that he should make a lengthened stay amongst them. Certain I am, from the lively esteem expressed towards Coleridge at this time by the people of Bridgewater, that a very large subscription might, in that town, have been raised to support him amongst them, in the character of a lecturer, or philosophical professor. Especially I remarked that the young men of the place manifested the most liberal interest in all that concerned him; and I can add my attestation to that of Mr. Coleridge himself, when describing an evening spent amongst the enlightened tradesmen of Birmingham, that nowhere is more unaffected good sense exhibited, and particularly nowhere more elasticity and freshness of mind, than in the conversation of the reading men in manufacturing towns. In Kendal, especially, in Bridgewater, and in Manchester, I have witnessed more interesting conversations, as much information, and more natural eloquence in conveying it, than usually in literary cities, or in places professedly learned. One reason for this is that in trading towns the time is more happily distributed; the day given to business and active duties — the evening to relaxation; on which account, books, conversation, and literary leisure are more cordially enjoyed: the same satiation never can take place which too frequently deadens the genial enjoyment of those who have a surfeit of books and a monotony of leisure. Another reason is that more simplicity of manner may be expected, and more natural picturesqueness of conversation, more open expression of character, in places where people have no previous name to support. Men in trading towns are not afraid to open their lips for fear they should disappoint your expectations, nor do they strain for showy sentiments that they may meet them. But, elsewhere, many are the men who stand in awe of their own reputation: not a word which is unstudied, not a movement in the spirit of natural freedom, dare they give way to, because it might happen that on review something would be seen to retract or to qualify — something not properly planed and chiselled to build into the general architecture of an artificial reputation. But to return: — 

Coleridge led me to a drawing-room, rang the bell for refreshments, and omitted no point of a courteous reception. He told me that there would be a very large dinner party on that day, which, perhaps, might be disagreeable to a perfect stranger; but, if not, he could assure me of a most hospitable welcome from the family. I was too anxious to see him under all aspects to think of declining this invitation. That point being settled, Coleridge, like some great river, the Orellana, or the St. Lawrence, that, having been checked and fretted by rocks or thwarting islands, suddenly recovers its volume of waters and its mighty music, swept at once, as if returning to his natural business, into a continuous strain of eloquent dissertation, certainly the most novel, the most finely illustrated, and traversing the most spacious fields of thought by transitions the most just and logical, that it was possible to conceive. What I mean by saying that his transitions were “just” is by way of contradistinction to that mode of conversation which courts variety through links of verbal connexions. Coleridge, to many people, and often I have heard the complaint, seemed to wander; and he seemed then to wander the most when, in fact, his resistance to the wandering instinct was greatest — viz., when the compass and huge circuit by which his illustrations moved travelled farthest into remote regions before they began to revolve. Long before this coming round commenced most people had lost him, and naturally enough supposed that he had lost himself. They continued to admire the separate beauty of the thoughts, but did not see their relations to the dominant theme. Had the conversation been thrown upon paper, it might have been easy to trace the continuity of the links; just as in Bishop Berkeley’s “Siris,” from a pedestal so low and abject, so culinary, as Tar Water, the method of preparing it, and its medicinal effects, the dissertation ascends, like Jacob’s ladder, by just gradations, into the Heaven of Heavens and the thrones of the Trinity. But Heaven is there connected with earth by the Homeric chain of gold; and, being subject to steady examination, it is easy to trace the links; whereas, in conversation, the loss of a single word may cause the whole cohesion to disappear from view. However, I can assert, upon my long and intimate knowledge of Coleridge’s mind, that logic the most severe was as inalienable from his modes of thinking as grammar from his language.

On the present occasion, the original theme, started by myself, was Hartley and the Hartleian theory. I had carried as a little present to Coleridge a scarce Latin pamphlet, “De Ideis,” written by Hartley about 1746, — that is, about three years earlier than the publication of his great work. He had also preluded to this great work in a little English medical tract upon Joanna Stephens’s medicine for the stone; for indeed Hartley was the person upon whose evidence the House of Commons had mainly relied in giving to that same Joanna a reward of £5000 for her idle medicines — an application of public money not without its use, in so far as it engaged men by selfish motives to cultivate the public service, and to attempt public problems of very difficult solution; but else, in that particular instance, perfectly idle, as the groans of three generations since Joanna’s era have too feelingly established. It is known to most literary people that Coleridge was, in early life, so passionate an admirer of the Hartleian philosophy that “Hartley” was the sole baptismal name which he gave to his eldest child; and in an early poem, entitled “Religious Musings,” he has characterized Hartley as

“Him of mortal kind Wisest, him first who mark’d the ideal tribes Up the fine fibres through the sentient brain Pass in fine surges.”

But at present (August 1807) all this was a forgotten thing. Coleridge was so profoundly ashamed of the shallow Unitarianism of Hartley, and so disgusted to think that he could at any time have countenanced that creed, that he would scarcely allow to Hartley the reverence which is undoubtedly his due; for I must contend that, waiving all question of the extent to which Hartley would have pushed it (as though the law of association accounted not only for our complex pleasures and pains, but also might be made to explain the act of ratiocination), — waiving also the physical substratum of nervous vibrations and miniature vibrations to which he has chosen to marry his theory of association; — all this apart, I must contend that the “Essay on Man, his Frame, his Duty, and his Expectations” stands forward as a specimen almost unique of elaborate theorizing, and a monument of absolute beauty in the impression left of its architectural grace. In this respect it has, to my mind, the spotless beauty and the ideal proportions of some Grecian statue. However, I confess that, being myself, from my earliest years, a reverential believer in the doctrine of the Trinity, simply because I never attempted to bring all things within the mechanic understanding, and because, like Sir Thomas, Browne, my mind almost demanded mysteries in so mysterious a system of relations as those which connect us with another world, and also because the farther my understanding opened the more I perceived of dim analogies to strengthen my creed, and because nature herself, mere physical nature, has mysteries no less profound; for these, and for many other “becauses,” I could not reconcile with my general reverence for Mr. Coleridge the fact, so often reported to me, that he was a Unitarian. But, said some Bristol people to me, not only is he a Unitarian — he is also a Socinian. In that case, I replied, I cannot hold him a Christian. I am a liberal man, and have no bigotry or hostile feelings towards a Socinian; but I can never think that man a Christian who has blotted out of his scheme the very powers by which only the great offices and functions of Christianity can be sustained; neither can I think that any man, though he make himself a marvellously clever disputant, ever could tower upwards into a very great philosopher unless he should begin or should end with Christianity. Kant is a dubious exception. Not that I mean to question his august pretensions, so far as they went, and in his proper line. Within his own circle none durst tread but he. But that circle was limited. He was called by one who weighed him well, the alles-zermalmender, the world-shattering Kant. He could destroy — his intellect was essentially destructive. He was the Gog and he was the Magog of Hunnish desolation to the existing schemes of Philosophy. He probed them; he showed the vanity of vanities which besieged their foundations — the rottenness below, the hollowness above. But he had no instincts of creation or restoration within his Apollyon mind; for he had no love, no faith, no self-distrust, no humility, no childlike docility; all which qualities belonged essentially to Coleridge’s mind, and waited only for manhood and for sorrow to bring them forward.

Who can read without indignation of Kant that, at his own table, in social sincerity and confidential talk, let him say what he would in his books, he exulted in the prospect of absolute and ultimate annihilation; that he planted his glory in the grave, and was ambitious of rotting for ever? The King of Prussia, though a personal friend of Kant’s, found himself obliged to level his state thunders at some of his doctrines, and terrified him in his advance; else I am persuaded that Kant would have formally delivered Atheism from the professor’s chair, and would have enthroned the horrid Ghoulish creed (which privately he professed) in the University of Königsberg. It required the artillery of a great king to make him pause: his menacing or warning letter to Kant is extant. The general notion is, that the royal logic applied so austerely to the public conduct of Kant in his professor’s chair was of that kind which rests its strength “upon thirty legions.” My own belief is that the king had private information of Kant’s ultimate tendencies as revealed in his table-talk. The fact is that, as the stomach has been known, by means of its own potent acid secretion, to attack not only whatsoever alien body is introduced within it, but also (as John Hunter first showed) sometimes to attack itself and its own organic structure, so, and with the same preternatural extension of instinct, did Kant carry forward his destroying functions, until he turned them upon his own hopes and the pledges of his own superiority to the dog, the ape, the worm. But “exoriare aliquis” — and some philosopher, I am persuaded, will arise; and “one sling of some victorious arm” (“Paradise Lost,” B. x.) will yet destroy the destroyer, in so far as he has applied himself to the destruction of Christian hope. For my faith is that, though a great man may, by a rare possibility, be an infidel, an intellect of the highest order must build upon Christianity. A very clever architect may choose to show his power by building with insufficient materials; but the supreme architect must require the very best, because the perfection of the forms cannot be shown but in the perfection of the matter.

On these accounts I took the liberty of doubting, as often as I heard the reports I have mentioned of Coleridge; and I now found that he disowned most solemnly (and I may say penitentially) whatever had been true in these reports. Coleridge told me that it had cost him a painful effort, but not a moment’s hesitation, to abjure his Unitarianism, from the circumstance that he had amongst the Unitarians many friends, to some of whom he was greatly indebted for great kindness. In particular, he mentioned Mr. Estlin of Bristol, a distinguished Dissenting clergyman, as one whom it grieved him to grieve. But he would not dissemble his altered views. I will add, at the risk of appearing to dwell too long on religious topics, that, on this my first introduction to Coleridge, he reverted with strong compunction to a sentiment which he had expressed in earlier days upon prayer. In one of his youthful poems, speaking of God, he had said — 

“Of whose omniscient and all-spreading love Aught to implore were impotence of mind.”

 

This sentiment he now so utterly condemned that, on the contrary, he told me, as his own peculiar opinion, that the act of praying was the very highest energy of which the human heart was capable; praying, that is, with the total concentration of the faculties; and the great mass of worldly men, and of learned men, he pronounced absolutely incapable of prayer.

For about three hours he had continued to talk, and in the course of this performance he had delivered many most striking aphorisms, embalming more weight of truth, and separately more deserving to be themselves embalmed, than would easily be found in a month’s course of select reading. In the midst of our conversation, if that can be called conversation which I so seldom sought to interrupt, and which did not often leave openings for contribution, the door opened, and a lady entered. She was in person full and rather below the common height; whilst her face showed to my eye some prettiness of rather a commonplace order. Coleridge paused upon her entrance; his features, however, announced no particular complacency, and did not relax into a smile. In a frigid tone he said, whilst turning to me, “Mrs. Coleridge”; in some slight way he then presented me to her: I bowed; and the lady almost immediately retired. From this short but ungenial scene, I gathered, what I afterward learned redundantly, that Coleridge’s marriage had not been a very happy one. But let not the reader misunderstand me. Never was there a baser insinuation, viler in the motive, or more ignoble in the manner, than that passage in some lampoon of Lord Byron’s, where, by way of vengeance on Mr. Southey (who was the sole delinquent), he described both him and Coleridge as having married “two milliners from Bath.” Everybody knows what is meant to be conveyed in that expression, though it would be hard, indeed, if, even at Bath, there should be any class under such a fatal curse, condemned so irretrievably, and so hopelessly prejudged, that ignominy must, at any rate, attach, in virtue of a mere name or designation, to the mode by which they gained their daily bread, or possibly supported the declining years of a parent. However, in this case, the whole sting of the libel was a pure falsehood of Lord Byron’s. Bath was not the native city, nor at any time the residence, of the ladies in question, but Bristol. As to the other word, “milliners,” that is not worth inquiring about. Whether they, or any one of their family, ever did exercise this profession, I do not know; they were, at all events, too young, when removed by marriage from Bristol, to have been much tainted by the worldly feelings which may beset such a mode of life. But, what is more to the purpose, I heard, at this time, in Bristol, from Mr. Cottle, the author, a man of high principle, as also from his accomplished sisters, — from the ladies, again, who had succeeded Mrs. Hannah More in her school, and who enjoyed her entire confidence, — that the whole family of four or five sisters had maintained an irreproachable character, though naturally exposed, by their personal attractions, to some peril, and to the malevolence of envy. This declaration, which I could strengthen by other testimony equally disinterested, if it were at all necessary, I owe to truth; and I must also add, upon a knowledge more personal, that Mrs. Coleridge was, in all circumstances of her married life, a virtuous wife and a conscientious mother; and, as a mother, she showed at times a most meritorious energy. In particular, I remember that, wishing her daughter to acquire the Italian language, and having in her retirement at Keswick no means of obtaining a master, she set to work resolutely, under Mr. Southey’s guidance, to learn the language herself, at a time of life when such attainments are not made with ease or pleasure. She became mistress of the language in a very respectable extent, and then communicated her new accomplishment to her most interesting daughter.

I go on, therefore, to say, that Coleridge afterwards made me, as doubtless some others, a confidant in this particular. What he had to complain of was simply incompatibility of temper and disposition. Wanting all cordial admiration, or indeed comprehension, of her husband’s intellectual powers, Mrs. Coleridge wanted the original basis for affectionate patience and candour. Hearing from everybody that Coleridge was a man of most extraordinary endowments, and attaching little weight, perhaps, to the distinction between popular talents and such as by their very nature are doomed to a slower progress in the public esteem, she naturally looked to see, at least, an ordinary measure of worldly consequence attend upon their exercise. Now, had Coleridge been as persevering and punctual as the great mass of professional men, and had he given no reason to throw the onus of the different result upon his own different habits, in that case this result might, possibly and eventually, have been set down to the peculiar constitution of his powers, and their essential mal-adaptation to the English market. But, this trial having never fairly been made, it was natural to impute his non-success exclusively to his own irregular application, and to his carelessness in forming judicious connexions. In circumstances such as these, however, no matter how caused or how palliated, was laid a sure ground of discontent and fretfulness in any woman’s mind, not unusually indulgent or unusually magnanimous. Coleridge, besides, assured me that his marriage was not his own deliberate act, but was in a manner forced upon his sense of honour by the scrupulous Southey, who insisted that he had gone too far in his attentions to Miss Fricker for any honourable retreat. On the other hand, a neutral spectator of the parties protested to me, that, if ever in his life he had seen a man under deep fascination, and what he would have called desperately in love, Coleridge, in relation to Miss F., was that man. Be that as it might, circumstances occurred soon after the marriage which placed all the parties in a trying situation for their candour and good temper. I had a full outline of the situation from two of those who were chiefly interested, and a partial one from a third: nor can it be denied that all the parties offended in point of prudence. A young lady became a neighbour, and a daily companion of Coleridge’s walks, whom I will not describe more particularly than by saying that intellectually she was very much superior to Mrs. Coleridge. That superiority alone, when made conspicuous by its effects in winning Coleridge’s regard and society, could not but be deeply mortifying to a young wife. However, it was moderated to her feelings by two considerations: — 1. That the young lady was much too kind-hearted to have designed any annoyance in this triumph, or to express any exultation; 2. That no shadow of suspicion settled upon the moral conduct or motives of either party: the young lady was always attended by her brother; she had no personal charms; and it was manifest that mere intellectual sympathies, in reference to literature and natural scenery, had associated them in their daily walks.

Still, it is a bitter trial to a young married woman to sustain any sort of competition with a female of her own age for any part of her husband’s regard, or any share of his company. Mrs. Coleridge, not having the same relish for long walks or rural scenery, and their residence being, at this time, in a very sequestered village, was condemned to a daily renewal of this trial. Accidents of another kind embittered it still further: often it would happen that the walking party returned drenched with rain; in which case, the young lady, with a laughing gaiety, and evidently unconscious of any liberty that she was taking, or any wound that she was inflicting, would run up to Mrs. Coleridge’s wardrobe, array herself, without leave asked, in Mrs. Coleridge’s dresses, and make herself merry with her own unceremoniousness and Mrs. Coleridge’s gravity. In all this, she took no liberty that she would not most readily have granted in return; she confided too unthinkingly in what she regarded as the natural privileges of friendship; and as little thought that she had been receiving or exacting a favour, as, under an exchange of their relative positions, she would have claimed to confer one. But Mrs. Coleridge viewed her freedoms with a far different eye: she felt herself no longer the entire mistress of her own house; she held a divided empire; and it barbed the arrow to her womanly feelings that Coleridge treated any sallies of resentment which might sometimes escape her as narrow-mindedness; whilst, on the other hand, her own female servant, and others in the same rank of life, began to drop expressions which alternately implied pity for her as an injured woman, or contempt for her as a very tame one.

The reader will easily apprehend the situation, and the unfortunate results which it boded to the harmony of a young married couple, without further illustration. Whether Coleridge would not, under any circumstances, have become indifferent to a wife not eminently capable of enlightened sympathy with his own ruling pursuits, I do not undertake to pronounce. My own impression is, that neither Coleridge nor Lord Byron could have failed, eventually, to quarrel with any wife, though a Pandora sent down from heaven to bless him. But, doubtless, this consummation must have been hastened by a situation which exposed Mrs. Coleridge to an invidious comparison with a more intellectual person; as, on the other hand, it was most unfortunate for Coleridge himself to be continually compared with one so ideally correct and regular in his habits as Mr. Southey. Thus was their domestic peace prematurely soured: embarrassments of a pecuniary nature would be likely to demand continual sacrifices; no depth of affection existing, these would create disgust or dissension; and at length each would believe that their union had originated in circumstances overruling their own deliberate choice.

The gloom, however, and the weight of dejection which sat upon Coleridge’s countenance and deportment at this time could not be accounted for by a disappointment (if such it were) to which time must, long ago, have reconciled him. Mrs. Coleridge, if not turning to him the more amiable aspects of her character, was at any rate a respectable partner. And the season of youth was now passed. They had been married about ten years; had had four children, of whom three survived; and the interests of a father were now replacing those of a husband. Yet never had I beheld so profound an expression of cheerless despondency. And the restless activity of Coleridge’s mind, in chasing abstract truths, and burying himself in the dark places of human speculation, seemed to me, in a great measure, an attempt to escape out of his own personal wretchedness. I was right. In this instance, at least, I had hit the mark; and Coleridge bore witness himself at an after period to the truth of my divination by some impressive verses. At dinner, when a very numerous party had assembled, he knew that he was expected to talk, and exerted himself to meet the expectation. But he was evidently struggling with gloomy thoughts that prompted him to silence, and perhaps to solitude: he talked with effort, and passively resigned himself to the repeated misrepresentations of several amongst his hearers. The subject chiefly discussed was Arthur Young, not for his Rural Economy, but for his Politics. It must be to this period of Coleridge’s life that Wordsworth refers in those exquisite “Lines written in my pocket copy of the ‘Castle of Indolence.’” The passage which I mean comes after a description of Coleridge’s countenance, and begins in some such terms as these: — 

“A piteous sight it was to see this man, When he came back to us, a wither’d flow’r,” &c.

Withered he was, indeed, and to all appearance blighted. At night he entered into a spontaneous explanation of this unhappy overclouding of his life, on occasion of my saying accidentally that a toothache had obliged me to take a few drops of laudanum. At what time or on what motive he had commenced the use of opium, he did not say; but the peculiar emphasis of horror with which he warned me against forming a habit of the same kind impressed upon my mind a feeling that he never hoped to liberate himself from the bondage. My belief is that he never did. About ten o’clock at night I took leave of him; and, feeling that I could not easily go to sleep after the excitement of the day, and fresh from the sad spectacle of powers so majestic already besieged by decay, I determined to return to Bristol through the coolness of the night. The roads, though, in fact, a section of the great highway between seaports so turbulent as Bristol and Plymouth, were as quiet as garden-walks. Once only I passed through the expiring fires of a village fair or wake: that interruption excepted, through the whole stretch of forty miles from Bridgewater to the Hot-wells, I saw no living creature but a surly dog, who followed me for a mile along a park-wall, and a man, who was moving about in the half-way town of Cross. The turnpike-gates were all opened by a mechanical contrivance from a bedroom window; I seemed to myself in solitary possession of the whole sleeping country. The summer night was divinely calm; no sound, except once or twice the cry of a child as I was passing the windows of cottages, ever broke upon the utter silence; and all things conspired to throw back my thoughts upon that extraordinary man whom I had just quitted.

The fine saying of Addison is familiar to most readers — that Babylon in ruins is not so affecting a spectacle, or so solemn, as a human mind overthrown by lunacy. How much more awful, then, when a mind so regal as that of Coleridge is overthrown, or threatened with overthrow, not by a visitation of Providence, but by the treachery of its own will, and by the conspiracy, as it were, of himself against himself! Was it possible that this ruin had been caused or hurried forward by the dismal degradations of pecuniary difficulties? That was worth inquiring. I will here mention briefly that I did inquire two days after; and, in consequence of what I heard, I contrived that a particular service should be rendered to Mr. Coleridge, a week after, through the hands of Mr. Cottle of Bristol, which might have the effect of liberating his mind from anxiety for a year or two, and thus rendering his great powers disposable to their natural uses. That service was accepted by Coleridge. To save him any feelings of distress, all names were concealed; but, in a letter written by him about fifteen years after that time, I found that he had become aware of all the circumstances, perhaps through some indiscretion of Mr. Cottle’s. A more important question I never ascertained, viz. whether this service had the effect of seriously lightening his mind. For some succeeding years, he did certainly appear to me released from that load of despondency which oppressed him on my first introduction. Grave, indeed, he continued to be, and at times absorbed in gloom; nor did I ever see him in a state of perfectly natural cheerfulness. But, as he strove in vain, for many years, to wean himself from his captivity to opium, a healthy state of spirits could not be much expected. Perhaps, indeed, where the liver and other organs had, for so large a period in life, been subject to a continual morbid stimulation, it might be impossible for the system ever to recover a natural action. Torpor, I suppose, must result from continued artificial excitement; and, perhaps, upon a scale of corresponding duration. Life, in such a case, may not offer a field of sufficient extent for unthreading the fatal links that have been wound about the machinery of health, and have crippled its natural play.

Meantime — to resume the thread of my wandering narrative — on this serene summer night of 1807, as I moved slowly along, with my eyes continually settling upon the northern constellations, which, like all the fixed stars, by their immeasurable and almost spiritual remoteness from human affairs, naturally throw the thoughts upon the perishableness of our earthly troubles, in contrast with their own utter peace and solemnity — I reverted, at intervals, to all I had ever heard of Coleridge, and strove to weave it into some continuous sketch of his life. I hardly remember how much I then knew; I know but little now: that little I will here jot down upon paper.

 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge was the son of a learned clergyman — the vicar of Ottery St. Mary, in the southern quarter of Devonshire. It is painful to mention that he was almost an object of persecution to his mother; why, I could never learn. His father was described to me, by Coleridge himself, as a sort of Parson Adams, being distinguished by his erudition, his inexperience of the world, and his guileless simplicity. I once purchased in London, and, I suppose, still possess, two elementary books on the Latin language by this reverend gentleman; one of them, as I found, making somewhat higher pretensions than a common school grammar. In particular, an attempt is made to reform the theory of the cases; and it gives a pleasant specimen of the rustic scholar’s naïveté, that he seriously proposes to banish such vexatious terms as the accusative; and, by way of simplifying the matter to tender minds, that we should call it, in all time to come, the “quale-quare-quidditive” case, upon what incomprehensible principle I never could fathom. He used regularly to delight his village flock, on Sundays, with Hebrew quotations in his sermons, which he always introduced as the “immediate language of the Holy Ghost.” This proved unfortunate to his successor: he also was a learned man, and his parishioners admitted it, but generally with a sigh for past times, and a sorrowful complaint that he was still far below Parson Coleridge — for that he never gave them any “immediate language of the Holy Ghost.” I presume that, like the reverend gentleman so pleasantly sketched in “St. Ronan’s Well,” Mr. Coleridge, who resembled that person in his oriental learning, in his absence of mind, and in his simplicity, must also have resembled him in shortsightedness, of which his son used to relate this ludicrous instance. Dining in a large party, one day, the modest divine was suddenly shocked by perceiving some part, as he conceived, of his own snowy shirt emerging from a part of his habiliments, which we will suppose to have been his waistcoat. It was not that; but for decorum we will so call it. The stray portion of his own supposed tunic was admonished of its errors by a forcible thrust back into its proper home; but still another limbus persisted to emerge, or seemed to persist, and still another, until the learned gentleman absolutely perspired with the labour of re-establishing order. And, after all, he saw with anguish that some arrears of the snowy indecorum still remained to reduce into obedience. To this remnant of rebellion he was proceeding to apply himself — strangely confounded, however, at the obstinacy of the insurrection — when, the mistress of the house rising to lead away the ladies from the table, and all parties naturally rising with her, it became suddenly apparent to every eye that the worthy Orientalist had been most laboriously stowing away into the capacious receptacles of his own habiliments — under the delusion that it was his own shirt — the snowy folds of a lady’s gown, belonging to his next neighbour; and so voluminously that a very small portion of it, indeed, remained for the lady’s own use; the natural consequence of which was, of course, that the lady appeared inextricably yoked to the learned theologian, and could not in any way effect her release, until after certain operations upon the vicar’s dress, and a continued refunding and rolling out of snowy mazes upon snowy mazes, in quantities which at length proved too much for the gravity of the company. Inextinguishable laughter arose from all parties, except the erring and unhappy doctor, who, in dire perplexity, continued still refunding with all his might — perspiring and refunding — until he had paid up the last arrears of his long debt, and thus put an end to a case of distress more memorable to himself and his parishioners than any “quale-quare-quidditive” case that probably had ever perplexed his learning.

In his childish days, and when he had become an orphan, Coleridge was removed to the heart of London, and placed on the great foundation of Christ’s Hospital. He there found himself associated, as a school-fellow, with several boys destined to distinction in after life; particularly the brilliant Leigh Hunt, and more closely with one who, if not endowed with powers equally large and comprehensive as his own, had, however, genius not less original or exquisite — viz. the inimitable Charles Lamb. But, in learning, Coleridge outstripped all competitors, and rose to be the captain of the school. It is, indeed, a memorable fact to be recorded of a boy, that, before completing his fifteenth year, he had translated the Greek Hymns of Synesius into English Anacreontic verse. This was not a school task, but a labour of love and choice. Before leaving school, Coleridge had an opportunity of reading the sonnets of Bowles, which so powerfully impressed his poetic sensibility that he made forty transcripts of them with his own pen, by way of presents to youthful friends. From Christ’s Hospital, by the privilege of his station at school, he was transferred to Jesus College, Cambridge. It was here, no doubt, that his acquaintance began with the philosophic system of Hartley, for that eminent person had been a Jesus man. Frend also, the mathematician, of heretical memory (he was judicially tried, and expelled from his fellowship, on some issue connected with the doctrine of the Trinity), belonged to that college, and was probably contemporary with Coleridge. What accident, or imprudence, carried him away from Cambridge before he had completed the usual period of study, I never heard. He had certainly won some distinction as a scholar, having obtained the prize for a Greek ode in Sapphic metre, of which the sentiments (as he observes himself) were better than the Greek. Porson was accustomed, meanly enough, to ridicule the Greek lexis of this ode; which was to break a fly upon the wheel. The ode was clever enough for a boy; but to such skill in Greek as could have enabled him to compose with critical accuracy Coleridge never made pretensions.

The incidents of Coleridge’s life about this period, and some account of a heavy disappointment in love, which probably it was that carried him away from Cambridge, are to be found embodied (with what modifications I know not) in the novel of “Edmund Oliver,” written by Charles Lloyd. It is well known that, in a frenzy of unhappy feeling at the rejection he met with from the lady of his choice, Coleridge enlisted as a private into a dragoon regiment. He fell off his horse on several occasions, but perhaps not more than raw recruits are apt to do when first put under the riding-master. But Coleridge was naturally ill framed for a good horseman.

He is also represented in “Edmund Oliver” as having found peculiar difficulty or annoyance in grooming his horse. But the most romantic incident in that scene of his life was in the circumstances of his discharge. It is said (but I vouch for no part of the story) that Coleridge, as a private, mounted guard at the door of a room in which his officers were giving a ball. Two of them had a dispute upon some Greek word or passage when close to Coleridge’s station. He interposed his authentic decision of the case. The officers stared as though one of their own horses had sung “Rule Britannia”; questioned him; heard his story; pitied his misfortune; and finally subscribed to purchase his discharge. So the story has been told; and also otherwise. Not very long after this, Coleridge became acquainted with the two celebrated Wedgwoods of Etruria, both of whom, admiring his fine powers, subscribed to send him into North Germany, where, at the University of Göttingen, he completed his education according to his own scheme. The most celebrated professor whose lectures he attended was the far-famed Blumenbach, of whom he continued to speak through life with almost filial reverence. Returning to England, he attended Mr. Thomas Wedgwood, as a friend, throughout the afflicting and anomalous illness which brought him to the grave. It was supposed by medical men that the cause of Mr. Wedgwood’s continued misery was a stricture of the colon. The external symptoms were torpor and morbid irritability, together with everlasting restlessness. By way of some relief to this latter symptom, Mr. Wedgwood purchased a travelling carriage, and wandered up and down England, taking Coleridge as his companion. And, as a desperate attempt to rouse and irritate the decaying sensibility of his system, I have been assured, by a surviving friend, that Mr. Wedgwood at one time opened a butcher’s shop, conceiving that the affronts and disputes to which such a situation would expose him might act beneficially upon his increasing torpor. This strange expedient served only to express the anguish which had now mastered his nature; it was soon abandoned; and this accomplished but miserable man at length sank under his sufferings. What made the case more memorable was the combination of worldly prosperity which forced into strong relief and fiery contrast this curse written in the flesh. He was rich, he was young, he was popular, distinguished for his scientific attainments, publicly honoured for patriotic services, and had before him, when he first fell ill, every prospect of a career even nationally splendid.

By the death of Mr. Wedgwood, Coleridge succeeded to a regular annuity of £75, which that gentleman had bequeathed to him. The other Mr. Wedgwood granted him an equal allowance. Now came his marriage, his connexion with politics and political journals, his residence in various parts of Somersetshire, and his consequent introduction to Mr. Wordsworth. In his politics, Mr. Coleridge was most sincere and most enthusiastic. No man hailed with profounder sympathy the French Revolution; and, though he saw cause to withdraw his regard from many of the democratic zealots in this country, and even from the revolutionary interest as it was subsequently conducted, he continued to worship the original revolutionary cause in a pure Miltonic spirit; and he continued also to abominate the policy of Mr. Pitt in a degree which I myself find it difficult to understand. The very spirited little poem of “Fire, Famine, and Slaughter,” who are supposed to meet in conference, to describe their horrid triumphs, and then to ask in a whisper who it was that unchained them, — to which each in turn replies,

“Letters four do form his name!” — 

expresses his horror of Mr. Pitt personally in a most extravagant shape, but merely for the purpose of poetic effect; for he had no real unkindness in his heart towards any human being; and I have often heard him disclaim the hatred which is here expressed for Mr. Pitt, as he did also very elaborately and earnestly in print. Somewhere about this time, Coleridge attempted, under Sheridan’s countenance, to bring a tragedy upon the stage of Drury Lane; but his prospect of success, as I once heard or read, was suddenly marred by Mr. Sheridan’s inability to sacrifice what he thought a good jest. One scene presented a cave with streams of water weeping down the sides; and the first words were, in a sort of mimicry of the sound, “Drip, drip, drip!” Upon which Sheridan repeated aloud to the assembled green-room, expressly convoked for the purpose of hearing the play read, “Drip, drip, drip! — why, God bless me, there’s nothing here but dripping!” and so arose a chorus of laughter amongst the actors fatal for the moment to the probationary play.

About the latter end of the century, Coleridge visited North Germany again, in company with Mr. and Miss Wordsworth. Their tour was chiefly confined to the Hartz Forest and its neighbourhood. But the incident most worthy of remembrance in their excursion was a visit made to Klopstock; either at Hamburgh, or, perhaps, at the Danish town of Altona, on the same river Elbe; for Klopstock was a pensioner of the Danish king. An anonymous writer, who attacked Coleridge most truculently in an early number of “Blackwood,” and with an acharnement that must astonish the neutral reader, has made the mistake of supposing Coleridge to have been the chief speaker, who did not speak at all. The case was this: Klopstock could not speak English, though everybody remembers the pretty broken English of his second wife. Neither Coleridge nor Wordsworth, on the other hand, was able to speak German with any fluency. French, therefore, was the only medium of free communication; that being pretty equally familiar to Wordsworth and to Klopstock. But Coleridge found so much difficulty even in reading French that, wherever (as in the case of Leibnitz’s “Theodicée”) there was a choice between an original written in French and a translation, though it might be a very faulty one, in German, he always preferred the latter. Hence it happened that Wordsworth, on behalf of the English party, was the sole supporter of the dialogue. The anonymous critic says another thing, which certainly has an air of truth — viz. that Klopstock plays a very secondary rôle in the interview (or words to that effect). But how was this to be avoided in reporting the case, supposing the fact to have been such? Now, the plain truth is that Wordsworth, upon his own ground, was an incomparable talker; whereas “Klubstick” (as Coleridge used to call him) was always a feeble and slovenly one, because a loose and incoherent thinker. Besides, he was now old and decaying. Nor at any time, nor in any accomplishment, could Klopstock have shone, unless in the respectable art of skating. There he had a real advantage. The author of “The Messiah,” I have authority for saying, skated with the ease and grace of a regular artist; whereas the poet of the “Excursion” sprawled upon the ice like a cow dancing a cotillon. Wordsworth did the very opposite of that with which he was taxed; for, happening to look down at Klopstock’s swollen legs, and recollecting his age, he felt touched by a sort of filial pity for his helplessness. And he came to the conclusion that it would not seem becoming in a young and as yet obscure author to report too consciously the real superiority which he found it easy to maintain in such a colloquy.

But neither had Klopstock the pretensions as a poet which the Blackwood writer seems to take for granted. Germany, the truth is, wanted a great epic poet. Not having produced one in that early and plastic stage of her literary soil when such a growth is natural and spontaneous, the next thing was to bespeak a substitute. The force of Coleridge’s well-known repartee, when, in reply to a foreigner asserting for Klopstock the rank of German Milton, he said, “True, sir; a very German Milton,” cannot be fully appreciated but by one who is familiar with the German poetry, and the small proportion in which it is a natural, racy, and domestic growth. It has been often noticed as the misfortune of the Roman literature that it grew up too much under the oppression of Grecian models, and of Grecian models depraved by Alexandrian art — a fact, so far as it was a fact, which tended to cripple the genial and characteristic spirit of the national mind. But this evil, after all, did not take effect except in a partial sense. Rome had cast much of her literature in her own moulds before these exotic models had begun to domineer. In fact, the reproach is in a very narrow sense true. Not so with Germany. Her literature, since its revival in the last century (and the revival upon the impulse of what cattle! — Bodmer on the one hand, and Gottsched, the never-enough-to-be-despised Gottsched, on the other!) has hardly moved a step in the freedom of natural grace. England for nineteen, and France for the twentieth, of all her capital works, has given the too servile law: and, with regard to Klopstock, if ever there was a good exemplification of the spurious and the counterfeit in literature, seek it in “The Messiah.” He is verily and indeed the Birmingham Milton. This Klopstockian dialogue, by the way, was first printed (hardly published) in the original, or Lake edition of “The Friend.” In the recast of that work it was omitted; nor has it been printed anywhere else that I am aware of.

About the close of the first revolutionary war it must have been, or in the brief interval of peace, that Coleridge resorted to the English Lakes as a place of residence. Wordsworth had a natural connexion with that region, by birth, breeding, and family alliances. Wordsworth must have attracted Coleridge to the Lakes; and Coleridge, through his affinity to Southey, eventually attracted him. Southey, as is known to all who take an interest in the Lake colony, married a sister of Mrs. Coleridge’s; and, as a singular eccentricity in the circumstances of that marriage, I may mention that, on his wedding-day, and from the very portico of the church, Southey left his bride to embark for Lisbon. His uncle, Dr. Herbert, was chaplain to the English factory in that city; and it was to benefit by the facilities in that way opened to him for seeing Portugal that Southey now went abroad. He extended his tour to Spain; and the result of his notices was communicated to the world in a volume of travels. By such accidents of personal or family connexion as I have mentioned was the Lake colony gathered; and the critics of the day, unaware of the real facts, supposed them to have assembled under common views in literature — particularly with regard to the true functions of poetry, and the true theory of poetic diction. Under this original blunder, laughable it is to mention that they went on to find in their writings all the agreements and common characteristics which their blunder had presumed; and they incorporated the whole community under the name of the Lake School. Yet Wordsworth and Southey never had one principle in common; their hostility was even flagrant. Indeed, Southey troubled himself little about abstract principles in anything; and, so far from agreeing with Wordsworth to the extent of setting up a separate school in poetry, he told me himself (August 1812) that he highly disapproved both of Mr. Wordsworth’s theories and of his practice. It is very true that one man may sympathize with another, or even follow his leading, unconscious that he does so; or he may go so far as, in the very act of virtual imitation, to deem himself in opposition; but this sort of blind agreement could hardly be supposed of two men so discerning and so self-examining as Wordsworth and Southey. And, in fact, a philosophic investigation of the difficult questions connected with this whole slang about schools, Lake schools, &c., would show that Southey has not, nor ever had, any peculiarities in common with Wordsworth, beyond that of exchanging the old prescriptive diction of poetry, introduced between the periods of Milton and Cowper, for the simpler and profounder forms of daily life in some instances, and of the Bible in others. The bold and uniform practice of Wordsworth was here adopted, on perfectly independent views, by Southey. In this respect, however, Cowper had already begun the reform; and his influence, concurring with the now larger influence of Wordsworth, has operated so extensively as to make their own original differences at this day less perceptible.

By the way, the word colony reminds me that I have omitted to mention in its proper place some scheme for migrating to America which had been entertained by Coleridge and Southey about the year 1794-95, under the learned name of Pantisocracy. So far as I ever heard, it differed little, except in its Grecian name, from any other scheme for mitigating the privations of a wilderness by settling in a cluster of families, bound together by congenial tastes and uniform principles, rather than in self-depending, insulated households. Steadily pursued, it might, after all, have been a fortunate plan for Coleridge. “Soliciting my food from daily toil,” a line in which Coleridge alludes to the scheme, implies a condition of life that would have upheld Coleridge’s health and happiness somewhat better than the habits of luxurious city life as now constituted in Europe. But, returning to the Lakes, and to the Lake colony of poets: So little were Southey and Wordsworth connected by any personal intercourse in those days, and so little disposed to be connected, that, whilst the latter had a cottage in Grasmere, Southey pitched his tent at Greta Hall, on a little eminence rising immediately from the river Greta and the town of Keswick. Grasmere is in Westmoreland; Keswick in Cumberland; and they are thirteen good miles apart. Coleridge and his family were domiciliated in Greta Hall; sharing that house, a tolerably large one, on some principle of amicable division, with Mr. Southey. But Coleridge personally was more often to be found at Grasmere — which presented the threefold attractions of loveliness so complete as to eclipse even the scenery of Derwentwater; a pastoral state of society, free from the deformities of a little town like Keswick; and, finally, for Samuel Taylor Coleridge, the society of Wordsworth. Not before 1815 or 1816 could it be said that Southey and Wordsworth were even upon friendly terms; so entirely is it untrue that they combined to frame a school of poetry. Up to that time, they viewed each other with mutual respect, but also with mutual dislike; almost, I might say, with mutual disgust. Wordsworth disliked in Southey the want of depth, or the apparent want, as regards the power of philosophic abstraction. Southey disliked in Wordsworth the air of dogmatism, and the unaffable haughtiness of his manner. Other more trivial reasons combined with these.

At this time, when Coleridge first settled at the Lakes, or not long after, a romantic and somewhat tragical affair drew the eyes of all England, and, for many years, continued to draw the steps of tourists, to one of the most secluded Cumberland valleys, so little visited previously that it might be described almost as an undiscovered chamber of that romantic district. Coleridge was brought into a closer connexion with this affair than merely by the general relation of neighbourhood; for an article of his in a morning paper, I believe, unintentionally furnished the original clue for unmasking the base impostor who figured as the central actor in this tale. The tale was at that time dramatized, and scenically represented by some of the minor theatres in London, as noticed by Wordsworth in the “Prelude.” But other generations have arisen since that time, who must naturally be unacquainted with the circumstances; and on their account I will here recall them: — One day in the Lake season there drove up to the Royal Oak, the principal inn at Keswick, a handsome and well-appointed travelling carriage, containing one gentleman of somewhat dashing exterior. The stranger was a picturesque-hunter, but not of that order who fly round the ordinary tour with the velocity of lovers posting to Gretna, or of criminals running from the police; his purpose was to domiciliate himself in this beautiful scenery, and to see it at his leisure. From Keswick, as his head-quarters, he made excursions in every direction amongst the neighbouring valleys; meeting generally a good deal of respect and attention, partly on account of his handsome equipage, and still more from his visiting cards, which designated him as “The Hon. Augustus Hope.” Under this name, he gave himself out for a brother of Lord Hopetoun’s. Some persons had discernment enough to doubt of this; for the man’s breeding and deportment, though showy, had an under-tone of vulgarity about it; and Coleridge assured me that he was grossly ungrammatical in his ordinary conversation. However, one fact, soon dispersed by the people of a little rustic post-office, laid asleep all demurs; he not only received letters addressed to him under this assumed name — that might be through collusion with accomplices — but he himself continually franked letters by that name. Now, this being a capital offence, being not only a forgery, but (as a forgery on the Post-Office) sure to be prosecuted, nobody presumed to question his pretensions any longer; and, henceforward, he went to all places with the consideration attached to an earl’s brother. All doors flew open at his approach; boats, boatmen, nets, and the most unlimited sporting privileges, were placed at the disposal of the “Honourable” gentleman: and the hospitality of the district was put on its mettle, in offering a suitable reception to the patrician Scotsman. It could be no blame to a shepherd girl, bred in the sternest solitude which England has to show, that she should fall into a snare which many of her betters had not escaped. Nine miles from Keswick, by the nearest bridle-road through Newlands, but fourteen or fifteen by any route which the honourable gentleman’s travelling-carriage could traverse, lies the Lake of Buttermere. Its margin, which is overhung by some of the loftiest and steepest of the Cumbrian mountains, exhibits on either side few traces of human neighbourhood; the level area, where the hills recede enough to allow of any, is of a wild pastoral character, or almost savage; the waters of the lake are deep and sullen; and the barrier mountains, by excluding the sun for much of his daily course, strengthen the gloomy impressions. At the foot of this lake (that is, at the end where its waters issue) lie a few unornamented fields, through which rolls a little brook-like river, connecting it with the larger lake of Crummock; and at the edge of this miniature domain, upon the roadside, stands a cluster of cottages, so small and few that in the richer tracts of England they would scarcely be complimented with the name of hamlet. One of these, and I believe the principal, belonged to an independent proprietor, called, in the local dialect, a “Statesman”; and more, perhaps, for the sake of attracting a little society than with much view to pecuniary profit at that era, this cottage offered the accommodations of an inn to the traveller and his horse. Rare, however, must have been the mounted traveller in those days, unless visiting Buttermere for itself, and as a terminus ad quem; since the road led to no further habitations of man, with the exception of some four or five pastoral cabins, equally humble, in Gatesgarthdale.

Hither, however, in an evil hour for the peace of this little brotherhood of shepherds, came the cruel spoiler from Keswick. His errand was, to witness or to share in the char-fishing; for in Derwentwater (the Lake of Keswick) no char is found, which breeds only in the deep waters, such as Windermere, Crummock, Buttermere, and Coniston — never in the shallow ones. But, whatever had been his first object, that was speedily forgotten in one more deeply interesting. The daughter of the house, a fine young woman of eighteen, acted as waiter. In a situation so solitary, the stranger had unlimited facilities for enjoying her company, and recommending himself to her favour. Doubts about his pretensions never arose in so simple a place as this; they were overruled before they could well have arisen by the opinion now general in Keswick, that he really was what he pretended to be: and thus, with little demur, except in the shape of a few natural words of parting anger from a defeated or rejected rustic admirer, the young woman gave her hand in marriage to the showy and unprincipled stranger. I know not whether the marriage was, or could have been, celebrated in the little mountain chapel of Buttermere. If it were, I persuade myself that the most hardened villain must have felt a momentary pang on violating the altar of such a chapel; so touchingly does it express, by its miniature dimensions, the almost helpless humility of that little pastoral community to whose spiritual wants it has from generation to generation administered. It is not only the very smallest chapel by many degrees in all England, but is so mere a toy in outward appearance that, were it not for its antiquity, its wild mountain exposure, and its consecrated connexion with the final hopes and fears of the adjacent pastoral hamlet — but for these considerations, the first movement of a stranger’s feelings would be towards loud laughter; for the little chapel looks not so much a mimic chapel in a drop-scene from the Opera House as a miniature copy from such a scene; and evidently could not receive within its walls more than half a dozen of households. From this sanctuary it was — from beneath the maternal shadow, if not from the very altar, of this lonely chapel — that the heartless villain carried off the flower of the mountains. Between this place and Keswick they continued to move backwards and forwards, until at length, with the startling of a thunder-clap to the affrighted mountaineers, the bubble burst: officers of justice appeared: the stranger was easily intercepted from flight, and, upon a capital charge, was borne away to Carlisle. At the ensuing assizes he was tried for forgery on the prosecution of the Post-Office, found guilty, left for execution, and executed accordingly. On the day of his condemnation, Wordsworth and Coleridge passed through Carlisle, and endeavoured to obtain an interview with him. Wordsworth succeeded; but, for some unknown reason, the prisoner steadily refused to see Coleridge; a caprice which could not be penetrated. It is true that he had, during his whole residence at Keswick, avoided Coleridge with a solicitude which had revived the original suspicions against him in some quarters, after they had generally gone to sleep. But for this his motive had then been sufficient: he was of a Devonshire family, and naturally feared the eye, or the inquisitive examination of one who bore a name immemorially associated with the southern part of that county.

 

Coleridge, however, had been transplanted so immaturely from his native region that few people in England knew less of its family connexions. That, perhaps, was unknown to this malefactor; but, at any rate, he knew that all motive was now at an end for disguise of any sort; so that his reserve, in this particular, had now become unintelligible. However, if not him, Coleridge saw and examined his very interesting papers. These were chiefly letters from women whom he had injured, pretty much in the same way, and by the same impostures, as he had so recently practised in Cumberland; and, as Coleridge assured me, were in part the most agonizing appeals that he had ever read to human justice and pity. The man’s real name was, I think, Hatfield. And amongst the papers were two separate correspondences, of some length, with two young women, apparently of superior condition in life (one the daughter of an English clergyman), whom this villain had deluded by marriage, and, after some cohabitation, abandoned, — one of them with a family of young children. Great was the emotion of Coleridge when he recurred to his remembrance of these letters, and bitter, almost vindictive, was the indignation with which he spoke of Hatfield. One set of letters appeared to have been written under too certain a knowledge of his villany to whom they were addressed; though still relying on some possible remains of humanity, or perhaps (the poor writer might think) on some lingering preference for herself. The other set was even more distressing; they were written under the first conflicts of suspicions, alternately repelling with warmth the gloomy doubts which were fast arising, and then yielding to their afflicting evidence; raving in one page under the misery of alarm, in another courting the delusions of hope, and luring back the perfidious deserter, — here resigning herself to despair, and there again labouring to show that all might yet be well. Coleridge said often, in looking back upon that frightful exposure of human guilt and misery, that the man who, when pursued by these heart-rending apostrophes, and with this litany of anguish sounding in his ears, from despairing women and from famishing children, could yet find it possible to enjoy the calm pleasures of a Lake tourist, and deliberately to hunt for the picturesque, must have been a fiend of that order which fortunately does not often emerge amongst men. It is painful to remember that, in those days, amongst the multitudes who ended their career in the same ignominious way, and the majority for offences connected with the forgery of bank notes, there must have been a considerable number who perished from the very opposite cause — viz., because they felt, too passionately and profoundly for prudence, the claims of those who looked up to them for support. One common scaffold confounds the most flinty hearts and the tenderest. However, in this instance, it was in some measure the heartless part of Hatfield’s conduct which drew upon him his ruin: for the Cumberland jury honestly declared their unwillingness to hang him for having forged a frank; and both they, and those who refused to aid his escape when first apprehended, were reconciled to this harshness entirely by what they heard of his conduct to their injured young fellow-countrywoman.

She, meantime, under the name of The Beauty of Buttermere, became an object of interest to all England; melodramas were produced in the London suburban theatres upon her story; and, for many a year afterwards, shoals of tourists crowded to the secluded lake, and the little homely cabaret, which had been the scene of her brief romance; It was fortunate for a person in her distressing situation that her home was not in a town: the few and simple neighbours, who had witnessed her imaginary elevation, having little knowledge of worldly feelings, never for an instant connected with her disappointment any sense of the ludicrous, or spoke of it as a calamity to which her vanity might have co-operated. They treated it as unmixed injury, reflecting shame upon nobody but the wicked perpetrator. Hence, without much trial to her womanly sensibilities, she found herself able to resume her situation in the little inn; and this she continued to hold for many years. In that place, and that capacity, I saw her repeatedly, and shall here say a word upon her personal appearance, because the Lake poets all admired her greatly. Her figure was, in my eyes, good; but I doubt whether most of my readers would have thought it such. She was none of your evanescent, wasp-waisted beauties; on the contrary, she was rather large every way; tallish, and proportionably broad. Her face was fair, and her features feminine; and, unquestionably, she was what all the world would have agreed to call “good-looking.” But, except in her arms, which had something of a statuesque beauty, and in her carriage, which expressed a womanly grace, together with some degree of dignity and self-possession, I confess that I looked in vain for any positive qualities of any sort or degree. Beautiful, in any emphatic sense, she was not. Everything about her face and bust was negative; simply without offence. Even this, however, was more than could be said at all times; for the expression of her countenance could be disagreeable. This arose out of her situation; connected as it was with defective sensibility and a misdirected pride. Nothing operates so differently upon different minds and different styles of beauty as the inquisitive gaze of strangers, whether in the spirit of respectful admiration or of insolence. Some I have seen upon whose angelic beauty this sort of confusion settled advantageously, and like a softening veil; others, in whom it meets with proud resentment, are sometimes disfigured by it. In Mary of Buttermere it roused mere anger and disdain; which, meeting with the sense of her humble and dependent situation, gave birth to a most unhappy aspect of countenance. Men who had no touch of a gentleman’s nature in their composition sometimes insulted her by looks and by words, supposing that they purchased the right to do this by an extra half-crown; and she too readily attributed the same spirit of impertinent curiosity to every man whose eyes happened to settle steadily upon her face. Yet, once at least, I must have seen her under the most favourable circumstances: for, on my first visit to Buttermere, I had the pleasure of Mr. Southey’s company, who was incapable of wounding anybody’s feelings, and to Mary, in particular, was well known by kind attentions, and I believe by some services. Then, at least, I saw her to advantage, and perhaps, for a figure of her build, at the best age; for it was about nine or ten years after her misfortune, when she might be twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old. We were alone, a solitary pair of tourists: nothing arose to confuse or distress her. She waited upon us at dinner, and talked to us freely. “This is a respectable young woman,” I said to myself; but nothing of that enthusiasm could I feel which beauty, such as I have beheld at the Lakes, would have been apt to raise under a similar misfortune. One lady, not very scrupulous in her embellishments of facts, used to tell an anecdote of her which I hope was exaggerated. Some friend of hers (as she affirmed), in company with a large party, visited Buttermere within one day after that upon which Hatfield suffered; and she protested that Mary threw upon the table, with an emphatic gesture, the Carlisle paper containing an elaborate account of his execution.

It is an instance of Coleridge’s carelessness that he, who had as little of fixed ill-nature in his temper as any person whom I have ever known, managed, in reporting this story at the time of its occurrence, to get himself hooked into a personal quarrel, which hung over his head unsettled for nine or ten years. A Liverpool merchant, who was then meditating a house in the Vale of Grasmere, and perhaps might have incurred Coleridge’s anger by thus disturbing, with inappropriate intrusions, this loveliest of all English landscapes, had connected himself a good deal with Hatfield during his Keswick masquerade; and was said even to have carried his regard to that villain so far as to have christened one of his own children by the names of “Augustus Hope.” With these and other circumstances, expressing the extent of the infatuation amongst the swindler’s dupes, Coleridge made the public merry. Naturally, the Liverpool merchant was not amongst those who admired the facetiousness of Coleridge on this occasion, but swore vengeance whenever they should meet. They never did meet, until ten years had gone by; and then, oddly enough, it was in the Liverpool man’s own house — in that very nuisance of a house which had, I suppose, first armed Coleridge’s wrath against him. This house, by time and accident, in no very wonderful way, had passed into the hands of Wordsworth as tenant. Coleridge, as was still less wonderful, had become the visitor of Wordsworth on returning from Malta; and the Liverpool merchant, as was also natural, either seeking his rent, or on the general errand of a friendly visit, calling upon Wordsworth, met Coleridge in the hall. Now came the hour for settling old accounts. I was present, and can report the case. Both looked grave, and coloured a little. But ten years work wonders: an armistice of that duration heals many a wound; and Samuel Taylor Coleridge, requesting his enemy’s company in the garden, entered upon a long metaphysical dissertation, bordering upon what you might call philosophical rigmarole, and rather puzzling to answer. It seemed to be an expansion, by Thomas Aquinas, of that parody upon a well-known passage in Shenstone, where the writer says — 

“He kick’d me down-stairs with such a sweet grace That I thought he was handing me up.”

And, in the upshot, this conclusion eventuated (to speak Yankeeishly), that purely on principles of good neighbourhood and universal philanthropy could Coleridge have meditated or executed the insult offered in the “Morning Post.” The Liverpool merchant rubbed his forehead, and seemed a little perplexed; but he was a most good-natured man; and he was eminently a gentleman. At length, considering, perhaps, how very like Duns Scotus, or Albertus Magnus, Coleridge had shown himself in this luminous explanation, he might begin to reflect that, had any one of those distinguished men offered a similar affront, it would have been impossible to resent it; for who could think of kicking the “Doctor Seraphicus,” or would it tell to any man’s advantage in history that he had caned Thomas Aquinas? On these principles, therefore, without saying one word, Liverpoliensis held out his hand, and a lasting reconciliation followed.

Not very long, I believe, after this affair of Hatfield, Coleridge went to Malta. His inducement to such a step must have been merely a desire to see the most interesting regions of the Mediterranean under the shelter and advantageous introduction of an official station. It was, however, an unfortunate chapter of his life: for, being necessarily thrown a good deal upon his own resources in the narrow society of a garrison, he there confirmed and cherished, if he did not there form, his habit of taking opium in large quantities. I am the last person in the world to press conclusions harshly or uncandidly against Coleridge; but I believe it to be notorious that he first began the use of opium, not as a relief from any bodily pains or nervous irritations (since his constitution was strong and excellent), but as a source of luxurious sensations. It is a great misfortune, at least it is a great peril, to have tasted the enchanted cup of youthful rapture incident to the poetic temperament. That fountain of high-wrought sensibility once unlocked experimentally, it is rare to see a submission afterwards to the insipidities of daily life. Coleridge, to speak in the words of Cervantes, wanted better bread than was made of wheat; and, when youthful blood no longer sustained the riot of his animal spirits, he endeavoured to excite them by artificial stimulants.

At Malta he became acquainted with Commodore Decatur and other Americans of distinction; and this brought him afterwards into connexion with Allston, the American artist. Of Sir Alexander Ball, one of Lord Nelson’s captains in the battle of the Nile, and Governor of Malta, he spoke and wrote uniformly in a lavish style of panegyric, for which plainer men found it difficult to see the slightest ground. It was, indeed, Coleridge’s infirmity to project his own mind, and his own very peculiar ideas, nay, even his own expressions and illustrative metaphors, upon other men, and to contemplate these reflex images from himself as so many characters having an absolute ground in some separate object. “Ball and Bell”—”Bell and Ball,” were two of these pet subjects; he had a “craze” about each of them; and to each he ascribed thoughts and words to which, had they been put upon the rack, they never would have confessed.

From Malta, on his return homewards, he went to Rome and Naples. One of the cardinals, he tells us, warned him, by the Pope’s wish, of some plot, set on foot by Bonaparte, for seizing him as an anti-Gallican writer. This statement was ridiculed by the anonymous assailant in “Blackwood” as the very consummation of moonstruck vanity; and it is there compared to John Dennis’s frenzy in retreating from the sea-coast, under the belief that Louis XIV had commissioned emissaries to land on the English shore and make a dash at his person. But, after all, the thing is not so entirely improbable. For it is certain that some orator of the Opposition (Charles Fox, as Coleridge asserts) had pointed out all the principal writers in the “Morning Post” to Napoleon’s vengeance, by describing the war as a war “of that journal’s creation.” And, as to the insinuation that Napoleon was above throwing his regards upon a simple writer of political essays, that is not only abundantly confuted by many scores of established cases, but also is specially put down by a case circumstantially recorded in the Second Tour to Paris by the celebrated John Scott of Aberdeen. It there appears that, on no other ground whatever than that of his connexion with the London newspaper press, some friend of Mr. Scott’s had been courted most assiduously by Napoleon during the Hundred Days. Assuredly Coleridge deserved, beyond all other men that ever were connected with the daily press, to be regarded with distinction. Worlds of fine thinking lie buried in that vast abyss, never to be disentombed or restored to human admiration. Like the sea, it has swallowed treasures without end, that no diving-bell will bring up again. But nowhere, throughout its shoreless magazines of wealth, does there lie such a bed of pearls confounded with the rubbish and “purgamenta” of ages, as in the political papers of Coleridge. No more appreciable monument could be raised to the memory of Coleridge than a republication of his essays in the “Morning Post,” and afterwards in the “Courier.” And here, by the way, it may be mentioned that the sagacity of Coleridge, as applied to the signs of the times, is illustrated by this fact, that distinctly and solemnly he foretold the restoration of the Bourbons, at a period when most people viewed such an event as the most romantic of visions, and not less chimerical than that “march upon Paris” of Lord Hawkesbury’s which for so many years supplied a theme of laughter to the Whigs.

Why Coleridge left Malta, is as difficult to explain upon any principles of ordinary business, as why he had ever gone thither. The post of secretary, if it imposed any official attendance of a regular kind, or any official correspondence, must have been but poorly filled by him; and Sir Alexander Ball, if I have collected his character justly, was not likely to accept the gorgeous philosophy of Coleridge as an indemnification for irregular performance of his public duties. Perhaps, therefore, though on the best terms of mutual regard, mutually they might be pleased to part. Part they did, at any rate, and poor Coleridge was sea-sick the whole of his homeward (as he had been through the whole of his outward) voyage.

 

It was not long after this event that my own introduction to Coleridge occurred. At that time some negotiation was pending between him and the Royal Institution,which ended in their engaging him to deliver a course of lectures on Poetry and the Fine Arts during the ensuing winter. For this series (twelve or sixteen, I think) he received a sum of one hundred guineas. And, considering the slightness of the pains which he bestowed upon them, he was well remunerated. I fear that they did not increase his reputation; for never did any man treat his audience with less respect, or his task with less careful attention. I was in London for part of the time, and can report the circumstances, having made a point of attending duly at the appointed hours. Coleridge was at that time living uncomfortably enough at the “Courier” office, in the Strand. In such a situation, annoyed by the sound of feet passing his chamber-door continually to the printing-rooms of this great establishment, and with no gentle ministrations of female hands to sustain his cheerfulness, naturally enough his spirits flagged; and he took more than ordinary doses of opium. I called upon him daily, and pitied his forlorn condition. There was no bell in the room; which for many months answered the double purpose of bedroom and sitting-room. Consequently, I often saw him, picturesquely enveloped in nightcaps, surmounted by handkerchiefs indorsed upon handkerchiefs, shouting from the attics of the “Courier” office, down three or four flights of stairs, to a certain “Mrs. Brainbridge,” his sole attendant, whose dwelling was in the subterranean regions of the house. There did I often see the philosopher, with the most lugubrious of faces, invoking with all his might this uncouth name of “Brainbridge,” each syllable of which he intonated with long-drawn emphasis, in order to overpower the hostile hubbub coming downwards from the creaking press, and the roar from the Strand, which entered at all the front windows. “Mistress Brainbridge! I say, Mistress Brainbridge!” was the perpetual cry, until I expected to hear the Strand, and distant Fleet Street, take up the echo of “Brainbridge!” Thus unhappily situated, he sank more than ever under the dominion of opium; so that, at two o’clock, when he should have been in attendance at the Royal Institution, he was too often unable to rise from bed. Then came dismissals of audience after audience, with pleas of illness; and on many of his lecture days I have seen all Albemarle Street closed by a “lock” of carriages, filled with women of distinction, until the servants of the Institution or their own footmen advanced to the carriage-doors with the intelligence that Mr. Coleridge had been suddenly taken ill. This plea, which at first had been received with expressions of concern, repeated too often, began to rouse disgust. Many in anger, and some in real uncertainty whether it would not be trouble thrown away, ceased to attend. And we that were more constant too often found reason to be disappointed with the quality of his lecture. His appearance was generally that of a person struggling with pain and overmastering illness. His lips were baked with feverish heat, and often black in colour; and, in spite of the water which he continued drinking through the whole course of his lecture, he often seemed to labour under an almost paralytic inability to raise the upper jaw from the lower. In such a state, it is clear that nothing could save the lecture itself from reflecting his own feebleness and exhaustion, except the advantage of having been precomposed in some happier mood. But that never happened: most unfortunately he relied upon his extempore ability to carry him through. Now, had he been in spirits, or had he gathered animation, and kindled by his own motion, no written lecture could have been more effectual than one of his unpremeditated colloquial harangues. But either he was depressed originally below the point from which any re-ascent was possible, or else this re-action was intercepted by continual disgust from looking back upon his own ill-success; for, assuredly, he never once recovered that free and eloquent movement of thought which he could command at any time in a private company. The passages he read, moreover, in illustrating his doctrines, were generally unhappily chosen, because chosen at haphazard, from the difficulty of finding at a moment’s summons those passages which his purpose required. Nor do I remember any that produced much effect, except two or three, which I myself put ready marked into his hands, among the Metrical Romances edited by Ritson.

Generally speaking, the selections were as injudicious and as inappropriate as they were ill delivered; for, amongst Coleridge’s accomplishments, good reading was not one; he had neither voice (so, at least, I thought) nor management of voice. This defect is unfortunate in a public lecturer; for it is inconceivable how much weight and effectual pathos can be communicated by sonorous depth and melodious cadences of the human voice to sentiments the most trivial; nor, on the other hand, how the grandest are emasculated by a style of reading which fails in distributing the lights and shadows of a musical intonation. However, this defect chiefly concerned the immediate impression; the most afflicting to a friend of Coleridge’s was the entire absence of his own peculiar and majestic intellect; no heart, no soul, was in anything he said; no strength of feeling in recalling universal truths; no power of originality or compass of moral relations in his novelties: all was a poor faint reflection from jewels once scattered in the highway by himself in the prodigality of his early opulence — a mendicant dependence on the alms dropped from his own overflowing treasury of happier times.

The next opportunity I had of seeing Coleridge was at the Lakes, in the winter of 1809, and up to the autumn of the following year. During this period it was that he carried on the original publication of “The Friend”; and for much the greater part of the time I saw him daily. He lived as a visitor in the house occupied by Mr. Wordsworth. This house (Allan Bank by name) was in Grasmere; and in another part of the same vale, at a distance of barely one mile, I myself had a cottage, and a considerable library. Many of my books being German, Coleridge borrowed them in great numbers. Having a general license from me to use them as he would, he was in the habit of accumulating them so largely at Allan Bank (the name of Mr. Wordsworth’s house) that sometimes as many as five hundred were absent at once: which I mention in order to notice a practice of Coleridge’s, indicating his very scrupulous honour in what regarded the rights of ownership. Literary people are not always so strict in respecting property of this description; and I know more than one celebrated man who professes as a maxim that he holds it no duty of honour to restore a borrowed book; not to speak of many less celebrated persons, who, without openly professing such a principle, do however, in fact, exhibit a lax morality in such cases. The more honourable it was to poor Coleridge, who had means so trifling of buying books for himself, that, to prevent my flocks from mixing and being confounded with the flocks already folded at Allan Bank (his own and Wordsworth’s), or rather that they might mix without danger, he duly inscribed my name in the blank leaves of every volume; a fact which became rather painfully made known to me; for, as he had chosen to dub me Esquire, many years after this it cost myself and a female friend some weeks of labour to hunt out these multitudinous memorials and to erase this heraldic addition; which else had the appearance to a stranger of having been conferred by myself.

“The Friend,” in its original publication, was, as a pecuniary speculation, the least judicious, both for its objects and its means, I have ever known. It was printed at Penrith, a town in Cumberland, on the outer verge of the Lake district, and precisely twenty-eight miles removed from Coleridge’s abode. This distance, enough of itself, in all conscience, was at least trebled in effect by the interposition of Kirkstone, a mountain which is scaled by a carriage ascent of three miles long, and so steep in parts that, without four horses, no solitary traveller can persuade the neighbouring innkeepers to carry him. Another road, by way of Keswick, is subject to its own separate difficulties. And thus, in any practical sense, for ease, for certainty, and for despatch, Liverpool, ninety-five miles distant, was virtually nearer. Dublin even, or Cork, was more eligible. Yet, in this town, so situated as I have stated, by way of purchasing such intolerable difficulties at the highest price, Coleridge was advised, and actually persuaded, to set up a printer, to buy, to lay in a stock of paper, types, &c., instead of resorting to some printer already established in Kendal, a large and opulent town not more than eighteen miles distant, and connected by a daily post, whereas between himself and Penrith there was no post at all. Building his mechanical arrangements upon this utter “upside-down” inversion of all common sense, it is not surprising (as “madness ruled the hour”) that in all other circumstances of plan or execution the work moved by principles of downright crazy disregard to all that a judicious counsel would have suggested. The subjects were chosen obstinately in defiance of the popular taste; they were treated in a style studiously disfigured by German modes of thinking, and by a German terminology; no attempt was made to win or conciliate public taste; and the plans adopted for obtaining payment were of a nature to insure a speedy bankruptcy to the concern. Coleridge had a list — nobody could ever say upon whose authority gathered together — of subscribers. He tells us himself that many of these renounced the work from an early period; and some (as Lord Corke) rebuked him for his presumption in sending it unordered, but (as Coleridge asserts) neither returned the copies nor remitted the price. And even those who were conscientious enough to do this could not remit four or five shillings for as many numbers without putting Coleridge to an expense of treble postage at the least. This he complains of bitterly in his “Biographia Literaria,” forgetting evidently that the evil was due exclusively to his own defective arrangements. People necessarily sent their subscriptions through such channels as were open to them, or such as were pointed out by Coleridge himself. It is also utterly unworthy of Coleridge to have taxed, as he does, many of his subscribers (or really, for anything that appears, the whole body) with neglecting to pay at all. Probably not one neglected. And some ladies, to my knowledge, scrupulously anxious about transmitting their subscriptions, paid three times over. Managed as the reader will collect from these indications, the work was going down-hill from the first. It never gained any accessions of new subscribers; from what source, then, was the continual dropping off of names to be supplied? The printer became a bankrupt: Coleridge was as much in arrear with his articles as with his lectures at the Royal Institution. That he was from the very first; but now he was disgusted and desponding; and with No. 28 or 29 the work came to a final stop. Some years after, it was re-cast and re-published. But, in fact, this re-cast was altogether and absolutely a new work. The sole contributors to the original work had been, first of all, Wordsworth who gave a very valuable paper on the principles concerned in the composition of Epitaphs; and, secondly, Professor Wilson, who, in conjunction with Mr. (now Dr.) Blair, an early friend, then visiting Mr. W. on Windermere, wrote the letter signed “Mathetes,” the reply to which came from Wordsworth.

At the Lakes, and summoned abroad by scenery so exquisite — living, too, in the bosom of a family endeared to him by long friendship and by sympathy the closest with all his propensities and tastes — Coleridge (it may be thought) could not sequester himself so profoundly as at the “Courier” Office within his own shell, or shut himself out so completely from that large dominion of eye and ear amongst the hills, the fields, and the woods, which once he had exercised so delightfully to himself, and with a participation so immortal, through his exquisite poems, to all generations. He was not now reduce to depend upon “Mrs. Brainbridge” —— (Mistress Brain — Brain — Brainbridge, I say —— Oh heavens! is there, can there, was there, will there ever at any future period be, an undeniable use in saying and in pressing upon the attention of the Strand and Fleet Street at their earliest convenience the painful subject of Mistress Brain — Brain — Brainbridge, I say —— Do you hear, Mrs. Brain — Brain — Brainbridge —— ? Brain or Bain, it matters little — Bran or Brain, it’s all one, I conceive): — here, on the contrary, he looked out from his study windows upon the sublime hills of Seat Sandal and Arthur’s Chair, and upon pastoral cottages at their feet; and all around him he heard hourly the murmurings of happy life, the sound of female voices, and the innocent laughter of children. But apparently he was not happy; opium, was it, or what was it, that poisoned all natural pleasure at its sources? He burrowed continually deeper into scholastic subtleties and metaphysical abstractions; and, like that class described by Seneca in the luxurious Rome of his days, he lived chiefly by candlelight. At two or four o’clock in the afternoon he would make his first appearance. Through the silence of the night, when all other lights had disappeared in the quiet cottages of Grasmere, his lamp might be seen invariably by the belated traveller, as he descended the long steep from Dunmailraise; and at seven or eight o’clock in the morning, when man was going forth to his labour, this insulated son of reverie was retiring to bed.

Society he did not much court, because much was not to be had; but he did not shrink from any which wore the promise of novelty. At that time the leading person about the Lakes, as regarded rank and station, amongst those who had any connexion with literature, was Dr. Watson, the well-known Bishop of Llandaff. This dignitary I knew myself as much as I wished to know him; he was interesting; yet also not interesting; and I will speak of him circumstantially. Those who have read his Autobiography, or are otherwise acquainted with the outline of his career, will be aware that he was the son of a Westmoreland schoolmaster. Going to Cambridge, with no great store of classical knowledge, but with the more common accomplishment of Westmoreland men, and one better suited to Cambridge, viz. a sufficient basis of mathematics, and a robust though commonplace intellect for improving his knowledge according to any direction which accident should prescribe — he obtained the Professorship of Chemistry without one iota of chemical knowledge up to the hour when he gained it; and then, setting eagerly to work, that he might not disgrace the choice which had thus distinguished him, long before the time arrived for commencing his prelections he had made himself capable of writing those beautiful essays on that science which, after a revolution and a counter-revolution so great as succeeding times have witnessed, still remain a cardinal book of introductory discipline to such studies: an opinion deliberately expressed to myself by the late Sir Humphry Davy, and in answer to an earnest question which I took the liberty of proposing to him on that point. Sir Humphry said that he could scarcely imagine a time, or a condition of the science, in which the Bishop’s “Essays” would be superannuated. With this experimental proof that a Chemical Chair might be won and honoured without previous knowledge even of the chemical alphabet, he resolved to play the same feat with the Royal Chair of Divinity; one far more important for local honour and for wealth. Here, again, he succeeded; and this time he extended his experiment; for, whereas both Chairs had been won without previous knowledge, he resolved that in this case it should be maintained without after knowledge. He applied himself simply to the improvement of its income, which he raised from £300 to at least £1000 per annum. All this he had accomplished before reaching the age of thirty-five.

Riches are with us the parent of riches; and success, in the hands of an active man, is the pledge of further success. On the basis of this Cambridge preferment Dr. Watson built upwards, until he had raised himself, in one way or other, to a seat in the House of Lords, and to a commensurate income. For the latter half of his life, he — originally a village schoolmaster’s son — was able to associate with the magnates of the land upon equal terms. And that fact, of itself, without another word, implies, in this country, a degree of rank and fortune which one would think a sufficient reward even for merit as unquestionable as was that of Dr. Watson, considering that in quality it was merit of so vulgar a class. Yet he was always a discontented man, a railer at the government and the age which could permit merit such as his to pine away ingloriously in one of the humblest amongst the bishoprics, with no other addition to its emoluments than the richest professorship in Europe, and such other accidents in life as gave him in all, perhaps, not above five thousand per annum! Poor man! — only five thousand per annum! What a trial to a man’s patience! — and how much he stood in need of philosophy, or even of religion, to face so dismal a condition!

This bishop was himself, in a secondary way, no uninteresting study. What I mean is, that, though originally the furthest removed from an interesting person, being a man remarkable indeed for robust faculties, but otherwise commonplace in his character, worldly-minded, and coarse, even to obtuseness, in his sensibilities, he yet became interesting from the strength of degree with which these otherwise repulsive characteristics were manifested. He was one of that numerous order in whom even the love of knowledge is subordinate to schemes of advancement; and to whom even his own success, and his own honour consequent upon that success, had no higher value than according to their use as instruments for winning further promotion. Hence it was that, when by such aids he had mounted to a certain eminence, beyond which he saw little promise of further ascent through any assistance of theirs — since at this stage it was clear that party connexion in politics must become his main reliance — he ceased to regard his favourite sciences with interest. The very organs of his early advancement were regarded with no gratitude or tenderness, when it became clear that they could yield no more. Even chemistry was now neglected. This, above all, was perplexing to one who did not understand his character. For hither one would have supposed he might have retreated from his political disappointments, and have found a perpetual consolation in honours which no intrigues could defeat, and in the esteem, so pure and untainted, which still attended the honourable exertions of his youth. But he had not feeling enough for that view; he looked at the matter in a very different light. Other generations had come since then, and “other palms were won.” To keep pace with the advancing science, and to maintain his station amongst his youthful competitors, would demand a youthful vigour and motives such as theirs. But, as to himself, chemistry had given all it could give. Having first raised himself to distinction by that, he had since married into an ancient family — one of the leaders amongst the landed aristocracy of his own county: he had thus entitled himself to call the head of that family — a territorial potentate with ten thousand per annum — by the contemptuous sobriquet of “Dull Daniel”; he looked down upon numbers whom, twenty years before, he scarcely durst have looked up to, except perhaps as a cat is privileged to look at a king; he had obtained a bishopric. Chemistry had done all this for him; and had, besides, co-operating with luck, put him in the way of reaping a large estate from the gratitude and early death of his pupil, Mr. Luther. All this chemistry had effected. Could chemistry do anything more? Clearly not. It was a burnt-out volcano. And here it was that, having lost his motives for cultivating it farther, he regarded the present improvers of the science, not with the feelings natural to a disinterested lover of such studies on their own account, but with jealousy, as men who had eclipsed or had bedimmed his own once brilliant reputation. Two revolutions had occurred since his own “palmy days”; Sir Humphry Davy, he said, might be right; and all might be gold that glistened; but, for his part, he was too old to learn new theories — he must be content to hobble to his grave with such old-fashioned creeds as had answered in his time, when, for aught he could see, men prospered as much as in this newfangled world. Such was the tone of his ordinary talk; and, in one sense — as regards personal claims, I mean — it was illiberal enough; for the leaders of modern chemistry never overlooked his claims. Professor Thomson of Glasgow always spoke of his “Essays” as of a book which hardly any revolution could antiquate; and Sir Humphry Davy, in reply to a question which I put to him upon that point in 1813, declared that he knew of no book better qualified as one of introductory discipline to the youthful experimenter, or as an apprenticeship to the taste in elegant selection of topics.

Yet, querulous and discontented as the bishop was, when he adverted either to chemistry or to his own position in life, the reader must not imagine to himself the ordinary “complement” and appurtenances of that character — such as moroseness, illiberality, or stinted hospitalities. On the contrary, his lordship was a joyous, jovial, and cordial host. He was pleasant, and even kind, in his manners; most hospitable in his reception of strangers, no matter of what party; and I must say that he was as little overbearing in argument, and as little stood upon his privilege in his character of a church dignitary, as any “big wig” I have happened to know. He was somewhat pompous, undoubtedly; but that, in an old academic hero, was rather agreeable, and had a characteristic effect. He listened patiently to all your objections; and, though steeped to the lips in prejudice, he was really candid. I mean to say that, although, generally speaking, the unconscious pre-occupation of his understanding shut up all avenues to new convictions, he yet did his best to open his mind to any views that might be presented at the moment. And, with regard to his querulous egotism, though it may appear laughable enough to all who contrast his real pretensions with their public appreciation as expressed in his acquired opulence and rank, and who contrast, also, his case with that of other men in his own profession — with that of Paley, for example — yet it cannot be denied that fortune had crossed his path, latterly, with foul winds, no less strikingly than his early life had been seconded by her favouring gales. In particular, Lord Holland mentioned to a friend of my own the following anecdote:—”What you say of the bishop may be very true” (they were riding past his grounds at the time, which had turned the conversation upon his character and public claims): “but to us” (Lord Holland meant to the Whig party) “he was truly honourable and faithful; insomuch that my uncle” (meaning, of course, Charles Fox) “had agreed with Lord Grenville to make him Archbishop of York, sede vacante; — all was settled; and, had we staid in power a little longer, he would, beyond a doubt, have had that dignity.”

Now, if the reader happens to recollect how soon the death of Dr. Markham followed the sudden dissolution of that short-lived administration in 1807, he will see how narrowly Dr. Watson missed this elevation; and one must allow for a little occasional spleen under such circumstances. How grand a thing, how princely, to be an English archbishop! Yet, what an archbishop! He talked openly, at his own table, as a Socinian; ridiculed the miracles of the New Testament, which he professed to explain as so many chemical tricks, or cases of legerdemain; and certainly had as little of devotional feeling as any man that ever lived. It is, by comparison, a matter of little consequence that, so slightly regarding the Church of which he called himself a member in her spiritual interest, he should, in her temporal interests, have been ready to lay her open to any assaults from almost any quarter. He could naturally have little reverence for the rights of the shepherds, having so very little for the pastoral office itself, or for the manifold duties it imposes. All his public, all his professional duties, he systematically neglected. He was a lord in Parliament, and for many a year he never attended in his place: he was a bishop, and he scarcely knew any part of his diocese by sight, living three hundred miles away from it: he was a professor of divinity, holding the richest professorship in Europe — the weightiest, for its functions, in England — drawing, by his own admission, one thousand per annum from its endowments (deducting some stipend to his locum tenens at Cambridge), and for thirty years he never read a lecture, or performed a public exercise. Spheres how vast of usefulness to a man as able as himself! — subjects of what bitter anguish on his deathbed to one who had been tenderly conscientious! In his political purism, and the unconscious partisanship of his constitutional scruples, he was a true Whig, and thoroughly diverting. That Lord Lonsdale or that the Duke of Northumberland should interfere with elections, this he thought scandalous and awful; but that a lord of the house of Cavendish or Howard, a Duke of Devonshire or Norfolk, or an Earl of Carlisle, should traffic in boroughs, or exert the most despotic influence as landlords, mutato nomine, he viewed as the mere natural right of property; and so far was he from loving the pure-hearted and unfactious champions of liberty, that, in one of his printed works, he dared to tax Milton with having knowingly, wilfully, deliberately told a falsehood.

Could Coleridge — was it possible that he could reverence a man like this? Ordinary men might, because they were told that he had defended Christianity against the vile blasphemers and impotent theomachists of the day. But Coleridge had too pure an ideal of a Christian philosopher, derived from the age of the English Titans in theology, to share in that estimate. It is singular enough, and interesting to a man who has ever heard Coleridge talk, but especially to one who has assisted (to speak in French phrase) at a talking party between Coleridge and the Bishop, to look back upon an article in the “Quarterly Review,” where, in connexion with the Bishop’s Autobiography, some sneers are dropped with regard to the intellectual character of the neighbourhood in which he had settled. I have been told, on pretty good authority, that this article was written by the late Dr. Whittaker of Craven, the topographical antiquarian; a pretty sort of person, doubtless, to assume such a tone, in speaking of a neighbourhood so dazzling in its intellectual pretensions as that region at that time. Listen, reader, and judge!

The Bishop had fixed his abode on the banks of Windermere. In a small, but by the necessity of its situation a beautiful park, he had himself raised a plain, but handsome and substantial mansion; Calgarth, or Calgarth Park, was its name. Now, at Keswick (I am looking back to the sneer of the “Quarterly Review”) lived Southey; twenty miles distant, it is true, but still, for a bishop with a bishop’s equipage, not beyond a morning’s drive. At Grasmere, about eight miles from Calgarth, were to be found Wordsworth and Coleridge. At Brathay, about four miles from Calgarth, lived Charles Lloyd; and he, far as he might be below the others I have mentioned, could not in candour be considered a common man. Common! he was a man never to be forgotten! He was somewhat too Rousseauish; but he had, in conversation, the most extraordinary powers for analysis of a certain kind, applied to the philosophy of manners, and the most delicate nuances of social life; and his translation of “Alfieri,” together with his own poems, shows him to have been an accomplished scholar. Then, not much above a mile from Calgarth, at his beautiful creation of Elleray, lived Professor Wilson; of whom I need not speak. He, in fact, and Mr. Lloyd were on the most intimate terms with the Bishop’s family. The meanest of these persons was able to have “taken the conceit” out of Dr. Whittaker and all his tribe. But even in the town of Kendal, about nine miles from Calgarth, there were many men of information, at least as extensive as Dr. Watson’s, and amply qualified to have met him upon equal terms in conversation. Mathematics, it is well known, are extensively cultivated in the north of England. Sedburgh, for many years, was a sort of nursery or rural chapel-of-ease to Cambridge. Dawson of Sedburgh was a luminary better known than ever Dr. Watson was, by mathematicians both foreign and domestic. Gough, the blind mathematician and botanist of Kendal, is known to this day; but many others in that town had accomplishments equal to his; and, indeed, so widely has mathematical knowledge extended itself throughout Northern England that, even amongst the poor Lancashire weavers, mechanic labourers for their daily bread, the cultivation of pure geometry, in the most refined shape, has long prevailed; of which some accounts have been recently published. Local pique, therefore, must have been at the bottom of Dr. Whittaker’s sneer. At all events, it was ludicrously contrasted with the true state of the case, as brought out by the meeting between Coleridge and the Bishop.

Coleridge was armed, at all points, with the scholastic erudition which bore upon all questions that could arise in polemic divinity. The philosophy of ancient Greece, through all its schools, the philosophy of the schoolmen technically so called, Church history, &c., Coleridge had within his call. Having been personally acquainted, or connected as a pupil, with Eichhorn and Michaelis, he knew the whole cycle of schisms and audacious speculations through which Biblical criticism or Christian philosophy has revolved in Modern Germany. All this was ground upon which the Bishop of Llandaff trod with the infirm footing of a child. He listened to what Coleridge reported with the same sort of pleasurable surprise, alternating with starts of doubt or incredulity, as would naturally attend a detailed report from Laputa — which aërial region of speculation does but too often recur to a sober-minded person in reading of the endless freaks in philosophy of Modern Germany, where the sceptre of Mutability, that potentate celebrated by Spenser, gathers more trophies in a year than elsewhere in a century; “the anarchy of dreams” presides in her philosophy; and the restless elements of opinion, throughout every region of debate, mould themselves eternally, like the billowy sands of the desert as beheld by Bruce, into towering columns, soar upwards to a giddy altitude, then stalk about for a minute, all aglow with fiery colour, and finally unmould and “dislimn,” with a collapse as sudden as the motions of that eddying breeze under which their vapoury architecture had arisen. Hartley and Locke, both of whom the bishop made into idols, were discussed; especially the former, against whom Coleridge alleged some of those arguments which he has used in his “Biographia Literaria.” The bishop made but a feeble defence; and upon some points none at all. He seemed, I remember, much struck with one remark of Coleridge’s, to this effect:—”That, whereas Hartley fancied that our very reasoning was an aggregation, collected together under the law of association, on the contrary, we reason by counteracting that law: just,” said he, “as, in leaping, the law of gravitation concurs to that act in its latter part; but no leap could take place were it not by a counteraction of the law.” One remark of the bishop’s let me into the secret of his very limited reading. Coleridge had used the word “apperception,” apparently without intention; for, on hearing some objection to the word, as being “surely not a word that Addison would have used,” he substituted transcendental consciousness. Some months afterwards, going with Charles Lloyd to call at Calgarth, during the time when “The Friend” was appearing, the bishop again noticed this obnoxious word, and in the very same terms:—”Now, this word apperception, which Mr. Coleridge uses in the last number of ‘The Friend,’ surely, surely it would not have been approved by Addison; no, Mr. Lloyd, nor by Swift; nor even, I think, by Arbuthnot.” Somebody suggested that the word was a new word of German mintage, and most probably due to Kant — of whom the bishop seemed never to have heard. Meantime the fact was, and to me an amusing one, that the word had been commonly used by Leibnitz, a classical author on such subjects, 120 years before.

 

In the autumn of 1810, Coleridge left the Lakes; and, so far as I am aware, for ever. I once, indeed, heard a rumour of his having passed through with some party of tourists — some reason struck me at the time for believing it untrue — but, at all events, he never returned to them as a resident. What might be his reason for this eternal self-banishment from scenes which he so well understood in all their shifting forms of beauty, I can only guess. Perhaps it was the very opposite reason to that which is most obvious: not, possibly, because he had become indifferent to their attractions, but because his undecaying sensibility to their commanding power had become associated with too afflicting remembrances, and flashes of personal recollections, suddenly restored and illuminated — recollections which will

“Sometimes leap From hiding-places ten years deep,”

and bring into collision the present with some long-forgotten past, in a form too trying and too painful for endurance. I have a brilliant Scotch friend, who cannot walk on the seashore — within sight of its ανηριθμον γελασμα (anêrithmon gelasma), the multitudinous laughter of its waves, or within hearing of its resounding uproar, because they bring up, by links of old association, too insupportably to his mind the agitations of his glittering, but too fervid youth. There is a feeling — morbid, it may be, but for which no anodyne is found in all the schools from Plato to Kant — to which the human mind is liable at times: it is best described in a little piece by Henry More, the “Platonist.” He there represents himself as a martyr to his own too passionate sense of beauty, and his consequent too pathetic sense of its decay. Everywhere — above, below, around him, in the earth, in the clouds, in the fields, and in their “garniture of flowers” — he beholds a beauty carried to excess; and this beauty becomes a source of endless affliction to him, because everywhere he sees it liable to the touch of decay and mortal change. During one paroxysm of this sad passion, an angel appears to comfort him; and, by the sudden revelation of her immortal beauty, does, in fact, suspend his grief. But it is only a suspension; for the sudden recollection that her privileged condition, and her exemption from the general fate of beauty, is only by way of exception to a universal rule, restores his grief: “And thou thyself,” he says to the angel — 

“And thou thyself, that com’st to comfort me, Wouldst strong occasion of deep sorrow bring, If thou wert subject to mortality!”

Every man who has ever dwelt with passionate love upon the fair face of some female companion through life must have had the same feeling, and must often, in the exquisite language of Shakspere’s sonnets, have commanded and adjured all-conquering Time, there, at least, and upon that one tablet of his adoration,

“To write no wrinkle with his antique hand.”

Vain prayer! Empty adjuration! Profitless rebellion against the laws which season all things for the inexorable grave! Yet not the less we rebel again and again; and, though wisdom counsels resignation, yet our human passions, still cleaving to their object, force us into endless rebellion. Feelings the same in kind as these attach themselves to our mental power, and our vital energies. Phantoms of lost power, sudden intuitions, and shadowy restorations of forgotten feelings, sometimes dim and perplexing, sometimes by bright but furtive glimpses, sometimes by a full and steady revelation, overcharged with light — throw us back in a moment upon scenes and remembrances that we have left full thirty years behind us. In solitude, and chiefly in the solitudes of nature, and, above all, amongst the great and enduring features of nature, such as mountains, and quiet dells, and the lawny recesses of forests, and the silent shores of lakes, features with which (as being themselves less liable to change) our feelings have a more abiding association — under these circumstances it is that such evanescent hauntings of our past and forgotten selves are most apt to startle and to waylay us. These are positive torments from which the agitated mind shrinks in fear; but there are others negative in their nature — that is, blank mementoes of powers extinct, and of faculties burnt out within us. And from both forms of anguish — from this twofold scourge — poor Coleridge fled, perhaps, in flying from the beauty of external nature. In alluding to this latter, or negative form of suffering — that form, I mean, which presents not the too fugitive glimpses of past power, but its blank annihilation — Coleridge himself most beautifully insists upon and illustrates the truth that all which we find in Nature must be created by ourselves; and that alike whether Nature is so gorgeous in her beauty as to seem apparelled in her wedding-garment or so powerless and extinct as to seem palled in her shroud. In either case,

“O, Lady, we receive but what we give, And in our life alone does nature live; Ours is her wedding-garment, ours her shroud.

It were a vain endeavour, Though I should gaze for ever On that green light that lingers in the west: I may not hope from outward forms to win The passion and the life whose fountains are within.”

This was one, and the most common, shape of extinguished power from which Coleridge fled to the great city. But sometimes the same decay came back upon his heart in the more poignant shape of intimations and vanishing glimpses, recovered for one moment from the paradise of youth, and from fields of joy and power, over which, for him, too certainly, he felt that the cloud of night was settling for ever. Both modes of the same torment exiled him from nature; and for the same reasons he fled from poetry and all commerce with his own soul; burying himself in the profoundest abstractions from life and human sensibilities.

 

“For not to think of what I needs must feel, But to be still and patient all I can; And haply by abstruse research to steal, From my own nature, all the natural man; This was my sole resource, my only plan; Till that, which suits a part, infects the whole, And now is almost grown the habit of my soul.”

Such were, doubtless, the true and radical causes which, for the final twenty-four years of Coleridge’s life, drew him away from those scenes of natural beauty in which only, at an earlier stage of life, he found strength and restoration. These scenes still survived; but their power was gone, because that had been derived from himself, and his ancient self had altered. Such were the causes; but the immediate occasion of his departure from the Lakes, in the autumn of 1810, was the favourable opportunity then presented to him of migrating in a pleasant way. Mr. Basil Montagu, the Chancery barrister, happened at that time to be returning to London, with Mrs. Montagu, from a visit to the Lakes, or to Wordsworth. His travelling carriage was roomy enough to allow of his offering Coleridge a seat in it; and his admiration of Coleridge was just then fervent enough to prompt a friendly wish for that sort of close connexion (viz. by domestication as a guest under Mr. Basil Montagu’s roof) which is the most trying to friendship, and which in this instance led to a perpetual rupture of it. The domestic habits of eccentric men of genius, much more those of a man so irreclaimably irregular as Coleridge, can hardly be supposed to promise very auspiciously for any connexion so close as this. A very extensive house and household, together with the unlimited licence of action which belongs to the ménage of some great Dons amongst the nobility, could alone have made Coleridge an inmate perfectly desirable. Probably many little jealousies and offences had been mutually suppressed; but the particular spark which at length fell amongst the combustible materials already prepared, and thus produced the final explosion, took the following shape: — Mr. Montagu had published a book against the use of wine and intoxicating liquors of every sort. Not out of parsimony or under any suspicion of inhospitality, but in mere self-consistency and obedience to his own conscientious scruples, Mr. Montagu would not countenance the use of wine at his own table. So far all was right. But doubtless, on such a system, under the known habits of modern life, it should have been made a rule to ask no man to dinner: for to force men, without warning, to a single (and, therefore, thoroughly useless) act of painful abstinence, is what neither I nor any man can have a right to do. In point of sense, it is, in fact, precisely the freak of Sir Roger de Coverley, who drenches his friend the “Spectator” with a hideous decoction: not, as his confiding visitor had supposed, for some certain and immediate benefit to follow, but simply as having a tendency (if well supported by many years’ continuance of similar drenches) to abate the remote contingency of the stone. Hear this, ye Gods of the Future! I am required to perform a most difficult sacrifice; and forty years hence I may, by persisting so long, have some dim chance of reward. One day’s abstinence could do no good on any scheme: and no man was likely to offer himself for a second. However, such being the law of the castle, and that law well known to Coleridge, he nevertheless, thought fit to ask to dinner Colonel (then Captain) Pasley, of the Engineers, well known in those days for his book on the “Military Policy of England,” and since for his “System of Professional Instruction.” Now, where or in what land abides that

“Captain, or Colonel, or Knight-in-arms,”

to whom wine in the analysis of dinner is a neutral or indifferent element? Wine, therefore, as it was not of a nature to be omitted, Coleridge took care to furnish at his own private cost. And so far, again, all was right. But why must Coleridge give his dinner to the captain in Mr. Montagu’s house? There lay the affront; and, doubtless, it was a very inconsiderate action on the part of Coleridge. I report the case simply as it was then generally borne upon the breath, not of scandal, but of jest and merriment. The result, however, was no jest; for bitter words ensued — words that festered in the remembrance; and a rupture between the parties followed, which no reconciliation has ever healed.

Meantime, on reviewing this story, as generally adopted by the learned in literary scandal, one demur rises up. Dr. Parr, a lisping Whig pedant, without personal dignity or conspicuous power of mind, was a frequent and privileged inmate at Mr. Montagu’s. Him now — this Parr — there was no conceivable motive for enduring; that point is satisfactorily settled by the pompous inanities of his works. Yet, on the other hand, his habits were in their own nature far less endurable than Samuel Taylor Coleridge’s; for the monster smoked; — and how? How did the “Birmingham Doctor” smoke? Not as you, or I, or other civilized people smoke, with a gentle cigar — but with the very coarsest tobacco. And those who know how that abomination lodges and nestles in the draperies of window-curtains will guess the horror and detestation in which the old Whig’s memory is held by all enlightened women. Surely, in a house where the Doctor had any toleration at all, Samuel Taylor Coleridge might have enjoyed an unlimited toleration.

 

From Mr. Montagu’s Coleridge passed, by favour of what introduction I never heard, into a family as amiable in manners and as benign in disposition as I remember to have ever met with. On this excellent family I look back with threefold affection, on account of their goodness to Coleridge, and because they were then unfortunate, and because their union has long since been dissolved by death. The family was composed of three members: of Mr. M —— , once a lawyer, who had, however, ceased to practise; of Mrs. M —— , his wife, a blooming young woman, distinguished for her fine person; and a young lady, her unmarried sister. Here, for some years, I used to visit Coleridge; and, doubtless, as far as situation merely, and the most delicate attentions from the most amiable women, could make a man happy, he must have been so at this time; for both the ladies treated him as an elder brother, or as a father. At length, however, the cloud of misfortune, which had long settled upon the prospects of this excellent family, thickened; and I found, upon one of my visits to London, that they had given up their house in Berners Street, and had retired to a cottage in Wiltshire. Coleridge had accompanied them; and there I visited them myself, and, as it eventually proved, for the last time. Some time after this, I heard from Coleridge, with the deepest sorrow, that poor M —— had been thrown into prison, and had sunk under the pressure of his misfortunes. The gentle ladies of his family had retired to remote friends; and I saw them no more, though often vainly making inquiries about them.

Coleridge, during this part of his London life, I saw constantly — generally once a day, during my own stay in London; and sometimes we were jointly engaged to dinner parties. In particular, I remember one party at which we met Lady Hamilton — Lord Nelson’s Lady Hamilton — the beautiful, the accomplished, the enchantress! Coleridge admired her, as who would not have done, prodigiously; and she, in her turn, was fascinated with Coleridge. He was unusually effective in his display; and she, by way of expressing her acknowledgments appropriately, performed a scene in Lady Macbeth — how splendidly, I cannot better express than by saying that all of us who then witnessed her performance were familiar with Mrs. Siddons’s matchless execution of that scene, and yet, with such a model filling our imaginations, we could not but acknowledge the possibility of another, and a different perfection, without a trace of imitation, equally original, and equally astonishing. The word “magnificent” is, in this day, most lavishly abused: daily I hear or read in the newspapers of magnificent objects, as though scattered more thickly than blackberries; but for my part I have seen few objects really deserving that epithet. Lady Hamilton was one of them. She had Medea’s beauty, and Medea’s power of enchantment. But let not the reader too credulously suppose her the unprincipled woman she has been described. I know of no sound reason for supposing the connexion between Lord Nelson and her to have been other than perfectly virtuous. Her public services, I am sure, were most eminent — for that we have indisputable authority; and equally sure I am that they were requited with rank ingratitude.

After the household of the poor M —— s had been dissolved, I know not whither Coleridge went immediately: for I did not visit London until some years had elapsed. In 1823-24 I first understood that he had taken up his residence as a guest with Mr. Gillman, a surgeon, in Highgate. He had then probably resided for some time at that gentleman’s: there he continued to reside on the same terms, I believe, of affectionate friendship with the members of Mr. Gillman’s family as had made life endurable to him in the time of the M —— s; and there he died in July of the present year. If, generally speaking, poor Coleridge had but a small share of earthly prosperity, in one respect at least he was eminently favoured by Providence: beyond all men who ever perhaps have lived, he found means to engage a constant succession of most faithful friends; and he levied the services of sisters, brothers, daughters, sons, from the hands of strangers — attracted to him by no possible impulses but those of reverence for his intellect, and love for his gracious nature. How, says Wordsworth — 

 — —”How can he expect that others should Sow for him, reap for him, and at his call Love him, who for himself will take no thought at all?”

 

How can he, indeed? It is most unreasonable to do so: yet this expectation, if Coleridge ought not to have entertained, at all events he realized. Fast as one friend dropped off, another, and another, succeeded: perpetual relays were laid along his path in life, of judicious and zealous supporters, who comforted his days, and smoothed the pillow for his declining age, even when it was beyond all human power to take away the thorns which stuffed it.

And what were those thorns? — and whence derived? That is a question on which I ought to decline speaking, unless I could speak fully. Not, however, to make any mystery of what requires none, the reader will understand that originally his sufferings, and the death within him of all hope — the palsy, as it were, of that which is the life of life, and the heart within the heart — came from opium. But two things I must add — one to explain Coleridge’s case, and the other to bring it within the indulgent allowance of equitable judges: — First, the sufferings from morbid derangements, originally produced by opium, had very possibly lost that simple character, and had themselves re-acted in producing secondary states of disease and irritation, not any longer dependent upon the opium, so as to disappear with its disuse: hence, a more than mortal discouragement to accomplish this disuse, when the pains of self-sacrifice were balanced by no gleams of restorative feeling. Yet, secondly, Coleridge did make prodigious efforts to deliver himself from this thraldom; and he went so far at one time in Bristol, to my knowledge, as to hire a man for the express purpose, and armed with the power of resolutely interposing between himself and the door of any druggist’s shop. It is true that an authority derived only from Coleridge’s will could not be valid against Coleridge’s own counter-determination: he could resume as easily as he could delegate the power. But the scheme did not entirely fail; a man shrinks from exposing to another that infirmity of will which he might else have but a feeble motive for disguising to himself; and the delegated man, the external conscience, as it were, of Coleridge, though destined — in the final resort, if matters came to absolute rupture, and to an obstinate duel, as it were, between himself and his principal — in that extremity to give way, yet might have long protracted the struggle before coming to that sort of dignus vindice nodus: and in fact, I know, upon absolute proof, that, before reaching that crisis, the man showed fight, and, faithful to his trust, and comprehending the reasons for it, declared that, if he must yield, he would “know the reason why.”

Opium, therefore, subject to the explanation I have made, was certainly the original source of Coleridge’s morbid feelings, of his debility, and of his remorse. His pecuniary embarrassments pressed as lightly as could well be expected upon him. I have mentioned the annuity of £150 made to him by the two Wedgwoods. One half, I believe, could not be withdrawn, having been left by a regular testamentary bequest. But the other moiety, coming from the surviving brother, was withdrawn on the plea of commercial losses, somewhere, I think, about 1815. That would have been a heavy blow to Coleridge; and assuredly the generosity is not very conspicuous of having ever suffered an allowance of that nature to be left to the mercy of accident. Either it ought not to have been granted in that shape — viz. as an annual allowance, giving ground for expecting its periodical recurrence — or it ought not to have been withdrawn. However, this blow was broken to Coleridge by the bounty of George IV, who placed Coleridge’s name in the list of twelve to whom he granted an annuity of 100 guineas per annum. This he enjoyed so long as that Prince reigned. But at length came a heavier blow than that from Mr. Wedgwood: a new King arose, who knew not Joseph. Yet surely he was not a King who could so easily resolve to turn adrift twelve men of letters, many of them most accomplished men, for the sake of appropriating a sum no larger to himself than 1200 guineas — no less to some of them than the total freight of their earthly hopes? — No matter: let the deed have been from whose hand it might, it was done: ἑιργασται (heirgastai), it was perpetrated, as saith the Medea of Euripides; and it will be mentioned hereafter, “more than either once or twice.” It fell with weight, and with effect upon the latter days of Coleridge; it took from him as much heart and hope as at his years, and with his unworldly prospects, remained for man to blight: and, if it did not utterly crush him, the reason was — because for himself he had never needed much, and was now continually drawing near to that haven in which, for himself, he would need nothing; secondly, because his children were now independent of his aid; and, finally, because in this land there are men to be found always of minds large enough to comprehend the claims of genius, and with hearts, by good luck, more generous, by infinite degrees, than the hearts of Princes.

Coleridge, as I now understand, was somewhere about sixty-two years of age when he died. This, however, I take upon the report of the public newspapers; for I do not, of my own knowledge, know anything accurately upon that point.

 

It can hardly be necessary to inform any reader of discernment or of much practice in composition that the whole of this article upon Mr. Coleridge, though carried through at intervals, and (as it has unexpectedly happened) with time sufficient to have made it a very careful one, has, in fact, been written in a desultory and unpremeditated style. It was originally undertaken on the sudden but profound impulse communicated to the writer’s feelings by the unexpected news of this great man’s death; partly, therefore, to relieve, by expressing, his own deep sentiments of reverential affection to his memory, and partly, in however imperfect a way, to meet the public feeling of interest or curiosity about a man who had long taken his place amongst the intellectual potentates of the age. Both purposes required that it should be written almost extempore: the greater part was really and unaffectedly written in that way, and under circumstances of such extreme haste as would justify the writer in pleading the very amplest privilege of licence and indulgent construction which custom concedes to such cases. Hence it had occurred to the writer, as a judicious principle, to create a sort of merit out of his own necessity, and rather to seek after the graces which belong to the epistolary form, or to other modes of composition professedly careless, than after those which grow out of preconceived biographies, which, having originally settled their plan upon a regular foundation, are able to pursue a course of orderly development, such as his slight sketch had voluntarily renounced from the beginning. That mode of composition having been once adopted, it seemed proper to sustain it, even after delays and interruption had allowed time for throwing the narrative into a more orderly movement, and modulating it, as it were, into a key of the usual solemnity. The qualis ab incepto processerit — the ordo prescribed by the first bars of the music predominated over all other considerations, and to such an extent that he had purposed to leave the article without any regular termination or summing up — as, on the one hand, scarcely demanded by the character of a sketch so rapid and indigested, whilst, on the other, he was sensible that anything of so much pretension as a formal peroration challenged a sort of consideration to the paper which it was the author’s chief wish to disclaim. That effect, however, is sufficiently parried by the implied protest now offered; and, on other reasons, it is certainly desirable that a general glance, however cursory, should be thrown over the intellectual claims of Mr. Coleridge by one who knew him so well, and especially in a case where those very claims constitute the entire and sole justification of the preceding personal memoir. That which furnishes the whole moving reason for any separate notice at all, and forms its whole latent interest, ought not, in mere logic, to be left without some notice itself, though as rapidly executed as the previous biographical sketch, and, from the necessity of the subject, by many times over more imperfect.

To this task, therefore, the writer now addresses himself; and by way of gaining greater freedom of movement and of resuming his conversational tone, he will here again take the liberty of speaking in the first person.

If Mr. Coleridge had been merely a scholar — merely a philologist — or merely a man of science — there would be no reason apparent for travelling in our survey beyond the field of his intellect, rigorously and narrowly so called. But, because he was a poet, and because he was a philosopher in a comprehensive and a most human sense, with whose functions the moral nature is so largely interwoven, I shall feel myself entitled to notice the most striking aspects of his character (using that word in its common limited meaning), of his disposition, and his manners, as so many reflex indications of his intellectual constitution. But let it be well understood that I design nothing elaborate, nothing comprehensive or ambitious: my purpose is merely to supply a few hints and suggestions drawn from a very hasty retrospect, by way of adding a few traits to any outline which the reader may have framed to himself, either from some personal knowledge, or from more full and lively memorials.

One character in which Mr. Coleridge most often came before the public was that of politician. In this age of fervent partisanship, it will, therefore, naturally occur as a first question to inquire after his party and political connexions: was he Whig, Tory, or Radical? Or, under a new classification, were his propensities Conservative or Reforming? I answer that, in any exclusive or emphatic sense, he was none of these; because, as a philosopher, he was, according to circumstances, and according to the object concerned, all of these by turns. These are distinctions upon which a cloud of delusion rests. It would not be difficult to show that in the speculations built upon the distinction of Whig and Tory, even by as philosophic a politician as Edmund Burke, there is an oversight of the largest practical importance. But the general and partisan use of these terms superadds to this πρωτον ψευδος (prôton pseudos) a second which is much more flagrant. It is this: the terms Whig or Tory, used by partisans, are taken extra gradum, as expressing the ideal or extreme cases of the several creeds; whereas, in actual life, few such cases are found realized, by far the major part of those who answer to either one or the other denomination making only an approximation (differing by infinite degrees) to the ideal or abstract type. A third error there is, relating to the actual extent of the several denominations, even after every allowance made for the faintest approximations. Listen to a Whig, or to a Tory, and you will suppose that the great bulk of society range under his banner: all, at least, who have any property at stake. Listen to a Radical, and you will suppose that all are marshalled in the same ranks with himself, unless those who have some private interest in existing abuses, or have aristocratic privileges to defend. Yet, upon going extensively into society as it is, you find that a vast majority of good citizens are of no party whatsoever, own no party designation, care for no party interest, but carry their good wishes by turns to men of every party, according to the momentary purpose they are pursuing. As to Whig and Tory, it is pretty clear that only two classes of men, both of limited extent, acknowledge these as their distinctions: first, those who make politics in some measure their profession or trade — whether by standing forward habitually in public meetings as leaders or as assistants, or by writing books and pamphlets in the same cause; secondly, those whose rank, or birth, or position in a city, or a rural district, almost pledges them to a share in the political struggles of the day, under the penalty of being held fainéans, truants, or even malignant recusants, if they should decline a warfare which often, perhaps, they do not love in secret. These classes, which, after all, are not numerous, and not entirely sincere, compose the whole extent of professing Whigs and Tories who make any approach to the standards of their two churches; and, generally speaking, these persons have succeeded to their politics and their party ties, as they have to their estates, viz. by inheritance. Not their way of thinking in politics has dictated their party connexions; but these connexions, traditionally bequeathed from one generation to another, have dictated their politics. With respect to the Radical or the Reformer, the case is otherwise; for it is certain that in this, as in every great and enlightened nation, enjoying an intense and fervid communication of thought through the press, there is, and must be, a tendency widely diffused to the principles of sane reform — an anxiety to probe and examine all the institutions of the land by the increasing lights of the age — and a salutary determination that no acknowledged abuse shall be sheltered by prescription, or privileged by its antiquity. In saying, therefore, that his principles are spread over the length and breadth of the land, the Reformer says no more than the truth. Whig and Tory, as usually understood, express only two modes of aristocratic partisanship: and it is strange, indeed, to find people deluded by the notion that the reforming principle has any more natural connexion with the first than the last. Reformer, on the other hand, to a certain extent expresses the political creed and aspect of almost every enlightened citizen: but, then, how? Not, as the Radical would insinuate, as pledging a man to a specific set of objects, or to any visible and apparent party, having known leaders and settled modes of action. British society, in its large majority, may be fairly described as Reformers, in the sense of being favourably disposed to a general spirit of ventilation and reform carried through all departments of public business, political or judicial; but it is so far from being, therefore, true that men in general are favourably disposed to any known party, in or out of Parliament, united for certain objects and by certain leaders, that, on the contrary, this reforming party itself has no fixed unity, and no generally acknowledged heads. It is divided both as to persons and as to things: the ends to be pursued create as many schisms as the course of means proper for the pursuit, and the choice of agents for conducting the public wishes. In fact, it would be even more difficult to lay down the ideal standard of a Reformer, or his abstract creed, than of a Tory: and, supposing this done, it would be found, in practice, that the imperfect approximations to the pure faith would differ by even broader shades as regarded the reforming creed than as regarded that of the rigorous or ultra Tory.

With respect to Mr. Coleridge: he was certainly a friend to all enlightened reforms; he was a friend, for example, to Reform in Parliament. Sensible as he was of the prodigious diffusion of knowledge and good sense amongst the classes immediately below the gentry in British society, he could not but acknowledge their right to a larger and a less indirect share of political influence. As to the plan, and its extent, and its particular provisions, — upon those he hesitated and wavered; as other friends to the same views have done, and will continue to do. The only avowed objects of modern Reformers which he would strenuously have opposed, nay, would have opposed with the zeal of an ancient martyr, are those which respect the Church of England, and, therefore, most of those which respect the two Universities of Oxford and Cambridge. There he would have been found in the first ranks of the Anti-Reformers. He would also have supported the House of Peers, as the tried bulwark of our social interests in many a famous struggle, and sometimes, in the hour of need, the sole barrier against despotic aggressions on the one hand, and servile submissions on the other. Moreover, he looked with favour upon many modes of aristocratic influence as balances to new-made commercial wealth, and to a far baser tyranny likely to arise from that quarter when unbalanced. But, allowing for these points of difference, I know of little else stamped with the general seal of modern reform, and claiming to be a privileged object for a national effort, which would not have had his countenance. It is true, — and this I am sensible will be objected, — that his party connexions were chiefly with the Tories; and it adds a seeming strength to this objection, that these connexions were not those of accident, nor those which he inherited, nor those of his youthful choice. They were sought out by himself, and in his maturer years; or else they were such as sought him for the sake of his political principles; and equally, in either case, they argued some affinity in his political creed. This much cannot be denied. But one consideration will serve greatly to qualify the inference from these facts. In those years when Mr. Coleridge became connected with Tories, what was the predominating and cardinal principle of Toryism, in comparison with which all else was willingly slighted? Circumstances of position had thrown upon the Tories the onus of a great national struggle, the greatest which History anywhere records, and with an enemy the most deadly. The Whigs were then out of power: they were therefore in opposition; and that one fact, the simple fact, of holding an anti-ministerial position, they allowed, by a most fatal blunder, to determine the course of their foreign politics. Napoleon was to be cherished simply because he was a thorn in Mr. Pitt’s side. So began their foreign policy — and in that pettiest of personal views. Because they were anti-ministerial, they allowed themselves passively to become anti-national. To be a Whig, therefore, in those days, implied little more than a strenuous opposition to foreign war; to be a Tory pledged a man to little more than war with Napoleon Bonaparte. And this view of our foreign relations it was that connected Coleridge with Tories, — a view which arose upon no motives of selfish interest (as too often has been said in reproach), but upon the changes wrought in the spirit of the French Republic, which gradually transmuted its defensive warfare (framed originally to meet a conspiracy of kings crusading against the new-born democracy of French institutions, whilst yet in their cradle) into a warfare of aggression and sanguinary ambition. The military strength evoked in France by the madness of European kings had taught her the secret of her own power — a secret too dangerous for a nation of vanity so infinite, and so feeble in all means of moral self-restraint. The temptation to foreign conquest was too strong for the national principles; and, in this way, all that had been grand and pure in the early pretensions of French Republicanism rapidly melted away before the common bribes of vulgar ambition. Unoffending states, such as Switzerland, were the first to be trampled under foot; no voice was heard any more but the “brazen throat of war”; and, after all that had been vaunted of a golden age, and a long career opened to the sceptre of pure political justice, the clouds gathered more gloomily than ever; and the sword was once more reinstated, as the sole arbiter of right, with less disguise and less reserve than under the vilest despotism of kings. The change was in the French Republicans, not in their foreign admirers; they, in mere consistency, were compelled into corresponding changes, and into final alienation of sympathy, as they beheld, one after one, all titles forfeited by which that grand explosion of pure democracy had originally challenged and sustained their veneration. The mighty Republic had now begun to revolve through those fierce transmigrations foreseen by Burke, to every one of which, by turns, he had denounced an inevitable “purification by fire and blood”: no trace remained of her primitive character: and of that awful outbreak of popular might which once had made France the land of hope and promise to the whole human race, and had sounded a knell to every form of oppression or abuse, no record was to be found, except in the stupendous power which cemented its martial oligarchy. Of the people, of the democracy — or that it had ever for an hour been roused from its slumbers — one sole evidence remained; and that lay in the blank power of destruction, and its perfect organization, which none but a popular movement, no power short of that, could have created. The people, having been unchained, and as if for the single purpose of creating a vast system of destroying energies, had then immediately recoiled within their old limits, and themselves become the earliest victim of their own stratocracy. In this way France had become an object of jealousy and alarm. It remained to see to what purpose she would apply her new energies. That was soon settled; her new-born power was wielded from the first by unprincipled and by ambitious men; and, in 1800, it fell under the permanent control of an autocrat, whose unity of purpose, and iron will, left no room for any hope of change.

Under these circumstances, under these prospects, coupled with this retrospect, what became the duty of all foreign politicians? of the English above all, as natural leaders in any hopeful scheme of resistance? The question can scarcely be put with decency. Time and season, place or considerations of party, all alike vanished before an elementary duty to the human race, which much transcended any duty of exclusive patriotism. Plant it, however, on that narrower basis, and the answer would have been the same for all centuries, and for every land under a corresponding state of circumstances. Of Napoleon’s real purposes there cannot now be any reasonable doubt. His confessions — and, in particular, his indirect revelations at St. Helena — have long since removed all demurs or scruples of scepticism. For England, therefore, as in relation to a man bent upon her ruin, all distinctions of party were annihilated — Whig and Tory were merged and swallowed up in the transcendent duties of patriots, Englishmen, lovers of liberty. Tories, as Tories, had here no peculiar or separate duties — none which belonged to their separate creed in politics. Their duties were paramount; and their partisanship had here no application — was perfectly indifferent, and spoke neither this way nor that. In one respect only they had peculiar duties, and a peculiar responsibility; peculiar, however, not by any difference of quality, but in its supreme degree; the same duties which belonged to all, belonged to them by a heavier responsibility. And how, or why? Not as Tories had they, or could they have, any functions at all applying to this occasion; it was as being then the ministerial party, as the party accidentally in power at the particular crisis: in that character it was that they had any separate or higher degree of responsibility; otherwise, and as to the kind of their duty apart from this degree, the Tories stood in the same circumstances as men of all other parties. To the Tories, however, as accidentally in possession of the supreme power, and wielding the national forces at that time, and directing their application — to them it was that the honour belonged of making a beginning: on them had devolved the privilege of opening and authorizing the dread crusade. How and in what spirit they acquitted themselves of that most enviable task — enviable for its sanctity, fearful for the difficulty of its adequate fulfilment — how they persevered, and whether, at any crisis, the direst and most ominous to the righteous cause, they faltered or gave sign of retreating — History will tell — History has already told. To the Whigs belonged the duty of seconding their old antagonists: and no wise man could have doubted that, in a case of transcendent patriotism, where none of those principles could possibly apply by which the two parties were divided and distinguished, the Whigs would be anxious to show that, for the interests of their common country, they could cheerfully lay aside all those party distinctions, and forget those feuds which now had no pertinence or meaning. Simply as Whigs, had they stood in no other relation, they probably would have done so. Unfortunately, however, for their own good name and popularity in after times, they were divided from the other party, not merely as Whigs opposed to Tories, but also upon another and a more mortifying distinction, which was not, like the first, a mere inert question of speculation or theory, but involved a vast practical difference of honours and emoluments: — they were divided, I say, on another and more vexatious principle, as the Outs opposed to the Ins. Simply as Whigs, they might have coalesced with the Tories quoad hoc, and merely for this one purpose. But, as men out of power, they could not coalesce with those who were in. They constituted “his Majesty’s Opposition”; and, in a fatal hour, they determined that it was fitting to carry their general scheme of hostility even into this sacred and privileged ground. That resolution once taken, they found it necessary to pursue it with zeal. The case itself was too weighty and too interesting to allow of any moderate tone for the abetters or opposers. Passion and personal bitterness soon animated the contest: violent and rash predictions were hazarded — prophecies of utter ruin and of captivity for our whole army were solemnly delivered: and it soon became evident, as indeed mere human infirmity made it beforehand but too probable, that, where so much personal credit was at stake upon the side of our own national dishonour, the wishes of the prophet had been pledged to the same result as the credit of his political sagacity. Many were the melancholy illustrations of the same general case. Men were seen fighting against the evidences of some great British victory with all the bitterness and fierce incredulity which usually meet the first rumours of some private calamity: that was in effect the aspect in their eyes of each national triumph in its turn. Their position, connected with the unfortunate election made by the Whig leaders of their tone, from the very opening of the contest, gave the character of a calamity for them and for their party to that which to every other heart in Britain was the noblest of triumphs in the noblest of causes; and, as a party, the Whigs mourned for years over those events which quickened the pulses of pleasure and sacred exultation in every other heart. God forbid that all Whigs should have felt in this unnatural way! I speak only of the tone set by the Parliamentary leaders. The few who were in Parliament, and exposed to daily taunts from the just exultation of their irritated opponents, had their natural feelings poisoned and envenomed. The many who were out of Parliament, and not personally interested in this warfare of the Houses, were left open to natural influences of patriotic pride, and to the contagion of public sympathy: and these, though Whigs, felt as became them.

These are things too unnatural to be easily believed, or, in a land where the force of partisanship is less, to be easily understood. Being true, however, they ought not to be forgotten:- and at present it is almost necessary that they should be stated for the justification of Coleridge. Too much has been written upon this part of his life, and too many reproaches thrown out upon his levity or his want of principle in his supposed sacrifice of his early political connexions, to make it possible for any reverencer of Coleridge’s memory to pass over the case without a full explanation. That explanation is involved in the strange and scandalous conduct of the Parliamentary Whigs. Coleridge passed over to the Tories only in that sense in which all patriots did so at that time, and in relation to our great foreign interest — viz. by refusing to accompany the Whigs in their almost perfidious demeanour towards Napoleon Bonaparte. Anti-ministerial they affect to style their policy, but in the most eminent sense it was anti-national. It was thus far — viz. exclusively, or almost exclusively, in relation to our great feud with Napoleon — that Coleridge adhered to the Tories. But, because this feud was so capital and so earth-shaking a quarrel that it occupied all hearts and all the councils of Christendom, suffering no other question almost to live in its neighbourhood, hence it happened that he who acceded to the Tories in this one chapter of their policy was regarded as an ally in the most general sense. Domestic politics were then, in fact, forgotten; no question, in any proper sense a Tory one, ever arose in that era; or, if it had, the public attention would not have settled upon it, and it would speedily have been dismissed.

Hence I deduce as a possibility, and, from my knowledge of Coleridge, I deduce it as a fact, that his adhesion to the Tories was bounded by his approbation of their foreign policy; and even of that rarely in its executive details, rarely even in its military plans (for these he assailed with more keenness of criticism than to me the case seemed to justify), but solely in its animating principle, its moving and sustaining force, viz. the doctrine and entire faith that Napoleon Bonaparte ought to be resisted, was not a proper object of diplomacy or negotiation, and could be resisted hopefully and triumphantly. Thus far he went along with the Tories: in all else he belonged quite as much to other parties — so far as he belonged to any. And that he did not follow any bias of private interest in connecting himself with Tories, or rather in allowing Tories to connect themselves with him, appears (rather more indeed than it ought to have appeared) on the very surface of his life. From Tory munificence he drew nothing at all, unless it should be imputed to his Tory connexions that George IV selected him for one of his academicians. But this slight mark of royal favour he owed, I believe, to other considerations; and I have reason to think that this way of treating political questions, so wide of dogmatism, and laying open so vast a field to scepticism that might else have gone unregarded, must have been held as evidence of too latitudinarian a creed to justify a title to Toryism. And, upon the whole, I am of opinion that few events of Mr. Coleridge’s life were better calculated to place his disinterested pursuit of truth in a luminous aspect. In fact, his carelessness of all worldly interests was too notorious to leave him open to suspicions of that nature: nor was this carelessness kept within such limits as to be altogether meritorious. There is no doubt that his indolence concurred, in some degree, to that line of conduct and to that political reserve which would, at all events, have been pursued, in a degree beyond what honour the severest, or delicacy the most nervous, could have enjoined.

It is a singular anecdote, after all, to report of Coleridge, who incurred the reproach of having ratted solely by his inability to follow the friends of his early days into what his heart regarded as a monstrous and signal breach of patriotism, that in any eminent sense he was not a patriot. His understanding, in this, as in many instances, was too active, too restless, for any abiding feelings to lay hold of him, unless when they coincided with some palpable command of nature. Parental love, for instance, was too holy a thing to be submitted for an instant to any scrutiny or any jealousy of his hair-splitting understanding. But it must be something as sacred and as profound as that which with Coleridge could long support the endless attrition of his too active intellect. In this instance, he had the same defect, derived in part from the same cause, as a contemporary, one of the idols of the day, more celebrated, and more widely celebrated, than Coleridge, but far his inferior in power and compass of intellect. I speak of Goethe: he also was defective, and defective under far stronger provocations and excitement, in patriotic feeling. He cared little for Weimar, and less for Germany. And he was, thus far, much below Coleridge — that the passion which he could not feel Coleridge yet obliged himself practically to obey in all things which concerned the world, whereas Goethe disowned this passion equally in his acts, his words, and his writings. Both are now gone — Goethe and Coleridge; both are honoured by those who knew them, and by multitudes who did not. But the honours of Coleridge are perennial, and will annually grow more verdant; whilst from those of Goethe every generation will see something fall away, until posterity will wonder at the subverted idol, whose basis, being hollow and unsound, will leave the worship of their fathers an enigma to their descendants.

 

NOTE REFERRED TO ON PAGE 143

I have somewhere seen it remarked with respect to these charges of plagiarism, that, however incontrovertible, they did not come with any propriety or grace from myself as the supposed friend of Coleridge, and as writing my sketch of slight reminiscences on the immediate suggestion of his death. My answer is this: I certainly was the first person (first, I believe, by some years) to point out the plagiarisms of Coleridge, and above all others that circumstantial plagiarism, of which it is impossible to suppose him unconscious, from Schelling. Many of his plagiarisms were probably unintentional, and arose from that confusion between things floating in the memory and things self-derived which happens at times to most of us that deal much with books on the one hand, and composition on the other. An author can hardly have written much and rapidly who does not sometimes detect himself, and perhaps, therefore, sometimes fail to detect himself, in appropriating the thoughts, images, or striking expressions of others. It is enough for his conscientious self-justification, that he is anxiously vigilant to guard himself from such unacknowledged obligations, and forward to acknowledge them as soon as ever they are pointed out. But no excess of candour the most indulgent will allow us to suppose that a most profound speculation upon the original relations inter se of the subjective and the objective, literally translated from the German, and stretching over some pages, could, after any interval of years, come to be mistaken by the translator for his own. This amounted to an entire essay. But suppose the compass of the case to lie within a single word, yet if that word were so remarkable, so provocative to the curiosity, and promising so much weight of meaning (which reasonably any great departure from ordinary diction must promise), as the word esemplastic, we should all hold it impossible for a man to appropriate this word inadvertently. I, therefore, greatly understated the case against Coleridge, instead of giving to it an undue emphasis. Secondly, in stating it at all, I did so (as at the time I explained) in pure kindness. Well I knew that, from the direction in which English philosophic studies were now travelling, sooner or later these appropriations of Coleridge must be detected; and I felt that it would break the force of the discovery, as an unmitigated sort of police detection, if first of all it had been announced by one who, in the same breath, was professing an unshaken faith in Coleridge’s philosophic power. It could not be argued that one of those who most fervently admired Coleridge had professed such feelings only because he was ignorant of Coleridge’s obligations to others. Here was a man who had actually for himself, unguided and unwarned, discovered these obligations; and yet, in the very act of making that discovery, this man clung to his original feelings and faith. But, thirdly, I must inform the reader that I was not, nor ever had been, the “friend” of Coleridge in any sense which could have a right to restrain my frankest opinions upon his merits. I never had lived in such intercourse with Coleridge as to give me an opportunity of becoming his friend. To him I owed nothing at all; but to the public, to the body of his own readers, every writer owes the truth, and especially on a subject so important as that which was then before me.

With respect to the comparatively trivial case of Pythagoras, an author of great distinction in literature and in the Anglican Church has professed himself unable to understand what room there could be for plagiarism in a case where the solution ascribed to Coleridge was amongst the commonplaces of ordinary English academic tuition. Locally this may have been so; but hardly, I conceive, in so large an extent as to make that solution publici juris. Yet, however this may be, no help is given to Coleridge; since, according to Mr. Poole’s story, whether the interpretation of the riddle were or were not generally diffused, Coleridge claimed it for his own. — [In Mrs. Sandford’s Thomas Poole and his Friends (1888), vol. ii. pp. 304-6, there is printed a letter of Mr. Poole’s, dated June 1835, doubting the accuracy of De Quincey’s story of their discourse in 1807, respecting Coleridge’s plagiarisms. — M.]

Finally — for distance from the press and other inconveniences of unusual pressure oblige me to wind up suddenly — the whole spirit of my record at the time (twenty years ago), and in particular the special allusion to the last Duke of Ancaster’s case, as one which ran parallel to Coleridge’s, involving the same propensity to appropriate what generally were trifles in the midst of enormous and redundant wealth, survives as an indication of the animus with which I approached this subject, starting even from the assumption that I was bound to consider myself under the restraints of friendship — which, for the second time let me repeat, I was not. In reality, the notes contributed to the Aldine edition of the “Biographia Literaria,” by Coleridge’s admirable daughter, have placed this whole subject in a new light; and, in doing this, have unavoidably reflected some degree of justification upon myself. Too much so, I understand to be the feeling in some quarters. This lamented lady is thought to have shown partialities in her distributions of praise and blame upon this subject. I will not here enter into that discussion. But, as respects the justification of her father, I regard her mode of argument as unassailable. Filial piety the most tender never was so finely reconciled with candour towards the fiercest of his antagonists. Wherever the plagiarism was undeniable, she has allowed it; whilst palliating its faultiness by showing the circumstances under which it arose. But she has also opened a new view of other circumstances under which an apparent plagiarism arose that was not real. I myself, for instance, knew cases where Coleridge gave to young ladies a copy of verses, headed thus—”Lines on —— , from the German of Hölty.” Other young ladies made transcripts of these lines; and, caring nothing for the German authorship, naturally fathered them upon Coleridge, the translator. These lines were subsequently circulated as Coleridge’s, and as if on Coleridge’s own authority. Thus arose many cases of apparent plagiarism. And, lastly, as his daughter most truly reports, if he took — he gave. Continually he fancied other men’s thoughts his own; but such were the confusions of his memory that continually, and with even greater liberality, he ascribed his own thoughts to others.




CHAPTER III. THE LAKE POETS: WILLIAM WORDSWORTH
 

In 1807 it was, at the beginning of winter, that I first saw William Wordsworth. I have already mentioned that I had introduced myself to his notice by letter as early as the spring of 1803. To this hour it has continued, I believe, a mystery to Wordsworth why it was that I suffered an interval of four and a half years to slip away before availing myself of the standing invitation with which I had been honoured to the poet’s house. Very probably he accounted for this delay by supposing that the new-born liberty of an Oxford life, with its multiplied enjoyments, acting upon a boy just emancipated from the restraints of a school, and, in one hour, elevated into what we Oxonians so proudly and so exclusively denominate “a man,” might have tempted me into pursuits alien from the pure intellectual passions which had so powerfully mastered my youthful heart some years before. Extinguished such a passion could not be; nor could he think so, if remembering the fervour with which I had expressed it, the sort of “nympholepsy” which had seized upon me, and which, in some imperfect way, I had avowed with reference to the very lakes and mountains amongst which the scenery of this most original poetry had chiefly grown up and moved. The very names of the ancient hills — Fairfield, Seat Sandal, Helvellyn, Blencathara, Glaramara; the names of the sequestered glens — such as Borrowdale, Martindale, Mardale, Wasdale, and Ennerdale; but, above all, the shy pastoral recesses, not garishly in the world’s eye, like Windermere or Derwentwater, but lurking half unknown to the traveller of that day — Grasmere, for instance, the lovely abode of the poet himself, solitary, and yet sowed, as it were, with a thin diffusion of humble dwellings — here a scattering, and there a clustering, as in the starry heavens — sufficient to afford, at every turn and angle, human remembrances and memorials of time-honoured affections, or of passions (as the “Churchyard amongst the Mountains” will amply demonstrate) not wanting even in scenic and tragical interest: these were so many local spells upon me, equally poetic and elevating with the Miltonic names of Valdarno and Vallombrosa.

Deep are the voices which seem to call, deep is the lesson which would be taught, even to the most thoughtless of men,

“Could field, or grove, or any spot of earth, Show to his eye an image of the pangs Which it hath witnessed; render back an echo Of the sad steps by which it hath been trod.”

Meantime, my delay was due to anything rather than to waning interest. On the contrary, the real cause of my delay was the too great profundity, and the increasing profundity, of my interest in this regeneration of our national poetry, and the increasing awe, in due proportion to the decaying thoughtlessness of boyhood, which possessed me for the character of its author. So far from neglecting Wordsworth, it is a fact that twice I had undertaken a long journey expressly for the purpose of paying my respects to Wordsworth; twice I came so far as the little rustic inn (then the sole inn of the neighbourhood) at Church Coniston; and on neither occasion could I summon confidence enough to present myself before him. It was not that I had any want of proper boldness for facing the most numerous company of a mixed or ordinary character: reserved, indeed, I was, perhaps even shy — from the character of my mind, so profoundly meditative, and the character of my life, so profoundly sequestered — but still, from counteracting causes, I was not deficient in a reasonable self-confidence towards the world generally. But the very image of Wordsworth, as I prefigured it to my own planet-struck eye, crushed my faculties as before Elijah or St. Paul. Twice, as I have said, did I advance as far as the Lake of Coniston; which is about eight miles from the church of Grasmere, and once I absolutely went forwards from Coniston to the very gorge of Hammerscar, from which the whole Vale of Grasmere suddenly breaks upon the view in a style of almost theatrical surprise, with its lovely valley stretching before the eye in the distance, the lake lying immediately below, with its solemn ark-like island of four and a half acres in size seemingly floating on its surface, and its exquisite outline on the opposite shore, revealing all its little bays and wild sylvan margin, feathered to the edge with wild flowers and ferns. In one quarter, a little wood, stretching for about half a mile towards the outlet of the lake; more directly in opposition to the spectator, a few green fields; and beyond them, just two bowshots from the water, a little white cottage gleaming from the midst of trees, with a vast and seemingly never-ending series of ascents rising above it to the height of more than three thousand feet. That little cottage was Wordsworth’s from the time of his marriage, and earlier; in fact, from the beginning of the century to the year 1808. Afterwards, for many a year, it was mine. Catching one hasty glimpse of this loveliest of landscapes, I retreated like a guilty thing, for fear I might be surprised by Wordsworth, and then returned faintheartedly to Coniston, and so to Oxford, re infectâ.

 

This was in 1806. And thus far, from mere excess of nervous distrust in my own powers for sustaining a conversation with Wordsworth, I had for nearly five years shrunk from a meeting for which, beyond all things under heaven, I longed. In early youth I laboured under a peculiar embarrassment and penury of words, when I sought to convey my thoughts adequately upon interesting subjects: neither was it words only that I wanted; but I could not unravel, I could not even make perfectly conscious to myself, the subsidiary thoughts into which one leading thought often radiates; or, at least, I could not do this with anything like the rapidity requisite for conversation. I laboured like a sibyl instinct with the burden of prophetic woe, as often as I found myself dealing with any topic in which the understanding combined with deep feelings to suggest mixed and tangled thoughts: and thus partly — partly also from my invincible habit of reverie — at that era of my life, I had a most distinguished talent “pour le silence.” Wordsworth, from something of the same causes, suffered (by his own report to myself) at the same age from pretty much the same infirmity. And yet, in more advanced years — probably about twenty-eight or thirty — both of us acquired a remarkable fluency in the art of unfolding our thoughts colloquially. However, at that period my deficiencies were what I have described. And, after all, though I had no absolute cause for anticipating contempt, I was so far right in my fears, that since that time I have had occasion to perceive a worldly tone of sentiment in Wordsworth, not less than in Mrs. Hannah More and other literary people, by which they were led to set a higher value upon a limited respect from a person high in the world’s esteem than upon the most lavish spirit of devotion from an obscure quarter. Now, in that point, my feelings are far otherwise.

Meantime, the world went on; events kept moving; and, amongst them, in the course of 1807, occurred the event of Coleridge’s return to England from his official station in the Governor’s family at Malta. At Bridgewater, as I have already recorded, in the summer of 1807, I was introduced to him. Several weeks after he came with his family to the Bristol Hot-Wells, at which, by accident, I was then visiting. On calling upon him, I found that he had been engaged by the Royal Institution to lecture at their theatre in Albemarle Street during the coming winter of 1807-8, and, consequently, was embarrassed about the mode of conveying his family to Keswick. Upon this, I offered my services to escort them in a post-chaise. This offer was cheerfully accepted; and at the latter end of October we set forwards — Mrs. Coleridge, viz., with her two sons — Hartley, aged nine, Derwent, about seven — her beautiful little daughter, about five, and, finally, myself. Going by the direct route through Gloucester, Bridgenorth, &c., on the third day we reached Liverpool, where I took up my quarters at a hotel, whilst Mrs. Coleridge paid a visit of a few days to a very interesting family, who had become friends of Southey during his visit to Portugal. These were the Misses Koster, daughters of an English gold-merchant of celebrity, who had recently quitted Lisbon on the approach of the French army under Junot. Mr. Koster did me the honour to call at my quarters, and invite me to his house; an invitation which I very readily accepted, and had thus an opportunity of becoming acquainted with a family the most accomplished I had ever known. At dinner there appeared only the family party — several daughters, and one son, a fine young man of twenty, but who was consciously dying of asthma. Mr. Koster, the head of the family, was distinguished for his good sense and practical information; but, in Liverpool, even more so by his eccentric and obstinate denial of certain notorious events; in particular, some two years later, he denied that any such battle as Talavera had ever been fought, and had a large wager depending upon the decision. His house was the resort of distinguished foreigners; and, on the first evening of my dining there, as well as afterwards, I there met that marvel of women, Madame Catalani. I had heard her repeatedly; but never before been near enough to see her smile and converse — even to be honoured with a smile myself. She and Lady Hamilton were the most effectively brilliant women I ever saw. However, on this occasion, the Misses Koster outshone even La Catalani; to her they talked in the most fluent Italian; to some foreign men, in Portuguese; to one in French; and to most of the party in English; and each, by turns, seemed to be their native tongue. Nor did they shrink, even in the presence of the mighty enchantress, from exhibiting their musical skill.

Leaving Liverpool, after about a week’s delay, we pursued our journey northwards. We had slept on the first day at Lancaster. Consequently, at the rate of motion which then prevailed throughout England — which, however, was rarely equalled on that western road, where all things were in arrear by comparison with the eastern and southern roads of the kingdom — we found ourselves, about three o’clock in the afternoon, at Ambleside, fourteen miles to the north-west of Kendal, and thirty-six from Lancaster. There, for the last time, we stopped to change horses; and about four o’clock we found ourselves on the summit of the White Moss, a hill which rises between the second and third milestones on the stage from Ambleside to Keswick, and which then retarded the traveller’s advance by a full fifteen minutes, but is now evaded by a lower line of road. In ascending this hill, from weariness of moving so slowly, I, with the two Coleridges, had alighted; and, as we all chose to refresh ourselves by running down the hill into Grasmere, we had left the chaise behind us, and had even lost the sound of the wheels at times, when all at once we came, at an abrupt turn of the road, in sight of a white cottage, with two yew-trees breaking the glare of its white walls. A sudden shock seized me on recognising this cottage, of which, in the previous year, I had gained a momentary glimpse from Hammerscar, on the opposite side of the lake. I paused, and felt my old panic returning upon me; but just then, as if to take away all doubt upon the subject, I saw Hartley Coleridge, who had gained upon me considerably, suddenly turn in at a garden gate; this motion to the right at once confirmed me in my belief that here at last we had reached our port; that this little cottage was tenanted by that man whom, of all the men from the beginning of time, I most fervently desired to see; that in less than a minute I should meet Wordsworth face to face. Coleridge was of opinion that, if a man were really and consciously to see an apparition, in such circumstances death would be the inevitable result; and, if so, the wish which we hear so commonly expressed for such experience is as thoughtless as that of Semele in the Grecian Mythology, so natural in a female, that her lover should visit her en grand costume — presumptuous ambition, that unexpectedly wrought its own ruinous chastisement! Judged by Coleridge’s test, my situation could not have been so terrific as his who anticipates a ghost; for, certainly, I survived this meeting; but at that instant it seemed pretty much the same to my own feelings.

Never before or since can I reproach myself with having trembled at the approaching presence of any creature that is born of woman, excepting only, for once or twice in my life, woman herself. Now, however, I did tremble; and I forgot, what in no other circumstances I could have forgotten, to stop for the coming up of the chaise, that I might be ready to hand Mrs. Coleridge out. Had Charlemagne and all his peerage been behind me, or Cæsar and his equipage, or Death on his pale horse, I should have forgotten them at that moment of intense expectation, and of eyes fascinated to what lay before me, or what might in a moment appear. Through the little gate I pressed forward; ten steps beyond it lay the principal door of the house. To this, no longer clearly conscious of my own feelings, I passed on rapidly; I heard a step, a voice, and, like a flash of lightning, I saw the figure emerge of a tallish man, who held out his hand, and saluted me with most cordial expressions of welcome. The chaise, however, drawing up to the gate at that moment, he (and there needed no Roman nomenclator to tell me that this he was Wordsworth) felt himself summoned to advance and receive Mrs. Coleridge. I, therefore, stunned almost with the actual accomplishment of a catastrophe so long anticipated and so long postponed, mechanically went forward into the house. A little semi-vestibule between two doors prefaced the entrance into what might be considered the principal room of the cottage. It was an oblong square, not above eight and a half feet high, sixteen feet long, and twelve broad; very prettily wainscoted from the floor to the ceiling with dark polished oak, slightly embellished with carving. One window there was — a perfect and unpretending cottage window, with little diamond panes, embowered at almost every season of the year with roses, and in the summer and autumn with a profusion of jasmine and other fragrant shrubs. From the exuberant luxuriance of the vegetation around it, and from the dark hue of the wainscoting, this window, though tolerably large, did not furnish a very powerful light to one who entered from the open air. However, I saw sufficiently to be aware of two ladies just entering the room, through a doorway opening upon a little staircase, The foremost, a tallish young woman, with the most winning expression of benignity upon her features, advanced to me, presenting her hand with so frank an air that all embarrassment must have fled in a moment before the native goodness of her manner. This was Mrs. Wordsworth, cousin of the poet, and, for the last five years or more, his wife. She was now mother of two children, a son and a daughter; and she furnished a remarkable proof how possible it is for a woman neither handsome nor even comely according to the rigour of criticism — nay, generally pronounced very plain — to exercise all the practical fascination of beauty, through the mere compensatory charms of sweetness all but angelic, of simplicity the most entire, womanly self-respect and purity of heart speaking through all her looks, acts, and movements. Words, I was going to have added; but her words were few. In reality, she talked so little that Mr. Slave-Trade Clarkson used to allege against her that she could only say “God bless you!” Certainly, her intellect was not of an active order; but, in a quiescent, reposing, meditative way, she appeared always to have a genial enjoyment from her own thoughts; and it would have been strange, indeed, if she, who enjoyed such eminent advantages of training, from the daily society of her husband and his sister, failed to acquire some power of judging for herself, and putting forth some functions of activity. But undoubtedly that was not her element: to feel and to enjoy in a luxurious repose of mind — there was her forte and her peculiar privilege; and how much better this was adapted to her husband’s taste, how much more adapted to uphold the comfort of his daily life, than a blue-stocking loquacity, or even a legitimate talent for discussion, may be inferred from his verses, beginning — 

“She was a phantom of delight, When first she gleam’d upon my sight.”

Once for all, these exquisite lines were dedicated to Mrs. Wordsworth; were understood to describe her — to have been prompted by the feminine graces of her character; hers they are, and will remain for ever. To these, therefore, I may refer the reader for an idea of what was most important in the partner and second self of the poet. And I will add to this abstract of her moral portrait these few concluding traits of her appearance in a physical sense. Her figure was tolerably good. In complexion she was fair, and there was something peculiarly pleasing even in this accident of the skin, for it was accompanied by an animated expression of health, a blessing which, in fact, she possessed uninterruptedly. Her eyes, the reader may already know, were

“Like stars of twilight fair; Like twilight, too, her dark brown hair; But all things else about her drawn From May-time and the cheerful dawn.”

Yet strange it is to tell that, in these eyes of vesper gentleness, there was a considerable obliquity of vision; and much beyond that slight obliquity which is often supposed to be an attractive foible in the countenance: this ought to have been displeasing or repulsive; yet, in fact, it was not. Indeed all faults, had they been ten times more and greater, would have been neutralized by that supreme expression of her features to the unity of which every lineament in the fixed parts, and every undulation in the moving parts, of her countenance, concurred, viz. a sunny benignity — a radiant graciousness — such as in this world I never saw surpassed.

Immediately behind her moved a lady, shorter, slighter, and perhaps, in all other respects, as different from her in personal characteristics as could have been wished for the most effective contrast. “Her face was of Egyptian brown”; rarely, in a woman of English birth, had I seen a more determinate gipsy tan. Her eyes were not soft, as Mrs. Wordsworth’s, nor were they fierce or bold; but they were wild and startling, and hurried in their motion. Her manner was warm and even ardent; her sensibility seemed constitutionally deep; and some subtle fire of impassioned intellect apparently burned within her, which, being alternately pushed forward into a conspicuous expression by the irrepressible instincts of her temperament, and then immediately checked, in obedience to the decorum of her sex and age, and her maidenly condition, gave to her whole demeanour, and to her conversation, an air of embarrassment, and even of self-conflict, that was almost distressing to witness. Even her very utterance and enunciation often suffered, in point of clearness and steadiness, from the agitation of her excessive organic sensibility. At times, the self-counteraction and self-baffling of her feelings caused her even to stammer, and so determinately to stammer that a stranger who should have seen her and quitted her in that state of feeling would have certainly set her down for one plagued with that infirmity of speech as distressingly as Charles Lamb himself. This was Miss Wordsworth, the only sister of the poet — his “Dorothy”; who naturally owed so much to the lifelong intercourse with her great brother in his most solitary and sequestered years; but, on the other hand, to whom he has acknowledged obligations of the profoundest nature; and, in particular, this mighty one, through which we also, the admirers and the worshippers of this great poet, are become equally her debtors — that, whereas the intellect of Wordsworth was, by its original tendency, too stern, too austere, too much enamoured of an ascetic harsh sublimity, she it was — the lady who paced by his side continually through sylvan and mountain tracks, in Highland glens, and in the dim recesses of German charcoal-burners — that first couched his eye to the sense of beauty, humanized him by the gentler charities, and engrafted, with her delicate female touch, those graces upon the ruder growths of his nature which have since clothed the forest of his genius with a foliage corresponding in loveliness and beauty to the strength of its boughs and the massiness of its trunks. The greatest deductions from Miss Wordsworth’s attractions, and from the exceeding interest which surrounded her in right of her character, of her history, and of the relation which she fulfilled towards her brother, were the glancing quickness of her motions, and other circumstances in her deportment (such as her stooping attitude when walking), which gave an ungraceful, and even an unsexual character to her appearance when out-of-doors. She did not cultivate the graces which preside over the person and its carriage. But, on the other hand, she was a person of very remarkable endowments intellectually; and, in addition to the other great services which she rendered to her brother, this I may mention, as greater than all the rest, and it was one which equally operated to the benefit of every casual companion in a walk — viz. the exceeding sympathy, always ready and always profound, by which she made all that one could tell her, all that one could describe, all that one could quote from a foreign author, reverberate, as it were, à plusieurs reprises, to one’s own feelings, by the manifest impression it made upon hers. The pulses of light are not more quick or more inevitable in their flow and undulation, than were the answering and echoing movements of her sympathizing attention. Her knowledge of literature was irregular, and thoroughly unsystematic. She was content to be ignorant of many things; but what she knew and had really mastered lay where it could not be disturbed — in the temple of her own most fervid heart.

Such were the two ladies who, with himself and two children, and at that time one servant, composed the poet’s household. They were both, I believe, about twenty-eight years old; and, if the reader inquires about the single point which I have left untouched in their portraiture — viz. the style of their manners — I may say that it was, in some points, naturally of a plain household simplicity, but every way pleasing, unaffected, and (as respects Mrs. Wordsworth) even dignified. Few persons had seen so little as this lady of the world. She had seen nothing of high life, for she had seen little of any. Consequently, she was unacquainted with the conventional modes of behaviour, prescribed in particular situations by high breeding. But, as these modes are little more than the product of dispassionate good sense, applied to the circumstances of the case, it is surprising how few deficiencies are perceptible, even to the most vigilant eye — or, at least, essential deficiencies — in the general demeanour of any unaffected young woman, acting habitually under a sense of sexual dignity and natural courtesy. Miss Wordsworth had seen more of life, and even of good company; for she had lived, when quite a girl, under the protection of Dr. Cookson, a near relative, canon of Windsor, and a personal favourite of the Royal Family, especially of George III. Consequently, she ought to have been the more polished of the two; and yet, from greater natural aptitudes for refinement of manner in her sister-in-law, and partly, perhaps, from her more quiet and subdued manner, Mrs. Wordsworth would have been pronounced very much the more lady-like person.

From the interest which attaches to anybody so nearly connected as these two ladies with a great poet, I have allowed myself a larger latitude than else might have been justifiable in describing them. I now go on with my narrative: — 

I was ushered up a little flight of stairs, fourteen in all, to a little drawing-room, or whatever the reader chooses to call it. Wordsworth himself has described the fireplace of this room as his

“Half-kitchen and half-parlour fire.”

It was not fully seven feet six inches high, and, in other respects, pretty nearly of the same dimensions as the rustic hall below. There was, however, in a small recess, a library of perhaps three hundred volumes, which seemed to consecrate the room as the poet’s study and composing room; and such occasionally it was. But far oftener he both studied, as I found, and composed, on the high road. I had not been two minutes at the fireside, when in came Wordsworth, returning from his friendly attentions to the travellers below, who, it seemed, had been over-persuaded by hospitable solicitations to stay for this night in Grasmere, and to make out the remaining thirteen miles of their road to Keswick on the following day. Wordsworth entered. And “what-like” — to use a Westmoreland as well as a Scottish expression—”what-like” was Wordsworth? A reviewer in “Tait’s Magazine,” noticing some recent collection of literary portraits, gives it as his opinion that Charles Lamb’s head was the finest among them. This remark may have been justified by the engraved portraits; but, certainly, the critic would have cancelled it, had he seen the original heads — at least, had he seen them in youth or in maturity; for Charles Lamb bore age with less disadvantage to the intellectual expression of his appearance than Wordsworth, in whom a sanguine complexion had, of late years, usurped upon the original bronze-tint; and this change of hue, and change in the quality of skin, had been made fourfold more conspicuous, and more unfavourable in its general effect, by the harsh contrast of grizzled hair which had displaced the original brown. No change in personal appearance ever can have been so unfortunate; for, generally speaking, whatever other disadvantages old age may bring along with it, one effect, at least in male subjects, has a compensating tendency — that it removes any tone of vigour too harsh, and mitigates the expression of power too unsubdued. But, in Wordsworth, the effect of the change has been to substitute an air of animal vigour, or, at least, hardiness, as if derived from constant exposure to the wind and weather, for the fine sombre complexion which he once wore, resembling that of a Venetian senator or a Spanish monk.

Here, however, in describing the personal appearance of Wordsworth, I go back, of course, to the point of time at which I am speaking. He was, upon the whole, not a well-made man. His legs were pointedly condemned by all female connoisseurs in legs; not that they were bad in any way which would force itself upon your notice — there was no absolute deformity about them; and undoubtedly they had been serviceable legs beyond the average standard of human requisition; for I calculate, upon good data, that with these identical legs Wordsworth must have traversed a distance of 175,000 to 180,000 English miles — a mode of exertion which, to him, stood in the stead of alcohol and all other stimulants whatsoever to the animal spirits; to which, indeed, he was indebted for a life of unclouded happiness, and we for much of what is most excellent in his writings. But, useful as they have proved themselves, the Wordsworthian legs were certainly not ornamental; and it was really a pity, as I agreed with a lady in thinking, that he had not another pair for evening dress parties — when no boots lend their friendly aid to mask our imperfections from the eyes of female rigorists — those elegantes formarum spectatrices. A sculptor would certainly have disapproved of their contour. But the worst part of Wordsworth’s person was the bust; there was a narrowness and a droop about the shoulders which became striking, and had an effect of meanness, when brought into close juxtaposition with a figure of a more statuesque build. Once on a summer evening, walking in the Vale of Langdale with Wordsworth, his sister, and Mr. J — , a native Westmoreland clergyman, I remember that Miss Wordsworth was positively mortified by the peculiar illustration which settled upon this defective conformation. Mr. J — , a fine towering figure, six feet high, massy and columnar in his proportions, happened to be walking, a little in advance, with Wordsworth; Miss Wordsworth and myself being in the rear; and from the nature of the conversation which then prevailed in our front rank, something or other about money, devises, buying and selling, we of the rear-guard thought it requisite to preserve this arrangement for a space of three miles or more; during which time, at intervals, Miss Wordsworth would exclaim, in a tone of vexation, “Is it possible, — can that be William? How very mean he looks!” And she did not conceal a mortification that seemed really painful, until I, for my part, could not forbear laughing outright at the serious interest which she carried into this trifle. She was, however, right, as regarded the mere visual judgment. Wordsworth’s figure, with all its defects, was brought into powerful relief by one which had been cast in a more square and massy mould; and in such a case it impressed a spectator with a sense of absolute meanness, more especially when viewed from behind and not counteracted by his countenance; and yet Wordsworth was of a good height (five feet ten), and not a slender man; on the contrary, by the side of Southey, his limbs looked thick, almost in a disproportionate degree. But the total effect of Wordsworth’s person was always worst in a state of motion. Meantime, his face — that was one which would have made amends for greater defects of figure. Many such, and finer, I have seen amongst the portraits of Titian, and, in a later period, amongst those of Vandyke, from the great era of Charles I, as also from the court of Elizabeth and of Charles II, but none which has more impressed me in my own time.

Haydon, in his great picture of “Christ’s Entry into Jerusalem,” has introduced Wordsworth in the character of a disciple attending his Divine Master, and Voltaire in the character of a sneering Jewish elder. This fact is well known; and, as the picture itself is tolerably well known to the public eye, there are multitudes now living who will have seen a very impressive likeness of Wordsworth — some consciously, some not suspecting it. There will, however, always be many who have not seen any portrait at all of Wordsworth; and therefore I will describe its general outline and effect. It was a face of the long order, often falsely classed as oval: but a greater mistake is made by many people in supposing the long face which prevailed so remarkably in the Elizabethan and Carolinian periods to have become extinct in our own. Miss Ferrier, in one of her novels (“Marriage,” I think), makes a Highland girl protest that “no Englishman with his round face” shall ever wean her heart from her own country; but England is not the land of round faces; and those have observed little, indeed, who think so: France it is that grows the round face, and in so large a majority of her provinces that it has become one of the national characteristics. And the remarkable impression which an Englishman receives from the eternal recurrence of the orbicular countenance proves of itself, without any conscious testimony, how the fact stands; in the blind sense of a monotony, not felt elsewhere, lies involved an argument that cannot be gainsaid. Besides, even upon an a priori argument, how is it possible that the long face so prevalent in England, by all confession, in certain splendid eras of our history, should have had time, in some five or six generations, to grow extinct? Again, the character of face varies essentially in different provinces. Wales has no connexion in this respect with Devonshire, nor Kent with Yorkshire, nor either with Westmoreland. England, it is true, tends, beyond all known examples, to a general amalgamation of differences, by means of its unrivalled freedom of intercourse. Yet, even in England, law and necessity have opposed as yet such and so many obstacles to the free diffusion of labour that every generation occupies, by at least five-sixths of its numbers, the ground of its ancestors.

The movable part of a population is chiefly the higher part; and it is the lower classes that, in every nation, compose the fundus, in which lies latent the national face, as well as the national character. Each exists here in racy purity and integrity, not disturbed in the one by alien intermarriages, nor in the other by novelties of opinion, or other casual effects, derived from education and reading. Now, look into this fundus, and you will find, in many districts, no such prevalence of the round orbicular face as some people erroneously suppose; and in Westmoreland, especially, the ancient long face of the Elizabethan period, powerfully resembling in all its lineaments the ancient Roman face, and often (though not so uniformly) the face of northern Italy in modern times. The face of Sir Walter Scott, as Irving, the pulpit orator, once remarked to me, was the indigenous face of the Border: the mouth, which was bad, and the entire lower part of the face, are seen repeated in thousands of working-men; or, as Irving chose to illustrate his position, “in thousands of Border horse-jockeys.” In like manner, Wordsworth’s face was, if not absolutely the indigenous face of the Lake district, at any rate a variety of that face, a modification of that original type. The head was well filled out; and there, to begin with, was a great advantage over the head of Charles Lamb, which was absolutely truncated in the posterior region — sawn off, as it were, by no timid sawyer. The forehead was not remarkably lofty — and, by the way, some artists, in their ardour for realizing their phrenological preconceptions, not suffering nature to surrender quietly and by slow degrees her real alphabet of signs and hieroglyphic characters, but forcing her language prematurely into conformity with their own crude speculations, have given to Sir Walter Scott a pile of forehead which is unpleasing and cataphysical, in fact, a caricature of anything that is ever seen in nature, and would (if real) be esteemed a deformity; in one instance — that which was introduced in some annual or other — the forehead makes about two-thirds of the entire face. Wordsworth’s forehead is also liable to caricature misrepresentations in these days of phrenology: but, whatever it may appear to be in any man’s fanciful portrait, the real living forehead, as I have been in the habit of seeing it for more than five-and-twenty years, is not remarkable for its height; but it is, perhaps, remarkable for its breadth and expansive development. Neither are the eyes of Wordsworth “large,” as is erroneously stated somewhere in “Peter’s Letters”; on the contrary, they are (I think) rather small; but that does not interfere with their effect, which at times is fine, and suitable to his intellectual character. At times, I say, for the depth and subtlety of eyes, even their colouring (as to condensation or dilation), varies exceedingly with the state of the stomach; and, if young ladies were aware of the magical transformations which can be wrought in the depth and sweetness of the eye by a few weeks’ walking exercise, I fancy we should see their habits in this point altered greatly for the better. I have seen Wordsworth’s eyes oftentimes affected powerfully in this respect; his eyes are not, under any circumstances, bright, lustrous, or piercing; but, after a long day’s toil in walking, I have seen them assume an appearance the most solemn and spiritual that it is possible for the human eye to wear. The light which resides in them is at no time a superficial light; but, under favourable accidents, it is a light which seems to come from unfathomed depths: in fact, it is more truly entitled to be held “the light that never was on land or sea,” a light radiating from some far spiritual world, than any the most idealizing that ever yet a painter’s hand created. The nose, a little arched, is large; which, by the way (according to a natural phrenology, existing centuries ago amongst some of the lowest amongst the human species), has always been accounted an unequivocal expression of animal appetites organically strong. And that expressed the simple truth: Wordsworth’s intellectual passions were fervent and strong: but they rested upon a basis of preternatural animal sensibility diffused through all the animal passions (or appetites); and something of that will be found to hold of all poets who have been great by original force and power, not (as Virgil) by means of fine management and exquisite artifice of composition applied to their conceptions. The mouth, and the whole circumjacencies of the mouth, composed the strongest feature in Wordsworth’s face; there was nothing specially to be noticed that I know of in the mere outline of the lips; but the swell and protrusion of the parts above and around the mouth are both noticeable in themselves, and also because they remind me of a very interesting fact which I discovered about three years after this my first visit to Wordsworth.

Being a great collector of everything relating to Milton, I had naturally possessed myself, whilst yet very young, of Richardson the painter’s thick octavo volume of notes on the “Paradise Lost.” It happened, however, that my copy, in consequence of that mania for portrait collecting which has stripped so many English classics of their engraved portraits, wanted the portrait of Milton. Subsequently I ascertained that it ought to have had a very good likeness of the great poet; and I never rested until I procured a copy of the book which had not suffered in this respect by the fatal admiration of the amateur. The particular copy offered to me was one which had been priced unusually high, on account of the unusually fine specimen which it contained of the engraved portrait. This, for a particular reason, I was exceedingly anxious to see; and the reason was — that, according to an anecdote reported by Richardson himself, this portrait, of all that were shown to her, was the only one acknowledged by Milton’s last surviving daughter to be a strong likeness of her father. And her involuntary gestures concurred with her deliberate words: — for, on seeing all the rest, she was silent and inanimate; but the very instant she beheld that crayon drawing from which is derived the engraved head in Richardson’s book, she burst out into a rapture of passionate recognition; exclaiming—”That is my father! that is my dear father!” Naturally, therefore, after such a testimony, so much stronger than any other person in the world could offer to the authentic value of this portrait, I was eager to see it.

 

Judge of my astonishment when, in this portrait of Milton, I saw a likeness nearly perfect of Wordsworth, better by much than any which I have since seen of those expressly painted for himself. The likeness is tolerably preserved in that by Carruthers, in which one of the little Rydal waterfalls, &c., composes a background; yet this is much inferior, as a mere portrait of Wordsworth, to the Richardson head of Milton; and this, I believe, is the last which represents Wordsworth in the vigour of his power. The rest, which I have not seen, may be better as works of art (for anything I know to the contrary), but they must labour under the great disadvantage of presenting the features when “defeatured,” in the degree and the way I have described, by the peculiar ravages of old age, as it affects this family; for it is noticed of the Wordsworths, by those who are familiar with their peculiarities, that in their very blood and constitutional differences lie hidden causes that are able, in some mysterious way,

“Those shocks of passion to prepare That kill the bloom before its time, And blanch, without the owner’s crime, The most resplendent hair.”

Some people, it is notorious, live faster by much than others, the oil is burned out sooner in one constitution than another: and the cause of this may be various; but in the Wordsworths one part of the cause is, no doubt, the secret fire of a temperament too fervid; the self-consuming energies of the brain, that gnaw at the heart and life-strings for ever. In that account which “The Excursion” presents to us of an imaginary Scotsman who, to still the tumult of his heart, when visiting the cataracts of a mountainous region, obliges himself to study the laws of light and colour as they affect the rainbow of the stormy waters, vainly attempting to mitigate the fever which consumed him by entangling his mind in profound speculations; raising a cross-fire of artillery from the subtilizing intellect, under the vain conceit that in this way he could silence the mighty battery of his impassioned heart: there we read a picture of Wordsworth and his own youth. In Miss Wordsworth every thoughtful observer might read the same self-consuming style of thought. And the effect upon each was so powerful for the promotion of a premature old age, and of a premature expression of old age, that strangers invariably supposed them fifteen to twenty years older than they were. And I remember Wordsworth once laughingly reporting to me, on returning from a short journey in 1809, a little personal anecdote, which sufficiently showed what was the spontaneous impression upon that subject of casual strangers, whose feelings were not confused by previous knowledge of the truth. He was travelling by a stage-coach, and seated outside, amongst a good half-dozen of fellow-passengers. One of these, an elderly man, who confessed to having passed the grand climacterical year (9 multiplied into 7) of 63, though he did not say precisely by how many years, said to Wordsworth, upon some anticipations which they had been mutually discussing of changes likely to result from enclosures, &c., then going on or projecting—”Ay, ay, another dozen of years will show us strange sights; but you and I can hardly expect to see them.”—”How so?” said Wordsworth. “How so, my friend? How old do you take me to be?”—”Oh, I beg pardon,” said the other; “I meant no offence — but what?” looking at Wordsworth more attentively—”you’ll never see threescore, I’m of opinion”; meaning to say that Wordsworth had seen it already. And, to show that he was not singular in so thinking, he appealed to all the other passengers; and the motion passed (nem. con.) that Wordsworth was rather over than under sixty. Upon this he told them the literal truth — that he had not yet accomplished his thirty-ninth year. “God bless me!” said the climacterical man; “so then, after all, you’ll have a chance to see your childer get up like, and get settled! Only to think of that!” And so closed the conversation, leaving to Wordsworth an undeniable record of his own prematurely expressed old age in this unaffected astonishment, amongst a whole party of plain men, that he could really belong to a generation of the forward-looking, who live by hope; and might reasonably expect to see a child of seven years old matured into a man. And yet, as Wordsworth lived into his 82d year, it is plain that the premature expression of decay does not argue any real decay.

Returning to the question of portraits, I would observe that this Richardson engraving of Milton has the advantage of presenting, not only by far the best likeness of Wordsworth, but of Wordsworth in the prime of his powers — a point essential in the case of one so liable to premature decay. It may be supposed that I took an early opportunity of carrying the book down to Grasmere, and calling for the opinions of Wordsworth’s family upon this most remarkable coincidence. Not one member of that family but was as much impressed as myself with the accuracy of the likeness. All the peculiarities even were retained — a drooping appearance of the eyelids, that remarkable swell which I have noticed about the mouth, the way in which the hair lay upon the forehead. In two points only there was a deviation from the rigorous truth of Wordsworth’s features — the face was a little too short and too broad, and the eyes were too large. There was also a wreath of laurel about the head, which (as Wordsworth remarked) disturbed the natural expression of the whole picture; else, and with these few allowances, he also admitted that the resemblance was, for that period of his life, perfect, or as nearly so as art could accomplish.

I have gone into so large and circumstantial a review of my recollections on this point as would have been trifling and tedious in excess, had these recollections related to a less important man; but I have a certain knowledge that the least of them will possess a lasting and a growing interest in connexion with William Wordsworth. How peculiar, how different from the interest which we grant to the ideas of a great philosopher, a great mathematician, or a great reformer, is that burning interest which settles on the great poets who have made themselves necessary to the human heart; who have first brought into consciousness, and have clothed in words, those grand catholic feelings that belong to the grand catholic situations of life through all its stages; who have clothed them in such words that human wit despairs of bettering them! Mighty were the powers, solemn and serene is the memory, of Archimedes; and Apollonius shines like “the starry Galileo” in the firmament of human genius; yet how frosty is the feeling associated with these names by comparison with that which, upon every sunny lawn, by the side of every ancient forest, even in the farthest depths of Canada, many a young innocent girl, perhaps at this very moment — looking now with fear to the dark recesses of the infinite forest, and now with love to the pages of the infinite poet, until the fear is absorbed and forgotten in the love — cherishes in her heart for the name and person of Shakspere!

The English language is travelling fast towards the fulfilment of its destiny. Through the influence of the dreadful Republic that within the thirty last years has run through all the stages of infancy into the first stage of maturity, and through the English colonies — African, Canadian, Indian, Australian — the English language (and, therefore, the English literature) is running forward towards its ultimate mission of eating up, like Aaron’s rod, all other languages. Even the German and the Spanish will inevitably sink before it; perhaps within 100 or 150 years. In the recesses of California, in the vast solitudes of Australia, The Churchyard amongst the Mountains, from Wordsworth’s “Excursion,” and many a scene of his shorter poems, will be read, even as now Shakspere is read amongst the forests of Canada. All which relates to the writer of these poems will then bear a value of the same kind as that which attaches to our personal memorials (unhappily so slender) of Shakspere.

Let me now attempt to trace, in a brief outline, the chief incidents in the life of William Wordsworth, which are interesting, not only in virtue of their illustrious subject, but also as exhibiting a most remarkable (almost a providential) arrangement of circumstances, all tending to one result — that of insulating from worldly cares, and carrying onward from childhood to the grave, in a state of serene happiness, one who was unfitted for daily toil, and, at all events, who could not, under such demands upon his time and anxieties, have prosecuted those genial labours in which all mankind have an interest.

 

William Wordsworth was born at Cockermouth, a small town of Cumberland, lying about a dozen miles to the north-west of Keswick, on the high road from that town to Whitehaven. His father was a solicitor, and acted as an agent for that Lord Lonsdale, the immediate predecessor of the present, who is not unfrequently described by those who still remember him, as “the bad Lord Lonsdale.” In what was he bad? Chiefly, I believe, in this — that, being a man of great local power, founded on his rank, on his official station of Lord-Lieutenant over two counties, and on a very large estate, he used his power at times in a most oppressive way. I have heard it said that he was mad; and, at any rate, he was inordinately capricious — capricious even to eccentricity. But, perhaps, his madness was nothing more than the intemperance of a haughty and a headstrong will, encouraged by the consciousness of power, and tempted to abuses of it by the abject servility which poverty and dependence presented in one direction, embittering the contrast of that defiance which inevitably faced him in another, throughout a land of freedom and amongst spirits as haughty as his own. He was a true feudal chieftain; and, in the very approaches to his mansion, in the style of his equipage, or whatever else was likely to meet the public eye, he delighted to express his disdain of modern refinements, and the haughty carelessness of his magnificence. The coach in which he used to visit Penrith, the nearest town to his principal house of Lowther, was old and neglected; his horses fine, but untrimmed; and such was the impression diffused about him by his gloomy temper and his habits of oppression, that the streets were silent as he traversed them, and an awe sat upon many faces (so, at least, I have heard a Penrith contemporary of the old despot declare), pretty much like that which may be supposed to attend the entry into a guilty town of some royal commission for trying state criminals. In his park you saw some of the most magnificent timber in the kingdom — trees that were coeval with the feuds of York and Lancaster, yews that possibly had furnished bows to Cœur de Lion, and oaks that might have built a navy. All was savage grandeur about these native forests: their sweeping lawns and glades had been unapproached, for centuries it might be, by the hand of art; and amongst them roamed — not the timid fallow deer — but thundering droves of wild horses.

Lord Lonsdale went to London less frequently than else he might have done, because at home he was allowed to forget that in this world there was any greater man than himself. Even in London, however, his haughty injustice found occasions for making itself known. On a court day (I revive an anecdote once familiarly known), St. James’s Street was lined by cavalry, and the orders were peremptory that no carriages should be allowed to pass, except those which were carrying parties to court. Whether it were by accident or by way of wilfully provoking such a collision, Lord Lonsdale’s carriage advanced; and the coachman, in obedience to orders shouted out from the window, was turning down the forbidden route, when a trooper rode up to the horses’ heads, and stopped them; the thundering menaces of Lord Lonsdale perplexed the soldier, who did not know but he might be bringing himself into a scrape by persisting in his opposition; but the officer on duty, observing the scene, rode up, and, in a determined tone, enforced the order, causing two of his men to turn the horses’ heads round into Piccadilly. Lord Lonsdale threw his card to the officer, and a duel followed; in which, however, the outrageous injustice of his lordship met with a pointed rebuke; for the first person whom he summoned to his aid, in the quality of second, though a friend, and, I believe, a relative of his own, declined to sanction by any interference so scandalous a quarrel with an officer for simply executing an official duty. In this dilemma (for probably he was aware that few military men would fail to take the same disapproving view of the affair) he applied to the present Earl of Lonsdale, then Sir William Lowther. Either there must have been some needless discourtesy in the officer’s mode of fulfilling his duty, or else Sir William thought the necessity of the case, however wantonly provoked, a sufficient justification for a relative giving his assistance, even under circumstances of such egregious injustice. At any rate, it is due to Sir William, in mere candour, to suppose that he did nothing in this instance but what his conscience approved; seeing that in all others his conduct has been such as to win him the universal respect of the two counties in which he is best known. He it was that acted as second; and, by a will which is said to have been dated the same day, he became eventually possessed of a large property, which did not necessarily accompany the title.

Another anecdote is told of the same Lord Lonsdale which expresses, in a more eccentric way, and a way that to many people will be affecting — to some shocking — the moody energy of his passions. He loved, with passionate fervour, a fine young woman, of humble parentage, in a Cumberland farmhouse. Her he had persuaded to leave her father, and put herself under his protection. Whilst yet young and beautiful, she died: Lord Lonsdale’s sorrow was profound; he could not bear the thought of a final parting from that face which had become so familiar to his heart: he caused her to be embalmed; a glass was placed over her features; and at intervals, when his thoughts reverted to her memory, he found a consolation (or perhaps a luxurious irritation) of his sorrow in visiting this sad memorial of his former happiness. This story, which I have often heard repeated by the country-people of Cumberland, strengthened the general feeling of this eccentric nobleman’s self-willed character, though in this instance complicated with a trait of character that argued nobler capacities. By what rules he guided himself in dealing with the various lawyers, agents, or stewards whom his extensive estates brought into a dependency upon his justice or his moderation — whether, in fact, he had no rule, but left all to accident or caprice — I have never learned. Generally, I have heard it said that in some years of his life he resisted the payment of all bills indiscriminately which he had any colourable plea for supposing to contain overcharges; some fared ill, because they were neighbours, and his lordship could say that “he knew them to be knaves”; others fared worse, because they were so remote that “how could his lordship know what they were?” Of this number, and possibly for this reason left unpaid, was Wordsworth’s father. He died whilst his four sons and one daughter were yet helpless children, leaving to them respectable fortunes, but which, as yet, were unrealized and tolerably hypothetic, as they happened to depend upon so shadowy a basis as the justice of Lord Lonsdale. The executors of the will, and trustees of the children’s interests, in one point acted wisely: foreseeing the result of a legal contest with so potent a defendant as this leviathan of two counties, and that, under any nominal award, the whole estate of the orphans might be swallowed up in the costs of any suit that should be carried into Chancery, they prudently withdrew from all active measures of opposition, confiding the event to Lord Lonsdale’s returning sense of justice. Unfortunately for that nobleman’s reputation, and also, as was thought, for the children’s prosperity, before this somewhat rusty quality of justice could have time to operate, his lordship died.

However, for once the world was wrong in its malicious anticipations: the successor to Lord Lonsdale’s titles and Cumberland estates was made aware of the entire case, in all its circumstances; and he very honourably gave directions for full restitution being made. This was done; and in one respect the result was more fortunate for the children than if they had been trained from youth to rely upon their expectations: for, by the time this repayment was made, three out of the five children were already settled in life, with the very amplest prospects opening before them — so ample as to make their private patrimonial fortunes of inconsiderable importance in their eyes; and very probably the withholding of their inheritance it was, however unjust, and however little contemplated as an occasion of any such effect, that urged these three persons to the exertions requisite for their present success. Two only of the children remained to whom the restoration of their patrimony was a matter of grave importance; but it was precisely those two whom no circumstances could have made independent of their hereditary means by personal exertions — viz. William Wordsworth, the poet, and Dorothy, the sole daughter of the house. The three others were: — Richard, the eldest: he had become a thriving solicitor, at one of the inns of court in London; and, if he died only moderately rich, and much below the expectations of his acquaintance, in the final result of his laborious life, it was because he was moderate in his desires, and, in his later years, reverting to the pastoral region of his infancy and boyhood, chose rather to sit down by a hearth of his own amongst the Cumberland mountains, and wisely to woo the deities of domestic pleasures and health, than to follow the chase after wealth in the feverish crowds of the capital. The third son (I believe) was Christopher (Dr. Wordsworth), who, at an early age, became a man of importance in the English Church, being made one of the chaplains and librarians of the Archbishop of Canterbury (Dr. Manners Sutton, father of the late Speaker, Lord Canterbury). He has since risen to the important and dignified station — once held by Barrow, and afterwards by Bentley — of Master of Trinity in Cambridge. Trinity in Oxford is not a first-rate college; but Trinity, Cambridge, answers in rank and authority to Christ Church in Oxford; and to be the head of that college is rightly considered a very splendid distinction.

Dr. Wordsworth has distinguished himself as an author by a very useful republication, entitled, “Ecclesiastical Biography,” which he has enriched with valuable notes. And in his own person, besides other works more professional, he is the author of one very interesting work of historical research upon the difficult question of “Who wrote the ‘Eicon Basilike’?” a question still unsettled, but much nearer to a settlement, in consequence of the strong presumptions which Dr. Wordsworth has adduced on behalf of the King’s claim.

The fourth and youngest son, John, was in the service of the East India Company, and perished most unhappily, at the very outset of the voyage which he had meant to be his last, off the coast of Dorsetshire, in the Company’s ship Abergavenny. A calumny was current in some quarters, that Captain Wordsworth was in a state of intoxication at the time of the calamity. But the printed report of the affair, revised by survivors, entirely disproves this calumny; which, besides, was in itself incredible to all who were acquainted with Captain Wordsworth’s most temperate and even philosophic habits of life. So peculiarly, indeed, was Captain Wordsworth’s temperament, and the whole system of his life, coloured by a grave and meditative turn of thought, that amongst his brother officers in the Company’s service he bore the surname of “The Philosopher.” And William Wordsworth, the poet, not only always spoke of him with a sort of respect that argued him to have been no ordinary man, but he has frequently assured me of one fact which, as implying some want of sincerity in himself, gave me pain to hear — viz. that in the fine lines entitled “The Happy Warrior,” reciting the main elements which enter into the composition of a hero, he had in view chiefly his brother John’s character. That was true, I daresay, but it was inconsistent in some measure with the note attached to the lines, by which the reader learns that it was out of reverence for Lord Nelson, as one who transcended the estimate here made, that the poem had not been openly connected with his name, as the real suggester of the thoughts. Now, privately, though still professing a lively admiration for the mighty Admiral, as one of the few men who carried into his professional labours a real and vivid genius (and thus far Wordsworth often testified a deep admiration for Lord Nelson), yet, in reference to these particular lines, he uniformly declared that Lord Nelson was much below the ideal there contemplated, and that, in fact, it had been suggested by the recollection of his brother. But, if so, why should it have been dissembled? And surely, in some of the finest passages, this cannot be so; for example, when he makes it one trait of the heaven-born hero that he, if called upon to face some mighty day of trial — 

“To which Heaven has joined Great issues, good or bad, for human kind — Is happy as a lover, and attired With sudden brightness, like a man inspired” — 

then, at least, he must have had Lord Nelson’s idea predominating in his thoughts; for Captain Wordsworth was scarcely tried in such a situation. There can be no doubt, however, that he merited the praises of his brother; and it was indeed an idle tale that he should first of all deviate from this philosophic temperance upon an occasion where his utmost energies and the fullest self-possession were all likely to prove little enough. In reality it was the pilot, the incompetent pilot, who caused the fatal catastrophe;—”O pilot, you have ruined me!” were amongst the last words that Captain Wordsworth was heard to utter — pathetic words, and fit for him, “a meek man and a brave,” to use in addressing a last reproach to one who, not through misfortune or overruling will of Providence, but through miserable conceit and unprincipled levity, had brought total ruin upon so many gallant countrymen. Captain Wordsworth might have saved his own life; but the perfect loyalty of his nature to the claims upon him, that sublime fidelity to duty which is so often found amongst men of his profession, kept him to the last upon the wreck; and, after that, it is probable that the almost total wreck of his own fortunes (which, but for this overthrow, would have amounted to twenty thousand pounds, upon the successful termination of this one voyage), but still more the total ruin of the new and splendid Indiaman confided to his care, had so much dejected his spirits that he was not in a condition for making such efforts as, under a more hopeful prospect, he might have been able to make. Six weeks his body lay unrecovered; at the end of that time, it was found, and carried to the Isle of Wight, and buried in close neighbourhood to the quiet fields which he had so recently described in letters to his sister at Grasmere as a Paradise of English peace, to which his mind would be likely oftentimes to revert amidst the agitations of the sea.

Such were the modes of life pursued by three of the orphan children: such the termination of life to the youngest. Meantime, the one daughter of the house was reared liberally, in the family of a relative at Windsor; and she might have pursued a quiet and decorous career, of a character, perhaps, somewhat tame, under the same dignified auspices; but, at an early age, her good angel threw open to her a vista of nobler prospects, in the opportunity which then arose, and which she did not hesitate to seize, of becoming the companion, through a life of delightful wanderings — of what, to her more elevated friends, seemed little short of vagrancy — the companion and confidential friend, and, with a view to the enlargement of her own intellect, the pupil, of a brother, the most original and most meditative man of his own age.

William had passed his infancy on the very margin of the Lake district, just six miles, in fact, beyond the rocky screen of Whinlatter, and within one hour’s ride of Bassenthwaite Water. To those who live in the tame scenery of Cockermouth, the blue mountains in the distance, the sublime peaks of Borrowdale and of Buttermere, raise aloft a signal, as it were, of a new country, a country of romance and mystery, to which the thoughts are habitually turning. Children are fascinated and haunted with vague temptations, when standing on the frontiers of such a foreign land; and so was Wordsworth fascinated, so haunted. Fortunate for Wordsworth that, at an early age, he was transferred to a quiet nook of this lovely district. At the little town of Hawkshead, seated on the north-west angle of Esthwaite Water, a grammar-school (which, in English usage, means a school for classical literature) was founded, in Queen Elizabeth’s reign, by Archbishop Sandys, who belonged to the very ancient family of that name still seated in the neighbourhood. Hither were sent all the four brothers; and here it was that Wordsworth passed his life, from the age of nine until the time arrived for his removal to college. Taking into consideration the peculiar tastes of the person, and the peculiar advantages of the place, I conceive that no pupil of a public school can ever have passed a more luxurious boyhood than Wordsworth. The school discipline was not by many evidences very strict; the mode of living out of school very much resembled that of Eton for Oppidans; less elegant, no doubt, and less costly in its provisions for accommodation, but not less comfortable, and, in that part of the arrangements which was chiefly Etonian, even more so; for in both places the boys, instead of being gathered into one fold, and at night into one or two huge dormitories, were distributed amongst motherly old “dames,” technically so called at Eton, but not at Hawkshead. In the latter place, agreeably to the inferior scale of the whole establishment, the houses were smaller, and more cottage-like, consequently more like private households: and the old lady of the ménage was more constantly amongst them, providing, with maternal tenderness and with a professional pride, for the comfort of her young flock, and protecting the weak from oppression. The humble cares to which these poor matrons dedicated themselves may be collected from several allusions scattered through the poems of Wordsworth; that entitled “Nutting,” for instance, in which his own early Spinosistic feeling is introduced, of a mysterious presence diffused through the solitudes of woods, a presence that was disturbed by the intrusion of careless and noisy outrage, and which is brought into a strong relief by the previous homely picture of the old housewife equipping her young charge with beggar’s weeds, in order to prepare him for a struggle with thorns and brambles. Indeed, not only the moderate rank of the boys, and the peculiar kind of relation assumed by these matrons, equally suggested this humble class of motherly attentions, but the whole spirit of the place and neighbourhood was favourable to an old English homeliness of domestic and personal economy. Hawkshead, most fortunately for its own manners and the primitive style of its habits even to this day, stands about six miles out of the fashionable line for the “Lakers.”

Esthwaite, though a lovely scene in its summer garniture of woods, has no features of permanent grandeur to rely upon. A wet or gloomy day, even in summer, reduces it to little more than a wildish pond, surrounded by miniature hills: and the sole circumstances which restore the sense of a romantic region and an Alpine character are the towering groups of Langdale and Grasmere fells, which look over the little pastoral barriers of Esthwaite, from distances of eight, ten, and fourteen miles. Esthwaite, therefore, being no object for itself, and the sublime head of Coniston being accessible by a road which evades Hawkshead, few tourists ever trouble the repose of this little village town. And in the days of which I am speaking (1778-1787) tourists were as yet few and infrequent to any parts of the country. Mrs. Radcliffe had not begun to cultivate the sense of the picturesque in her popular romances; guide-books, with the sole exception of “Gray’s Posthumous Letters,” had not arisen to direct public attention to this domestic Calabria; roads were rude, and, in many instances, not wide enough to admit post-chaises; but, above all, the whole system of travelling accommodations was barbarous and antediluvian for the requisitions of the pampered south. As yet the land had rest; the annual fever did not shake the very hills; and (which was the happiest immunity of the whole) false taste, the pseudo-romantic rage, had not violated the most awful solitudes amongst the ancient hills by opera-house decorations. Wordsworth, therefore, enjoyed this labyrinth of valleys in a perfection that no one can have experienced since the opening of the present century. The whole was one paradise of virgin beauty; the rare works of man, all over the land, were hoar with the grey tints of an antique picturesque; nothing was new, nothing was raw and uncicatrized. Hawkshead, in particular, though tamely seated in itself and its immediate purlieus, has a most fortunate and central locality, as regards the best (at least the most interesting) scenes for a pedestrian rambler. The gorgeous scenery of Borrowdale, the austere sublimities of Wastdalehead, of Langdalehead, or Mardale — these are too oppressive, in their colossal proportions and their utter solitudes, for encouraging a perfectly human interest. Now, taking Hawkshead as a centre, with a radius of about eight miles, one might describe a little circular tract which embosoms a perfect network of little valleys — separate wards or cells, as it were, of one larger valley, walled in by the great leading mountains of the region. Grasmere, Easedale, Great and Little Langdale, Tilberthwaite, Yewdale, Elter Water, Loughrigg Tarn, Skelwith, and many other little quiet nooks, lie within a single division of this labyrinthine district. All these are within one summer afternoon’s ramble. And amongst these, for the years of his boyhood, lay the daily excursions of Wordsworth.

I do not conceive that Wordsworth could have been an amiable boy; he was austere and unsocial, I have reason to think, in his habits; not generous; and not self-denying. I am pretty certain that no consideration would ever have induced Wordsworth to burden himself with a lady’s reticule, parasol, shawl, or anything exacting trouble and attention. Mighty must be the danger which would induce him to lead her horse by the bridle. Nor would he, without some demur, stop to offer her his hand over a stile. Freedom — unlimited, careless, insolent freedom — unoccupied possession of his own arms — absolute control over his own legs and motions — these have always been so essential to his comfort, that, in any case where they were likely to become questionable, he would have declined to make one of the party. Meantime, we are not to suppose that Wordsworth the boy expressly sought for solitary scenes of nature amongst woods and mountains with a direct conscious anticipation of imaginative pleasure, and loving them with a pure, disinterested love, on their own separate account. These are feelings beyond boyish nature, or, at all events, beyond boyish nature trained amidst the selfishness of social intercourse. Wordsworth, like his companions, haunted the hills and the vales for the sake of angling, snaring birds, swimming, and sometimes of hunting, according to the Westmoreland fashion (or the Irish fashion in Galway), on foot; for riding to the chase is quite impossible, from the precipitous nature of the ground. It was in the course of these pursuits, by an indirect effect growing gradually upon him, that Wordsworth became a passionate lover of nature, at the time when the growth of his intellectual faculties made it possible that he should combine those thoughtful passions with the experience of the eye and the ear.

One of the most interesting among the winter amusements of the Hawkshead boys was that of skating on the adjacent lake. Esthwaite Water is not one of the deep lakes, as its neighbours of Windermere, Coniston, and Grasmere are; consequently, a very slight duration of frost is sufficient to freeze it into a bearing strength. In this respect Wordsworth found the same advantages in his boyhood as afterwards at the University; for the county of Cambridge is generally liable to shallow waters; and that University breeds more good skaters than all the rest of England. About the year 1810, by way of expressing an interest in “The Friend,” which was just at that time appearing in weekly numbers, Wordsworth allowed Coleridge to print an extract from the poem on his own life, descriptive of the games celebrated upon the ice of Esthwaite by all who were able to skate: the mimic chases of hare and hounds, pursued long after the last orange gleam of light had died away from the western horizon — oftentimes far into the night; a circumstance which does not speak much for the discipline of the schools, or rather, perhaps, does speak much for the advantages of a situation so pure, and free from the usual perils of a town, as could allow of a discipline so lax. Wordsworth, in this fine descriptive passage — which I wish that I had at this moment the means of citing, in order to amplify my account of his earliest tyrocinium — speaks of himself as frequently wheeling aside from his joyous companions to cut across the image of a star; and thus, already in the midst of sportiveness, and by a movement of sportiveness, half unconsciously to himself expressing the growing necessity of retirement to his habits of thought. At another period of the year, when the golden summer allowed the students a long season of early play before the studies of the day began, he describes himself as roaming, hand-in-hand, with one companion, along the banks of Esthwaite Water, chanting, with one voice, the verses of Goldsmith and of Gray — verses which, at the time of recording the fact, he had come to look upon as either in parts false in the principles of their composition, or, at any rate, as far below the tone of high poetic passion; but which, at that time of life, when the profounder feelings were as yet only germinating, filled them with an enthusiasm

“More bright than madness and the dreams of wine.”

Meanwhile, how prospered the classical studies which formed the main business of Wordsworth at Hawkshead? Not, in all probability, very well; for, though Wordsworth finally became a very sufficient master of the Latin language, and read certain favourite authors, especially Horace, with a critical nicety, and with a feeling for the felicities of his composition, I have reason to think that little of this skill had been obtained at Hawkshead. As to Greek, that is a language which Wordsworth never had energy enough to cultivate with effect.

From Hawkshead, and, I believe, after he had entered his eighteenth year (a time which is tolerably early on the English plan), probably at the latter end of the year 1787, Wordsworth entered at St. John’s College, Cambridge. St. John’s ranks as the second college in Cambridge — the second as to numbers, and influence, and general consideration; in the estimation of the Johnians as the first, or at least as co-equal in all things with Trinity; from which, at any rate, the general reader will collect that no such absolute supremacy is accorded to any society in Cambridge as in Oxford is accorded necessarily to Christ Church. The advantages of a large college are considerable, both to the idle man, who wishes to lurk unnoticed in the crowd, and to the brilliant man, whose vanity could not be gratified by pre-eminence amongst a few. Wordsworth, though not idle as regarded his own pursuits, was so as regarded the pursuits of the place. With respect to them he felt — to use his own words — that his hour was not come; and that his doom for the present was a happy obscurity, which left him, unvexed by the torments of competition, to the genial enjoyment of life in its most genial hours.

It will excite some astonishment when I mention that, on coming to Cambridge, Wordsworth actually assumed the beau, or, in modern slang, the “dandy.” He dressed in silk stockings, had his hair powdered, and in all things plumed himself on his gentlemanly habits. To those who remember the slovenly dress of his middle and philosophic life, this will furnish matter for a smile.

Stranger still it is to tell that, for the first time in his life, Wordsworth became inebriated at Cambridge. It is but fair to add that the first time was also the last time. But perhaps the strangest part of the story is the occasion of this drunkenness; which was in celebration of his first visit to the very rooms at Christ College once occupied by Milton — intoxication by way of homage to the most temperate of men; and this homage offered by one who has turned out himself to the full as temperate! Every man, meantime, who is not a churl, must grant a privilege and charter of large enthusiasm to such an occasion. And an older man than Wordsworth (at that era not fully nineteen), and a man even without a poet’s blood in his veins, might have leave to forget his sobriety in such circumstances. Besides which, after all, I have heard from Wordsworth’s own lips that he was not too far gone to attend chapel decorously during the very acmé of his elevation.

 

The rooms which Wordsworth occupied at St. John’s were singularly circumstanced; mementoes of what is highest and what is lowest in human things solicited the eye and the ear all day long. If the occupant approached the outdoors prospect, in one direction, there was visible, through the great windows in the adjacent chapel of Trinity, the statue of Newton “with his silent face and prism,” memorials of the abstracting intellect, serene and absolute, emancipated from fleshly bonds. On the other hand, immediately below, stood the college kitchen; and, in that region, “from noon to dewy eve,” resounded the shrill voice of scolding from the female ministers of the head cook, never suffering the mind to forget one of the meanest amongst human necessities. Wordsworth, however, as one who passed much of his time in social gaiety, was less in the way of this annoyance than a profounder student would have been. Probably he studied little beyond French and Italian during his Cambridge life; not, however, at any time forgetting (as I had so much reason to complain, when speaking of my Oxonian contemporaries) the literature of his own country. It is true that he took the regular degree of A.B., and in the regular course; but this was won in those days by a mere nominal examination, unless where the mathematical attainments of the student prompted his ambition to contest the splendid distinction of Senior Wrangler. This, in common with all other honours of the University, is won in our days with far severer effort than in that age of relaxed discipline; but at no period could it have been won, let the malicious say what they will, without an amount of mathematical skill very much beyond what has ever been exacted of its alumni by any other European University. Wordsworth was a profound admirer of the sublimer mathematics; at least of the higher geometry. The secret of this admiration for geometry lay in the antagonism between this world of bodiless abstraction and the world of passion. And here I may mention appropriately, and I hope without any breach of confidence, that, in a great philosophic poem of Wordsworth’s, which is still in MS., and will remain in MS. until after his death, there is, at the opening of one of the books, a dream, which reaches the very ne plus ultra of sublimity, in my opinion, expressly framed to illustrate the eternity, and the independence of all social modes or fashions of existence, conceded to these two hemispheres, as it were, that compose the total world of human power — mathematics on the one hand, poetry on the other.

I scarcely know whether I am entitled to quote — as my memory (though not refreshed by a sight of the poem for more than twenty years) would well enable me to do — any long extract; but thus much I may allowably say, as it cannot in any way affect Mr. Wordsworth’s interests, that the form of the dream is as follows; and, by the way, even this form is not arbitrary; but, with exquisite skill in the art of composition, is made to arise out of the situation in which the poet had previously found himself, and is faintly prefigured in the elements of that situation. He had been reading “Don Quixote” by the sea-side; and, oppressed by the heat of the sun, he had fallen asleep, whilst gazing on the barren sands before him. Even in these circumstances of the case — as, first, the adventurous and half-lunatic knight riding about the world, on missions of universal philanthropy, and, secondly, the barren sands of the sea-shore — one may read the germinal principles of the dream. He dreams that, walking in some sandy wilderness of Africa, some endless Zahara, he sees at a distance

“An Arab of the desert, lance in rest, Mounted upon a dromedary.”

The Arab rides forward to meet him; and the dreamer perceives, in the countenance of the rider, the agitation of fear, and that he often looks behind him in a troubled way, whilst in his hand he holds two books — one of which is “Euclid’s Elements”; the other (which is a book and yet not a book) seeming, in fact, a shell as well as a book — seeming neither, and yet both at once. The Arab directs him to apply the shell to his ear; upon which,

“In an unknown tongue, which yet I understood,”

the dreamer says that he heard

“A wild prophetic blast of harmony, An ode, as if in passion utter’d, that foretold Destruction to the people of this earth By deluge near at hand.”

The Arab, with grave countenance, assures him that it is even so; that all was true which had been said; and that he himself was riding upon a divine mission, having it in charge

“To bury those two books; The one that held acquaintance with the stars, ... undisturb’d by Space or Time; The other, that was a god, yea, many gods, Had voices more than all the winds, and was A joy, a consolation, and a hope!”

That is, in effect, his mission is to secure the two great interests of poetry and mathematics from sharing in the watery ruin. As he talks, suddenly the dreamer perceives that the Arab’s “countenance grew more disturbed,” and that his eye was often reverted; upon which the dreaming poet also looks along the desert in the same direction; and in the far horizon he descries “a glittering light.” What is it? he asks of the Arab rider. “It is,” said the Arab, “the waters of the earth,” that even then were travelling on their awful errand. Upon which, the poet sees this apostle of the desert riding

“Hurrying o’er the illimitable waste, With the fleet waters of a drowning world In chase of him: whereat I [meaning the poet] waked in terror, And saw the sea before me, and the book In which I had been reading at my side.”

 

The sketch I have here given of this sublime dream sufficiently attests the interest which Wordsworth took in the mathematic studies of the place, and the exalted privilege which he ascribed to them of co-eternity with “the vision and the faculty divine” of the poet — the destiny common to both, of an endless triumph over the ruins of nature and of time. Meantime, he himself travelled no farther in these studies than through the six elementary books usually selected from the fifteen of Euclid. Whatever might be the interests of his speculative understanding, whatever his admiration, practically he devoted himself to the more agitating interests of man, social and political, just then commencing that vast career of revolution which has never since been still or stationary; interests which in his mind alternated, nevertheless, with another and different interest, in the grander forms of external nature, as found amongst mountains and forests. In obedience to this latter passion it was — for a passion it had become — that during one of his long Cambridge vacations, stretching from June to November, he went over to Switzerland and Savoy, for a pedestrian excursion amongst the Alps; taking with him for his travelling companion a certain Mr. J —— , of whom (excepting that he is once apostrophized in a sonnet, written at Calais in the year 1802) I never happened to hear him speak: whence I presume to infer that Mr. J —— owed this flattering distinction, not so much to any intellectual graces of his society, as, perhaps, to his powers of administering “punishment” (in the language of the “fancy”) to restive and mutinous landlords; for such were abroad in those days, — people who presented huge reckonings with one hand, and with the other a huge cudgel, by way of opening the traveller’s eyes to the propriety of settling them without demur, and without discount. I do not positively know this to have been the case; but I have heard Wordsworth speak of the ruffian landlords who played upon his youth in the Grisons; and, however well qualified to fight his own battles, he might find, amongst such savage mountaineers, two combatants better than one.

Wordsworth’s route, on this occasion, lay at first through Austrian Flanders, then (1788, I think) on the fret for an insurrectionary war against the capricious innovations of the imperial coxcomb, Joseph II. He passed through the camps then forming, and thence ascended the Rhine to Switzerland; crossed the Great St. Bernard, visited the Lake of Como, and other interesting scenes in the north of Italy, where, by the way, the tourists were benighted in a forest — having, in some way or other, been misled by the Italian clocks and their peculiar fashion of striking round to twenty-four o’clock. On his return, Wordsworth published a quarto pamphlet of verses, describing, with very considerable effect and brilliancy, the grand scenery amongst which he had been moving. This poem, as well as another in the same quarto form, describing the English lake scenery of Westmoreland and Cumberland, addressed by way of letter “to a young lady” (viz., Miss Wordsworth), are remarkable, in the first place, as the earliest effort of Wordsworth in verse, at least as his earliest publication; but, in the second place, and still more so, from their style of composition. “Pure description,” even where it cannot be said, sneeringly, “to hold the place of sense,” is so little attractive as the direct exclusive object of a poem, and in reality it exacts so powerful an effort on the part of the reader to realize visually, or make into an apprehensible unity, the scattered elements and circumstances of external landscapes painted only by words, that, inevitably, and reasonably, it can never hope to be a popular form of composition; else it is highly probable that these “Descriptive Sketches” of Wordsworth, though afterwards condemned as vicious in their principles of composition by his own maturer taste, would really have gained him a high momentary notoriety with the public, had they been fairly brought under its notice; whilst, on the other hand, his revolutionary principles of composition, and his purer taste, ended in obtaining for him nothing but scorn and ruffian insolence.

This seems marvellous; but, in fact, it is not so: it seems, I mean, primâ facie, marvellous that the inferior models should be fitted to gain a far higher reputation; but the secret lies here — that these were in a style of composition which, if sometimes false, had been long reconciled to the public feelings, and which, besides, have a specific charm for certain minds, even apart from all fashions of the day; whereas, his later poems had to struggle against sympathies long trained in an opposite direction, to which the recovery of a healthier tone (even where nature had made it possible) presupposed a difficult process of weaning, and an effort of discipline for re-organizing the whole internal economy of the sensibilities that is both painful and mortifying: for — and that is worthy of deep attention — the misgivings of any vicious or unhealthy state, the impulses and suspicious gleams of the truth struggling with cherished error, the instincts of light conflicting with darkness — these are the real causes of that hatred and intolerant scorn which is ever awakened by the first dawnings of new and important systems of truth. Therefore it is, that Christianity was so much more hated than any mere variety of error. Therefore are the first feeble struggles of nature towards a sounder state of health always harsh and painful; for the false system which this change for the better disturbs had, at least, this soothing advantage — that it was self-consistent. Therefore, also, was the Wordsworthian restoration of elementary power, and of a higher or transcendent truth of nature (or, as some people vaguely expressed the case, of simplicity), received at first with such malignant disgust. For there was a galvanic awakening in the shock of power, as it jarred against the ancient system of prejudices, which inevitably revealed so much of truth as made the mind jealous; enlightened it enough to descry its own wanderings, but not enough to recover the right road. The more energetic, the more spasmodically potent, are the throes of nature towards her own re-establishment in the cases of suspended animation — by drowning, strangling, &c. — the more keen is the anguish of revival. And, universally, a transition state is a state of suffering and disquiet. Meantime, the early poems of Wordsworth, that might have suited the public taste so much better than his more serious efforts, if the fashion of the hour, or the sanction of a leading review, or the prestige of a name, had happened to bring them under the public eye, did, in fact, drop unnoticed into the market. Nowhere have I seen them quoted — no, not even since the author’s victorious establishment in the public admiration. The reason may be, however, that not many copies were printed at first; no subsequent edition was ever called for; and yet, from growing interest in the author, every copy of the small impression had been studiously bought up. Indeed, I myself went to the publisher’s (Johnson’s) as early as 1805 or 1806, and bought up all the remaining copies (which were but six or seven of the Foreign Sketches, and two or three of the English), as presents, and as future curiosities in literature to literary friends whose interest in Wordsworth might assure one of a due value being put upon the poems. Were it not for this extreme scarcity, I am disposed to think that many lines or passages would long ere this have been made familiar to the public ear. Some are delicately, some forcibly picturesque; and the selection of circumstances is occasionally very original and felicitous. In particular, I remember this one, which presents an accident in rural life that must by thousands of repetitions have become intimately known to every dweller in the country, and yet had never before been consciously taken up for a poet’s use. After having described the domestic cock as “sweetly ferocious” — a prettiness of phraseology which he borrows from an Italian author — he notices those competitions or defiances which are so often carried on interchangeably between barn-door cocks from great distances: — 

“Echoed by faintly answering farms remote.”

This is the beautiful line in which he has caught and preserved so ordinary an occurrence — one, in fact, of the commonplaces which lend animation and a moral interest to rural life.

After his return from this Swiss excursion, Wordsworth took up his parting residence at Cambridge, and prepared for a final adieu to academic pursuits and academic society.

It was about this period that the French Revolution broke out; and the reader who would understand its appalling effects — its convulsing, revolutionary effects upon Wordsworth’s heart and soul — should consult the history of the Solitary, as given by himself in “The Excursion”; for that picture is undoubtedly a leaf from the personal experience of Wordsworth: — 

“From that dejection I was roused — but how?”

Mighty was the transformation which it wrought in the whole economy of his thoughts; miraculous almost was the expansion which it gave to his human sympathies; chiefly in this it showed its effects — in throwing the thoughts inwards into grand meditations upon man, his final destiny, his ultimate capacities of elevation; and, secondly, in giving to the whole system of the thoughts and feelings a firmer tone, and a sense of the awful realities which surround the mind; by comparison with which the previous literary tastes seemed (even where they were fine and elegant, as in Collins or Gray, unless where they had the self-sufficing reality of religion, as in Cowper) fanciful and trivial. In all lands this result was accomplished, and at the same time: Germany, above all, found her new literature the mere creation and rebound of this great moral tempest; and, in Germany or England alike, the poetry was so entirely regenerated, thrown into moulds of thought and of feeling so new, that the poets everywhere felt themselves to be putting away childish things, and now first, among those of their own century, entering upon the dignity and the sincere thinking of mature manhood.

Wordsworth, it is well known to all who know anything of his history, felt himself so fascinated by the gorgeous festival era of the Revolution — that era when the sleeping snakes which afterwards stung the national felicity were yet covered with flowers — that he went over to Paris, and spent about one entire year between that city, Orleans, and Blois. There, in fact, he continued to reside almost too long. He had been sufficiently connected with public men to have drawn upon himself some notice from those who afterwards composed the Committee of Public Safety. And, as an Englishman, when that partiality began to droop which at an earlier period had protected the English name, he became an object of gloomy suspicion with those even who would have grieved that he should fall a victim to undistinguishing popular violence. Already for England, and in her behalf, he was thought to be that spy which (as Coleridge tells us in his “Biographia Literaria”) afterwards he was accounted by Mr. Pitt’s emissaries, in the worst of services against her. I doubt, however (let me say it without impeachment of Coleridge’s veracity — for he was easily duped), this whole story about Mr. Pitt’s Somersetshire spies; and it has often struck me with astonishment that Coleridge should have suffered his personal pride to take so false a direction as to court the humble distinction of having been suspected as a conspirator, in those very years when poor empty tympanies of men, such as Thelwall, Holcroft, &c., were actually recognised as enemies of the state, and worthy of a state surveillance, by ministers so blind and grossly misinformed as, on this point, were Pitt and Dundas. Had I been Coleridge, instead of saving Mr. Pitt’s reputation with posterity, by ascribing to him a jealousy which he or his agents had not the discernment to cherish, I would have boldly planted myself upon the fact, the killing fact, that he had utterly ignored both myself (Coleridge, to wit) and Wordsworth. Even with Dogberry, I would have insisted upon that—”Set down, also, that I am an ass!” Clamorous should have been my exultation in this fact.

 

In France, however, Wordsworth had a chance, in good earnest, of passing for the traitor that, in England, no rational person ever thought him. He had chosen his friends carelessly; nor could any man, the most sagacious, have chosen them safely, in a time when the internal schisms of the very same general party brought with them worse hostilities and more personal perils than even, upon the broader divisions of party, could have attended the most ultra professions of anti-national politics, and when the rapid changes of position shifted the peril from month to month. One individual is especially recorded by Wordsworth, in the poem on his own life, as a man of the highest merit, and personal qualities the most brilliant, who ranked first upon the list of Wordsworth’s friends; and this man was so far a safe friend, at one moment, as he was a republican general — finally, indeed, a commander-in-chief. This was Beaupuis; and the description of his character and position is singularly interesting. There is, in fact, a special value and a use about the case; it opens one’s eyes feelingly to the fact that, even in this thoughtless people, so full of vanity and levity, nevertheless, the awful temper of the times, and the dread burden of human interests with which it was charged, had called to a consciousness of new duties, had summoned to an audit, as if at some great final tribunal, even the gay, radiant creatures that, under less solemn auspices, under the reign of a Francis I. or a Louis XIV, would have been the merest painted butterflies of the court sunshine. This Beaupuis was a man of superb person — beautiful in a degree which made him a painter’s model, both as to face and figure; and, accordingly, in a land where conquests of that nature were so easy, and the subjects of so trifling an effort, he had been distinguished, to his own as well as the public eyes, by a rapid succession of bonnes fortunes amongst women. Such, and so glorified by triumphs the most unquestionable and flattering, had the earthquake of the Revolution found him. From that moment he had no leisure, not a thought, to bestow upon his former selfish and frivolous pursuits. He was hurried, as one inspired by some high apostolic passion, into the service of the unhappy and desolate serfs amongst his own countrymen — such as are described, at an earlier date, by Madame de Sevigné, as the victims of feudal institutions; and one day, as he was walking with Wordsworth in the neighbourhood of Orleans, and they had turned into a little quiet lane, leading off from a heath, suddenly they came upon the following spectacle: — A girl, seventeen or eighteen years old, hunger-bitten, and wasted to a meagre shadow, was knitting, in a dejected, drooping way; whilst to her arm was attached, by a rope, the horse, equally famished, that earned the miserable support of her family. Beaupuis comprehended the scene in a moment; and, seizing Wordsworth by the arm, he said,—”Dear English friend! — brother from a nation of freemen! — that it is which is the curse of our people, in their widest section; and to cure this it is, as well as to maintain our work against the kings of the earth, that blood must be shed and tears must flow for many years to come!” At that time the Revolution had not fulfilled its tendencies; as yet, the king was on the throne; the fatal 10th of August 1792 had not dawned; and thus far there was safety for a subject of kings. The irresistible stream was hurrying forwards. The king fell; and (to pause for a moment) how divinely is the fact recorded by Wordsworth, in the MS. poem on his own life, placing the awful scenes past and passing in Paris under a pathetic relief from the description of the golden, autumnal day, sleeping in sunshine — 

“When I Towards the fierce metropolis bent my steps, The homeward road to England. From his throne The king had fallen,” &c.

What a picture does he give of the fury which there possessed the public mind; of the frenzy which shone in every eye, and through every gesture; of the stormy groups assembled at the Palais Royal, or the Tuileries, with “hissing factionists” for ever in their centre, “hissing” from the self-baffling of their own madness, and incapable from wrath of speaking clearly; of fear already creeping over the manners of multitudes; of stealthy movements through back streets; plotting and counter-plotting in every family; feuds to extermination, dividing children of the same house for ever; scenes such as those of the Chapel Royal (now silenced on that public stage), repeating themselves daily amongst private friends; and, to show the universality of this maniacal possession — that it was no narrow storm discharging its fury by local concentration upon a single city, but that it overspread the whole realm of France — a picture is given, wearing the same features, of what passed daily at Orleans, Blois, and other towns. The citizens are described in the attitudes they assumed at the daily coming in of the post from Paris; the fierce sympathy is portrayed with which they echoed back the feelings of their compatriots in the capital: men of all parties had been there up to this time — aristocrats as well as democrats; and one, in particular, of the former class is put forward as a representative of his class. This man, duly as the hour arrived which brought the Parisian newspapers, read restlessly of the tumults and insults amongst which the Royal Family now passed their days; of the decrees by which his own order were threatened or assailed; of the self-expatriation, now continually swelling in amount, as a measure of despair on the part of myriads, as well priests as gentry — all this and worse he read in public; and still, as he read,

“His hand Haunted his sword, like an uneasy spot In his own body.”

In short, as there never has been so strong a national convulsion diffused so widely, with equal truth it may be asserted, that no describer, so powerful, or idealizing so magnificently what he deals with, has ever been a real living spectator of parallel scenes. The French, indeed, it may be said, are far enough from being a people profound in feeling. True; but, of all people, they most exhibit their feeling on the surface; are the most demonstrative (to use a modern term), and most of all (except Italians) mark their feelings by outward expression of gesticulation: not to insist upon the obvious truth — that even a people of shallow feeling may be deeply moved by tempests which uproot the forest of a thousand years’ growth; by changes in the very organization of society, such as throw all things, for a time, into one vast anarchy; and by murderous passions, alternately the effect and the cause of that same chaotic anarchy. Now, it was in this autumn of 1792, as I have already said, that Wordsworth parted finally from his illustrious friend — for, all things considered, he may be justly so entitled — the gallant Beaupuis. This great season of public trial had searched men’s natures; revealed their real hearts; brought into light and action qualities oftentimes not suspected by their possessors; and had thrown men, as in elementary states of society, each upon his own native resources, unaided by the old conventional forces of rank and birth. Beaupuis had shone to unusual advantage under this general trial; he had discovered, even to the philosophic eye of Wordsworth, a depth of benignity very unusual in a Frenchman; and not of local, contracted benignity, but of large, illimitable, apostolic devotion to the service of the poor and the oppressed — a fact the more remarkable as he had all the pretensions in his own person of high birth and high rank, and, so far as he had any personal interest embarked in the struggle, should have allied himself with the aristocracy. But of selfishness in any shape he had no vestiges; or, if he had, it showed itself in a slight tinge of vanity; yet, no — it was not vanity, but a radiant quickness of sympathy with the eye which expressed admiring love — sole relic of the chivalrous devotion once dedicated to the service of ladies. Now, again, he put on the garb of chivalry; it was a chivalry the noblest in the world, which opened his ear to the Pariah and the oppressed all over his misorganized country. A more apostolic fervour of holy zealotry in this great cause had not been seen since the days of Bartholomew las Casas, who showed the same excess of feeling in another direction. This sublime dedication of his being to a cause which, in his conception of it, extinguished all petty considerations for himself, and made him thenceforwards a creature of the national will—”a son of France,” in a more eminent and loftier sense than according to the heraldry of Europe — had extinguished even his sensibility to the voice of worldly honour. “Injuries,” says Wordsworth — 

“Injuries Made him more gracious.”

And so utterly had he submitted his own will or separate interests to the transcendent voice of his country, which, in the main, he believed to be now speaking authentically for the first time since the foundations of Christendom, that, even against the motions of his own heart, he adopted the hatreds of the young republic, growing cruel in his purposes towards the ancient oppressor, out of very excess of love for the oppressed; and, against the voice of his own order, as well as in stern oblivion of many early friendships, he became the champion of democracy in the struggle everywhere commencing with prejudice or feudal privilege. Nay, he went so far upon the line of this new crusade against the evils of the world that he even accepted, with a conscientious defiance of his own quiet homage to the erring spirit of loyalty embarked upon that cause, a commission in the Republican armies preparing to move against La Vendée; and, finally, in that cause, as commander-in-chief, he laid down his life. “He perished,” says Wordsworth — 

“He perished fighting, in supreme command, Upon the banks of the unhappy Loire.”

 

Homewards fled all the English from a land which now was fast making ready the shambles for its noblest citizens. Thither also came Wordsworth; and there he spent his time for a year and more chiefly in London, overwhelmed with shame and despondency for the disgrace and scandal brought upon Liberty by the atrocities committed in that holy name. Upon this subject he dwells with deep emotion in the poem on his own life; and he records the awful triumph for retribution accomplished which possessed him when crossing the sands of the great Bay of Morecamb from Lancaster to Ulverstone, and hearing from a horseman who passed him, in reply to the question — Was there any news?—”Yes, that Robespierre had perished.” Immediately a passion seized him, a transport of almost epileptic fervour, prompting him, as he stood alone upon this perilous waste of sands, to shout aloud anthems of thanksgiving for this great vindication of eternal justice. Still, though justice was done upon one great traitor to the cause, the cause itself was overcast with clouds too heavily to find support and employment for the hopes of a poet who had believed in a golden era ready to open upon the prospects of human nature. It gratified and solaced his heart that the indignation of mankind should have wreaked itself upon the chief monsters that had outraged their nature and their hopes; but for the present he found it necessary to comfort his disappointment by turning away from politics to studies less capable of deceiving his expectations.

 

From this period, therefore — that is, from the year 1794-95 — we may date the commencement of Wordsworth’s entire self-dedication to poetry as the study and main business of his life. Somewhere about this period also (though, according to my remembrance of what Miss Wordsworth once told me, I think one year or so later) his sister joined him; and they began to keep house together: once at Race Down, in Dorsetshire; once at Clevedon, on the coast of Somersetshire; then amongst the Quantock Hills, in the same county, or in that neighbourhood; particularly at Alfoxton, a beautiful country-house, with a grove and shrubbery attached, belonging to Mr. St. Aubyn, a minor, and let (I believe) on the terms of keeping the house in repair. Whilst resident at this last place it was, as I have generally understood, and in the year 1797 or 1798, that Wordsworth first became acquainted with Coleridge; though possibly in the year I am wrong; for it occurs to me that, in a poem of Coleridge’s dated in 1796, there is an allusion to a young writer of the name of Wordsworth as one who had something austere in his style, but otherwise was more original than any other poet of the age; and it is probable that this knowledge of the poetry would be subsequent to a personal knowledge of the author, considering the little circulation which any poetry of a Wordsworthian stamp would be likely to attain at that time.

It was at Alfoxton that Miss Mary Hutchinson visited her cousins the Wordsworths, and there, or previously in the north of England, at Stockton-upon-Tees and Darlington, that the attachment began between Miss Mary Hutchinson and Wordsworth which terminated in their marriage about the beginning of the present century. The marriage took place in the north; somewhere, I believe, in Yorkshire; and, immediately after the ceremony, Wordsworth brought his bride to Grasmere; in which most lovely of English valleys he had previously obtained, upon a lease of seven or eight years, the cottage in which I found him living at my first visit to him in November 1807. I have heard that there was a paragraph inserted on this occasion in the “Morning Post” or “Courier” — and I have an indistinct remembrance of having once seen it myself — which described this event of the poet’s marriage in the most ludicrous terms of silly pastoral sentimentality; the cottage being described as “the abode of content and all the virtues,” the vale itself in the same puerile slang, and the whole event in the style of allegorical trifling about the Muses, &c. The masculine and severe taste of Wordsworth made him peculiarly open to annoyance from such absurd trifling; and, unless his sense of the ludicrous overpowered his graver feelings, he must have been much displeased with the paragraph. But, after all, I have understood that the whole affair was an unseasonable jest of Coleridge’s or Lamb’s.

To us who, in after years, were Wordsworth’s friends, or, at least, intimate acquaintances — viz., to Professor Wilson and myself — the most interesting circumstance in this marriage, the one which perplexed us exceedingly, was the very possibility that it should ever have been brought to bear. For we could not conceive of Wordsworth as submitting his faculties to the humilities and devotion of courtship. That self-surrender — that prostration of mind by which a man is too happy and proud to express the profundity of his service to the woman of his heart — it seemed a mere impossibility that ever Wordsworth should be brought to feel for a single instant; and what he did not sincerely feel, assuredly he was not the person to profess. Wordsworth, I take it upon myself to say, had not the feelings within him which make this total devotion to a woman possible. There never lived a woman whom he would not have lectured and admonished under circumstances that should have seemed to require it; nor would he have conversed with her in any mood whatever without wearing an air of mild condescension to her understanding. To lie at her feet, to make her his idol, to worship her very caprices, and to adore the most unreasonable of her frowns — these things were impossible to Wordsworth; and, being so, never could he, in any emphatic sense, have been a lover.

A lover, I repeat, in any passionate sense of the word, Wordsworth could not have been. And, moreover, it is remarkable that a woman who could dispense with that sort of homage in her suitor is not of a nature to inspire such a passion. That same meekness which reconciles her to the tone of superiority and freedom in the manner of her suitor, and which may afterwards in a wife become a sweet domestic grace, strips her of that too charming irritation, captivating at once and tormenting, which lurks in feminine pride. If there be an enchantress’s spell yet surviving in this age of ours, it is the haughty grace of maidenly pride — the womanly sense of dignity, even when most in excess, and expressed in the language of scorn — which tortures a man and lacerates his heart, at the same time that it pierces him with admiration: — 

“Oh, what a world of scorn looks beautiful In the contempt and anger of her lip!”

And she who spares a man the agitations of this thraldom robs him no less of its divinest transports. Wordsworth, however, who never could have laid aside his own nature sufficiently to have played his part in such an impassioned courtship, by suiting himself to this high sexual pride with the humility of a lover, quite as little could have enjoyed the spectacle of such a pride, or have viewed it in any degree as an attraction: it would to him have been a pure vexation. Looking down even upon the lady of his heart, as upon the rest of the world, from the eminence of his own intellectual superiority — viewing her, in fact, as a child — he would be much more disposed to regard any airs of feminine disdain she might assume as the impertinence of girlish levity than as the caprice of womanly pride; and much I fear that, in any case of dispute, he would have called even his mistress, “Child! child!” and perhaps even (but this I do not say with the same certainty) might have bid her hold her tongue.

If, however, no lover, in a proper sense, — though, from many exquisite passages, one might conceive that at some time of his life he was, as especially from the inimitable stanzas beginning — 

“When she I loved was strong and gay, And like a rose in June,”

or perhaps (but less powerfully so, because here the passion, though profound, is less the peculiar passion of love) from the impassioned lamentation for “the pretty Barbara,” beginning — 

“’Tis said that some have died for love: And here and there, amidst unhallow’d ground In the cold north,” &c., — 

yet, if no lover, or (which some of us have sometimes thought) a lover disappointed at some earlier period, by the death of her he loved, or by some other fatal event (for he always preserved a mysterious silence on the subject of that “Lucy,” repeatedly alluded to or apostrophized in his poems); at all events he made what for him turned out a happy marriage. Few people have lived on such terms of entire harmony and affection as he lived with the woman of his final choice. Indeed, the sweetness, almost unexampled, of temper, which shed so sunny a radiance over Mrs. Wordsworth’s manners, sustained by the happy life she led, the purity of her conscience, and the uniformity of her good health, made it impossible for anybody to have quarrelled with her; and whatever fits of ill-temper Wordsworth might have — for, with all his philosophy, he had such fits — met with no fuel to support them, except in the more irritable temperament of his sister. She was all fire, and an ardour which, like that of the first Lord Shaftesbury,

“O’er-informed its tenement of clay”;

and, as this ardour looked out in every gleam of her wild eyes (those “wild eyes” so finely noticed in the “Tintern Abbey”), as it spoke in every word of her self-baffled utterance, as it gave a trembling movement to her very person and demeanour — easily enough it might happen that any apprehension of an unkind word should with her kindle a dispute. It might have happened; and yet, to the great honour of both, having such impassioned temperaments, rarely it did happen; and this was the more remarkable, as I have been assured that both were, in childhood, irritable or even ill-tempered, and they were constantly together; for Miss Wordsworth was always ready to walk out — wet or dry, storm or sunshine, night or day; whilst Mrs. Wordsworth was completely dedicated to her maternal duties, and rarely left the house, unless when the weather was tolerable, or, at least, only for short rambles. I should not have noticed this trait in Wordsworth’s occasional manners, had it been gathered from domestic or confidential opportunities. But, on the contrary, the first two occasions on which, after months’ domestic intercourse with Wordsworth, I became aware of his possible ill-humour and peevishness, were so public, that others, and those strangers, must have been equally made parties to the scene. This scene occurred in Kendal.

 

Having brought down the history of Wordsworth to the time of his marriage, I am reminded by that event to mention the singular good fortune, in all points of worldly prosperity, which has accompanied him through life. His marriage — the capital event of life — was fortunate, and inaugurated a long succession of other prosperities. He has himself described, in his “Leech-Gatherer,” the fears that at one time, or at least in some occasional moments of his life, haunted him, lest at some period or other he might be reserved for poverty. “Cold, pain, and hunger, and all fleshly ills,” occurred to his boding apprehension, and “mighty poets in their misery dead.”

“He thought of Chatterton, the marvellous boy, The sleepless soul that perished in its pride; Of him who walked in glory and in joy Following his plough along the mountain-side.”

And, at starting on his career of life, certainly no man had plainer reasons for anticipating the worst evils that have ever persecuted poets, excepting only two reasons which might warrant him in hoping better; and these two were — his great prudence, and the temperance of his daily life. He could not be betrayed into foolish engagements; he could not be betrayed into expensive habits. Profusion and extravagance had no hold over him, by any one passion or taste. He was not luxurious in anything; was not vain or even careful of external appearances (not, at least, since he had left Cambridge, and visited a mighty nation in civil convulsions); was not even in the article of books expensive. Very few books sufficed him; he was careless habitually of all the current literature, or indeed of any literature that could not be considered as enshrining the very ideal, capital, and elementary grandeur of the human intellect. In this extreme limitation of his literary sensibilities he was as much assisted by that accident of his own intellectual condition — viz. extreme, intense, unparalleled onesidedness (einseitigkeit) — as by any peculiar sanity of feeling. Thousands of books that have given rapturous delight to millions of ingenuous minds for Wordsworth were absolutely a dead letter — closed and sealed up from his sensibilities and his powers of appreciation, not less than colours from a blind man’s eye. Even the few books which his peculiar mind had made indispensable to him were not in such a sense indispensable as they would have been to a man of more sedentary habits. He lived in the open air, and the enormity of pleasure which both he and his sister drew from the common appearances of nature and their everlasting variety — variety so infinite that, if no one leaf of a tree or shrub ever exactly resembled another in all its filaments and their arrangement, still less did any one day ever repeat another in all its pleasurable elements. This pleasure was to him in the stead of many libraries: — 

“One impulse, from a vernal wood, Could teach him more of Man, Of moral evil and of good, Than all the sages can.”

And he, we may be sure, who could draw,

“Even from the meanest flower that blows, Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears,” — 

to whom the mere daisy, the pansy, the primrose, could furnish pleasures — not the puerile ones which his most puerile and worldly insulters imagined, but pleasures drawn from depths of reverie and meditative tenderness far beyond all power of their hearts to conceive: that man would hardly need any large variety of books. In fact, there were only two provinces of literature in which Wordsworth could be looked upon as decently well read — Poetry and Ancient History. Nor do I believe that he would much have lamented, on his own account, if all books had perished, excepting the entire body of English Poetry, and, perhaps, “Plutarch’s Lives.”

With these simple or rather austere tastes, Wordsworth (it might seem) had little reason to fear poverty, supposing him in possession of any moderate income; but meantime he had none. About the time when he left college, I have good grounds for believing that his whole regular income was precisely = 0. Some fragments must have survived from the funds devoted to his education; and with these, no doubt, he supported the expenses of his Continental tours, and his year’s residence in France. But, at length, “cold, pain, and hunger, and all fleshly ills,” must have stared him in the face pretty earnestly. And hope of longer evading an unpleasant destiny of daily toil, in some form or other, there seemed absolutely none. “For,” as he himself expostulates with himself — 

“For how can he expect that others should Sow for him, build for him, and, at his call, Love him, who for himself will take no thought at all?”

In this dilemma, he had all but resolved, as Miss Wordsworth once told me, to take pupils; and perhaps that, though odious enough, was the sole resource he had; for Wordsworth never acquired any popular talent of writing for the current press; and, at that period of his life, he was gloomily unfitted for bending to such a yoke. In this crisis of his fate it was that Wordsworth, for once, and once only, became a martyr to some nervous affection. That raised pity; but I could not forbear smiling at the remedy, or palliation, which his few friends adopted. Every night they played at cards with him, as the best mode of beguiling his sense of distress, whatever that might be: cards, which, in any part of the thirty-and-one years since I have known Wordsworth, could have had as little power to interest him, or to cheat him of sorrow, as marbles or a top. However, so it was; for my information could not be questioned: it came from Miss Wordsworth.

The crisis, as I have said, had arrived for determining the future colour of his life. Memorable it is, that exactly in those critical moments when some decisive step had first become necessary, there happened the first instance of Wordsworth’s good luck; and equally memorable that, at measured intervals throughout the long sequel of his life since then, a regular succession of similar but superior windfalls have fallen in, to sustain his expenditure, in exact concurrence with the growing claims upon his purse. A more fortunate man, I believe, does not exist than Wordsworth. The aid which now dropped from heaven, as it were, to enable him to range at will in paths of his own choosing, and

“Finally array His temples with the Muses diadem,”

came in the shape of a bequest from Raisley Calvert, a young man of good family in Cumberland, who died about this time of pulmonary consumption. A very remarkable young man he must have been, this Raisley Calvert, to have discerned, at this early period, that future superiority in Wordsworth which so few people suspected. He was the brother of a Cumberland gentleman, whom slightly I know; a generous man, doubtless; for he made no sort of objections (though legally, I have heard, he might) to his brother’s farewell memorial of regard; a good man to all his dependants, as I have generally understood, in the neighbourhood of Windy Brow, his mansion, near Keswick; and, as Southey always said (who must know better than I could do), a man of strong natural endowments; else, as his talk was of oxen, I might have made the mistake of supposing him to be, in heart and soul, what he was in profession — a mere farming country gentleman, whose ambition was chiefly directed to the turning up of mighty turnips. The sum left by Raisley Calvert was £900; and it was laid out in an annuity. This was the basis of Wordsworth’s prosperity in life; and upon this he has built up, by a series of accessions, in which each step, taken separately for itself, seems perfectly natural, whilst the total result has undoubtedly something wonderful about it, the present goodly edifice of his fortunes. Next in the series came the present Lord Lonsdale’s repayment of his predecessor’s debt. Upon that, probably, it was that Wordsworth felt himself entitled to marry. Then, I believe, came some fortune with Miss Hutchinson; then — that is, fourthly — some worthy uncle of the same lady was pleased to betake himself to a better world, leaving to various nieces, and especially to Mrs. Wordsworth, something or other — I forget what, but it was expressed by thousands of pounds. At this moment, Wordsworth’s family had begun to increase; and the worthy old uncle, like everybody else in Wordsworth’s case, finding his property very clearly “wanted,” and, as people would tell him, “bespoke,” felt how very indelicate it would look for him to stay any longer in this world; and so off he moved. But Wordsworth’s family, and the wants of that family, still continued to increase; and the next person — viz., the fifth — who stood in the way, and must, therefore, have considered himself rapidly growing into a nuisance, was the stamp-distributor for the county of Westmoreland. About March 1814, I think it was, that his very comfortable situation was wanted. Probably it took a month for the news to reach him; because in April, and not before, feeling that he had received a proper notice to quit, he, good man (this stamp-distributor), like all the rest, distributed himself and his office into two different places — the latter falling, of course, into the hands of Wordsworth.

This office, which it was Wordsworth’s pleasure to speak of as “a little one,” yielded, I believe, somewhere about £500 a year. Gradually, even that, with all former sources of income, became insufficient; which ought not to surprise anybody; for a son at Oxford, as a gentleman commoner, would spend, at the least, £300 per annum; and there were other children. Still, it is wrong to say that it had become insufficient; as usual, it had not come to that; but, on the first symptoms arising that it soon would come to that, somebody, of course, had notice to consider himself a sort of nuisance-elect; — in this case, it was the distributor of stamps for the county of Cumberland. His district was absurdly large; and what so reasonable as that he should submit to a Polish partition of his profits — no, not Polish; for, on reflection, such a partition neither was nor could be attempted with regard to an actual incumbent. But then, since people had such consideration for him as not to remodel the office so long as he lived, on the other hand, the least he could do for “people” in return — so as to show his sense of this consideration — was not to trespass on so much goodness longer than necessary. Accordingly, here, as in all cases before, the Deus ex machinâ who invariably interfered when any nodus arose in Wordsworth’s affairs, such as could be considered vindice dignus, caused the distributor to begone into a region where no stamps are wanted, about the very month, or so, when an additional £400 per annum became desirable. This, or perhaps more, was understood to have been added, by the new arrangement, to the Westmoreland distributorship; the small towns of Keswick and Cockermouth, together with the important one of Whitehaven, being severed, under this remodelling, from their old dependency on Cumberland (to which geographically they belonged), and transferred to the small territory of rocky Westmoreland, the sum total of whose inhabitants was at that time not much above 50,000; of which number, one-third, or nearly so, was collected into the only important town of Kendal; but, of the other two-thirds, a larger proportion was a simple agricultural or pastoral population than anywhere else in England. In Westmoreland, therefore, it may be supposed that the stamp demand could not have been so great, not perhaps by three-quarters, as in Cumberland; which, besides having a population at least three times as large, had more and larger towns. The result of this new distribution was something that approached to an equalization of the districts — giving to each, as was said, in round terms, a thousand a year.

 

Thus I have traced Wordsworth’s ascent through its several steps and stages, to what, for his moderate desires and habits so philosophic, may be fairly considered opulence. And it must rejoice every man who joins in the public homage now rendered to his powers (and what man is to be found that, more or less, does not?) to hear, with respect to one so lavishly endowed by nature, that he has not been neglected by fortune; that he has never had the finer edge of his sensibilities dulled by the sad anxieties, the degrading fears, the miserable dependencies of debt; that he has been blessed with competency even when poorest; has had hope and cheerful prospects in reversion through every stage of his life; that at all times he has been liberated from reasonable anxieties about the final interests of his children; that at all times he has been blessed with leisure, the very amplest that ever man enjoyed, for intellectual pursuits the most delightful; yes, that, even as regards those delicate and coy pursuits, he has possessed, in combination, all the conditions for their most perfect culture — the leisure, the ease, the solitude, the society, the domestic peace, the local scenery — Paradise for his eye, in Miltonic beauty, lying outside his windows, Paradise for his heart, in the perpetual happiness of his own fireside; and, finally, when increasing years might be supposed to demand something more of modern luxuries, and expanding intercourse with society something more of refined elegancies, that his means, still keeping pace in almost arithmetical ratio with his wants, had shed the graces of art upon the failing powers of nature, had stripped infirmity of discomfort, and (so far as the necessities of things will allow) had placed the final stages of life, by means of many compensations, by universal praise, by plaudits reverberated from senates, benedictions wherever his poems have penetrated, honour, troops of friends — in short, by all that miraculous prosperity can do to evade the primal decrees of nature, had placed the final stages upon a level with the first.

But now, reverting to the subject of Wordsworth’s prosperity, I have numbered up six separate stages of good luck — six instances of pecuniary showers emptying themselves into his very bosom, at the very moments when they began to be needed, on the first symptoms that they might be wanted — accesses of fortune stationed upon his road like repeating frigates, connecting, to all appearance, some preconcerted line of operations, and, amidst the tumults of chance, wearing as much the air of purpose and design as if they supported a human plan. I have come down to the sixth case. Whether there were any seventh, I do not know: but confident I feel that, had a seventh been required by circumstances, a seventh would have happened. So true it is that still, as Wordsworth needed a place or a fortune, the holder of that place or fortune was immediately served with a summons to surrender it: so certainly was this impressed upon my belief, as one of the blind necessities making up the prosperity and fixed destiny of Wordsworth, that, for myself, had I happened to know of any peculiar adaptation in an estate or office of mine to an existing need of Wordsworth’s, forthwith, and with the speed of a man running for his life, I would have laid it down at his feet. “Take it,” I should have said; “take it, or in three weeks I shall be a dead man.”

Well, let me pause: I think the reader is likely by this time to have a slight notion of my notion of Wordsworth’s inevitable prosperity, and the sort of lien that he had upon the incomes of other men who happened to stand in his way. The same prosperity attended the other branches of the family, with the single exception of John, the brother who perished in the Abergavenny: and even he was prosperous up to the moment of his fatal accident. As to Miss Wordsworth, who will, by some people, be classed amongst the non-prosperous, I rank her amongst the most fortunate of women; or, at least, if regard be had to that period of life which is most capable of happiness. Her fortune, after its repayment by Lord Lonsdale, was, much of it, confided, with a sisterly affection, to the use of her brother John; and part of it, I have heard, perished in his ship. How much, I never felt myself entitled to ask; but certainly a part was on that occasion understood to have been lost irretrievably. Either it was that only a partial insurance had been effected; or else the nature of the accident, being in home waters (off the coast of Dorsetshire), might, by the nature of the contract, have taken the case out of the benefit of the policy. This loss, however, had it even been total, for a single sister amongst a family of flourishing brothers, could not be of any lasting importance. A much larger number of voices would proclaim her to have been unfortunate in life because she made no marriage connexion; and certainly, the insipid as well as unfeeling ridicule which descends so plentifully upon those women who, perhaps from strength of character, have refused to make such a connexion where it promised little of elevated happiness, does make the state of singleness somewhat of a trial to the patience of many; and to many the vexation of this trial has proved a snare for beguiling them of their honourable resolutions. Meantime, as the opportunities are rare in which all the conditions concur for happy marriage connexions, how important it is that the dignity of high-minded women should be upheld by society in the honourable election they make of a self-dependent virgin seclusion, by preference to a heartless marriage! Such women, as Mrs. Trollope justly remarks, fill a place in society which in their default would not be filled, and are available for duties requiring a tenderness and a punctuality that could not be looked for from women preoccupied with household or maternal claims. If there were no regular fund (so to speak) of women free from conjugal and maternal duties, upon what body could we draw for our “sisters of mercy,” &c.? In another point Mrs. Trollope is probably right: few women live unmarried from necessity. Miss Wordsworth had several offers; amongst them, to my knowledge, one from Hazlitt; all of them she rejected decisively. And she did right. A happier life, by far, was hers in youth, coming as near as difference of scenery and difference of relations would permit to that which was promised to Ruth — the Ruth of her brother’s creation — by the youth who came from Georgia’s shore; for, though not upon American savannah, or Canadian lakes,

“With all their fairy crowds Of islands, that together lie As quietly as spots of sky Amongst the evening clouds,”

yet, amongst the loveliest scenes of sylvan England, and (at intervals) of sylvan Germany — amongst lakes, too, far better fitted to give the sense of their own character than the vast inland seas of America, and amongst mountains more romantic than many of the chief ranges in that country — her time fleeted away like some golden age, or like the life of primeval man; and she, like Ruth, was for years allowed

“To run, though not a bride, A sylvan huntress, by the side”

of him to whom she, like Ruth, had dedicated her days, and to whose children, afterwards, she dedicated a love like that of mothers. Dear Miss Wordsworth! How noble a creature did she seem when I first knew her! — and when, on the very first night which I passed in her brother’s company, he read to me, in illustration of something he was saying, a passage from Fairfax’s “Tasso,” ending pretty nearly with these words,

“Amidst the broad fields and the endless wood, The lofty lady kept her maidenhood,”

I thought that, possibly, he had his sister in his thoughts. Yet “lofty” was hardly the right word. Miss Wordsworth was too ardent and fiery a creature to maintain the reserve essential to dignity; and dignity was the last thing one thought of in the presence of one so natural, so fervent in her feelings, and so embarrassed in their utterance — sometimes, also, in the attempt to check them. It must not, however, be supposed that there was any silliness or weakness of enthusiasm about her. She was under the continual restraint of severe good sense, though liberated from that false shame which, in so many persons, accompanies all expressions of natural emotion; and she had too long enjoyed the ennobling conversation of her brother, and his admirable comments on the poets, which they read in common, to fail in any essential point of logic or propriety of thought. Accordingly, her letters, though the most careless and un-elaborate — nay, the most hurried that can be imagined — are models of good sense and just feeling. In short, beyond any person I have known in this world, Miss Wordsworth was the creature of impulse; but, as a woman most thoroughly virtuous and well-principled, as one who could not fail to be kept right by her own excellent heart, and as an intellectual creature from her cradle, with much of her illustrious brother’s peculiarity of mind — finally, as one who had been, in effect, educated and trained by that very brother — she won the sympathy and the respectful regard of every man worthy to approach her. Properly, and in a spirit of prophecy, was she named Dorothy; in its Greek meaning, gift of God, well did this name prefigure the relation in which she stood to Wordsworth, the mission with which she was charged — to wait upon him as the tenderest and most faithful of domestics; to love him as a sister; to sympathize with him as a confidante; to counsel him; to cheer him and sustain him by the natural expression of her feelings — so quick, so ardent, so unaffected — upon the probable effect of whatever thoughts or images he might conceive; finally, and above all other ministrations, to ingraft, by her sexual sense of beauty, upon his masculine austerity that delicacy and those graces which else (according to the grateful acknowledgments of his own maturest retrospect) it never could have had: — 

“The blessing of my later years with me when I was a boy: She gave me hopes, she gave me fears, A heart the fountain of sweet tears, . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . And love, and thought, and joy.”

 

And elsewhere he describes her, in a philosophic poem, still in MS., as one who planted flowers and blossoms with her feminine hand upon what might else have been an arid rock — massy, indeed, and grand, but repulsive from the severity of its features. I may sum up in one brief abstract the amount of Miss Wordsworth’s character, as a companion, by saying, that she was the very wildest (in the sense of the most natural) person I have ever known; and also the truest, most inevitable, and at the same time the quickest and readiest in her sympathy with either joy or sorrow, with laughter or with tears, with the realities of life or the larger realities of the poets!

Meantime, amidst all this fascinating furniture of her mind, won from nature, from solitude, from enlightened companionship, Miss Wordsworth was as thoroughly deficient (some would say painfully deficient — I say charmingly deficient) in ordinary female accomplishments as “Cousin Mary” in dear Miss Mitford’s delightful sketch. Of French, she might have barely enough to read a plain modern page of narrative; Italian, I question whether any; German, just enough to insult the German literati, by showing how little she had found them or their writings necessary to her heart. The “Luise” of Voss, the “Hermann und Dorothea” of Goethe she had begun to translate, as young ladies do “Télémaque”; but, like them, had chiefly cultivated the first two pages; with the third she had a slender acquaintance, and with the fourth she meditated an intimacy at some future day. Music, in her solitary and out-of-doors life, she could have little reason for cultivating; nor is it possible that any woman can draw the enormous energy requisite for this attainment, upon a modern scale of perfection, out of any other principle than that of vanity (at least of great value for social applause) or else of deep musical sensibility; neither of which belonged to Miss Wordsworth’s constitution of mind. But, as everybody agrees in our days to think this accomplishment of no value whatever, and, in fact, unproduceable, unless existing in an exquisite state of culture, no complaint could be made on that score, nor any surprise felt. But the case in which the irregularity of Miss Wordsworth’s education did astonish one was in that part which respected her literary knowledge. In whatever she read, or neglected to read, she had obeyed the single impulse of her own heart; where that led her, there she followed: where that was mute or indifferent, not a thought had she to bestow upon a writer’s high reputation, or the call for some acquaintance with his works to meet the demands of society. And thus the strange anomaly arose, of a woman deeply acquainted with some great authors, whose works lie pretty much out of the fashionable beat; able, moreover, in her own person, to produce brilliant effects; able on some subjects to write delightfully, and with the impress of originality upon all she uttered; and yet ignorant of great classical works in her own mother tongue, and careless of literary history in a degree which at once exiled her from the rank and privileges of bluestockingism.

The reader may, perhaps, have objected silently to the illustration drawn from Miss Mitford, that “Cousin Mary” does not effect her fascinations out of pure negations. Such negations, from the mere startling effect of their oddity in this present age, might fall in with the general current of her attractions; but Cousin Mary’s undoubtedly lay in the positive witcheries of a manner and a character transcending, by force of irresistible nature (as in a similar case recorded by Wordsworth in “The Excursion”) all the pomp of nature and art united as seen in ordinary creatures. Now, in Miss Wordsworth, there were certainly no “Cousin Mary” fascinations of manner and deportment, that snatch a grace beyond the reach of art: there she was, indeed, painfully deficient; for hurry mars and defeats even the most ordinary expression of the feminine character — viz. its gentleness: abruptness and trepidation leave often a joint impression of what seems for an instant both rudeness and ungracefulness: and the least painful impression was that of unsexual awkwardness. But the point in which Miss Wordsworth made the most ample amends for all that she wanted of more customary accomplishments, was this very originality and native freshness of intellect, which settled with so bewitching an effect upon some of her writings, and upon many a sudden remark or ejaculation, extorted by something or other that struck her eye, in the clouds, or in colouring, or in accidents of light and shade, of form or combination of form. To talk of her “writings” is too pompous an expression, or at least far beyond any pretensions that she ever made for herself. Of poetry she has written little indeed; and that little not, in my opinion, of much merit. The verses published by her brother, and beginning, “Which way does the wind come?”, meant only as nursery lines, are certainly wild and pretty; but the other specimen is likely to strike most readers as feeble and trivial in the sentiment. Meantime, the book which is in very deed a monument to her power of catching and expressing all the hidden beauties of natural scenery, with a felicity of diction, a truth and strength, that far transcend Gilpin, or professional writers on those subjects, is her record of a first tour in Scotland, made about the year 1802. This MS. book (unless my recollection of it, from a period now gone by for thirty years, has deceived me greatly) is absolutely unique in its class; and, though it never could be very popular, from the minuteness of its details, intelligible only to the eye, and the luxuriation of its descriptions, yet I believe no person has ever been favoured with a sight of it that has not yearned for its publication. Its own extraordinary merit, apart from the interest which now invests the name of Wordsworth, could not fail to procure purchasers for one edition on its first appearance.

Coleridge was of the party at first; but afterwards, under some attack of rheumatism, found or thought it necessary to leave them. Melancholy it would be at this time, thirty-six years and more from the era of that tour, to read it under the afflicting remembrances of all which has been suffered in the interval by two at least out of the three who composed the travelling party; for I fear that Miss Wordsworth has suffered not much less than Coleridge, and, in any general expression of it, from the same cause, viz. an excess of pleasurable excitement and luxurious sensibility, sustained in youth by a constitutional glow from animal causes, but drooping as soon as that was withdrawn. It is painful to point a moral from any story connected with those whom one loves or has loved; painful to look for one moment towards any “improvement” of such a case, especially where there is no reason to tax the parties with any criminal contribution to their own sufferings, except through that relaxation of the will and its potential energies through which most of us, at some time or other — I myself too deeply and sorrowfully — stand accountable to our own consciences. Not, therefore, with any intention of speaking in a monitorial or censorial character, do I here notice a defect in Miss Wordsworth’s self-education of something that might have mitigated the sort of suffering which, more or less, ever since the period of her too genial, too radiant youth, I suppose her to have struggled with. I have mentioned the narrow basis on which her literary interests had been made to rest — the exclusive character of her reading, and the utter want of pretension, and of all that looks like bluestockingism, in the style of her habitual conversation and mode of dealing with literature. Now, to me it appears, upon reflection, that it would have been far better had Miss Wordsworth condescended a little to the ordinary mode of pursuing literature; better for her own happiness if she had been a bluestocking; or, at least, if she had been, in good earnest, a writer for the press, with the pleasant cares and solicitudes of one who has some little ventures, as it were, on that vast ocean.

We all know with how womanly and serene a temper literature has been pursued by Joanna Baillie, by Miss Mitford, and other women of admirable genius — with how absolutely no sacrifice or loss of feminine dignity they have cultivated the profession of authorship; and, if we could hear their report, I have no doubt that the little cares of correcting proofs, and the forward-looking solicitudes connected with the mere business arrangements of new publications, would be numbered amongst the minor pleasures of life; whilst the more elevated cares connected with the intellectual business of such projects must inevitably have done much to solace the troubles which, as human beings, they cannot but have experienced, and even to scatter flowers upon their path. Mrs. Johnstone of Edinburgh has pursued the profession of literature — the noblest of professions, and the only one open to both sexes alike — with even more assiduity, and as a daily occupation; and, I have every reason to believe, with as much benefit to her own happiness as to the instruction and amusement of her readers; for the petty cares of authorship are agreeable, and its serious cares are ennobling. More especially is such an occupation useful to a woman without children, and without any prospective resources — resources in objects that involve hopes growing and unfulfilled. It is too much to expect of any woman (or man either) that her mind should support itself in a pleasurable activity, under the drooping energies of life, by resting on the past or on the present; some interest in reversion, some subject of hope from day to day, must be called in to reinforce the animal fountains of good spirits. Had that been opened for Miss Wordsworth, I am satisfied that she would have passed a more cheerful middle-age, and would not, at any period, have yielded to that nervous depression (or is it, perhaps, nervous irritation?) which, I grieve to hear, has clouded her latter days. Nephews and nieces, whilst young and innocent, are as good almost as sons and daughters to a fervid and loving heart that has carried them in her arms from the hour they were born. But, after a nephew has grown into a huge hulk of a man, six feet high, and as stout as a bullock; after he has come to have children of his own, lives at a distance, and finds occasion to talk much of oxen and turnips — no offence to him! — he ceases to be an object of any very profound sentiment. There is nothing in such a subject to rouse the flagging pulses of the heart, and to sustain a fervid spirit, to whom, at the very best, human life offers little of an adequate or sufficing interest, unless when idealized by the magic of the mighty poets. Farewell, Miss Wordsworth! farewell, impassioned Dorothy! I have not seen you for many a day — shall, too probably, never see you again; but shall attend your steps with tender interest so long as I hear of you living: so will Professor Wilson; and, from two hearts at least, that knew and admired you in your fervid prime, it may sometimes cheer the gloom of your depression to be assured of never-failing remembrance, full of love and respectful pity.




CHAPTER IV. THE LAKE POETS: WILLIAM WORDSWORTH AND ROBERT SOUTHEY
 

That night — the first of my personal intercourse with Wordsworth — the first in which I saw him face to face — was (it is little, indeed, to say) memorable: it was marked by a change even in the physical condition of my nervous system. Long disappointment — hope for ever baffled (and why should it be less painful because self-baffled?) — vexation and self-blame, almost self-contempt, at my own want of courage to face the man whom of all since the Flood I most yearned to behold: — these feelings had impressed upon my nervous sensibilities a character of irritation — agitation — restlessness — eternal self-dissatisfaction — which were gradually gathering into a distinct, well-defined type, that would, but for youth — almighty youth, and the spirit of youth — have shaped itself into some nervous complaint, wearing symptoms sui generis (for most nervous complaints, in minds that are at all eccentric, will be sui generis); and, perhaps, finally, have been immortalized in some medical journal as the anomalous malady of an interesting young gentleman, aged twenty-two, who was supposed to have studied too severely, and to have perplexed his brain with German metaphysics. To this result things tended; but, in one hour, all passed away. It was gone, never to return. The spiritual being whom I had anticipated — for, like Eloisa,

 

“My fancy framed him of the angelic kind, Some emanation of the all-beauteous mind” — 

this ideal creature had at length been seen — seen “in the flesh” — seen with fleshly eyes; and now, though he did not cease for years to wear something of the glory and the aureola which, in Popish legends, invests the head of superhuman beings, yet it was no longer as a being to be feared: it was as Raphael, the “affable” angel, who conversed on the terms of man with man, that I now regarded him.

It was four o’clock, perhaps, when we arrived. At that hour in November the daylight soon declined; and, in an hour and a half, we were all collected about the tea-table. This, with the Wordsworths, under the simple rustic system of habits which they cherished then, and for twenty years after, was the most delightful meal in the day; just as dinner is in great cities, and for the same reason — because it was prolonged into a meal of leisure and conversation. And the reason why any meal favours and encourages conversation is pretty much the same as that which accounts for the breaking down of so many lawyers, and generally their ill-success in the House of Commons. In the courts of law, when a man is haranguing upon general and abstract topics, if at any moment he feels getting beyond his depth, if he finds his anchor driving, he can always bring up, and drop his anchor anew upon the terra firma of his case: the facts of this, as furnished by his brief, always assure him of a retreat as soon as he finds his more general thoughts failing him; and the consciousness of this retreat, by inspiring confidence, makes it much less probable that they should fail. But, in Parliament, where the advantage of a case with given facts and circumstances, or the details of a statistical report, does not offer itself once in a dozen times that a member has occasion to speak — where he has to seek unpremeditated arguments and reasonings of a general nature, from the impossibility of wholly evading the previous speeches that may have made an impression upon the House; — this necessity, at any rate a trying one to most people, is doubly so to one who has always walked in the leading-strings of a case — always swum with the help of bladders, in the conscious resource of his facts. The reason, therefore, why a lawyer succeeds ill as a senator is to be found in the sudden removal of an artificial aid. Now, just such an artificial aid is furnished to timid or to unready men by a dinner-table, and the miscellaneous attentions, courtesies, or occupations which it enjoins or permits, as by the fixed memoranda of a brief. If a man finds the ground slipping from beneath him in a discussion — if, in a tide of illustration, he suddenly comes to a pause for want of matter — he can make a graceful close, a self-interruption, that shall wear the interpretation of forbearance, or even win the rhetorical credit of an aposiopesis (according to circumstances), by stopping to perform a duty of the occasion: pressed into a dilemma by some political partisan, one may evade it by pressing him to take a little of the dish before one; or, plagued for a reason which is not forthcoming, one may deprecate this logical rigour by inviting one’s tormentor to wine. In short, what I mean to say is, that a dinner party, or any meal which is made the meal for intellectual relaxation, must for ever offer the advantages of a palæstra in which the weapons are foils and the wounds not mortal: in which, whilst the interest is that of a real, the danger is that of a sham fight: in which whilst there is always an opportunity for swimming into deep waters, there is always a retreat into shallow ones. And it may be laid down as a maxim, that no nation is civilized to the height of its capacity until it has one such meal. With our ancestors of sixty years back, this meal was supper: with the Athenians and Greeks it was dinner (cœna δειπνον (deipnon), as with ourselves; only that the hour was a very early one, in consequence, partly, of the early bedtime of these nations (which again was occasioned by the dearness of candle-light to the mass of those who had political rights, on whose account the forensic meetings, the visits of clients to their patrons, &c., opened the political day by four hours earlier than with us), and partly in consequence of the uncommercial habits of the ancients — commerce having at no time created an aristocracy of its own, and, therefore, having at no time and in no city (no, not Alexandria nor Carthage) dictated the household and social arrangements, or the distribution of its hours.

I have been led insensibly into this digression. I now resume the thread of my narrative. That night, after hearing conversation superior by much, in its tone and subject, to any which I had ever heard before — one exception only being made in favour of Coleridge, whose style differed from Wordsworth’s in this, that, being far more agile and more comprehensive, consequently more showy and surprising, it was less impressive and weighty; for Wordsworth’s was slow in its movement, solemn, majestic. After a luxury so rare as this, I found myself, about eleven at night, in a pretty bedroom, about fourteen feet by twelve. Much I feared that this might turn out the best room in the house; and it illustrates the hospitality of my new friends to mention that it was. Early in the morning, I was awoke by a little voice, issuing from a little cottage bed in an opposite corner, soliloquizing in a low tone. I soon recognized the words—”Suffered under Pontius Pilate; was crucified, dead, and buried”; and the voice I easily conjectured to be that of the eldest amongst Wordsworth’s children, a son, and at that time about three years old. He was a remarkably fine boy in strength and size, promising (which has in fact been realized) a much more powerful person, physically, than that of his father. Miss Wordsworth I found making breakfast in the little sitting-room. No urn was there; no glittering breakfast service; a kettle boiled upon the fire, and everything was in harmony with these unpretending arrangements. I, the son of a merchant, and naturally, therefore, in the midst of luxurious (though not ostentatious) display from my childhood, had never seen so humble a ménage: and, contrasting the dignity of the man with this honourable poverty, and this courageous avowal of it, his utter absence of all effort to disguise the simple truth of the case, I felt my admiration increase to the uttermost by all I saw. This, thought I to myself, is, indeed, in his own words — 

“Plain living, and high thinking.”

 

This is indeed to reserve the humility and the parsimonies of life for its bodily enjoyments, and to apply its lavishness and its luxury to its enjoyments of the intellect. So might Milton have lived; so Marvell. Throughout the day — which was rainy — the same style of modest hospitality prevailed. Wordsworth and his sister — myself being of the party — walked out in spite of the rain, and made the circuit of the two lakes, Grasmere and its dependency Rydal — a walk of about six miles. On the third day, Mrs. Coleridge having now pursued her journey northward to Keswick, and having, at her departure, invited me, in her own name as well as Southey’s, to come and see them, Wordsworth proposed that we should go thither in company, but not by the direct route — a distance of only thirteen miles: this we were to take in our road homeward; our outward-bound journey was to be by way of Ulleswater — a circuit of forty-three miles.

On the third morning after my arrival in Grasmere, I found the whole family, except the two children, prepared for the expedition across the mountains. I had heard of no horses, and took it for granted that we were to walk; however, at the moment of starting, a cart — the common farmers’ cart of the country — made its appearance; and the driver was a bonny young woman of the vale. Such a vehicle I had never in my life seen used for such a purpose; but what was good enough for the Wordsworths was good enough for me; and, accordingly, we were all carted along to the little town, or large village, of Ambleside — three and a half miles distant. Our style of travelling occasioned no astonishment; on the contrary, we met a smiling salutation wherever we appeared — Miss Wordsworth being, as I observed, the person most familiarly known of our party, and the one who took upon herself the whole expenses of the flying colloquies exchanged with stragglers on the road. What struck me with most astonishment, however, was the liberal manner of our fair driver, who made no scruple of taking a leap, with the reins in her hand, and seating herself dexterously upon the shafts (or, in Westmoreland phrase, the trams) of the cart. From Ambleside — and without one foot of intervening flat ground — begins to rise the famous ascent of Kirkstone; after which, for three long miles, all riding in a cart drawn by one horse becomes impossible. The ascent is computed at three miles, but is, probably, a little more. In some parts it is almost frightfully steep; for the road, being only the original mountain track of shepherds, gradually widened and improved from age to age (especially since the era of tourists began), is carried over ground which no engineer, even in alpine countries, would have viewed as practicable. In ascending, this is felt chiefly as an obstruction and not as a peril, unless where there is a risk of the horses backing; but in the reverse order, some of these precipitous descents are terrific: and yet once, in utter darkness, after midnight, and the darkness irradiated only by continual streams of lightning, I was driven down this whole descent, at a full gallop, by a young woman — the carriage being a light one, the horses frightened, and the descents, at some critical parts of the road, so literally like the sides of a house, that it was difficult to keep the fore wheels from pressing upon the hind legs of the horses. Indeed, this is only according to the custom of the country, as I have before mentioned. The innkeeper of Ambleside, or Lowwood, will not mount this formidable hill without four horses. The leaders you are not required to take beyond the first three miles; but, of course, they are glad if you will take them on the whole stage of nine miles, to Patterdale; and, in that case, there is a real luxury at hand for those who enjoy velocity of motion. The descent into Patterdale is much above two miles; but such is the propensity for flying down hills in Westmoreland that I have found the descent accomplished in about six minutes, which is at the rate of eighteen miles an hour; the various turnings of the road making the speed much more sensible to the traveller. The pass, at the summit of this ascent, is nothing to be compared in sublimity with the pass under Great Gavil from Wastdalehead; but it is solemn, and profoundly impressive. At a height so awful as this, it may be easily supposed that all human dwellings have been long left behind: no sound of human life, no bells of churches or chapels ever ascend so far. And, as is noticed in Wordsworth’s fine stanzas upon this memorable pass, the only sound that, even in noonday, disturbs the sleep of the weary pedestrian, is that of the bee murmuring amongst the mountain flowers — a sound as ancient

“As man’s imperial front, and woman’s roseate bloom.”

This way, and (which, to the sentiment of the case, is an important point) this way of necessity and inevitably, passed the Roman legions; for it is a mathematic impossibility that any other route could be found for an army nearer to the eastward of this pass than by way of Kendal and Shap; nearer to the westward, than by way of Legbesthwaite and St. John’s Vale (and so by Threlkeld to Penrith). Now, these two roads are exactly twenty-five miles apart; and, since a Roman cohort was stationed at Ambleside (Amboglane), it is pretty evident that this cohort would not correspond with the more northerly stations by either of these remote routes — having immediately before it this direct though difficult pass to Kirkstone. On the solitary area of tableland which you find at the summit — though, Heaven knows, you might almost cover it with a drawing-room carpet, so suddenly does the mountain take to its old trick of precipitous descent, on both sides alike — there are only two objects to remind you of man and his workmanship. One is a guide-post — always a picturesque and interesting object, because it expresses a wild country and a labyrinth of roads, and often made much more interesting (as in this case) by the lichens which cover it, and which record the generations of men to whom it has done its office; as also by the crucifix form, which inevitably recalls, in all mountainous regions, the crosses of Catholic lands, raised to the memory of wayfaring men who have perished by the hand of the assassin. The other memorial of man is even more interesting: — Amongst the fragments of rock which lie in the confusion of a ruin on each side of the road, one there is which exceeds the rest in height, and which, in shape, presents a very close resemblance to a church. This lies to the left of the road as you are going from Ambleside; and from its name, Churchstone (Kirkstone), is derived the name of the pass, and from the pass the name of the mountain. The guide-post — which was really the work of man — tells those going southwards (for to those who go northwards it is useless, since, in that direction, there is no choice of roads) that the left hand track conducts you to Troutbeck, and Bowness, and Kendal, the right hand to Ambleside, and Hawkshead, and Ulverstone. The church — which is but a phantom of man’s handiwork — might, however, really be mistaken for such, were it not that the rude and almost inaccessible state of the adjacent ground proclaims the truth. As to size, that is remarkably difficult to estimate upon wild heaths or mountain solitudes, where there are no leadings through gradations of distance, nor any artificial standards, from which height or breadth can be properly deduced. This mimic church, however, has a peculiarly fine effect in this wild situation, which leaves so far below the tumults of this world: the phantom church, by suggesting the phantom and evanescent image of a congregation, where never congregation met; of the pealing organ, where never sound was heard except of wild natural notes, or else of the wind rushing through these mighty gates of everlasting rock — in this way, the fanciful image that accompanies the traveller on his road, for half a mile or more, serves to bring out the antagonist feeling of intense and awful solitude, which is the natural and presiding sentiment — the religio loci — that broods for ever over the romantic pass.

Having walked up Kirkstone, we ascended our cart again; then rapidly descended to Brothers’ Water — a lake which lies immediately below; and, about three miles further, through endless woods and under the shade of mighty fells, immediate dependencies and processes of the still more mighty Helvellyn, we approached the vale of Patterdale, when, by moonlight, we reached the inn. Here we found horses — by whom furnished I never asked nor heard; perhaps I owe somebody for a horse to this day. All I remember is — that through those most romantic woods and rocks of Stybarren — through those silent glens of Glencoin and Glenridding — through that most romantic of parks then belonging to the Duke of Norfolk, viz. Gobarrow Park — we saw alternately, for four miles, the most grotesque and the most awful spectacles — 

“Abbey windows And Moorish temples of the Hindoos,”

 

all fantastic, all as unreal and shadowy as the moonlight which created them; whilst, at every angle of the road, broad gleams came upwards of Ulleswater, stretching for nine miles northward, but, fortunately for its effect, broken into three watery chambers of almost equal length, and rarely visible at once. At the foot of the lake, in a house called Ewsmere, we passed the night, having accomplished about twenty-two miles only in our day’s walking and riding.

The next day Wordsworth and I, leaving at Ewsmere the rest of our party, spent the morning in roaming through the woods of Lowther, and, towards evening, we dined together at Emont Bridge, one mile short of Penrith. Afterwards, we walked into Penrith. There Wordsworth left me in excellent quarters — the house of Captain Wordsworth, from which the family happened to be absent. Whither he himself adjourned, I know not, nor on what business; however, it occupied him throughout the next day; and, therefore, I employed myself in sauntering along the road, about seventeen miles, to Keswick. There I had been directed to ask for Greta Hall, which, with some little difficulty, I found; for it stands out of the town a few hundred yards, upon a little eminence overhanging the river Greta. It was about seven o’clock when I reached Southey’s door; for I had stopped to dine at a little public house in Threlkeld, and had walked slowly for the last two hours in the dark. The arrival of a stranger occasioned a little sensation in the house; and, by the time the front door could be opened, I saw Mrs. Coleridge, and a gentleman whom I could not doubt to be Southey, standing, very hospitably, to greet my entrance. Southey was, in person, somewhat taller than Wordsworth, being about five feet eleven in height, or a trifle more, whilst Wordsworth was about five feet ten; and, partly from having slender limbs, partly from being more symmetrically formed about the shoulders than Wordsworth, he struck one as a better and lighter figure, to the effect of which his dress contributed; for he wore pretty constantly a short jacket and pantaloons, and had much the air of a Tyrolese mountaineer.

On the next day arrived Wordsworth. I could read at once, in the manner of the two authors, that they were not on particularly friendly, or rather, I should say, confidential terms. It seemed to me as if both had silently said—”We are too much men of sense to quarrel because we do not happen particularly to like each other’s writings: we are neighbours, or what passes for such in the country. Let us show each other the courtesies which are becoming to men of letters; and, for any closer connexion, our distance of thirteen miles may be always sufficient to keep us from that.” In after life, it is true — fifteen years, perhaps, from this time — many circumstances combined to bring Southey and Wordsworth into more intimate terms of friendship: agreement in politics, sorrows which had happened to both alike in their domestic relations, and the sort of tolerance for different opinions in literature, or, indeed, in anything else, which advancing years and experience are sure to bring with them. But at this period, Southey and Wordsworth entertained a mutual esteem, but did not cordially like each other. Indeed, it would have been odd if they had. Wordsworth lived in the open air: Southey in his library, which Coleridge used to call his wife. Southey had particularly elegant habits (Wordsworth called them finical) in the use of books. Wordsworth, on the other hand, was so negligent, and so self-indulgent in the same case, that, as Southey, laughing, expressed it to me some years afterwards, when I was staying at Greta Hall on a visit—”To introduce Wordsworth into one’s library is like letting a bear into a tulip garden.” What I mean by self-indulgent is this: generally it happens that new books baffle and mock one’s curiosity by their uncut leaves; and the trial is pretty much the same as when, in some town where you are utterly unknown, you meet the postman at a distance from your inn, with some letter for yourself from a dear, dear friend in foreign regions, without money to pay the postage. How is it with you, dear reader, in such a case? Are you not tempted (I am grievously) to snatch the letter from his tantalizing hand, spite of the roar which you anticipate of “Stop thief!” and make off as fast as you can for some solitary street in the suburbs, where you may instantly effect an entrance upon your new estate before the purchase money is paid down? Such were Wordsworth’s feelings in regard to new books; of which the first exemplification I had was early in my acquaintance with him, and on occasion of a book which (if any could) justified the too summary style of his advances in rifling its charms. On a level with the eye, when sitting at the tea-table in my little cottage at Grasmere, stood the collective works of Edmund Burke. The book was to me an eye-sore and an ear-sore for many a year, in consequence of the cacophonous title lettered by the bookseller upon the back—”Burke’s Works.” I have heard it said, by the way, that Donne’s intolerable defect of ear grew out of his own baptismal name, when harnessed to his own surname — John Donne. No man, it was said, who had listened to this hideous jingle from childish years, could fail to have his genius for discord, and the abominable in sound, improved to the utmost. Not less dreadful than John Donne was “Burke’s Works”; which, however, on the old principle, that every day’s work is no day’s work, continued to annoy me for twenty-one years. Wordsworth took down the volume; unfortunately it was uncut; fortunately, and by a special Providence as to him, it seemed, tea was proceeding at the time. Dry toast required butter; butter required knives; and knives then lay on the table; but sad it was for the virgin purity of Mr. Burke’s as yet unsunned pages, that every knife bore upon its blade testimonies of the service it had rendered. Did that stop Wordsworth? Did that cause him to call for another knife? Not at all; he

“Look’d at the knife that caus’d his pain: And look’d and sigh’d, and look’d and sigh’d again”;

and then, after this momentary tribute to regret, he tore his way into the heart of the volume with this knife, that left its greasy honours behind it upon every page: and are they not there to this day? This personal experience first brought me acquainted with Wordsworth’s habits in that particular especially, with his intense impatience for one minute’s delay which would have brought a remedy; and yet the reader may believe that it is no affectation in me to say that fifty such cases could have given me but little pain, when I explain that whatever could be made good by money, at that time, I did not regard. Had the book been an old black-letter book, having a value from its rarity, I should have been disturbed in an indescribable degree; but simply with reference to the utter impossibility of reproducing that mode of value. As to the Burke, it was a common book; I had bought the book, with many others, at the sale of Sir Cecil Wray’s library, for about two-thirds of the selling price: I could easily replace it; and I mention the case at all, only to illustrate the excess of Wordsworth’s outrages on books, which made him, in Southey’s eyes, a mere monster; for Southey’s beautiful library was his estate; and this difference of habits would alone have sufficed to alienate him from Wordsworth. And so I argued in other cases of the same nature. Meantime, had Wordsworth done as Coleridge did, how cheerfully should I have acquiesced in his destruction (such as it was, in a pecuniary sense) of books, as the very highest obligation he could confer. Coleridge often spoiled a book; but, in the course of doing this, he enriched that book with so many and so valuable notes, tossing about him, with such lavish profusion, from such a cornucopia of discursive reading, and such a fusing intellect, commentaries so many-angled and so many-coloured that I have envied many a man whose luck has placed him in the way of such injuries; and that man must have been a churl (though, God knows! too often this churl has existed) who could have found in his heart to complain. But Wordsworth rarely, indeed, wrote on the margin of books; and, when he did, nothing could less illustrate his intellectual superiority. The comments were such as might have been made by anybody. Once, I remember, before I had ever seen Wordsworth — probably a year before — I met a person who had once enjoyed the signal honour of travelling with him to London. It was in a stage-coach. But the person in question well knew who it was that had been his compagnon de voyage. Immediately he was glorified in my eyes. “And,” said I, to this glorified gentleman (who, par parenthése, was also a donkey), “Now, as you travelled nearly three hundred miles in the company of Mr. Wordsworth, consequently (for this was in 1805) during two nights and two days, doubtless you must have heard many profound remarks that would inevitably fall from his lips.” Nay, Coleridge had also been of the party; and, if Wordsworth solus could have been dull, was it within human possibilities that these gemini should have been so? “Was it possible?” I said; and perhaps my donkey, who looked like one that had been immoderately threatened, at last took courage; his eye brightened; and he intimated that he did remember something that Wordsworth had said — an “observe,” as the Scotch call it.

“Ay, indeed; and what was it now? What did the great man say?”

“Why, sir, in fact, and to make a long story short, on coming near to London, we breakfasted at Baldock — you know Baldock? It’s in Hertfordshire. Well, now, sir, would you believe it, though we were quite in regular time, the breakfast was precisely good for nothing?”

“And Wordsworth?”

“He observed — —”

“What did he observe?”

“That the buttered toast looked, for all the world, as if it had been soaked in hot water.”

Ye heavens! “buttered toast!” And was it this I waited for? Now, thought I, had Henry Mackenzie been breakfasting with Wordsworth at Baldock (and, strange enough! in years to come I did breakfast with Henry Mackenzie, for the solitary time I ever met him, and at Wordsworth’s house in Rydal), he would have carried off one sole reminiscence from the meeting — namely, a confirmation of his creed, that we English are all dedicated, from our very cradle, to the luxuries of the palate, and peculiarly to this. Proh pudor! Yet, in sad sincerity, Wordsworth’s pencil-notices in books were quite as disappointing. In “Roderick Random,” for example, I found a note upon a certain luscious description, to the effect that “such things should be left to the imagination of the reader — not expressed.” In another place, that it was “improper”; and, in a third, that “the principle laid down was doubtful,” or, as Sir Roger de Coverley observes, “that much might be said on both sides.” All this, however, indicates nothing more than that different men require to be roused by different stimulants. Wordsworth, in his marginal notes, thought of nothing but delivering himself of a strong feeling, with which he wished to challenge the reader’s sympathy. Coleridge imagined an audience before him; and, however doubtful that consummation might seem, I am satisfied that he never wrote a line for which he did not feel the momentary inspiration of sympathy and applause, under the confidence, that, sooner or later, all which he had committed to the chance margins of books would converge and assemble in some common reservoir of reception. Bread scattered upon the water will be gathered after many days. This, perhaps, was the consolation that supported him; and the prospect that, for a time, his Arethusa of truth would flow underground, did not, perhaps, disturb, but rather cheered and elevated, the sublime old somnambulist. Meantime, Wordsworth’s habits of using books — which, I am satisfied, would, in those days, alone have kept him at a distance from most men with fine libraries — were not vulgar; not the habits of those who turn over the page by means of a wet finger (though even this abomination I have seen perpetrated by a Cambridge tutor and fellow of a college; but then he had been bred up as a ploughman, and the son of a ploughman): no; but his habits were more properly barbarous and licentious, and in the spirit of audacity belonging de jure to no man but him who could plead an income of four or five hundred thousand per annum, and to whom the Bodleian or the Vatican would be a three years’ purchase. Gross, meantime, was his delusion upon this subject. Himself he regarded as the golden mean between the too little and the too much of care for books; and, as it happened that every one of his friends far exceeded him in this point, curiously felicitous was the explanation which he gave of this superfluous care, so as to bring it within the natural operation of some known fact in the man’s peculiar situation. Southey (he was by nature something of an old bachelor) had his house filled with pretty articles — bijouterie, and so forth; and, naturally, he wished his books to be kept up to the same level — burnished and bright for show. Sir George Beaumont — this peculiarly elegant and accomplished man — was an old and most affectionate friend of Wordsworth’s. Sir George Beaumont never had any children; if he had been so blessed, they, by familiarizing him with the spectacle of books ill used — stained, torn, mutilated, &c. — would have lowered the standard of his requisitions. The short solution of the whole case was — and it illustrated the nature of his education — he had never lived in a regular family at a time when habits are moulded. From boyhood to manhood he had been sui juris.

 

Returning to Southey and Greta Hall, both the house and the master may deserve a few words more of description. For the master, I have already sketched his person; and his face I profess myself unable to describe accurately. His hair was black, and yet his complexion was fair; his eyes I believe to be hazel and large; but I will not vouch for that fact: his nose aquiline; and he has a remarkable habit of looking up into the air, as if looking at abstractions. The expression of his face was that of a very acute and aspiring man. So far, it was even noble, as it conveyed a feeling of a serene and gentle pride, habitually familiar with elevating subjects of contemplation. And yet it was impossible that this pride could have been offensive to anybody, chastened as it was by the most unaffected modesty; and this modesty made evident and prominent by the constant expression of reverence for the great men of the age (when he happened to esteem them such), and for all the great patriarchs of our literature. The point in which Southey’s manner failed the most in conciliating regard was in all which related to the external expressions of friendliness. No man could be more sincerely hospitable — no man more essentially disposed to give up even his time (the possession which he most valued) to the service of his friends. But there was an air of reserve and distance about him — the reserve of a lofty, self-respecting mind, but, perhaps, a little too freezing — in his treatment of all persons who were not among the corps of his ancient fireside friends. Still, even towards the veriest strangers, it is but justice to notice his extreme courtesy in sacrificing his literary employments for the day, whatever they might be, to the duty (for such he made it) of doing the honours of the lake and the adjacent mountains.

Southey was at that time (1807), and has continued ever since, the most industrious of all literary men on record. A certain task he prescribed to himself every morning before breakfast. This could not be a very long one, for he breakfasted at nine, or soon after, and never rose before eight, though he went to bed duly at half-past ten; but, as I have many times heard him say, less than nine hours’ sleep he found insufficient. From breakfast to a latish dinner (about half after five or six) was his main period of literary toil. After dinner, according to the accident of having or not having visitors in the house, he sat over his wine, or he retired to his library again, from which, about eight, he was summoned to tea. But, generally speaking, he closed his literary toils at dinner; the whole of the hours after that meal being dedicated to his correspondence. This, it may be supposed, was unusually large, to occupy so much of his time, for his letters rarely extended to any length. At that period, the post, by way of Penrith, reached Keswick about six or seven in the evening. And so pointedly regular was Southey in all his habits that, short as the time was, all letters were answered on the same evening which brought them. At tea, he read the London papers. It was perfectly astonishing to men of less methodical habits to find how much he got through of elaborate business by his unvarying system of arrangement in the distribution of his time. We often hear it said, in accounts of pattern ladies and gentlemen (what Coleridge used contemptuously to style goody people), that they found time for everything; that business never interrupted pleasure; that labours of love and charity never stood in the way of courtesy and personal enjoyment. This is easy to say — easy to put down as one feature of an imaginary portrait: but I must say that in actual life I have seen few such cases. Southey, however, did find time for everything. It moved the sneers of some people, that even his poetry was composed according to a predetermined rule; that so many lines should be produced, by contract, as it were, before breakfast; so many at such another definite interval. And I acknowledge that so far I went along with the sneerers as to marvel exceedingly how that could be possible. But, if a priori one laughed and expected to see verses corresponding to this mechanic rule of construction, a posteriori one was bound to judge of the verses as one found them. Supposing them good, they were entitled to honour, no matter for the previous reasons which made it possible that they would not be good. And generally, however undoubtedly they ought to have been bad, the world has pronounced them good. In fact, they are good; and the sole objection to them is, that they are too intensely objective — too much reflect the mind, as spreading itself out upon external things — too little exhibit the mind as introverting itself upon its own thoughts and feelings. This, however, is an objection which only seems to limit the range of the poetry — and all poetry is limited in its range: none comprehends more than a section of the human power.

Meantime, the prose of Southey was that by which he lived. The Quarterly Review it was by which, as he expressed it to myself in 1810, he “made the pot boil.” About the same time, possibly as early as 1808 (for I think that I remember in that Journal an account of the Battle of Vimiera), Southey was engaged by an Edinburgh publisher (Constable, was it not?) to write the entire historical part of the Edinburgh Annual Register, at a salary of £400 per annum. Afterwards, the publisher, who was intensely national, and, doubtless, never from the first cordially relished the notion of importing English aid into a city teeming with briefless barristers and variety of talent, threw out a hint that perhaps he might reduce the salary to £300. Just about this time I happened to see Southey, who said laughingly—”If the man of Edinburgh does this, I shall strike for an advance of wages.” I presume that he did strike, and, like many other “operatives,” without effect. Those who work for lower wages during a strike are called snobs, the men who stand out being nobs. Southey became a resolute nob; but some snob was found in Edinburgh, some youthful advocate, who accepted £300 per annum, and thenceforward Southey lost this part of his income. I once possessed the whole work: and in one part, viz. the Domestic Chronicle, I know that it is executed with a most culpable carelessness — the beginnings of cases being given without the ends, the ends without the beginnings — a defect but too common in public journals. The credit of the work, however, was staked upon its treatment of the current public history of Europe, and the tone of its politics in times so full of agitation, and teeming with new births in every year, some fated to prove abortive, but others bearing golden promises for the human race. Now, whatever might be the talent with which Southey’s successor performed his duty, there was a loss in one point for which no talent of mere execution could make amends. The very prejudices of Southey tended to unity of feeling: they were in harmony with each other, and grew out of a strong moral feeling, which is the one sole secret for giving interest to an historical narration, fusing the incoherent details into one body, and carrying the reader fluently along the else monotonous recurrences and unmeaning details of military movements.

Well or ill directed, a strong moral feeling, and a profound sympathy with elementary justice, is that which creates a soul under what else may well be denominated, Miltonically, “the ribs of death.” Now this, and a mind already made up even to obstinacy upon all public questions, were the peculiar qualifications which Southey brought to the task — qualifications not to be bought in any market, not to be compensated by any amount of mere intellectual talent, and almost impossible as the qualifications of a much younger man.

As a pecuniary loss, though considerable, Southey was not unable to support it; for he had a pension from Government before this time, and under the following circumstances: — Charles Wynne, the brother of Sir Watkin, the great autocrat of North Wales — that C. W. who is almost equally well known for his knowledge of Parliamentary usage, which pointed him out to the notice of the House as an eligible person to fill the office of Speaker, and for his unfortunately shrill voice, which chiefly it was that defeated his claim — (in fact, as is universally known, his brother and he, for different defects of voice and utterance, are called Bubble and Squeak) — this C. W. had believed himself to have been deeply indebted to Southey’s high-toned moral example, and to his wise counsels, during the time when both were students at Oxford, for the fortunate direction given to his own wavering impulses. This sense of obligation he endeavoured to express by settling a pension upon Southey from his own funds. At length, upon the death of Mr. Pitt, early in 1806, an opening was made for the Fox and Grenville parties to come into office. Charles Wynne, as a person connected by marriage with the house of Grenville, and united with them in political opinions, shared in the golden shower; he also received a place; and, upon the strength of his improving prospects, he married: upon which it occurred to Southey, that it was no longer right to tax the funds of one who was now called upon to support an establishment becoming his rank. Under that impression he threw up his pension; and upon their part, to express their sense of what they considered a delicate and honourable sacrifice, the Grenvilles placed Southey upon the national pension list.

What might be the exact colour of Southey’s political creed in this year, 1807, it is difficult to say. The great revolution, in his way of thinking upon such subjects, with which he has been so often upbraided as something equal in delinquency to a deliberate tergiversation or moral apostasy, could not have then taken place; and of this I am sure, from the following little anecdote connected with this visit: — On the day after my own arrival at Greta Hall, came Wordsworth following upon my steps from Penrith. We dined and passed that evening with Mr. Southey. The next morning, after breakfast, previously to leaving Keswick, we were sitting in Southey’s library; and he was discussing with Wordsworth the aspect of public affairs: for my part, I was far too diffident to take any part in such a conversation, for I had no opinions at all upon politics, nor any interest in public affairs, further than that I had a keen sympathy with the national honour, gloried in the name of Englishman, and had been bred up in a frenzied horror of jacobinism. Not having been old enough, at the first outbreak of the French Revolution, to participate (as else, undoubtedly, I should have done) in the golden hopes of its early dawn, my first youthful introduction to foreign politics had been in seasons and circumstances that taught me to approve of all I heard in abhorrence of French excesses, and to worship the name of Pitt; otherwise my whole heart had been so steadily fixed on a different world from the world of our daily experience, that, for some years, I had never looked into a newspaper; nor, if I cared something for the movement made by nations from year to year, did I care one iota for their movement from week to week. Still, careless as I was on these subjects, it sounded as a novelty to me, and one which I had not dreamed of as a possibility, to hear men of education and liberal pursuits — men, besides, whom I regarded as so elevated in mind, and one of them as a person charmed and consecrated from error — giving utterance to sentiments which seemed absolutely disloyal. Yet now did I hear — and I heard with an emotion of sorrow, but a sorrow that instantly gave way to a conviction that it was myself who lay under a delusion, and simply because

 — —”from Abelard it came” — 

 

opinions avowed most hostile to the reigning family; not personally to them, but generally to a monarchical form of government. And that I could not be mistaken in my impression, that my memory cannot have played me false, is evident, from one relic of the conversation which rested upon my ear, and has survived to this day — thirty and two years from the time. It had been agreed, that no good was to be hoped for, as respected England, until the royal family should be expatriated; and Southey, jestingly considering to what country they could be exiled, with mutual benefit for that country and themselves, had supposed the case — that, with a large allowance of money, such as might stimulate beneficially the industry of a rising colony, they should be transported to New South Wales; which project, amusing his fancy, he had, with the readiness and facility that characterizes his mind, thrown extempore into verse; speaking off, as an improvisatore, about eight or ten lines, of which the three last I perfectly remember, and they were these (by the way I should have mentioned that they took the form of a petition addressed to the King): — 

“Therefore, old George, by George we pray Of thee forthwith to extend thy sway Over the great Botanic Bay.”

The sole doubt I have about the exact words regards the second line, which might have been (according to a various reading which equally clings to my ear) — 

“That thou would’st please to extend thy sway.”

But about the last I cannot be wrong; for I remember laughing with a sense of something peculiarly droll in the substitution of the stilted phrase—”the great Botanic Bay,” for our ordinary week-day name Botany Bay, so redolent of thieves and pickpockets.

Southey walked with us that morning for about five miles on our road towards Grasmere, which brought us to the southern side of Shoulthwaite Moss, and into the sweet solitary little vale of Legbesthwaite. And, by the way, he took leave of us at the gate of a house, one amongst the very few (five or six in all) just serving to redeem that valley from absolute solitude, which some years afterwards became, in a slight degree, remarkable to me from two little incidents by which it connected itself with my personal experiences. One was, perhaps, scarcely worth recording. It was simply this — that Wordsworth and myself having, through a long day’s rambling, alternately walked and rode with a friend of his who happened to have a travelling carriage with him, and who was on his way to Keswick, agreed to wait hereabouts until Wordsworth’s friend, in his abundant kindness, should send back his carriage to take us, on our return to Grasmere, distant about eight miles. It was a lovely summer evening; but, as it happened that we ate our breakfast early, and had eaten nothing at all throughout a long summer’s day, we agreed to “sorn” upon the goodman of the house, whoever he might happen to be, Catholic or Protestant, Jew, Gentile, or Mahometan, and to take any bone that he would be pleased to toss to such hungry dogs as ourselves. Accordingly we repaired to his gate; we knocked, and, forthwith it was opened to us by a man-mountain, who listened benignantly to our humble request, and ushered us into a comfortable parlour. All sorts of refreshments he continued to shower upon us for a space of two hours: it became evident that our introducer was the master of the house: we adored him in our thoughts as an earthly providence to hungry wayfarers; and we longed to make his acquaintance. But, for some inexplicable reason, that must continue to puzzle all future commentators on Wordsworth and his history, he never made his appearance. Could it be, we thought, that, without the formality of a sign, he, in so solitary a region, more than twentyfive miles distant from Kendal (the only town worthy of the name throughout the adjacent country), exercised the functions of a landlord, and that we ought to pay him for his most liberal hospitality? Never was such a dilemma from the foundation of Legbesthwaite. To err, in either direction, was damnable: to go off without paying, if he were an innkeeper, made us swindlers; to offer payment if he were not, and supposing that he had been inundating us with his hospitable bounties simply in the character of a natural-born gentleman, made us the most unfeeling of mercenary ruffians. In the latter case we might expect a duel; in the former, of course, the treadmill. We were deliberating on this sad alternative, and I, for my part was voting in favour of the treadmill, when the sound of wheels was heard, and, in one minute, the carriage of his friend drew up to the farmer’s gate; the crisis had now arrived, and we perspired considerably; when in came the frank Cumberland lass who had been our attendant. To her we propounded our difficulty — and lucky it was we did so, for she assured us that her master was an awful man, and would have “brained” us both if we had insulted him with the offer of money. She, however, honoured us by accepting the price of some female ornament.

I made a memorandum at the time, to ascertain the peculiar taste of this worthy Cumberland farmer, in order that I might, at some future opportunity, express my thanks to him for his courtesy; but, alas! for human resolutions, I have not done so to this moment; and is it likely that he, perhaps sixty years old at that time (1813), is alive at present, twenty-five years removed? Well, he may be; though I think that exceedingly doubtful, considering the next anecdote relating to the same house: — Two, or, it may be, three years after this time, I was walking to Keswick, from my own cottage in Grasmere. The distance was thirteen miles; the time just nine o’clock; the night a cloudy moonlight, and intensely cold. I took the very greatest delight in these nocturnal walks through the silent valleys of Cumberland and Westmoreland; and often at hours far later than the present. What I liked in this solitary rambling was, to trace the course of the evening through its household hieroglyphics from the windows which I passed or saw: to see the blazing fires shining through the windows of houses, lurking in nooks far apart from neighbours; sometimes, in solitudes that seemed abandoned to the owl, to catch the sounds of household mirth; then, some miles further, to perceive the time of going to bed; then the gradual sinking to silence of the house; then the drowsy reign of the cricket; at intervals, to hear church-clocks or a little solitary chapel-bell, under the brows of mighty hills, proclaiming the hours of the night, and flinging out their sullen knells over the graves where “the rude forefathers of the hamlet slept” — where the strength and the loveliness of Elizabeth’s time, or Cromwell’s, and through so many fleeting generations that have succeeded, had long ago sunk to rest. Such was the sort of pleasure which I reaped in my nightly walks — of which, however, considering the suspicions of lunacy which it has sometimes awoke, the less I say, perhaps, the better. Nine o’clock it was — and deadly cold as ever March night was made by the keenest of black frosts, and by the bitterest of north winds — when I drew towards the gate of our huge and hospitable friend. A little garden there was before the house; and in the centre of this garden was placed an arm-chair, upon which arm-chair was sitting composedly — but I rubbed my eyes, doubting the very evidence of my own eyesight — a or the huge man in his shirt-sleeves; yes, positively not sunning but mooning himself — apricating himself in the occasional moonbeams; and, as if simple star-gazing from a sedentary station were not sufficient on such a night, absolutely pursuing his astrological studies, I repeat, in his shirt-sleeves! Could this be our hospitable friend, the man-mountain? Secondly, was it any man at all? Might it not be a scarecrow dressed up to frighten the birds? But from what — to frighten them from what at that season of the year? Yet, again, it might be an ancient scarecrow — a superannuated scarecrow, far advanced in years. But, still, why should a scarecrow, young or old, sit in an arm-chair? Suppose I were to ask. Yet, where was the use of asking a scarecrow? And, if not a scarecrow, where was the safety of speaking too inquisitively, on his own premises, to a man-mountain? The old dilemma of the duel or the treadmill, if I should intrude upon his grounds at night, occurred to me; and I watched the anomalous object in silence for some minutes. At length the monster (for such at any rate it was, scarecrow or not scarecrow) solemnly raised his hand to his face, perhaps taking a pinch of snuff, and thereby settled one question. But that settled only irritated my curiosity the more upon a second: what hallucination of the brain was it that could induce a living man to adopt so very absurd a line of conduct? Once I thought of addressing him thus: — Might I presume so far upon your known courtesy to wayfaring strangers as to ask — Is it the Devil who prompts you to sit in your shirt-sleeves, as if meditating a camisade, or to woo al fresco pleasures on such a night as this? But, as Dr. Y., on complaining that, whenever he looked out of the window, he was sure to see Mr. X. lounging about the quadrangle, was effectually parried by Mr. X. retorting that, whenever he lounged in the quadrangle, he was sure to see the Doctor looking out of the window, so did I anticipate a puzzling rejoinder from the former, with regard to my own motives for haunting the roads as a nocturnal tramper, without a rational object that I could make intelligible. I thought, also, of the fate which attended the Calendars, and so many other notorious characters in the “Arabian Nights,” for unseasonable questions, or curiosity too vivacious. And, upon the whole, I judged it advisable to pursue my journey in silence, considering the time of night, the solitary place, and the fancy of our enormous friend for “braining” those whom he regarded as ugly customers. And thus it came about that this one house has been loaded in my memory with a double mystery, that too probably never can be explained: and another torment had been prepared for the curious of future ages.

Of Southey, meantime, I had learned, upon this brief and hurried visit, so much in confirmation or in extension of my tolerably just preconceptions with regard to his character and manners, as left me not a very great deal to add, and nothing at all to alter, through the many years which followed of occasional intercourse with his family, and domestic knowledge of his habits. A man of more serene and even temper could not be imagined; nor more uniformly cheerful in his tone of spirits; nor more unaffectedly polite and courteous in his demeanour to strangers; nor more hospitable in his own wrong — I mean by the painful sacrifices which hospitality entailed upon him of time so exceedingly precious that, during his winter and spring months of solitude, or whenever he was left absolute master of its distribution, every half hour in the day had its peculiar duty. In the still “weightier matters of the law,” in cases that involved appeals to conscience and high moral principle, I believe Southey to be as exemplary a man as can ever have lived. Were it to his own instant ruin, I am satisfied that he would do justice and fulfil his duty under any possible difficulties, and through the very strongest temptations to do otherwise. For honour the most delicate, for integrity the firmest, and for generosity within the limits of prudence, Southey cannot well have a superior; and, in the lesser moralities — those which govern the daily habits, and transpire through the manners — he is certainly a better man — that is (with reference to the minor principle concerned), a more amiable man — than Wordsworth. He is less capable, for instance, of usurping an undue share of the conversation; he is more uniformly disposed to be charitable in his transient colloquial judgments upon doubtful actions of his neighbours; more gentle and winning in his condescensions to inferior knowledge or powers of mind; more willing to suppose it possible that he himself may have fallen into an error; more tolerant of avowed indifference towards his own writings (though, by the way, I shall have something to offer in justification of Wordsworth, upon this charge); and, finally, if the reader will pardon a violent instance of anti-climax, much more ready to volunteer his assistance in carrying a lady’s reticule or parasol.

As a more amiable man (taking that word partly in the French sense, partly also in the loftier English sense), it might be imagined that Southey would be a more eligible companion than Wordsworth. But this is not so; and chiefly for three reasons which more than counterbalance Southey’s greater amiability: first, because the natural reserve of Southey, which I have mentioned before, makes it peculiarly difficult to place yourself on terms of intimacy with him; secondly, because the range of his conversation is more limited than that of Wordsworth — dealing less with life and the interests of life — more exclusively with books; thirdly, because the style of his conversation is less flowing and diffusive — less expansive — more apt to clothe itself in a keen, sparkling, aphoristic form — consequently much sooner and more frequently coming to an abrupt close. A sententious, epigrammatic form of delivering opinions has a certain effect of clenching a subject, which makes it difficult to pursue it without a corresponding smartness of expression, and something of the same antithetic point and equilibration of clauses. Not that the reader is to suppose in Southey a showy master of rhetoric and colloquial sword-play, seeking to strike and to dazzle by his brilliant hits or adroit evasions. The very opposite is the truth. He seeks, indeed, to be effective, not for the sake of display, but as the readiest means of retreating from display, and the necessity for display: feeling that his station in literature and his laurelled honours make him a mark for the curiosity and interest of the company — that a standing appeal is constantly turning to him for his opinion — a latent call always going on for his voice on the question of the moment — he is anxious to comply with this requisition at as slight a cost as may be of thought and time. His heart is continually reverting to his wife, viz. his library; and, that he may waste as little effort as possible upon his conversational exercises — that the little he wishes to say may appear pregnant with much meaning — he finds it advantageous, and, moreover, the style of his mind naturally prompts him, to adopt a trenchant, pungent, aculeated form of terse, glittering, stenographic sentences — sayings which have the air of laying down the law without any locus penitentiæ or privilege of appeal, but are not meant to do so; in short, aiming at brevity for the company as well as for himself, by cutting off all opening for discussion and desultory talk through the sudden winding up that belongs to a sententious aphorism. The hearer feels that “the record is closed”; and he has a sense of this result as having been accomplished by something like an oracular laying down of the law ex cathedra: but this is an indirect collateral impression from Southey’s manner, and far from the one he meditates or wishes. An oracular manner he does certainly affect in certain dilemmas of a languishing or loitering conversation; not the peremptoriness, meantime, not the imperiousness of the oracle is what he seeks for, but its brevity, its dispatch, its conclusiveness.

Finally, as a fourth reason why Southey is less fitted for a genial companion than Wordsworth, his spirits have been, of late years, in a lower key than those of the latter. The tone of Southey’s animal spirits was never at any time raised beyond the standard of an ordinary sympathy; there was in him no tumult, no agitation of passion; his organic and constitutional sensibilities were healthy, sound, perhaps strong — but not profound, not excessive. Cheerful he was, and animated at all times; but he levied no tributes on the spirits or the feelings beyond what all people could furnish. One reason why his bodily temperament never, like that of Wordsworth, threw him into a state of tumultuous excitement which required intense and elaborate conversation to work off the excessive fervour, was, that, over and above his far less fervid constitution of mind and body, Southey rarely took any exercise; he led a life as sedentary, except for the occasional excursions in summer (extorted from his sense of kindness and hospitality), as that of a city tailor. And it was surprising to many people, who did not know by experience the prodigious effect upon the mere bodily health of regular and congenial mental labour, that Southey should be able to maintain health so regular, and cheerfulness so uniformly serene. Cheerful, however, he was, in those early years of my acquaintance with him; but it was manifest to a thoughtful observer that his golden equanimity was bound up in a threefold chain, — in a conscience clear of all offence, in the recurring enjoyments from his honourable industry, and in the gratification of his parental affections. If any one cord should give way, there (it seemed) would be an end to Southey’s tranquillity. He had a son at that time, Herbert Southey, a child in petticoats when I first knew him, very interesting even then, but annually putting forth fresh blossoms of unusual promise, that made even indifferent people fear for the safety of one so finely organized, so delicate in his sensibilities, and so prematurely accomplished. As to his father, it became evident that he lived almost in the light of young Herbert’s smiles, and that the very pulses of his heart played in unison to the sound of his son’s laughter. There was in his manner towards this child, and towards this only, something that marked an excess of delirious doating, perfectly unlike the ordinary chastened movements of Southey’s affections; and something also which indicated a vague fear about him; a premature unhappiness, as if already the inaudible tread of calamity could be perceived, as if already he had lost him; which, for the latter years of the boy’s life, seemed to poison the blessing of his presence.

A stronger evidence I cannot give of Southey’s trembling apprehensiveness about this child than that the only rude thing I ever knew him to do, the only discourteous thing, was done on his account. A party of us, chiefly composed of Southey’s family and his visitors, were in a sailboat upon the lake. Herbert was one of this party; and at that time not above five or six years old. In landing upon one of the islands, most of the gentlemen were occupied in assisting the ladies over the thwarts of the boat; and one gentleman, merely a stranger, observing this, good-naturedly took up Herbert in his arms, and was stepping with him most carefully from thwart to thwart, when Southey, in a perfect frenzy of anxiety for his boy, his “moon” as he used to call him (I suppose from some pun of his own, or some mistake of the child’s upon the equivocal word sun), rushed forward, and tore him out of the arms of the stranger without one word of apology; nor, in fact, under the engrossing panic of the moment, lest an unsteady movement along with the rocking and undulating of the boat should throw his little boy overboard into the somewhat stormy waters of the lake, did Southey become aware of his own exceedingly discourteous action: fear for his boy quelled his very power of perception. That the stranger, on reflection, understood; a race of emotions travelled over his countenance. I saw the whole, a silent observer from the shore. First a hasty blush of resentment mingled with astonishment: then a good-natured smile of indulgence to the naïveté of the paternal feeling as displaying itself in the act, and the accompanying gestures of frenzied impatience; finally, a considerate, grave expression of acquiescence in the whole act; but with a pitying look towards father and son, as too probably destined under such agony of affection to trials perhaps insupportable. If I interpreted aright the stranger’s feelings, he did not read their destinies amiss. Herbert became, with his growing years, a child of more and more hope; but, therefore, the object of more and more fearful solicitude. He read, and read; and he became at last

“A very learned youth” — 

to borrow a line from his uncle’s beautiful poem on the wild boy who fell into a heresy whilst living under the patronage of a Spanish grandee, and finally escaped from a probable martyrdom by sailing up a great American river, wide as any sea, after which he was never heard of again. The learned youth of the river Greta had an earlier and more sorrowful close to his career. Possibly from want of exercise, combined with inordinate exercise of the cerebral organs, a disease gradually developed itself in the heart. It was not a mere disorder in the functions, it was a disease in the structure of the organ, and admitted of no permanent relief, consequently of no final hope. He died; and with him died for ever the golden hopes, the radiant felicity, and the internal serenity, of the unhappy father. It was from Southey himself, speaking without external signs of agitation, calmly, dispassionately, almost coldly, but with the coldness of a settled despondency, that I heard, whilst accompanying him through Grasmere on his road homewards to Keswick from some visit he had been paying to Wordsworth at Rydal Mount, his settled feelings and convictions as connected with that loss. For him, in this world, he said, happiness there could be none; for his tenderest affections, the very deepest by many degrees which he had ever known, were now buried in the grave with his youthful and too brilliant Herbert!




SOUTHEY AND THE EDINBURGH ANNUAL REGISTER
 

De Quincey’s recollection of the Edinburgh Annual Register in connexion with Southey is altogether erroneous. Though there had been a project of some periodical of the kind by the Constable publishing house as early as 1807, the enterprise was not started till 1809, and then not by Constable at all, but actually in opposition to Constable by the new Edinburgh publishing house of John Ballantyne, — or rather, one might say, of Scott and Ballantyne, for Scott (secretly Ballantyne’s partner already for a long while in his printing business) was Ballantyne’s real backer and principal in the whole of this new concern. In a letter of Scott’s to his friend Merritt, of date 14th January 1809, after announcing the great fact that a Quarterly Review was forthcoming to counteract the Edinburgh, he adds:—”Then, sir, to turn the flank of Messrs. Constable and Co., and to avenge myself of certain impertinences which, in the vehemence of their Whiggery, they have dared to indulge in towards me, I have prepared to start against them at Whitsunday first the celebrated printer Ballantyne, with a long purse [‘the purse was, alas! Scott’s own,’ Lockhart notes at this point] and a sound political creed, not to mention an alliance offensive and defensive with young John Murray of Fleet Street, the most enlightened and active of the London trade. By this means I hope to counterbalance the predominating influence of Constable and Co., who at present have it in their power and inclination to forward or suppress any book as they approve or dislike its political tendency. Lastly, I have caused the said Ballantyne to venture upon an Edinburgh Annual Register, of which I send you a prospectus. I intend to help him myself as far as time will admit, and hope to procure him many respectable coadjutors.” In another letter, written just a fortnight previously, Scott had broached the subject of the new Annual Register to his friend Kirkpatrick Sharpe, intimating that, though Ballantyne would be the managing editor, with himself for the real editor in the background, all the more important contributions would be from selected hands, and that, as the historical department was the most important, — a luminous picture of the current events of the world from year to year being “a task for a man of genius,” — they proposed to give their “historian” £300 a year,—”no deaf nuts,” adds Scott, in comment on the sum. A certain eminent person had already been offered the post, Scott proceeds; but, should “the great man” decline, would Kirkpatrick Sharpe himself accept it? The “great man” was Southey; he did accept; and for some years he had the accredited charge of the historical department of the Register. From the first, however, the venture did not pay; and, the loss upon it having gone on for some time at the rate of £1000 a year, Scott, — who had been tending to a reconciliation with Constable on other grounds, — was glad when, in 1813, Constable took a portion of the burden of the concern off his hands. It is possible that this accession of Constable to a share in the management, and some consequent retrenchment of expenses, may have had something to do with Southey’s resignation of his connexion with the Register. Not, however, till 1815, if we may trust Lockhart’s dating, did that resignation take place, — for, in Lockhart’s narrative for the following year, 1816, where he notes that Scott had stepped in for the rescue of the Register by himself undertaking to do its arrears in the historical department, he gives the reasons thus:—”Mr. Southey had, for reasons on which I do not enter, discontinued his services to that work; and it was now doubly necessary, after trying for one year a less eminent hand, that, if the work were not to be dropped altogether, some strenuous exertion should be made to sustain its character.” — From all this it will be seen that De Quincey is wrong in his fancy that the proposal to reduce Southey’s salary (from £400 to £300, he says, but was it not £300 from the first?) was a mere device for getting rid of him because he was an Englishman, and because a Scottish “snob” of the Parliament House could be got to do the work at a cheaper rate; or, at all events, that he is wrong in attributing the shabbiness to Constable and the Whigs in Edinburgh. Southey’s own fellow-Tory Scott was still supreme in the conduct of the Register, though he might take Constable’s advice in all matters of its financial administration; and, if Constable advised, among other things, a reduction of Southey’s salary in the historical department, that was but natural in the circumstances, and Scott probably acquiesced. — In fact, by this time the contributorship to the Edinburgh Annual Register, always a drudgery, must have been of less consequence to Southey than it had been. In November 1813 he had been appointed to the office of Poet-Laureate, then vacant by the death of Henry James Pye; and the salary attached to that sinecure, though small, was something. On the 13th of that month Scott, who had declined the office for himself and had strongly recommended Southey, and who was then still virtually Southey’s paymaster for his services in the Edinburgh Annual Register, had written his congratulations to Southey, with his regrets that the Laureateship was not better worth his while. — D. M.




CHAPTER V. THE LAKE POETS: SOUTHEY, WORDSWORTH, AND COLERIDGE
 

A circumstance which, as much as anything, expounded to every eye the characteristic distinctions between Wordsworth and Southey, and would not suffer a stranger to forget it for a moment, was the insignificant place and consideration allowed to the small book-collection of the former, contrasted with the splendid library of the latter. The two or three hundred volumes of Wordsworth occupied a little, homely, painted book-case, fixed into one of two shallow recesses, formed on each side of the fireplace by the projection of the chimney in the little sitting-room up stairs which he had already described as his half kitchen and half parlour. They were ill bound, or not bound at all — in boards, sometimes in tatters; many were imperfect as to the number of volumes, mutilated as to the number of pages; sometimes, where it seemed worth while, the defects being supplied by manuscript; sometimes not: in short, everything showed that the books were for use, and not for show; and their limited amount showed that their possessor must have independent sources of enjoyment to fill up the major part of his time. In reality, when the weather was tolerable, I believe that Wordsworth rarely resorted to his books (unless, perhaps, to some little pocket edition of a poet which accompanied him in his rambles) except in the evenings, or after he had tired himself by walking. On the other hand, Southey’s collection occupied a separate room, the largest, and every way the most agreeable in the house; and this room was styled, and not ostentatiously (for it really merited that name), the Library. The house itself, Greta Hall, stood upon a little eminence (as I have before mentioned), overhanging the river Greta. There was nothing remarkable in its internal arrangements. In all respects it was a very plain, unadorned family dwelling: large enough, by a little contrivance, to accommodate two, or, in some sense, three families, viz. Mr. Southey and his family, Mr. Coleridge and his, together with Mrs. Lovell, who, when her son was with her, might be said to compose a third. Mrs. Coleridge, Mrs. Southey, and Mrs. Lovell were sisters; all having come originally from Bristol; and, as the different sets of children in this one house had each three several aunts, all the ladies, by turns, assuming that relation twice over, it was one of Southey’s many amusing jests, to call the hill on which Greta Hall was placed the ant-hill. Mrs. Lovell was the widow of Mr. Robert Lovell, who had published a volume of poems, in conjunction with Southey, somewhere about the year 1797, under the signatures of Bion and Moschus. This lady, having only one son, did not require any large suite of rooms; and the less so, as her son quitted her at an early age, to pursue a professional education. The house had, therefore, been divided (not by absolute partition into two distinct apartments, but by an amicable distribution of rooms) between the two families of Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Southey; Mr. Coleridge had a separate study, which was distinguished by nothing except by an organ amongst its furniture, and by a magnificent view from its window (or windows), if that could be considered a distinction in a situation whose local necessities presented you with magnificent objects in whatever direction you might happen to turn your eyes.

In the morning, the two families might live apart; but they met at dinner, and in a common drawing-room; and Southey’s library, in both senses of the word, was placed at the service of all the ladies alike. However, they did not intrude upon him, except in cases where they wished for a larger reception room, or a more interesting place for suggesting the topics of conversation. Interesting this room was, indeed, and in a degree not often rivalled. The library — the collection of books, I mean, which formed the most conspicuous part of its furniture within — was in all senses a good one. The books were chiefly English, Spanish, and Portuguese; well selected, being the great cardinal classics of the three literatures; fine copies, and decorated externally with a reasonable elegance, so as to make them in harmony with the other embellishments of the room. This effect was aided by the horizontal arrangement upon brackets of many rare manuscripts — Spanish or Portuguese. Made thus gay within, this room stood in little need of attractions from without. Yet, even upon the gloomiest day of winter, the landscape from the different windows was too permanently commanding in its grandeur, too essentially independent of the seasons or the pomp of woods, to fail in fascinating the gaze of the coldest and dullest of spectators. The lake of Derwent Water in one direction, with its lovely islands — a lake about ten miles in circuit, and shaped pretty much like a boy’s kite; the lake of Bassinthwaite in another; the mountains of Newlands, arranging themselves like pavilions; the gorgeous confusion of Borrowdale just revealing its sublime chaos through the narrow vista of its gorge: all these objects lay in different angles to the front; whilst the sullen rear, not fully visible on this side of the house, was closed for many a league by the vast and towering masses of Skiddaw and Blencathara — mountains which are rather to be considered as frontier barriers, and chains of hilly ground, cutting the county of Cumberland into great chambers and different climates, than as insulated eminences, so vast is the area which they occupy; though there are also such separate and insulated heights, and nearly amongst the highest in the country. Southey’s lot had therefore fallen, locally considered, into a goodly heritage. This grand panorama of mountain scenery, so varied, so expansive, and yet having the delightful feeling about it of a deep seclusion and dell-like sequestration from the world — a feeling which, in the midst of so expansive an area spread out below his windows, could not have been sustained by any barriers less elevated than Glaramara, Skiddaw, or (which could be also descried) “the mighty Helvellyn and Catchedicam,” — this congregation of hill and lake, so wide, and yet so prison-like in its separation from all beyond it, lay for ever under the eyes of Southey. His position locally, and, in some respects, intellectually, reminded one of Gibbon: but with great advantage in the comparison to Southey. The little town of Keswick and its adjacent lake bore something of the same relation to mighty London that Geneva and its lake may be thought to bear towards brilliant Paris. Southey, like Gibbon, was a miscellaneous scholar; he, like Gibbon, of vast historical research; he, like Gibbon, signally industrious, and patient, and elaborate in collecting the materials for his historical works. Like Gibbon, he had dedicated a life of competent ease, in a pecuniary sense, to literature; like Gibbon, he had gathered to the shores of a beautiful lake, remote from great capitals, a large, or, at least, sufficient library (in each case, I believe, the library ranged, as to numerical amount, between seven and ten thousand); and, like Gibbon, he was the most accomplished littérateur amongst the erudite scholars of his time, and the most of an erudite scholar amongst the accomplished littérateurs. After all these points of agreement known, it remains as a pure advantage on the side of Southey — a mere lucro ponatur — that he was a poet; and, by all men’s confession, a respectable poet, brilliant in his descriptive powers, and fascinating in his narration, however much he might want of

“The vision and the faculty divine.”

It is remarkable amongst the series of parallelisms that have been or might be pursued between two men, that both had the honour of retreating from a parliamentary life; Gibbon, after some silent and inert experience of that warfare; Southey, with a prudent foresight of the ruin to his health and literary usefulness, won from the experience of his nearest friends.

 

I took leave of Southey in 1807, at the descent into the vale of Legbesthwaite, as I have already noticed. One year afterwards, I became a permanent resident in his neighbourhood; and, although, on various accounts, my intercourse with him was at no time very strict, partly from the very uncongenial constitution of my own mind, and the different direction of my studies, partly from my reluctance to levy any tax on time so precious and so fully employed, I was yet on such terms for the next ten or eleven years that I might, in a qualified sense, call myself his friend.

Yes! there were long years through which Southey might respect me, I him. But the years came — for I have lived too long, reader, in relation to many things! and the report of me would have been better, or more uniform at least, had I died some twenty years ago — the years came in which circumstances made me an Opium Eater; years through which a shadow as of sad eclipse sate and rested upon my faculties; years through which I was careless of all but those who lived within my inner circle, within “my hearts of hearts”; years — ah! heavenly years! — through which I lived, beloved, with thee, to thee, for thee, by thee! Ah! happy, happy years! in which I was a mere football of reproach, but in which every wind and sounding hurricane of wrath or contempt flew by like chasing enemies past some defying gates of adamant, and left me too blessed in thy smiles — angel of life! — to heed the curses or the mocking which sometimes I heard raving outside of our impregnable Eden. What any man said of me in those days, what he thought, did I ask? did I care? Then it was, or nearly then, that I ceased to see, ceased to hear of Southey; as much abstracted from all which concerned the world outside, and from the Southeys, or even the Coleridges, in its van, as though I had lived with the darlings of my heart in the centre of Canadian forests, and all men else in the centre of Hindostan.

 

But, before I part from Greta Hall and its distinguished master, one word let me say, to protect myself from the imputation of sharing in some peculiar opinions of Southey, with respect to political economy, which have been but too familiar to the world, and some opinions of the world, hardly less familiar, with respect to Southey himself and his accomplishments. Probably, with respect to the first, before this paper will be made public, I shall have sufficiently vindicated my own opinions in these matters by a distinct treatment of some great questions which lie at the base of all sound political economy; above all, the radical question of value, upon which no man has ever seen the full truth except Mr. Ricardo; and, unfortunately, he had but little of the polemic skill which is required to meet the errors of his opponents. For it is noticeable that the most conspicuous of those opponents, viz. Mr. Malthus, though too much, I fear, actuated by a spirit of jealousy, and therefore likely enough to have scattered sophistry and disingenuous quibbling over the subject, had no need whatever of any further confusion for darkening and perplexing his themes than what inevitably belonged to his own most chaotic understanding. He and Say, the Frenchman, were both plagued by understandings of the same quality — having a clear vision in shallow waters, and this misleading them into the belief that they saw with equal clearness through the remote and the obscure; whereas, universally, their acuteness is like that of Hobbes — the gift of shallowness, and the result of not being subtle or profound enough to apprehend the true locus of the difficulty; and the barriers, which to them limit the view, and give to it, together with the contraction, all the distinctness and definite outline of limitation, are, in nine cases out of ten, the product of their own defective and aberrating vision, and not real barriers at all.

Meantime, until I write fully and deliberately upon this subject, I shall observe, simply, that all “the Lake Poets,” as they are called, were not only in error, but most presumptuously in error, upon these subjects. They were ignorant of every principle belonging to every question alike in political economy, and they were obstinately bent upon learning nothing; they were all alike too proud to acknowledge that any man knew better than they, unless it were upon some purely professional subject, or some art remote from all intellectual bearings, such as conferred no honour in its possession. Wordsworth was the least tainted with error upon political economy; and that because he rarely applied his thoughts to any question of that nature, and, in fact, despised every study of a moral or political aspect, unless it drew its materials from such revelations of truth as could be won from the prima philosophia of human nature approached with the poet’s eye. Coleridge was the one whom Nature and his own multifarious studies had the best qualified for thinking justly on a theme such as this; but he also was shut out from the possibility of knowledge by presumption, and the habit of despising all the analytic studies of his own day — a habit for which he certainly had some warrant in the peculiar feebleness of all that has offered itself for philosophy in modern England. In particular, the religious discussions of the age, which touch inevitably at every point upon the profounder philosophy of man and his constitution, had laid bare the weakness of his own age to Coleridge’s eye; and, because all was hollow and trivial in this direction, he chose to think that it was so in every other. And hence he has laid himself open to the just scoffs of persons far inferior to himself. In a foot-note in some late number of the Westminster Review, it is most truly asserted (not in these words, but to this effect) that Coleridge’s “Table Talk” exhibits a superannuation of error fit only for two centuries before. And what gave peculiar point to this display of ignorance was, that Coleridge did not, like Wordsworth, dismiss political economy from his notice disdainfully, as a puerile tissue of truisms, or of falsehoods not less obvious, but actually addressed himself to the subject; fancied he had made discoveries in the science; and even promised us a systematic work on its whole compass.

To give a sample of this new and reformed political economy, it cannot well be necessary to trouble the reader with more than one chimera culled from those which Mr. Coleridge first brought forward in his early model of “The Friend.” He there propounds, as an original hypothesis of his own, that taxation never burthens a people, or, as a mere possibility, can burthen a people simply by its amount. And why? Surely it draws from the purse of him who pays the quota a sum which it may be very difficult or even ruinous for him to pay, were it no more important in a public point of view than as so much deducted from his own unproductive expenditure, and which may happen to have even a national importance if it should chance to be deducted from the funds destined to productive industry. What is Mr. Coleridge’s answer to these little objections? Why, thus: the latter case he evades entirely, apparently not adverting to it as a case in any respect distinguished from the other; and this other — how is that answered? Doubtless, says Mr. Coleridge, it may be inconvenient to John or Samuel that a sum of money, otherwise disposable for their own separate uses, should be abstracted for the purchase of bayonets, or grape-shot; but with this the public, the commonwealth, have nothing to do, any more than with the losses at a gaming-table, where A’s loss is B’s gain — the total funds of the nation remaining exactly the same. It is, in fact, nothing but the accidental distribution of the funds which is affected — possibly for the worse (no other “worse,” however, is contemplated than shifting it into hands less deserving), but, also, by possibility, for the better; and the better and the worse may be well supposed, in the long run, to balance each other. And that this is Mr. Coleridge’s meaning cannot be doubted, upon looking into his illustrative image in support of it: he says that money raised by Government in the shape of taxes is like moisture exhaled from the earth — doubtless, for the moment injurious to the crops, but reacting abundantly for their final benefit when returning in the shape of showers. So natural, so obvious, so inevitable, by the way, is this conceit (or, to speak less harshly, this hypothesis), and so equally natural, obvious, and inevitable is the illustration from the abstraction and restoration of moisture, the exhalations and rains which affect this earth of ours, like the systole and the diastole of the heart, the flux and reflux of the ocean, that precisely the same doctrine, and precisely the same exemplification of the doctrine, is to be found in a Parliamentary speech of some orator in the famous Long Parliament about the year 1642. And to my mind it was a bitter humiliation to find, about 150 years afterwards, in a shallow French work, the famous “Compte Rendu” of the French Chancellor of the Exchequer (Comptroller of the Finances) Neckar — in that work, most humiliating it was to me, on a certain day, that I found this idle Coleridgian fantasy, not merely repeated, as it had been by scores — not merely anticipated by full twenty and two years, so that these French people had been beforehand with him, and had made Coleridge, to all appearance, their plagiarist, but also (hear it, ye gods!) answered, satisfactorily refuted, by this very feeble old sentimentalist, Neckar. Yes; positively Neckar, the slipshod old system-fancier and political driveller, had been so much above falling into the shallow snare, that he had, on sound principles, exposed its specious delusions. Coleridge, the subtlest of men in his proper walk, had brought forward, as a novel hypothesis of his own, in 1810, what Neckar, the rickety old charlatan, had scarcely condescended, in a hurried foot-note, to expose as a vulgar error and the shallowest of sophisms in 1787-88. There was another enormous blunder which Coleridge was constantly authorizing, both in his writings and his conversation. Quoting a passage from Sir James Stuart, in which he speaks of a vine-dresser as adding nothing to the public wealth, unless his labour did something more than replace his own consumption — that is, unless it reproduced it together with a profit; he asks contemptuously, whether the happiness and moral dignity that may have been exhibited in the vine-dresser’s family are to pass for nothing? And then he proceeds to abuse the economists, because they take no account of such important considerations. Doubtless these are invaluable elements of social grandeur, in a total estimate of those elements. But what has political economy to do with them, a science openly professing to insulate, and to treat apart from all other constituents of national well-being, those which concern the production and circulation of wealth? So far from gaining anything by enlarging its field in the way demanded by Coleridge’s critic, political economy would be as idly travelling out of the limits indicated and held forth in its very name, as if logic were to teach ethics, or ethics to teach diplomacy. With respect to the Malthusian doctrine of population, it is difficult to know who was the true proprietor of the arguments urged against it sometimes by Southey, sometimes by Coleridge. Those used by Southey are chiefly to be found up and down the Quarterly Review. But a more elaborate attack was published by Hazlitt; and this must be supposed to speak the peculiar objections of Coleridge, for he was in the habit of charging Hazlitt with having pillaged his conversation, and occasionally garbled it throughout the whole of this book. One single argument there was, undoubtedly just, and it was one which others stumbled upon no less than Coleridge, exposing the fallacy of the supposed different laws of increase for vegetable and animal life. But, though this frail prop withdrawn took away from Mr. Malthus’s theory all its scientific rigour, the main practical conclusions were still valid as respected any argument from the Lakers; for the strongest of these arguments that ever came to my knowledge was a mere appeal — not ad verecundiam, in the ordinary sense of the phrase, but ad honestatem, as if it were shocking to the honestum of Roman ethics (the honnêteté of French minor ethics) that the check derived from self-restraint should not be supposed amply competent to redress all the dangers from a redundant population under any certain knowledge generally diffused that such dangers existed. But these are topics which it is sufficient in this place to have noticed currente calamo. I was anxious, however, to protest against the probable imputation that I, because generally so intense an admirer of these men, adopted their blind and hasty reveries in political economy.

There were (and perhaps more justly I might say there are) two other notions currently received about Southey, one of which is altogether erroneous, and the other true only in a limited sense. The first is the belief that he belonged to what is known as the Lake school in poetry; with respect to which all that I need say in this place is involved in his own declaration frankly made to myself in Easedale, during the summer of 1812: that he considered Wordsworth’s theory of poetic diction, and still more his principles as to the selection of subjects, and as to what constituted a poetic treatment, as founded on error. There is certainly some community of phraseology between Southey and the other Lakers, naturally arising out of their joint reverence for Scriptural language: this was a field in which they met in common: else it shows but little discernment and power of valuing the essences of things, to have classed Southey in the same school with Wordsworth and Coleridge. The other popular notion about Southey which I conceive to be expressed with much too little limitation regards his style. He has been praised, and justly, for his plain, manly, unaffected English, until the parrot echoers of other men’s judgments, who adopt all they relish with undistinguishing blindness, have begun to hold him up as a great master of his own language, and a classical model of fine composition. Now, if the error were only in the degree, it would not be worth while to notice it; but the truth is, that Southey’s defects in this particular power are as striking as his characteristic graces. Let a subject arise — and almost in any path there is a ready possibility that it should — in which a higher tone is required, of splendid declamation, or of impassionate fervour, and Southey’s style will immediately betray its want of the loftier qualities as flagrantly as it now asserts its powers in that unpretending form which is best suited to his level character of writing and his humbler choice of themes. It is to mistake the character of Southey’s mind, which is elevated but not sustained by the higher modes of enthusiasm, to think otherwise. Were a magnificent dedication required, moving with a stately and measured solemnity, and putting forward some majestic pretensions, arising out of a long and laborious life; were a pleading required against some capital abuse of the earth — war, slavery, oppression in its thousand forms; were a Defensio pro Populo Anglicano required; Southey’s is not the mind, and, by a necessary consequence, Southey’s is not the style, for carrying such purposes into full and memorable effect. His style is therefore good, because it has been suited to his themes; and those themes have hitherto been either narrative, which usually imposes a modest diction, and a modest structure of sentences, or argumentative in that class which is too overburthened with details, with replies, with interruption, and every mode of discontinuity, to allow a thought of eloquence, or of the periodic style which a perfect eloquence instinctively seeks.

 

I here close my separate notice of the Lake Poets — meaning those three who were originally so denominated — three men upon whom posterity, in every age, will look back with interest as profound as, perhaps, belongs to any other names of our era; for it happens, not unfrequently, that the personal interest in the author is not in the direct ratio of that which belongs to his works: and the character of an author better qualified to command a vast popularity for the creations of his pen is oftentimes more of a universal character, less peculiar, less fitted to stimulate the curiosity, or to sustain the sympathy of the intellectual, than the profounder and more ascetic solemnity of a Wordsworth, or the prodigal and magnificent eccentricities of a Coleridge. With respect to both of these gifted men, some interesting notices still remain in arrear; but these will more properly come forward in their natural places, as they happen to arise in after years in connexion with my own memoirs.




CHAPTER VI. THE SARACEN’S HEAD
 

My first visit to the Wordsworths had been made in November, 1807; but, on that occasion, from the necessity of saving the Michaelmas Term at Oxford, for which I had barely left myself time, I stayed only one week. On the last day, I witnessed a scene, the first and the last of its kind that ever I did witness, almost too trivial to mention, except for the sake of showing what things occur in the realities of experience which a novelist could not venture to imagine. Wordsworth and his sister were under an engagement of some standing to dine on that day with a literary lady about four miles distant; and, as the southern mail, which I was to catch at a distance of eighteen miles, would not pass that point until long after midnight, Miss Wordsworth proposed that, rather than pass my time at an inn, I should join the dinner party; a proposal rather more suitable to her own fervent and hospitable temper than to the habits of our hostess, who must (from what I came to know of her in after years) have looked upon me as an intruder. Something had reached Miss Wordsworth of her penurious ménage, but nothing that approached the truth. I was presented to the lady, whom we found a perfect bas bleu of a very commonplace order, but having some other accomplishments beyond her slender acquaintance with literature. Our party consisted of six — our hostess, who might be about fifty years of age; a pretty timid young woman, who was there in the character of a humble friend; some stranger or other; the Wordsworths, and myself. The dinner was the very humblest and simplest I had ever seen — in that there was nothing to offend — I did not then know that the lady was very rich — but also it was flagrantly insufficient in quantity. Dinner, however, proceeded; when, without any removals, in came a kind of second course, in the shape of a solitary pheasant. This, in a cold manner, she asked me to try; but we, in our humility, declined for the present; and also in mere good-nature, not wishing to expose too palpably the insufficiency of her dinner. May I die the death of a traitor, if she did not proceed, without further question to any one of us (and, as to the poor young companion, no form of even invitation was conceded to her), and, in the eyes of us all, eat up the whole bird, from alpha to omega. Upon my honour, I thought to myself, this is a scene I would not have missed. It is well to know the possibilities of human nature. Could she have a bet depending on the issue, and would she explain all to us as soon as she had won her wager? Alas! no explanation ever came, except, indeed, that afterwards her character, put en evidence upon a score of occasions, too satisfactorily explained everything. No; it was, as Mr. Coleridge expresses it, a psychological curiosity — a hollow thing — and only once matched in all the course of my reading, in or out of romances; but that once, I grieve to say it, was by a king, and a sort of hero.

The Duchess of Marlborough it is who reports the shocking anecdote of William III, that actually Princess Anne, his future wife, durst not take any of the green peas brought to the dinner table, when that vegetable happened to be as yet scarce and premature. There was a gentleman! And such a lady had we for our hostess. However, we all observed a suitable gravity; but afterwards, when we left the house, the remembrance affected us differently. Miss Wordsworth laughed with undissembled glee; but Wordsworth thought it too grave a matter for laughing — he was thoroughly disgusted, and said repeatedly, “A person cannot be honest, positively not honest, who is capable of such an act.” The lady is dead, and I shall not mention her name: she lived only to gratify her selfish propensities; and two little anecdotes may show the outrageous character of her meanness. I was now on the debtor side of her dinner account, and, therefore, in a future year she readily accepted an invitation to come and dine with me at my cottage. But, on a subsequent occasion, when I was to have a few literary people at dinner, whom I knew that she greatly wished to meet, she positively replied thus:—”No; I have already come with my young lady to dine with you; that puts me on the wrong side by one; now, if I were to come again, as I cannot leave Miss —— behind, I shall then be on the wrong side by three; and that is more than I could find opportunities to repay before I go up to London for the winter.” “Very well,” I said; “give me 3s. and that will settle the account.” She laughed, but positively persisted in not coming until after dinner, notwithstanding she had to drive a distance of ten miles.

The other anecdote is worse. She was exceedingly careful of her health; and not thinking it healthy to drive about in a close carriage, — which, besides, could not have suited the narrow mountain tracks, to which her sketching habits attracted her, — she shut up her town carriage for the summer, and jobbed some little open car. Being a very large woman, and, moreover, a masculine woman, with a bronzed complexion, and always choosing to wear, at night, a turban, round hair that was as black as that of the “Moors of Malabar,” she presented an exact likeness of a Saracen’s Head, as painted over inn-doors; whilst the timid and delicate young lady by her side looked like “dejected Pity” at the side of “Revenge” when assuming the war-denouncing trumpet. Some Oxonians and Cantabs, who, at different times, were in the habit of meeting this oddly assorted party in all nooks of the country, used to move the question, whether the poor horse or the young lady had the worst of it? At length the matter was decided: the horse was fast going off this sublunary stage; and the Saracen’s Head was told as much, and with this little addition, — that his death was owing inter alia to starvation. Her answer was remarkable:—”But, my dear madam, that is his master’s fault; I pay so much a-day — he is to keep the horse.” That might be, but still the horse was dying, and dying in the way stated. The Saracen’s Head persisted in using him under those circumstances — such was her “bond” — and in a short time the horse actually died. Yes, the horse died — and died of starvation — or at least of an illness caused originally by starvation: for so said, not merely the whole population of the little neighbouring town, but also the surgeon. Not long after, however, the lady, the Saracen’s Head, died herself; but I fear not of starvation; for, though something like it did prevail at her table, she prudently reserved it all for her guests; in fact, I never heard of such vigilant care, and so much laudable exertion, applied to the promotion of health: yet all failed, and, in a degree which confounded people’s speculations upon the subject — for she did not live much beyond sixty; whereas everybody supposed that the management of her physical system entitled her to outwear a century. Perhaps the prayers of horses might avail to order it otherwise.

But the singular thing about this lady’s mixed and contradictory character was, that in London and Bath, where her peculiar habits of life were naturally less accurately known, she maintained the reputation of one who united the accomplishments of literature and art with a remarkable depth of sensibility, and a most amiable readiness to enter into the distresses of her friends by sympathy the most cordial and consolation the most delicate. More than once I have seen her name recorded in printed books, and attended with praises that tended to this effect. I have seen letters also from a lady in deep affliction which spoke of the Saracen’s Head as having paid her the first visit from which she drew any effectual consolation. Such are the erroneous impressions conveyed by biographical memoirs; or, which is a more charitable construction of the case, such are the inconsistencies of the human heart! And certainly there was one fact, even in her Westmoreland life, that did lend some countenance to the southern picture of her amiableness: and this lay in the cheerfulness with which she gave up her time (time, but not much of her redundant money) to the promotion of the charitable schemes set on foot by the neighbouring ladies; sometimes for the education of poor children, sometimes for the visiting of the sick, &c., &c. I have heard several of those ladies express their gratitude for her exertions, and declare that she was about their best member. But their horror was undisguised when the weekly committee came, by rotation, to hold its sittings at her little villa; for, as the business occupied them frequently from eleven o’clock in the forenoon to a late dinner hour, and as many of them had a fifteen or twenty miles’ drive, they needed some refreshments: but these were, of course, a “great idea” at the Saracen’s Head; since, according to the epigram which illustrates the maxim of Tacitus that omne ignotum pro magnifico, and, applying it to the case of a miser’s horse, terminates by saying, “What vast ideas must he have of oats!” — upon the same principle these poor ladies, on those fatal committee days, never failed to form most exaggerated ideas of bread, butter, and wine. And at length some, more intrepid than the rest, began to carry biscuits in their muffs, and, with the conscious tremors of school girls (profiting by the absence of the mistress but momentarily expecting detection), they employed some casual absence of their unhostly hostess in distributing and eating their hidden “viaticum.” However, it must be acknowledged, that time and exertion, and the sacrifice of more selfish pleasure during the penance at the school, were, after all, real indications of kindness to her fellow-creatures; and, as I wish to part in peace even with the Saracen’s Head, I have reserved this anecdote to the last: for it is painful to have lived on terms of good nature, and exchanging civilities, with any human being of whom one can report absolutely no good thing; and I sympathize heartily with that indulgent person of whom it is somewhere recorded that, upon an occasion when the death of a man happened to be mentioned who was unanimously pronounced a wretch without one good quality, “monstrum nullâ virtute redemptum,” he ventured, however, at last, in a deprecatory tone to say—”Well, he did whistle beautifully, at any rate.”

Talking of “whistling” reminds me to return from my digression; for on that night, the 12th of November, 1807, and the last of my visits to the Wordsworths, I took leave of them in the inn at Ambleside about ten at night; and the post-chaise in which I crossed the country to catch the mail was driven by a postilion who whistled so delightfully that, for the first time in my life, I became aware of the prodigious powers which are lodged potentially in so despised a function of the vocal organs. For the whole of the long ascent up Orrest Head, which obliged him to walk his horses for a full half-mile, he made the woods of Windermere ring with the canorous sweetness of his half flute, half clarionet music; but, in fact, the subtle melody of the effect placed it in power far beyond either flute or clarionet. A year or two afterwards, I heard a fellow-servant of this same postilion’s, a black, play with equal superiority of effect upon the jew’s harp; making that, which in most hands is a mere monotonous jarring, a dull reverberating vibration, into a delightful lyre of no inconsiderable compass. We have since heard of, some of us have heard, the chinchopper. Within the last hundred years, we have had the Æolian harp (first mentioned and described in the “Castle of Indolence,” which I think was first published entire about 1738); then the musical glasses; then the celestina, to represent the music of the spheres, introduced by Mr. Walker, or some other lecturing astronomer; and many another fine effect obtained from trivial means. But, at this moment, I recollect a performance perhaps more astonishing than any of them. A Mr. Worgman, who had very good introductions, and very general ones (for he was to be met within a few months in every part of the island), used to accompany himself on the piano, weaving extempore long tissues of impassioned music, that were called his own, but which, in fact, were all the better for not being such, or at least for continually embodying passages from Handel and Pergolesi. To this substratum of the instrumental music he contrived to adapt some unaccountable and indescribable choral accompaniment, a pomp of sound, a tempestuous blare of harmony ascending in clouds not from any one, but apparently from a band of Mr. Worgman’s; for sometimes it was a trumpet, sometimes a kettle-drum, sometimes a cymbal, sometimes a bassoon, and sometimes it was all of these at once.

“And now ’twas like all instruments; And now it was a flute; And now it was an angel’s voice, That maketh the heavens be mute.”

In this case I presume that ventriloquism must have had something to do with the effect; but, whatever it were, the power varied greatly with the state of his spirits, or with some other fluctuating causes in the animal economy. However, the result of all these experiences is, that I shall never more be surprised at any musical effects, the very greatest, drawn from whatever inconsiderable or apparently inadequate means; not even if the butcher’s instrument, the marrow-bones and cleaver, or any of those culinary instruments so pleasantly treated by Addison in the “Spectator,” such as the kitchen dresser and thumb, the tongs and shovel, the pepper and salt-box, should be exalted, by some immortal butcher or inspired scullion, into a sublime harp, dulcimer, or lute, capable of wooing St. Cecilia to listen, able even

“To raise a mortal to the skies, Or draw an angel down.”

That night, as I was passing under the grounds of Elleray, then belonging to a Westmoreland “statesman,” a thought struck me, that I was now traversing a road with which, as yet, I was scarcely at all acquainted, but which, in years to come, might perhaps be as familiar to my eye as the rooms of my own house; and possibly that I might traverse them in company with faces as yet not even seen by me, but in those future years dearer than any which I had yet known. In this prophetic glimpse there was nothing very marvellous; for what could be more natural than that I should come to reside in the neighbourhood of the Wordsworths, and that this might lead to my forming connexions in a country which I should consequently come to know so well? I did not, however, anticipate so definitely and circumstantially as all this; but generally I had a dim presentiment that here, on this very road, I should often pass, and in company that, now not even conjecturally delineated or drawn out of the utter darkness in which they were as yet reposing, would hereafter plant memories in my heart, the last that will fade from it in the hour of death. Here, afterwards, at this very spot, or a little above it, but on this very estate, which from local peculiarities of ground, and of sudden angles, was peculiarly kenspeck, i.e. easy of recognition, and could have been challenged and identified at any distance of years; here afterwards lived Professor Wilson, the only very intimate male friend I have had; here, too, it was, my M., that, in long years afterwards, through many a score of nights — nights often dark as Erebus, and amidst thunders and lightnings the most sublime — we descended at twelve, one, and two o’clock at night, speeding from Kendal to our distant home, twenty miles away. Thou wert at present a child not nine years old, nor had I seen thy face, nor heard thy name. But within nine years from that same night thou wert seated by my side; — and, thenceforwards, through a period of fourteen years, how often did we two descend, hand locked in hand, and thinking of things to come, at a pace of hurricane; whilst all the sleeping woods about us re-echoed the uproar of trampling hoofs and groaning wheels. Duly as we mounted the crest of Orrest Head, mechanically and of themselves almost, and spontaneously, without need of voice or spur, according to Westmoreland usage, the horses flew off into a gallop, like the pace of a swallow. It was a railroad pace that we ever maintained; objects were descried far ahead in one moment, and in the next were crowding into the rear. Three miles and a half did this storm-flight continue, for so long the descent lasted. Then, for many a mile, over undulating ground, did we alternately creep and fly, until again a long precipitous movement, again a storm-gallop, that hardly suffered the feet to touch the ground, gave warning that we drew near to that beloved cottage; warning to us — warning to them: — 

“The silence that is here Is of the grave, and of austere But happy feelings of the dead.”

Sometimes the nights were bright with cloudless moonlight, and of that awful breathless quiet which often broods over vales that are peculiarly landlocked, and which is, or seems to be, so much more expressive of a solemn hush and a Sabbath-like rest from the labours of nature than I remember to have experienced in flat countries: — 

“It is not quiet — is not peace — But something deeper far than these.”

And on such nights it was no sentimental refinement, but a sincere and hearty feeling, that, in wheeling past the village churchyard of Stavely, something like an outrage seemed offered to the sanctity of its graves by the uproar of our career. Sometimes the nights were of that pitchy darkness which is more palpable and unfathomable wherever hills intercept the gleaming of light which otherwise is usually seen to linger about the horizon in the northern quarter; and then arose in perfection that striking effect when the glare of lamps searches for one moment every dark recess of the thickets, forces them into sudden, almost daylight, revelation, only to leave them within the twinkling of the eye in darkness more profound; making them, like the snow-flakes falling upon a cataract, “one moment bright, then gone for ever.” But, dark or moonlight alike, in every instance throughout so long a course of years, the road was entirely our own for the whole twenty miles. After nine o’clock not many people are abroad, after ten absolutely none, upon the roads of Westmoreland; a circumstance which gives a peculiar solemnity to a traveller’s route amongst these quiet valleys upon a summer evening of latter May, of June, or early July; since, in a latitude so much higher than that of London, broad daylight prevails to an hour long after nine. Nowhere is the holiness of vesper hours more deeply felt.

And now, in 1839, from all these flying journeys and their stinging remembrances, hardly a wreck survives of what composed their living equipage: the men who chiefly drove in those days (for I have ascertained it) are gone; the horses are gone; darkness rests upon all, except myself. I, woe is me! am the solitary survivor from scenes that now seem to me as fugitive as the flying lights from our lamps as they shot into the forest recesses. God forbid that on such a theme I should seem to affect sentimentalism! It is from overmastering recollections that I look back on those distant days; and chiefly I have suffered myself to give way before the impulse that haunts me of reverting to those bitter, bitter thoughts, in order to notice one singular waywardness or caprice (as it might seem) incident to the situation, which, I doubt not, besieges many more people than myself: it is, that I find a more poignant suffering, a pang more searching, in going back, not to those enjoyments themselves, and the days when they were within my power, but to times anterior, when as yet they did not exist; nay, when some who were chiefly concerned in them as parties had not even been born. No night, I might almost say, of my whole life, remains so profoundly, painfully, and pathetically imprinted on my remembrance as this very one, on which I tried prelusively, as it were, that same road in solitude, and lulled by the sweet carollings of the postilion, which, after an interval of ten years, and through a period of more than equal duration, it was destined that I should so often traverse in circumstances of happiness too radiant, that for me are burned out for ever. Coleridge told me of a similar case that had fallen within his knowledge, and the impassioned expression which the feelings belonging to it drew from a servant woman at Keswick: — She had nursed some boy, either of his or of Mr. Southey’s; the boy had lived apart from the rest of the family, secluded with his nurse in her cottage; she was dotingly fond of him; lived, in short, by him, as well as for him; and nearly ten years of her life had been exalted into one golden dream by his companionship. At length came the day which severed the connexion; and she, in the anguish of the separation, bewailing her future loneliness, and knowing too well that education and the world, if it left him some kind remembrances of her, never could restore him to her arms the same fond loving boy that felt no shame in surrendering his whole heart to caressing and being caressed, did not revert to any day or season of her ten years’ happiness, but went back to the very day of his arrival, a particular Thursday, and to an hour when, as yet, she had not seen him, exclaiming—”O that Thursday! O that it could come back! that Thursday when the chaise-wheels were ringing in the streets of Keswick; when yet I had not seen his bonny face; but when he was coming!”

Ay, reader, all this may sound foolishness to you, that perhaps never had a heartache, or that may have all your blessings to come. But now let me return to my narrative. After about twelve months’ interval, and therefore again in November, but November of the year 1808, I repeated my visit to Wordsworth, and upon a longer scale. I found him removed from his cottage to a house of considerable size, about three-quarters of a mile distant, called Allan Bank. This house had been very recently erected, at an expense of about £1500, by a gentleman from Liverpool, a merchant, and also a lawyer in some department or other. It was not yet completely finished; and an odd accident was reported to me as having befallen it in its earliest stage. The walls had been finished, and this event was to be celebrated at the village inn with an ovation, previously to the triumph that would follow on the roof-raising. The workmen had all housed themselves at the Red Lion, and were beginning their carouse, when up rode a traveller, who brought them the unseasonable news, that, whilst riding along the vale, he had beheld the downfall of the whole building. Out the men rushed, hoping that this might be a hoax; but too surely they found his report true, and their own festival premature. A little malice mingled unavoidably with the laughter of the Dalesmen; for it happened that the Liverpool gentleman had offered a sort of insult to the native artists, by bringing down both masons and carpenters from his own town; an unwise plan, for they were necessarily unacquainted with many points of local skill; and it was to some ignorance in their mode of laying the stones that the accident was due. The house had one or two capital defects — it was cold, damp, and, to all appearance, incurably smoky. Upon this latter defect, by the way, Wordsworth founded a claim, not for diminution of rent, but absolutely for entire immunity from any rent at all. It was truly comical to hear him argue the point with the Liverpool proprietor, Mr. C. He went on dilating on the hardship of living in such a house; of the injury, or suffering, at least, sustained by the eyes; until, at last, he had drawn a picture of himself as a very ill-used man; and I seriously expected to hear him sum up by demanding a round sum for damages. Mr. C. was a very good-natured man, calm, and gentlemanlike in his manners. He had also a considerable respect for Wordsworth, derived, it may be supposed, not from his writings, but from the authority (which many more besides him could not resist) of his conversation. However, he looked grave and perplexed. Nor do I know how the matter ended; but I mention it as an illustration of Wordsworth’s keen spirit of business. Whilst foolish people supposed him a mere honeyed sentimentalist, speaking only in zephyrs and bucolics, he was in fact a somewhat hard pursuer of what he thought fair advantages.

In the February which followed, I left Allan Bank; but, upon Miss Wordsworth’s happening to volunteer the task of furnishing for my use the cottage so recently occupied by her brother’s family, I took it upon a seven years’ lease. And thus it happened — this I mean was the mode of it (for, at any rate, I should have settled somewhere in the country) — that I became a resident in Grasmere.




CHAPTER VII. WESTMORELAND AND THE DALESMEN: SOCIETY OF THE LAKES
 

In February, as I have said, of 1809, I quitted Allan Bank; and, from that time until the depth of summer, Miss Wordsworth was employed in the task she had volunteered, of renewing and furnishing the little cottage in which I was to succeed the illustrious tenant who had, in my mind, hallowed the rooms by a seven years’ occupation, during, perhaps, the happiest period of his life — the early years of his marriage, and of his first acquaintance with parental affections. Cottage, immortal in my remembrance! as well it might be; for this cottage I retained through just seven-and-twenty years: this was the scene of struggle the most tempestuous and bitter within my own mind: this the scene of my despondency and unhappiness: this the scene of my happiness — a happiness which justified the faith of man’s earthly lot, as, upon the whole, a dowry from heaven. It was, in its exterior, not so much a picturesque cottage — for its outline and proportions, its windows and its chimneys, were not sufficiently marked and effective for the picturesque — as it was lovely: one gable end was, indeed, most gorgeously apparelled in ivy, and so far picturesque; but the principal side, or what might be called front, as it presented itself to the road, and was most illuminated by windows, was embossed — nay, it might be said, smothered — in roses of different species, amongst which the moss and the damask prevailed. These, together with as much jessamine and honeysuckle as could find room to flourish, were not only in themselves a most interesting garniture for a humble cottage wall, but they also performed the acceptable service of breaking the unpleasant glare that would else have wounded the eye from the whitewash; a glare which, having been renewed amongst the general preparations against my coming to inhabit the house, could not be sufficiently subdued in tone for the artist’s eye until the storm of several winters had weather-stained and tamed down its brilliancy. The Westmoreland cottages, as a class, have long been celebrated for their picturesque forms, and very justly so: in no part of the world are cottages to be found more strikingly interesting to the eye by their general outlines, by the sheltered porches of their entrances, by their exquisite chimneys, by their rustic windows, and by the distribution of the parts. These parts are on a larger scale, both as to number and size, than a stranger would expect to find as dependencies and out-houses attached to dwelling-houses so modest; chiefly from the necessity of making provision both in fuel for themselves, and in hay, straw, and brackens for the cattle against the long winter. But, in praising the Westmoreland dwellings, it must be understood that only those of the native Dalesmen are contemplated; for, as to those raised by the alien intruders—”the lakers,” or “foreigners” as they are sometimes called by the old indigenous possessors of the soil — these, being designed to exhibit “a taste” and an eye for the picturesque, are pretty often mere models of deformity, as vulgar and as silly as it is well possible for any object to be in a case where, after all, the workman, and obedience to custom, and the necessities of the ground, &c., will often step in to compel the architects into common sense and propriety. The main defect in Scottish scenery, the eyesore that disfigures so many charming combinations of landscape, is the offensive style of the rural architecture; but still, even where it is worst, the mode of its offence is not by affectation and conceit, and preposterous attempts at realizing sublime, Gothic, or castellated effects in little gingerbread ornaments, and “tobacco pipes,” and make-believe parapets, and towers like kitchen or hothouse flues; but in the hard undisguised pursuit of mere coarse uses and needs of life.

Too often, the rustic mansion, that should speak of decent poverty and seclusion, peaceful and comfortable, wears the most repulsive air of town confinement and squalid indigence; the house being built of substantial stone, three storeys high, or even four, the roof of massy slate; and everything strong which respects the future outlay of the proprietor — everything frail which respects the comfort of the inhabitants: windows broken and stuffed up with rags or old hats; steps and door encrusted with dirt; and the whole tarnished with smoke. Poverty — how different the face it wears looking with meagre staring eyes from such a city dwelling as this, and when it peeps out, with rosy cheeks, from amongst clustering roses and woodbines, at a little lattice, from a little one-storey cottage! Are, then, the main characteristics of the Westmoreland dwelling-houses imputable to superior taste? By no means. Spite of all that I have heard Mr. Wordsworth and others say in maintaining that opinion, I, for my part, do and must hold, that the Dalesmen produce none of the happy effects which frequently arise in their domestic architecture under any search after beautiful forms, a search which they despise with a sort of Vandal dignity; no, nor with any sense or consciousness of their success. How then? Is it accident — mere casual good luck — that has brought forth, for instance, so many exquisite forms of chimneys? Not so; but it is this: it is good sense, on the one hand, bending and conforming to the dictates or even the suggestions of the climate, and the local circumstances of rocks, water, currents of air, &c.; and, on the other hand, wealth sufficient to arm the builder with all suitable means for giving effect to his purpose, and to evade the necessity of make-shifts. But the radical ground of the interest attached to Westmoreland cottage architecture lies in its submission to the determining agencies of the surrounding circumstances; such of them, I mean, as are permanent, and have been gathered from long experience. The porch, for instance, which does so much to take away from a house the character of a rude box, pierced with holes for air, light, and ingress, has evidently been dictated by the sudden rushes of wind through the mountain “ghylls,” which make some kind of protection necessary to the ordinary door; and this reason has been strengthened, in cases of houses near to a road, by the hospitable wish to provide a sheltered seat for the wayfarer; most of these porches being furnished with one in each of the two recesses, to the right and to the left.

The long winter, again, as I have already said, and the artificial prolongation of the winter by the necessity of keeping the sheep long upon the low grounds, creates a call for large out-houses; and these, for the sake of warmth, are usually placed at right angles to the house; which has the effect of making a much larger system of parts than would else arise. But perhaps the main feature which gives character to the pile of building, is the roof, and, above all, the chimneys. It is the remark of an accomplished Edinburgh artist, H. W. Williams, in the course of his strictures upon the domestic architecture of the Italians, and especially of the Florentines, that the character of buildings, in certain circumstances, “depends wholly or chiefly on the form of the roof and the chimney. This,” he goes on, “is particularly the case in Italy, where more variety and taste is displayed in the chimneys than in the buildings to which they belong. These chimneys are as peculiar and characteristic as palm trees in a tropical climate.” Again, in speaking of Calabria and the Ionian Islands, he says—”We were forcibly struck with the consequence which the beauty of the chimneys imparted to the character of the whole building.” Now, in Great Britain, he complains, with reason, of the very opposite result: not the plain building ennobled by the chimney, but the chimney degrading the noble building, and in Edinburgh especially, where the homely and inelegant appearance of the chimneys contrasts most disadvantageously and offensively with the beauty of the buildings which they surmount. Even here, however, he makes an exception for some of the old buildings, whose chimneys, he admits, “are very tastefully decorated, and contribute essentially to the beauty of the general effect.” It is probable, therefore, and many houses of the Elizabethan era confirm it, that a better taste prevailed, in this point, amongst our ancestors, both Scottish and English; that this elder fashion travelled, together with many other usages, from the richer parts of Scotland to the Borders, and thence to the vales of Westmoreland; where they have continued to prevail, from their affectionate adhesion to all patriarchal customs. Some, undoubtedly, of these Westmoreland forms have been dictated by the necessities of the weather, and the systematic energies of human skill, from age to age, applied to the very difficult task of training smoke into obedience, under the peculiar difficulties presented by the sites of Westmoreland houses. These are chosen, generally speaking, with the same good sense and regard to domestic comfort, as the primary consideration (without, however, disdainfully slighting the sentiment, whatever it were, of peace, of seclusion, of gaiety, of solemnity, the special “religio loci”), which seems to have guided the choice of those who founded religious houses.

And here, again, by the way, appears a marked difference between the Dalesmen and the intrusive gentry — not creditable to the latter. The native Dalesman, well aware of the fury with which the wind often gathers and eddies about any eminence, however trifling its elevation, never thinks of planting his house there: whereas the stranger, singly solicitous about the prospect or the range of lake which his gilt saloons are to command, chooses his site too often upon points better fitted for a temple of Eolus than a human dwelling-place; and he belts his house with balconies and verandas that a mountain gale often tears away in mockery. The Dalesman, wherever his choice is not circumscribed, selects a sheltered spot (a wray, for instance), which protects him from the wind altogether, upon one or two quarters, and on all quarters from its tornado violence: he takes good care, at the same time, to be within a few feet of a mountain beck: a caution so little heeded by some of the villa founders that absolutely, in a country surcharged with water, they have sometimes found themselves driven, by sheer necessity, to the after-thought of sinking a well. The very best situation, however, in other respects, may be bad in one, and sometimes find its very advantages, and the beetling crags which protect its rear, obstructions the most permanent to the ascent of smoke; and it is in the contest with these natural baffling repellents of the smoke, and in the variety of artifices for modifying its vertical, or for accomplishing its lateral escape, that have arisen the large and graceful variety of chimney models. My cottage, wanting this primary feature of elegance in the constituents of Westmoreland cottage architecture, and wanting also another very interesting feature of the elder architecture, annually becoming more and more rare, — viz. the outside gallery (which is sometimes merely of wood, but is much more striking when provided for in the original construction of the house, and completely enfoncé in the masonry), — could not rank high amongst the picturesque houses of the country; those, at least, which are such by virtue of their architectural form. It was, however, very irregular in its outline to the rear, by the aid of one little projecting room, and also of a stable and little barn, in immediate contact with the dwelling-house. It had, besides, the great advantage of a varying height: two sides being about fifteen or sixteen feet high from the exposure of both storeys; whereas the other two, being swathed about by a little orchard that rose rapidly and unequally towards the vast mountain range in the rear, exposed only the upper storey; and, consequently, on those sides the elevation rarely rose beyond seven or eight feet. All these accidents of irregular form and outline gave to the house some little pretensions to a picturesque character; whilst its “separable accidents” (as the logicians say), its bowery roses and jessamine, clothed it in loveliness — its associations with Wordsworth crowned it, to my mind, with historical dignity, — and, finally, my own twenty-seven years’ off-and-on connexion with it have, by ties personal and indestructible, endeared it to my heart so unspeakably beyond all other houses, that even now I rarely dream through four nights running that I do not find myself (and others besides) in some one of those rooms, and, most probably, the last cloudy delirium of approaching death will re-install me in some chamber of that same humble cottage. “What a tale,” says Foster, the eloquent essayist—”what a tale could be told by many a room, were the walls endowed with memory and speech!” or, in the more impassioned expressions of Wordsworth — 

“Ah! what a lesson to a thoughtless man ——  ——  ——  — if any gladsome field of earth Could render back the sighs to which it hath responded, Or echo the sad steps by which it hath been trod!”

And equally affecting it would be, if such a field or such a house could render up the echoes of joy, of festal music, of jubilant laughter — the innocent mirth of infants, or the gaiety, not less innocent, of youthful mothers — equally affecting would be such a reverberation of forgotten household happiness with the re-echoing records of sighs and groans. And few indeed are the houses that, within a period no longer than from the beginning of the century to 1835 (so long was it either mine or Wordsworth’s) have crowded such ample materials for those echoes, whether sorrowful or joyous.

Society of the Lakes

My cottage was ready in the summer; but I was playing truant amongst the valleys of Somersetshire; and, meantime, different families, throughout the summer, borrowed the cottage of the Wordsworths as my friends. They consisted chiefly of ladies; and some, by the delicacy of their attentions to the flowers, &c., gave me reason to consider their visit during my absence as a real honour; others — such is the difference of people in this world — left the rudest memorials of their careless habits impressed upon house, furniture, garden, &c. In November, at last, I, the long-expected, made my appearance. Some little sensation did really and naturally attend my coming, for most of the draperies belonging to beds, curtains, &c., had been sewed by the young women of that or the adjoining vales. This had caused me to be talked of. Many had seen me on my visit to the Wordsworths. Miss Wordsworth had introduced the curious to a knowledge of my age, name, prospects, and all the rest of what can be interesting to know. Even the old people of the vale were a little excited by the accounts (somewhat exaggerated, perhaps) of the never ending books that continued to arrive in packing-cases for several months in succession. Nothing in these vales so much fixes the attention and respect of the people as the reputation of being a “far learn’d” man. So far, therefore, I had already bespoke the favourable opinion of the Dalesmen. And a separate kind of interest arose amongst mothers and daughters, in the knowledge that I should necessarily want what — in a sense somewhat different from the general one — is called a “housekeeper”; that is, not an upper servant to superintend others, but one who could undertake, in her own person, all the duties of the house. It is not discreditable to these worthy people that several of the richest and most respectable families were anxious to secure the place for a daughter. Had I been a dissipated young man, I have good reason to know that there would have been no canvassing at all for the situation. But partly my books spoke for the character of my pursuits with these simple-minded people — partly the introduction of the Wordsworths guaranteed the safety of such a service. Even then, had I persisted in my original intention of bringing a man-servant, no respectable young woman would have accepted the place. As it was, and it being understood that I had renounced this intention, many, in a gentle, diffident way, applied for the place, or their parents on their behalf. And I mention the fact, because it illustrates one feature in the manners of this primitive and peculiar people, the Dalesmen of Westmoreland. However wealthy, they do not think it degrading to permit even the eldest daughter to go out a few years to service. The object is not to gain a sum of money in wages, but that sort of household experience which is supposed to be unattainable upon a suitable scale out of a gentleman’s family. So far was this carried, that, amongst the offers made to myself, was one from a young woman whose family was amongst the very oldest in the country, and who was at that time under an engagement of marriage to the very richest young man in the vale. She and her future husband had a reasonable prospect of possessing ten thousand pounds in land; and yet neither her own family nor her husband’s objected to her seeking such a place as I could offer. Her character and manners, I ought to add, were so truly excellent, and won respect so inevitably from everybody, that nobody could wonder at the honourable confidence reposed in her by her manly and spirited young lover. The issue of the matter, as respected my service, was, why I do not know, that Miss Wordsworth did not accept of her: and she fulfilled her purpose in another family, a very grave and respectable one, in Kendal. She stayed about a couple of years, returned, and married the young man to whom she had engaged herself, and is now the prosperous mother of a fine handsome family; and she together with her mother-in-law are the two leading matrons of the vale.

It was on a November night, about ten o’clock, that I first found myself installed in a house of my own — this cottage, so memorable from its past tenant to all men, so memorable to myself from all which has since passed in connexion with it. A writer in The Quarterly Review, in noticing the autobiography of Dr. Watson, the Bishop of Llandaff, has thought fit to say that the Lakes, of course, afforded no society capable of appreciating this commonplace, coarse-minded man of talents. The person who said this I understand to have been Dr. Whitaker, the respectable antiquary. Now, that the reader may judge of the propriety with which this was asserted, I shall slightly rehearse the muster-roll of our Lake society, as it existed at the time when I seated myself in my Grasmere cottage. I will undertake to say that the meanest person in the whole scattered community was more extensively accomplished than the good bishop, was more conscientiously true to his duties, and had more varied powers of conversation. Wordsworth and Coleridge, then living at Allan Bank, in Grasmere, I will not notice in such a question. Southey, living thirteen miles off, at Keswick, I have already noticed; and he needs no proneur. I will begin with Windermere.

At Clappersgate, a little hamlet of perhaps six houses, on its north-west angle, and about five miles from my cottage, resided two Scottish ladies, daughters of Dr. Cullen, the famous physician and nosologist. They were universally beloved for their truly kind dispositions and the firm independence of their conduct They had been reduced from great affluence to a condition of rigorous poverty. Their father had made what should have been a fortune by his practice. The good doctor, however, was careless of his money in proportion to the facility with which he made it. All was put into a box, open to the whole family. Breach of confidence, in the most thoughtless use of this money, there could be none; because no restraint in that point, beyond what honour and good sense imposed, was laid upon any of the elder children. Under such regulations, it may be imagined that Dr. Cullen would not accumulate any very large capital; and, at his death, the family, for the first time, found themselves in embarrassed circumstances. Of the two daughters who belonged to our Lake population, one had married a Mr. Millar, son to the celebrated Professor Millar of Glasgow. This gentleman had died in America; and Mrs. Millar was now a childless widow. The other still remained unmarried. Both were equally independent; and independent even with regard to their nearest relatives; for, even from their brother — who had risen to rank and affluence as a Scottish judge, under the title of Lord Cullen — they declined to receive assistance; and except for some small addition made to their income by a novel called “Home” (in as many as seven volumes, I really believe) by Miss Cullen, their expenditure was rigorously shaped to meet that very slender income which they drew from their shares of the patrimonial wrecks. More honourable and modest independence, or poverty more gracefully supported, I have rarely known.

Meantime, these ladies, though literary and very agreeable in conversation, could not be classed with what now began to be known as the lake community of literati; for they took no interest in any one of the lake poets; did not affect to take any; and I am sure they were not aware of so much value in any one thing these poets had written as could make it worth while even to look into their books; and accordingly, as well-bred women, they took the same course as was pursued for several years by Mrs. Hannah More, viz. cautiously to avoid mentioning their names in my presence. This was natural enough in women who had probably built their early admiration upon French models (for Mrs. Millar used to tell me that she regarded the “Mahomet” of Voltaire as the most perfect of human compositions), and still more so at a period when almost all the world had surrendered their opinions and their literary consciences (so to speak) into the keeping of The Edinburgh Review; in whose favour, besides, those ladies had the pardonable prepossessions of national pride, as a collateral guarantee of that implicit faith which, in those days, stronger-minded people than they took a pride in professing. Still, in defiance of prejudices mustering so strongly to support their blindness, and the still stronger support which this blindness drew from their total ignorance of everything either done or attempted by the lake poets, these amiable women persisted in one uniform tone of courteous forbearance, as often as any question arose to implicate the names either of Wordsworth or Coleridge, — any question about them, their books, their families, or anything that was theirs. They thought it strange, indeed (for so much I heard by a circuitous course), that promising and intellectual young men — men educated at great Universities, such as Mr. Wilson of Elleray, or myself, or a few others who had paid us visits, — should possess so deep a veneration for these writers; but evidently this was an infatuation — a craze, originating, perhaps, in personal connexions, and, as the craze of valued friends, to be treated with tenderness. For us therefore — for our sakes — they took a religious care to suppress all allusion to these disreputable names; and it is pretty plain how sincere their indifference must have been with regard to these neighbouring authors, from the evidence of one fact, viz. that when, in 1810, Mr. Coleridge began to issue, in weekly numbers, his Friend, which, by the prospectus, held forth a promise of meeting all possible tastes — literary, philosophic, political — even this comprehensive field of interest, combined with the adventitious attraction (so very unusual, and so little to have been looked for in that thinly-peopled region) of a local origin, from the bosom of those very hills at the foot of which (though on a different side) they were themselves living, failed altogether to stimulate their torpid curiosity; so perfect was their persuasion beforehand that no good thing could by possibility come out of a community that had fallen under the ban of the Edinburgh critics.

At the same time, it is melancholy to confess that, partly from the dejection of Coleridge, his constant immersion in opium at that period, his hatred of the duties he had assumed, or at least of their too frequent and periodical recurrence, and partly also from the bad selection of topics for a miscellaneous audience, from the heaviness and obscurity with which they were treated, and from the total want of variety, in consequence of defective arrangements on his part for ensuring the co-operation of his friends, no conceivable act of authorship that Coleridge could have perpetrated, no possible overt act of dulness and somnolent darkness that he could have authorized, was so well fitted to sustain the impression, with regard to him and his friends, that had pre-occupied these ladies’ minds. Habes confitentem reum! I am sure they would exclaim; not perhaps confessing to that form of delinquency which they had been taught to expect — trivial or extravagant sentimentalism, Germanity alternating with tumid inanity; not this, but something quite as bad or worse, viz. palpable dulness — dulness that could be felt and handled — rayless obscurity as to the thoughts — and communicated in language that, according to the Bishop of Llandaff’s complaint, was not always English. For, though the particular words cited for blame were certainly known to the vocabulary of metaphysics, and had even been employed by a writer of Queen Anne’s reign (Leibnitz), who, if any, had the gift of translating dark thoughts into plain ones — still it was intolerable, in point of good sense, that one who had to win his way into the public ear should begin by bringing before a popular and miscellaneous audience themes that could require such startling and revolting words. The Delphic Oracle was the kindest of the nicknames which the literary taste of Windermere conferred upon the new journal. This was the laughing suggestion of a clever young lady, a daughter of the Bishop of Llandaff, who stood in a neutral position with regard to Coleridge. But others there were amongst his supposed friends who felt even more keenly than this young lady the shocking want of adaptation to his audience in the choice of matter, and, even to an audience better qualified to meet such matter, the want of adaptation in the mode of publication, — viz. periodically, and by weekly recurrence; a mode of soliciting the public attention which even authorizes the expectation of current topics — topics arising each with its own week or day. One in particular I remember of these disapproving friends: a Mr. Blair, an accomplished scholar, and a frequent visitor at Elleray, who started the playful scheme of a satirical rejoinder to Coleridge’s Friend, under the name of The Enemy, which was to follow always in the wake of its leader, and to stimulate Coleridge (at the same time that it amused the public) by attic banter, or by downright opposition and showing fight in good earnest. It was a plan that might have done good service to the world, and chiefly through a seasonable irritation (never so much wanted as then) applied to Coleridge’s too lethargic state: in fact, throughout life, it is most deeply to be regretted that Coleridge’s powers and peculiar learning were never forced out into a large display by intense and almost persecuting opposition. However, this scheme, like thousands of other day-dreams and bubbles that rose upon the breath of morning spirits and buoyant youth, fell to the ground; and, in the meantime, no enemy to The Friend appeared that was capable of matching The Friend when left to itself and its own careless or vagrant guidance. The Friend ploughed heavily along for nine-and-twenty numbers; and our fair recusants and non-conformists in all that regarded the lake poetry or authorship, the two Scottish ladies of Clappersgate, found no reasons for changing their opinions; but continued, for the rest of my acquaintance with them, to practise the same courteous and indulgent silence, whenever the names of Coleridge or Wordsworth happened to be mentioned.

In taking leave of these Scottish ladies, it may be interesting to mention that, previously to their final farewell to our Lake society, upon taking up their permanent residence in York (which step they adopted partly, I believe, to enjoy the more diversified society which that great city yields, and, at any rate, the more accessible society than amongst mountain districts — partly with a view to the cheapness of that rich district in comparison with our sterile soil, poor towns, and poor agriculture) somewhere about the May or June of 1810, I think — they were able, by a long preparatory course of economy, to invite to the English lakes a family of foreigners — what shall I call them? — a family of Anglo-Gallo-Americans, from the Carolinas. The invitation had been of old standing, and offered, as an expression of gratitude, from these ladies, for many hospitalities and friendly services rendered by the two heads of that family to Mrs. Millar, in former years, and under circumstances of peculiar trial. Mrs. Millar had been hastily summoned from Scotland to attend her husband at Charleston; him, on her arrival, she found dying; and, whilst overwhelmed by this sudden blow, it may be imagined that the young widow would find trials enough for her fortitude, without needing any addition to the load from friendlessness amongst a nation of strangers and from total solitude. These evils were spared to Mrs. Millar, through the kind offices and disinterested exertions of an American gentleman (French by birth, but American by adoption), M. Simond, who took upon himself the cares of superintending Mr. Millar’s funeral through all its details, and, by this most seasonable service, secured to the heart-stricken widow that most welcome of privileges in all situations, the privilege of unmolested privacy; for assuredly the heaviest aggravation of such bereavements lies in the necessity, — too often imposed by circumstances upon him or upon her who may happen to be the sole responsible representative, and, at the same time, the dearest friend of the deceased, — of superintending the funeral arrangements. In the very agonies of a new-born grief, whilst the heart is yet raw and bleeding, the mind not yet able to comprehend its loss, the very light of day hateful to the eyes, the necessity even at such a moment arises, and without a day’s delay, of facing strangers, talking with strangers, discussing the most empty details with a view to the most sordid of considerations — cheapness, convenience, custom, and local prejudice — and, finally, talking about whom? why, the very child, husband, wife, who has just been torn away; and this, too, under a consciousness that the being so hallowed is, as to these strangers, an object equally indifferent with any one person whatsoever that died a thousand years ago. Fortunate, indeed, is that person who has a natural friend, or, in default of such a friend, who finds a volunteer stepping forward to relieve him from a conflict of feeling so peculiarly unseasonable. Mrs. Millar never forgot the service which had been rendered to her; and she was happy when M. Simond, who had become a wealthy citizen of America, at length held out the prospect of coming to profit by her hospitable attentions amongst that circle of friends with whom she and her sister had surrounded themselves in so interesting a part of England.

M. Simond had been a French emigrant; not, I believe, so far connected with the privileged orders of his country, or with any political party, as to be absolutely forced out of France by danger or by panic; but he had shared in the feelings of those who were. Revolutionary France, in the anarchy of the transition state, and still heaving to and fro with the subsiding shocks of the great earthquake, did not suit him: there was neither the polish which he sought in its manners, nor the security which he sought in its institutions. England he did not love; but yet, if not England, some country which had grown up from English foundations was the country for him; and, as he augured no rest for France through some generations to come, but an endless succession of revolution to revolution, anarchy to anarchy, he judged it best that, having expatriated himself and lost one country, he should solemnly adopt another. Accordingly he became an American citizen. English he already spoke with propriety and fluency. And, finally, he cemented his English connexions by marrying an English lady, the niece of John Wilkes. “What John Wilkes?” asked a lady, one of a dinner-party at Calgarth (the house of Dr. Watson, the celebrated Bishop of Llandaff, upon the banks of Windermere).—”What John Wilkes?” re-echoed the Bishop, with a vehement intonation of scorn; “What John Wilkes, indeed! as if there was ever more than one John Wilkes — fama super æthera notus!”—”O, my Lord, I beg your pardon,” said an old lady, nearly connected with the Bishop, “there were two; I knew one of them: he was a little, ill-looking man, and he kept the Blue Boar at —— .”—”At Flamborough Head!” roared the Bishop, with a savage expression of disgust. The old lady, suspecting that some screw was loose in the matter, thought it prudent to drop the contest; but she murmured, sotto voce, “No, not at Flamborough Head, but at Market Drayton.” Madame Simond, then, was the niece, not of the ill-looking host of the Blue Boar, but of the Wilkes so memorably connected with the parvanimities of the English government at one period; with the casuistry of our English constitution, by the questions raised in his person as to the effects of expulsion from the House of Commons, &c. &c.; and, finally, with the history of English jurisprudence, by his intrepidity on the matter of general warrants. M. Simond’s party, when at length it arrived, consisted of two persons besides himself, viz. his wife, the niece of Wilkes, and a young lady of eighteen, standing in the relation of grand-niece to the same memorable person. This young lady, highly pleasing in her person, on quitting the lake district, went northwards with her party, to Edinburgh, and there became acquainted with Mr. Francis Jeffrey, the present Lord Jeffrey , who naturally enough fell in love with her, followed her across the Atlantic, and in Charleston, I believe, received the honour of her hand in marriage.

I, as one of Mrs. Millar’s friends, put in my claim to entertain her American party in my turn. One long summer’s day, they all came over to my cottage in Grasmere; and, as it became my duty to do the honours of our vale to the strangers, I thought that I could not discharge the duty in a way more likely to interest them all than by conducting them through Grasmere into the little inner chamber of Easedale, and there, within sight of the solitary cottage, Blentarn Ghyll, telling them the story of the Greens; because, in this way, I had an opportunity, at the same time, of showing the scenery from some of the best points, and of opening to them a few glimpses of the character and customs which distinguish this section of the English yeomanry from others. The story did certainly interest them all; and thus far I succeeded in my duties as Cicerone and Amphytrion of the day. But, throughout the rest of our long morning’s ramble, I remember that accident, or, possibly the politeness of M. Simond, and his French sympathy with a young man’s natural desire to stand well in the eyes of a handsome young woman, so ordered it that I had constantly the honour of being Miss Wilkes’s immediate companion, as the narrowness of the path pretty generally threw us into ranks of two and two. Having, therefore, through so many hours, the opportunity of an exclusive conversation with this young lady, it would have been my own fault had I failed to carry off an impression of her great good sense, as well as her amiable and spirited character. Certainly I did mon possible to entertain her, both on her own account and as the visitor of my Scottish friends. But, in the midst of all my efforts, I had the mortification to feel that I was rowing against the stream; that there was a silent body of prepossession against the whole camp of the lakers, which nothing could unsettle. Miss Wilkes naturally looked up, with some feelings of respect, to M. Simond, who, by his marriage with her aunt, had become her own guardian and protector. Now, M. Simond, of all the men in the world, was the last who could have appreciated an English poet. He had, to begin with, a French inaptitude for apprehending poetry at all: any poetry, that is, which transcends manners and the interests of social life. Then, unfortunately, not merely through what he had not, but equally through what he had, this cleverish Frenchman was, by whole diameters of the earth, remote from the station at which he could comprehend Wordsworth. He was a thorough, knowing man of the world, keen, sharp as a razor, and valuing nothing but the tangible and the ponderable. He had a smattering of mechanics, of physiology, geology, mineralogy, and all other ologies whatsoever; he had, besides, at his fingers’ ends, a huge body of statistical facts — how many people did live, could live, ought to live, in each particular district of each manufacturing county; how many old women of eighty-three there ought to be to so many little children of one; how many murders ought to be committed in a month by each town of five thousand souls; and so on ad infinitum. And to such a thin shred had his old French politeness been worn down by American attrition, that his thin lips could with much ado contrive to disguise his contempt for those who failed to meet him exactly upon his own field, with exactly his own quality of knowledge. Yet, after all, it was but a little case of knowledge, that he had packed up neatly for a make-shift; just what corresponds to the little assortment of razors, tooth-brushes, nail-brushes, hair-brushes, cork-screw, gimlet, &c. &c., which one carries in one’s trunk, in a red Morocco case, to meet the casualties of a journey. The more one was indignant at being the object of such a man’s contempt, the more heartily did one disdain his disdain, and recalcitrate his kicks.

On the single day which Mrs. Millar could spare for Grasmere, I had taken care to ask Wordsworth amongst those who were to meet the party. Wordsworth came; but, by instinct, he and Monsieur Simond knew and recoiled from each other. They met, they saw, they inter-despised. Wordsworth, on his side, seemed so heartily to despise M. Simond that he did not stir or make an effort to right himself under any misapprehension of the Frenchman, but coolly acquiesced in any and every inference which he might be pleased to draw; whilst M. Simond, double-charged with contempt from The Edinburgh Review, and from the report (I cannot doubt) of his present hostess, manifestly thought Wordsworth too abject almost for the trouble of too openly disdaining him. More than one of us could have done justice on this malefactor by meeting M. Simond on his own ground, and taking the conceit out of him most thoroughly. I was one of those; for I had the very knowledge, or some of it, that he most paraded. But one of us was lazy; another thought it not tanti; and I, for my part, in my own house, could not move upon such a service. And in those days, moreover, when as yet I loved Wordsworth not less than I venerated him, a success that would have made him suffer in any man’s opinion by comparison with myself would have been painful to my feelings. Never did party meet more exquisitely ill-assorted; never did party separate with more exquisite and cordial disgust in its principal members towards each other. I mention the case at all, in order to illustrate the abject condition of worldly opinion in which Wordsworth then lived. Perhaps his ill fame was just then in its meridian; for M. Simond, soon after, published his English Tour in two octavo volumes; and, of course, he goes over his residence at the Lakes; yet it is a strong fact that, according to my remembrance, he does not vouchsafe to mention such a person as Wordsworth.

One anecdote, before parting with these ladies, I will mention, as received from Miss Cullen on her personal knowledge of the fact. There are stories current which resemble this, but wanting that immediate guarantee for their accuracy which, in this case, I at least was obliged to admit, in the attestation of so perfectly veracious a reporter as this excellent lady. A female friend of her own, a person of family and consideration, being on the eve of undertaking a visit to a remote part of the kingdom, dreamed that, on reaching the end of her journey, and drawing up to the steps of the door, a footman, with a very marked and forbidding expression of countenance, his complexion pale and bloodless, and his manners sullen, presented himself to let down the steps of her carriage. This same man, at a subsequent point of her dream, appeared to be stealing up a private staircase, with some murderous instruments in his hands, towards a bed-room door. This dream was repeated, I think, twice. Some time after, the lady, accompanied by a grown-up daughter, accomplished her journey. Great was the shock which awaited her on reaching her friend’s house: a servant corresponding in all points to the shadowy outline of her dream, equally bloodless in complexion, and equally gloomy in manner, appeared at her carriage door. The issue of the story was that upon a particular night, after a stay of some length, the lady grew unaccountably nervous; resisted her feelings for some time; but at length, at the entreaty of her daughter, who slept in the same room, suffered some communication of the case to be made to a gentleman resident in the house, who had not yet retired to rest. This gentleman, struck by the dream, and still more on recalling to mind some suspicious preparations, as if for a hasty departure, in which he had detected the servant, waited in concealment until three o’clock in the morning — at which time, hearing a stealthy step moving up the staircase, he issued with firearms, and met the man at the lady’s door, so equipped as to leave no doubt of his intentions; which possibly contemplated only robbing of the lady’s jewels, but possibly also murder in a case of extremity. There are other stories with some of the same circumstances; and, in particular, I remember one very like it in Dr. Abercrombie’s “Inquiries Concerning the Intellectual Powers” , p. 283. But in this version of Dr. Abercrombie’s (supposing it another version of the same story) the striking circumstance of anticipating the servant’s features is omitted; and in no version, except this of Miss Cullen’s, have I heard the names mentioned both of the parties to the affair, and also of the place at which it occurred.




CHAPTER VIII. SOCIETY OF THE LAKES: CHARLES LLOYD
 

Immediately below the little village of Clappersgate, in which the Scottish ladies resided — Mrs. Millar and Mrs. Cullen — runs the wild mountain river called the Brathay, which, descending from Langdale Head, and soon after becoming confluent with the Rothay (a brook-like stream that comes originally from Easedale, and takes its course through the two lakes of Grasmere and Rydal), finally composes a considerable body of water, that flows along, deep, calm, and steady — no longer brawling, bubbling, tumultuous — into the splendid lake of Windermere, the largest of our English waters, or, if not, at least the longest, and of the most extensive circuit. Close to this little river, Brathay, on the farther side as regards Clappersgate (and what, though actually part and parcel of a district that is severed by the sea, or by Westmoreland, from Lancashire proper, is yet, from some old legal usage, denominated the Lancashire side of the Brathay), stands a modest family mansion, called Low Brathay, by way of distinction from another and a larger mansion, about a quarter of a mile beyond it, which, standing upon a little eminence, is called High Brathay.

In this house of Low Brathay lived, and continued to live, for many years (in fact, until misery, in its sharpest form, drove him from his hearth and his household happiness), Charles L —— the younger; — on his own account, and for his personal qualities, worthy of a separate notice in any biography, howsoever sparing in its digressions; but, viewed in reference to his fortunes, amongst the most interesting men I have known. Never do I reflect upon his hard fate, and the bitter though mysterious persecution of body which pursued him, dogged him, and thickened as life advanced, but I feel gratitude to Heaven for my own exemption from suffering in that particular form; and, in the midst of afflictions, of which two or three have been most hard to bear, — because not unmingled with pangs of remorse for the share which I myself may have had in causing them, — still, by comparison with the lot of Charles Lloyd, I acknowledge my own to have been happy and serene. Already, on my first hasty visit to Grasmere in 1807, I found Charles Lloyd settled with his family at Brathay, and a resident there, I believe, of some standing. It was on a wet gloomy evening; and Miss Wordsworth and I were returning from an excursion to Esthwaite Water, when, suddenly, in the midst of blinding rain, without previous notice, she said — Pray, let us call for a few minutes at this house. A garden gate led us into a little shrubbery, chiefly composed of lawns, beautifully kept, through which ran a gravel road, just wide enough to admit a single carriage. A minute or so saw us housed in a small comfortable drawing-room, but with no signs of living creatures near it; and, from the accident of double doors, all covered with baize, being scattered about the house, the whole mansion seemed the palace of silence, though populous, I understood, with children. In no long time appeared Mr. Lloyd, soon followed by his youthful wife, both radiant with kindness; and it may be supposed that we were not suffered to depart for some hours. I call Mrs. Lloyd youthful; and so I might call her husband; for both were youthful, considered as the parents of a numerous family, six or seven children then living — Charles Lloyd himself not being certainly more than twenty-seven, and his “Sophia” perhaps not twenty-five.

On that short visit I saw enough to interest me in both; and, two years after, when I became myself a permanent resident in Grasmere, the connexion between us became close and intimate. My cottage stood just five miles from Brathay; and there were two mountain roads which shortened the space between us, though not the time nor the toil. But, notwithstanding this distance, often and often, upon the darkest nights, for many years, I used to go over about nine o’clock, or an hour later, and sit with him till one. Mrs. Lloyd was simply an amiable young woman, of pleasing person, perfectly well principled, and, as a wife and mother, not surpassed by anybody I have known in either of those characters. In figure she somewhat resembled the ever memorable and most excellent Mrs. Jordan; she was exactly of the middle height and having that slight degree of embonpoint, even in youth, which never through life diminishes or increases. Her complexion may be imagined from the circumstance of her hair being tinged with a slight and not unpleasing shade of red. Finally, in manners she was remarkably self-possessed, free from all awkward embarrassment, and (to an extent which some people would wonder at in one who had been brought up, I believe, wholly in a great commercial town) perfectly lady-like. So much description is due to one who, though no authoress, and never making the slightest pretension to talents, was too much connected subsequently with the lakers to be passed over in a review of their community. Ah! gentle lady! your head, after struggling through many a year with strange calamities, has found rest at length; but not in English ground, or amongst the mountains which you loved: at Versailles it is, and perhaps within a stone’s throw of that Mrs. Jordan whom in so many things you resembled, and most of all in the misery which settled upon your latter years. There you lie, and for ever, whose blooming matronly figure rises up to me at this moment from a depth of thirty years! and your children scattered into all lands!

But for Charles Lloyd: he, by his literary works, is so far known to the public, that, on his own account, he merits some separate notice. His poems do not place him in the class of powerful poets; they are loosely conceived — faultily even at times — and not finished in the execution. But they have a real and a mournful merit under one aspect, which might be so presented to the general reader as to win a peculiar interest for many of them, and for some a permanent place in any judicious thesaurus — such as we may some day hope to see drawn off, and carefully filtered, from the enormous mass of poetry produced since the awakening era of the French Revolution. This aspect is founded on the relation which they bear to the real events and the unexaggerated afflictions of his own life. The feelings which he attempts to express were not assumed for effect, nor drawn by suggestion from others, and then transplanted into some ideal experience of his own. They do not belong to the mimetic poetry so extensively cultivated; but they were true solitary sighs, wrung from his own meditative heart by excess of suffering, and by the yearning after old scenes and household faces of an impassioned memory, brooding over vanished happiness, and cleaving to those early times when life wore even for his eyes the golden light of Paradise. But he had other and higher accomplishments of intellect than he showed in his verses, as I shall presently explain; and of a nature which make it difficult to bring them adequately within the reader’s apprehension.

Meantime, I will sketch an outline of poor Lloyd’s history, so far as I can pretend to know it. He was the son, and probably his calamitous life originally dated from his being the son, of Quaker parents. It was said, indeed, by himself as well as others, that the mysterious malady which haunted him had been derived from an ancestress in the maternal line; and this may have been true; and, for all that, it may also be true that Quaker habits were originally answerable for this legacy of woe. It is sufficiently well known that, in the training of their young people, the Society of Friends make it a point of conscience to apply severe checks to all open manifestations of natural feeling, or of exuberant spirits. Not the passions — they are beyond their control — but the expression of those passions by any natural language; this they lay under the heaviest restraint; and, in many cases, it is possible that such a system of thwarting nature may do no great mischief; just as we see the American Indians, in moulding the plastic skulls of their infants into capricious shapes, do not, after all, much disturb the ordinary course of nature, nor produce the idiots we might have expected. But, then, the reason why such tampering may often terminate in slight results is, because often there is not much to tamper with; the machinery is so slight, and the total range within which it plays is perhaps so narrow, that the difference between its normal action and its widest deviation may, after all, be practically unimportant. For there are many men and women of whom I have already said, borrowing the model of the word from Hartley, that they have not so much passions as passiuncles. These, however, are in one extreme; and others there are and will be, in every class, and under every disadvantage, who are destined to illustrate the very opposite extreme. Great passions — passions pointing to the paths of love, of ambition, of glory, martial or literary — these in men — and in women, again, these, either in some direct shape, or taking the form of intense sympathy with the same passions as moving amongst contemporary men — will gleam out fitfully amongst the placid children of Fox and Penn, not less than amongst us who profess no war with the nobler impulses of our nature. And, perhaps, according to the Grecian doctrine of antiperistasis, strong untameable passions are more likely to arise even in consequence of the counteraction. Deep passions undoubtedly lie in the blood and constitution of Englishmen; and Quakers, after all, do not, by being such, cease, therefore, to be Englishmen.

It is, I have said, sufficiently well known that the Quakers make it a point of their moral economy to lay the severest restraints upon all ebullitions of feeling. Whatever may be the nature of the feeling, whatever its strength, utter itself by word or by gesture it must not; smoulder it may, but it must not break into a flame. This is known; but it is not equally known that this unnatural restraint, falling into collision with two forces at once, the force of passion and of youth, not uncommonly records its own injurious tendencies, and publishes the rebellious movements of nature, by distinct and anomalous diseases. And further, I have been assured, upon most excellent authority, that these diseases, strange and elaborate affections of the nervous system, are found exclusively amongst the young men and women of the Quaker society; that they are known and understood exclusively amongst physicians who have practised in great towns having a large Quaker population, such as Birmingham; that they assume a new type, and a more inveterate character, in the second or third generation, to whom this fatal inheritance is often transmitted; and finally, that, if this class of nervous derangements does not increase so much as to attract public attention, it is simply because the community itself — the Quaker body — does not increase, but, on the contrary, is rather on the wane.

From a progenitrix, then, no matter in what generation, C. Lloyd inherited that awful malady which withered his own happiness, root and branch, gathering strength from year to year. His father was a banker, and, I presume, wealthy, from the ample allowance which he always made to his son Charles. Charles, it is true, had the rights of primogeniture — which, however, in a commercial family, are not considerable — but, at the same time, though eldest, he was eldest of seventeen or eighteen brothers and sisters, and of these I believe that some round dozen or so were living at the time when I first came to know him. He had been educated in the bosom of Quaker society; his own parents, with most of their friends, were Quakers; and, even of his own generation, all the young women continued Quakers. Naturally, therefore, as a boy, he also was obliged to conform to the Quaker ritual. But this ritual presses with great inequality upon the two sexes; in so far, at least, as regards dress. The distinctions of dress which announce the female Quaker are all in her favour. In a nation eminent for personal purity, and where it should seem beforehand impossible for any woman to create a pre-eminence for herself in that respect, so it is, however, that the female Quaker, by her dress, seems even purer than other women, and consecrated to a service of purity; earthly soil or taint, even the sullying breath of mortality, seems as if kept aloof from her person — forcibly held in repulsion by some protecting sanctity. This transcendent purity, and a nun-like gentleness, self-respect, and sequestration from the world — these are all that her peculiarity of dress expresses; and surely this “all” is quite enough to win every man’s favourable feelings towards her, and something even like homage. But, with the male Quaker, how different is the case! His dress — originally not remarkable by its shape, but solely by its colour and want of ornament, so peculiar has it become in a lapse of nearly two centuries — seems expressly devised to point him out to ridicule. In some towns, it is true, such as Birmingham and Kendal, the public eye is so familiar with this costume, that in them it excites no feeling whatever more than the professional costume of butchers, bakers, grooms, &c. But in towns not commercial — towns of luxury and parade — a Quaker is exposed to most mortifying trials of his self-esteem. It has happened that I have followed a young man of this order for a quarter of a mile, in Bath, or in one of the fashionable streets of London, on a summer evening, when numerous servants were lounging on the steps of the front door, or at the area gates; and I have seen him run the gauntlet of grim smiles from the men, and heard him run the gauntlet of that sound — the worst which heaven has in its artillery of scorn against the peace of poor man — the half-suppressed titter of the women. Laughing outright is bad, but still that may be construed into a determinate insult that studiously avows more contempt than is really felt; but tittering is hell itself; for it seems mere nature, and absolute truth, that extort this expression of contempt in spite of every effort to suppress it.

Some such expression it was that drove Charles Lloyd into an early apostasy from his sect: early it must have been, for he went at the usual age of eighteen to Cambridge, and there, as a Quaker, he could not have been received. He, indeed, of all men, was the least fitted to contend with the world’s scorn, for he had no great fortitude of mind; his vocation was not to martyrdom, and he was cursed with the most exquisite sensibility. This sensibility, indeed, it was, and not so properly any determinate passion, which had been the scourge of his ancestors. There was something that appeared effeminate about it; and which, accordingly, used to provoke the ridicule of Wordsworth, whose character, in all its features, wore a masculine and Roman harshness. But, in fact, when you came to know Charles Lloyd, there was, even in this slight tinge of effeminacy, something which conciliated your pity by the feeling that it impressed you with, of being part of his disease. His sensibility was eminently Rousseauish — that is, it was physico-moral; now pointing to appetites that would have mastered him had he been less intellectual and governed by a less exalted standard of moral perceptions; now pointing to fine aerial speculations, subtle as a gossamer, and apparently calculated to lead him off into abstractions even too remote from flesh and blood.

During the Cambridge vacation, or, it might be, even before he went to Cambridge — and my reason for thinking so is because both, I believe, belonged to the same town, if it could not be said of them as of Pyramus and Thisbe, that “contiguas habuere domos” — he fell desperately in love with Miss Sophia P —— n. Who she was I never heard — that is, what were her connexions; but I presume that she must have been of an opulent family, because Mrs. P —— n, the mother of Mrs. Lloyd, occasionally paid a visit to her daughter at the lakes, and then she brought with her a handsomely-appointed equipage, as to horses and servants. This I have reason to remember from the fact of herself and her daughter frequently coming over on summer evenings to drink tea with me, and the affront (as I then thought it) which Wordsworth fastened upon me in connexion with one of those visits. One evening, * * * * * A pang of wrath gathered at my heart. Yet why? One moment, I felt, indeed, that it was not gentlemanly to interfere with the privileges of any man standing in the situation which I then occupied, of host; but still I should not have regarded it, except from its connexion with a case I recollected in a previous year. One fine summer day, we were walking together — Wordsworth, myself, and Southey. Southey had been making earnest inquiries about poor Lloyd, just then in the crisis of some severe illness, and Wordsworth’s answer had been partly lost to me. I put a question upon it, when, to my surprise (my wrath internally, but also to my special amusement), he replied that, in fact, what he had said was a matter of some delicacy, and not quite proper to be communicated except to near friends of the family. This to me! — O ye gods! — to me, who knew by many a hundred conversations how disagreeable Wordsworth was both to Charles Lloyd and to his wife; whilst, on the other hand — not by words only, but by deeds, and by the most delicate acts of confidential favour — I knew that Mr. Wilson (Professor Wilson) and myself had been selected as friends in cases which were not so much as named to Wordsworth. The arrogance of Wordsworth was well illustrated in this case of the Lloyds.
 

But to resume Lloyd’s history. Being so desperately in love with Miss P —— n, and his parents being rich, why should he not have married her? Why, I know not. But some great obstacles arose; and, I presume, on the side of Miss P —— n’s friends; for, actually, it became necessary to steal her away; and the person in whom Lloyd confided for this delicate service was no other than Southey. A better choice he could not have made. Had the lady been Helen of Greece, Southey would not have had a thought but for the honour and interests of his confiding friend.

Having thus, by proxy, run away with his young wife, and married her, Lloyd brought her to Cambridge. It is a novel thing in Cambridge, though not altogether unprecedented, for a student to live there with a wife. This novelty Lloyd exhibited to the University for some time; but then, finding the situation not perfectly agreeable to the delicate sensibilities of his young wife, Lloyd removed, first, I think, to Penrith; and, after some changes, he settled down at Brathay, from which, so long as he stayed on English ground — that is, for about fifteen or sixteen years — he never moved. When I first crossed his path at the Lakes, he was in the zenith of the brief happiness that was granted to him on earth. He stood in the very centre of earthly pleasures; and, that his advantages may be easily estimated, I will describe both himself and his situation.

First, then, as to his person: he was tall and somewhat clumsy — not intellectual so much as benign and conciliatory in his expression of face. His features were not striking, but they expressed great goodness of heart; and latterly wore a deprecatory expression that was peculiarly touching to those who knew its cause. His manners were free from all modes of vulgarity; and where he acquired his knowledge I know not (for I never heard him claim any connexion with people of rank), but a knowledge he certainly had of all the conventional usages amongst the higher circles, and of those purely arbitrary customs which mere good sense and native elegance of manner are not, of themselves, sufficient to teach. Some of these he might have learned from the family of the Bishop of Llandaff; for with the ladies of that family he was intimate, especially with the eldest daughter, who was an accomplished student in that very department of literature which Lloyd himself most cultivated, viz. all that class of works which deal in the analysis of human passions, or attempt to exhibit the development of human character, in relation to sexual attachments, when placed in trying circumstances. Lloyd corresponded with Miss Watson in French; the letters, on both sides, being full of spirit and originality; the subjects generally drawn from Rousseau’s “Heloise” or his “Confessions,” from “Corinne,” from “Delphine,” or some other work of Madame de Stael. For such disquisitions Lloyd had a real and a powerful genius. It was really a delightful luxury to hear him giving free scope to his powers for investigating subtle combinations of character; for distinguishing all the shades and affinities of some presiding qualities, disentangling their intricacies, and balancing, antithetically, one combination of qualities against another. Take, for instance, any well-known character from the drama, and pique Lloyd’s delicate perception of differences by affecting to think it identical with some other character of the same class — instantly, in his anxiety to mark out the features of dissimilitude, he would hurry into an impromptu analysis of each character separately, with an eloquence, with a keenness of distinction, and a felicity of phrase, which were perfectly admirable. This display of familiarity with life and human nature, in all its masqueradings, was sometimes truly splendid. But two things were remarkable in these displays. One was, that the splendour was quite hidden from himself, and unperceived amidst the effort of mind, and oftentimes severe struggles, in attempting to do himself justice, both as respected the thoughts and the difficult task of clothing them in adequate words; he was as free from vanity, or even from complacency in reviewing what he had effected, as it is possible for a human creature to be. He thought, indeed, slightly of his own power; and, which was even a stronger barrier against vanity, his displays of this kind were always effective in proportion to his unhappiness; for unhappiness it was, and the restlessness of internal irritation, that chiefly drove him to exertions of his intellect; else, and when free from this sort of excitement, he tended to the quiescent state of a listener; for he thought everybody better than himself. The other point remarkable in these displays was (and most unfavourable, of course, it proved to his obtaining the reputation they merited), that he could succeed in them only before confidential friends, those on whom he could rely for harbouring no shade of ridicule towards himself or his theme. Let but one person enter the room of whose sympathy he did not feel secure, and his powers forsook him as suddenly as the buoyancy of a bird that has received a mortal shot in its wing. Accordingly, it is a fact that neither Wordsworth nor Coleridge ever suspected the amount of power which was latent in Lloyd; for he firmly believed that both of them despised him. Mrs. Lloyd thought the same thing. Often and often she has said to me, smiling in a mournful way—”I know too well that both Wordsworth and Coleridge entertain a profound contempt for my poor Charles.” And, when I combated this notion, declaring that, although they might (and probably did) hold very cheap such writers as Rousseau and Madame de Stael, and, consequently, could not approve of studies directed so exclusively to their works, or to works of the same class, still that was not sufficient to warrant them in undervaluing the powers which Mr. Lloyd applied to such studies. To this, or similar arguments, she would reply by simply shaking her head, and then sink into silence.

But the time was fast approaching when all pains of this kind, from supercilious or well-founded disparagement, were to be swallowed up in more awful considerations and fears. The transition was not a long one from the state of prosperity in which I found Lloyd about 1807-10 to the utter overthrow of his happiness, and, for his friends, the overthrow of all hopes on his behalf. In the three years I have assigned, his situation seemed luxuriously happy, as regarded the external elements of happiness. He had, without effort of his own, an income, most punctually remitted from his father, of from £1500 to £1800 per annum. This income was entirely resigned to the management of his prudent and excellent wife; and, as his own personal expenses, separate from those of his family, were absolutely none at all, except for books, she applied the whole either to the education of her children, or to the accumulation of all such elegances of life about their easy unpretending mansion as might soothe her husband’s nervous irritations, or might cheer his drooping spirits with as much variety of pleasure as a mountainous seclusion allowed. The establishment of servants was usually limited to six — one only being a man-servant — but these were well chosen: and one or two were confidential servants, tried by long experience. Rents are always low in the country for unfurnished houses; and, even for the country, Low Brathay was a cheap house; but it contained everything for comfort, nothing at all for splendour. Consequently, a very large part of their income was disposable for purposes of hospitality; and, when I first knew them, Low Brathay was distinguished above every other house at the head of Windermere, or within ten miles of that neighbourhood, by the judicious assortment of its dinner parties, and the gaiety of its soirées dansantes. These parties were never crowded; poor Lloyd rarely danced himself; but it gladdened his benevolent heart to see the young and blooming floating through the mazes of the dances then fashionable, whilst he sat by, looking on, at times, with pleasure from his sympathy with the pleasure of others; at times pursuing some animated discussion with a literary friend; at times lapsing into profound reverie. At some of these dances it was that I first saw Wilson of Elleray (Professor Wilson), in circumstances of animation, and buoyant with youthful spirits, under the excitement of lights, wine, and, above all, of female company. He, by the way, was the best male dancer (not professional) I have ever seen; and this advantage he owed entirely to the extraordinary strength of his foot in all its parts, to its peculiarly happy conformation, and to the accuracy of his ear; for, as to instruction, I have often understood from his family that he never had any. Here also danced the future wife of Professor Wilson, Miss Jane P —— , at that time the leading belle of the Lake country. But, perhaps, the most interesting person in those parties, from the peculiarity of her situation, was Mrs. Lloyd herself, still young, and, indeed, not apparently exceeding in years most of her unmarried visitors; still dancing and moving through cotillons, or country dances, as elegantly and as lightly as the youngest of the company; still framing her countenance to that expression of cheerfulness which hospitality required; but stealing for ever troubled glances to the sofa, or the recess, where her husband had reclined himself, dark foreboding looks, that saw but too truly the coming darkness which was soon to swallow up every vestige of this festal pleasure. She looked upon herself and her children too clearly as a doomed household; and such, in some sense, they were. And, doubtless, to poor Lloyd himself, it must a thousandfold have aggravated his sufferings — that he could trace, with a steady eye, the continual growth of that hideous malady which was stealing over the else untroubled azure of his life, and with inaudible foot was hastening onwards for ever to that night in which no man can work, and in which no man can hope.

It was so painful to Charles Lloyd, naturally, to talk much about his bodily sufferings, and it would evidently have been so unfeeling in one who had no medical counsels to offer, if, for the mere gratification of his curiosity, he had asked for any circumstantial account of its nature or symptoms, that I am at this moment almost as much at a loss to understand what was the mode of suffering which it produced, how it operated, and through what organs, as any of my readers can be. All that I know is this: — For several years — six or seven, suppose — the disease expressed itself by intense anguish of irritation; not an irritation that gnawed at any one local spot, but diffused itself; sometimes causing a determination of blood to the head, then shaping itself in a general sense of plethoric congestion in the blood-vessels, then again remoulding itself into a restlessness that became insupportable; preying upon the spirits and the fortitude, and finding no permanent relief or periodic interval of rest, night or day. Sometimes Lloyd used robust exercise, riding on horseback as fast as he could urge the horse forward; sometimes, for many weeks together, he walked for twenty miles, or even more, at a time; sometimes (this was in the earlier stages of the case) he took large doses of ether; sometimes he used opium, and, I believe, in very large quantities; and I understood him to say that, for a time, it subdued the excess of irritability, and the agonizing accumulation of spasmodic strength which he felt for ever growing upon him, and, as it were, upon the very surface of his whole body. But all remedies availed him nothing; and once he said to me, when we were out upon the hills—”Ay, that landscape below, with its quiet cottage, looks lovely, I dare say, to you: as for me, I see it, but I feel it not at all; for, if I begin to think of the happiness, and its various modes which, no doubt, belong to the various occupants, according to their ages and hopes, then I could begin to feel it; but it would be a painful effort to me; and the worst of all would be when I had felt it; for that would so sharpen the prospect before me, that just such happiness, which naturally ought to be mine, is soon on the point of slipping away from me for ever.” Afterwards he told me that his situation internally was always this: it seemed to him as if on some distant road he heard a dull trampling sound, and that he knew it, by a misgiving, to be the sound of some man, or party of men, continually advancing slowly, continually threatening, or continually accusing him; that all the various artifices which he practised for cheating himself into comfort, or beguiling his sad forebodings, were, in fact, but like so many furious attempts, by drum and trumpets, or even by artillery, to drown the distant noise of his enemies; that, every now and then, mere curiosity, or rather breathless anxiety, caused him to hush the artificial din, and to put himself into the attitude of listening again; when, again and again, and so he was sure it would still be, he caught the sullen and accursed sound, trampling and voices of men, or whatever it were, still steadily advancing, though still perhaps at a great distance. It was too evident that derangement of the intellect, in some shape, was coming on; because slight and transient fits of aberration from his perfect mind had already, at intervals, overtaken him; flying showers, from the skirts of the clouds, that precede and announce the main storm. This was the anguish of his situation, that, for years, he saw before him what was on the road to overwhelm his faculties and his happiness. Still his fortitude did not wholly forsake him, and, in fact, proved to be far greater than I or others had given him credit for possessing. Once only he burst suddenly into tears, on hearing the innocent voices of his own children laughing, and of one especially who was a favourite; and he told me that sometimes, when this little child took his hand and led him passively about the garden, he had a feeling that prompted him (however weak and foolish it seemed) to call upon this child for protection; and that it seemed to him as if he might still escape, could he but surround himself only with children. No doubt this feeling arose out of his sense that a confusion was stealing over his thoughts, and that men would soon find this out to be madness, and would deal with him accordingly; whereas children, as long as he did them no harm, would see no reason for shutting him up from his own fireside, and from the human face divine.

It would be too painful to pursue the unhappy case through all its stages. For a long time, the derangement of poor Lloyd’s mind was but partial and fluctuating; and it was the opinion of Professor Wilson, from what he had observed, that it was possible to recall him to himself by firmly opposing his delusions. He certainly, on his own part, did whatever he could to wean his thoughts from gloomy contemplation, by pre-occupying them with cheerful studies, and such as might call out his faculties. He translated the whole of Alfieri’s dramas, and published his translation. He wrote and printed (but did not publish) a novel in two volumes; my copy of which he soon after begged back again so beseechingly that I yielded; and so, I believe, did all his other friends: in which case no copy may now exist. All, however, availed him not; the crisis so long dreaded arrived. He was taken away to a lunatic asylum; and, for some long time, he was lost to me as to the rest of the world. The first memorial I had of him was a gentleman, with his hair in disorder, rushing into my cottage at Grasmere, throwing his arms about my neck, and bursting into stormy weeping — it was poor Lloyd!

Yes, it was indeed poor Lloyd, a fugitive from a madhouse, and throwing himself for security upon the honour and affection of one whom, with good reason, he supposed confidentially attached to him. Could there be a situation so full of interest or perplexity? Should any ill happen to himself, or to another, through his present enlargement — should he take any fit of vindictive malice against any person whom he might view as an accomplice in the plans against his own freedom — and probably many persons in the neighbourhood, medical and non-medical, stood liable to such a suspicion — upon me, I felt, as the abettor of his evasion, would all the blame settle. And unfortunately we had, in the recent records of this very vale, a most awful lesson, and still fresh in everybody’s remembrance, of the danger connected with this sort of criminal connivance, or passive participation in the purposes of maniacal malignity. A man, named Watson, had often and for years threatened to kill his aged and inoffensive mother. His threats, partly from their own monstrosity, and from the habit of hearing him for years repeating them without any serious attempt to give them effect — partly also from an unwillingness to aggravate the suffering of the poor lunatic, by translating him out of a mountaineer’s liberty into the gloomy confinement of an hospital — were treated with neglect; and at length, after years of disregarded menace, and direct forewarning to the parish authorities, he took an opportunity (which indeed was rarely wanting to him) of killing the poor gray-headed woman by her own fireside. This case I had before my mind; and it was the more entitled to have weight with me when connected with the altered temper of Lloyd, who now, for the first time in his life, had dropped his gentle and remarkably quiet demeanour, for a tone, savage and ferocious, towards more than one individual. This tone, however, lurked under a mask, and did not come forward, except by fits and starts, for the present. Indeed his whole manner wore the appearance of studied dissimulation, from the moment when he perceived that I was not alone. In the interval of years since I had last seen him (which might have been in 1816) my own marriage had taken place; accordingly, on turning round and seeing a young woman seated at the tea-table, where heretofore he had been so sure of finding me alone, he seemed shocked at the depth of emotion which he had betrayed before a stranger, and anxious to reinstate himself in his own self-respect, by assuming a tone of carelessness and indifference. No person in the world could feel more profoundly on his account than the young stranger before him, who in fact was not a stranger to his situation and the excess of his misery. But this he could not know; and it was not, therefore, until we found ourselves alone, that he could be prevailed upon to speak of himself, or of the awful circumstances surrounding him, unless in terms of most unsuitable levity.

One thing I resolved, at any rate, to make the rule of my conduct towards this unhappy friend, viz. to deal frankly with him, and in no case to make myself a party to any plot upon his personal freedom. Retaken I knew he would be, but not through me; even a murderer in such a case (i.e. the case of having thrown himself upon my good faith) I would not betray. I drew from him an account of the immediate facts in his late escape, and his own acknowledgment that even now the pursuit must be close at hand; probably, that his recaptors were within a few hours’ distance of Grasmere; that he would be easily traced. That my cottage furnished no means of concealment, he knew too well; still in these respects he was not worse off in Grasmere than elsewhere; and, at any rate, it might save him from immediate renewal of his agitation, and might procure for him one night of luxurious rest and relaxation, by means of conversation with a friend, if he would make up his mind to stay with us until his pursuers should appear; and them I could easily contrive to delay, for at least one day and night, by throwing false information in their way, such as would send them on to Keswick at least, if not to Whitehaven, through the collusion of the very few persons who could have seen him enter my door. My plan was simple and feasible: but, somehow or other, and, I believe, chiefly because he did not find me alone, nothing I could say had any weight with him; nor would he be persuaded to stay longer than for a little tea. Staying so short a time, he found it difficult to account for having ever come. But it was too evidently useless to argue the point with him; for he was altered, and had become obstinate and intractable. I prepared, therefore, to gratify him according to his own plan, by bearing him company on the road to Ambleside, and (as he said) to Brathay. We set off on foot: the distance to Ambleside is about three and a half miles; and one-third of this distance brought us to an open plain on the margin of Rydalmere, where the road lies entirely open to the water. This lake is unusually shallow, by comparison with all its neighbours; but, at the point I speak of, it takes (especially when seen under any mode of imperfect light) the appearance of being gloomily deep: two islands of exquisite beauty, but strongly discriminated in character, and a sort of recess or bay in the opposite shore, across which the shadows of the hilly margin stretch with great breadth and solemnity of effect to the very centre of the lake, — together with the very solitary character of the entire valley, on which (excluding the little hamlet in its very gorge or entrance) there is not more than one single house, — combine to make the scene as impressive by night as any in the Lake country. At this point it was that my poor friend paused to converse, and, as it seemed, to take his leave, with an air of peculiar sadness, as if he had foreseen (what in fact proved to be the truth) that we now saw each other for the final time. The spot seemed favourable to confidential talk; and here, therefore, he proceeded to make his heart-rending communication: here he told me rapidly the tale of his sufferings, and, what oppressed his mind far more than those at this present moment, of the cruel indignities to which he had been under the necessity of submitting. In particular, he said, that a man of great muscular power had instructions to knock him down whenever he made any allusion to certain speculative subjects which the presiding authorities of the asylum chose to think connected with his unhappy disease. Many other brutalities, damnable and dishonouring to human nature, were practised in this asylum, not always by abuse of the powers lodged in the servants, but by direct authority from the governors; and yet it had been selected as the one most favourable to a liberal treatment of the patients; and, in reality, it continued to hold a very high reputation.

Great and monstrous are the abuses which have been detected in such institutions, and exposed by parliamentary interference, as well as by the energy of individual philanthropists; but it occurs to one most forcibly, that, after all, the light of this parliamentary torch must have been but feeble and partial, when it was possible for cases such as these to escape all general notice, and for the establishment which fostered them to retain a character as high as any in the land for enlightened humanity. Perhaps the paramount care in the treatment of lunatics should be directed towards those appliances, and that mode of discipline, which is best fitted for restoring the patient finally to a sane condition; but the second place in the machinery of his proper management should be reserved for that system of attentions, medical or non-medical, which has the best chance of making him happy for the present; and especially because his present happiness must always be one of the directest avenues to his restoration. In the present case, could it be imagined that the shame, agitation, and fury, which convulsed poor Lloyd, as he went over the circumstances of his degradation, were calculated for any other than the worst effects upon the state and prospects of his malady? By sustaining the tumult of his brain, they must, almost of themselves, have precluded his restoration. At the side of that quiet lake he stood for nearly an hour repeating his wrongs, his eyes glaring continually, as the light thrown off from those parts of the lake which reflected bright tracts of sky amongst the clouds fitfully illuminated them, and again and again threatening, with gestures the wildest, vengeance the most savage upon those vile keepers who had so abused any just purposes of authority. He would talk of little else; apparently he could not. A hollow effort he would make now and then, when his story had apparently reached its close, to sustain the topics of ordinary conversation; but in a minute he had relapsed into the one subject which possessed him. In vain I pressed him to return with me to Grasmere. He was now, for a few hours to come, to be befriended by the darkness; and he resolved to improve the opportunity for some purpose of his own, which, as he showed no disposition to communicate any part of his future plans, I did not directly inquire into. In fact, part of his purpose in stopping where he did had been to let me know that he did not wish for company any further. We parted; and I saw him no more. He was soon recaptured; then transferred to some more eligible asylum; then liberated from all restraint; after which, with his family, he went to France; where again it became necessary to deprive him of liberty. And, finally, in France it was that his feverish existence found at length a natural rest and an everlasting liberty; for there it was, in a maison de santé, at or near Versailles, that he died (and I believe tranquilly), a few years after he had left England. Death was indeed to him, in the words of that fine mystic, Blake the artist, a “golden gate” — the gate of liberation from the captivity of half a life; or, as I once found the case beautifully expressed in a volume of poems a century old, and otherwise poor enough, for they offered nothing worth recollecting beyond this single line, in speaking of the particular morning in which some young man had died — 

“That morning brought him peace and liberty.”

Charles Lloyd never returned to Brathay after he had once been removed from it; and the removal of his family soon followed. Mrs. Lloyd, indeed, returned at intervals from France to England, upon business connected with the interests of her family; and, during one of those fugitive visits, she came to the Lakes, where she selected Grasmere for her residence, so that I had opportunities of seeing her every day, for a space of several weeks. Otherwise, I never again saw any of the family, except one son, an interesting young man, who sought most meritoriously, by bursting asunder the heavy yoke of constitutional inactivity, to extract a balm for his own besetting melancholy from a constant series of exertions in which he had forced himself to engage for promoting education or religious knowledge amongst his poorer neighbours. But often and often, in years after all was gone, I have passed old Brathay, or have gone over purposely after dark, about the time when, for many a year, I used to go over to spend the evening; and, seating myself on a stone, by the side of the mountain river Brathay, have staid for hours listening to the same sound to which so often Charles Lloyd and I used to hearken together with profound emotion and awe — the sound of pealing anthems, as if streaming from the open portals of some illimitable cathedral; for such a sound does actually arise, in many states of the weather, from the peculiar action of the river Brathay upon its rocky bed; and many times I have heard it, of a quiet night, when no stranger could have been persuaded to believe it other than the sound of choral chanting — distant, solemn, saintly. Its meaning and expression were, in those earlier years, uncertain and general; not more pointed or determined in the direction which it impressed upon one’s feelings than the light of setting suns: and sweeping, in fact, the whole harp of pensive sensibilities, rather than striking the chord of any one specific sentiment. But since the ruin or dispersion of that household, after the smoke had ceased to ascend from their hearth, or the garden walks to re-echo their voices, oftentimes, when lying by the river side, I have listened to the same aerial saintly sound, whilst looking back to that night, long hidden in the frost of receding years, when Charles and Sophia Lloyd, now lying in foreign graves, first dawned upon me, coming suddenly out of rain and darkness; then — young, rich, happy, full of hope, belted with young children (of whom also most are long dead), and standing apparently on the verge of a labyrinth of golden hours. Musing on that night in November, 1807, and then upon the wreck that had been wrought by a space of fifteen years, I would say to myself sometimes, and seem to hear it in the songs of this watery cathedral — Put not your trust in any fabric of happiness that has its root in man or the children of men. Sometimes even I was tempted to discover in the same music a sound such as this — Love nothing, love nobody, for thereby comes a killing curse in the rear. But sometimes also, very early on a summer morning, when the dawn was barely beginning to break, all things locked in sleep, and only some uneasy murmur or cock-crow, at a faint distance, giving a hint of resurrection for earth and her generations, I have heard in that same chanting of the little mountain river a more solemn if a less agitated admonition — a requiem over departed happiness, and a protestation against the thought that so many excellent creatures, but a little lower than the angels, whom I have seen only to love in this life — so many of the good, the brave, the beautiful, the wise — can have appeared for no higher purpose or prospect than simply to point a moral, to cause a little joy and many tears, a few perishing moons of happiness and years of vain regret! No! that the destiny of man is more in correspondence with the grandeur of his endowments, and that our own mysterious tendencies are written hieroglyphically in the vicissitudes of day and night, of winter and summer, and throughout the great alphabet of Nature! But on that theme — beware, reader! Listen to no intellectual argument. One argument there is, one only there is, of philosophic value: an argument drawn from the moral nature of man: an argument of Immanuel Kant’s. The rest are dust and ashes.




CHAPTER IX. SOCIETY OF THE LAKES: MISS ELIZABETH SMITH, THE SYMPSONS, AND THE K —— FAMILY
 

Passing onwards from Brathay, a ride of about forty minutes carries you to the summit of a wild heathy tract, along which, even at noonday, few sounds are heard that indicate the presence of man, except now and then a woodman’s axe in some of the many coppice-woods scattered about that neighbourhood. In Northern England there are no sheep-bells; which is an unfortunate defect, as regards the full impression of wild solitudes, whether amongst undulating heaths or towering rocks: at any rate, it is so felt by those who, like myself, have been trained to its soothing effects upon the hills of Somersetshire — the Cheddar, the Mendip, or the Quantock — or any other of those breezy downs which once constituted such delightful local distinctions for four or five counties in that south-west angle of England. At all hours of day or night, this silvery tinkle was delightful; but, after sunset, in the solemn hour of gathering twilight, heard (as it always was) intermittingly, and at great varieties of distance, it formed the most impressive incident for the ear, and the most in harmony with the other circumstances of the scenery, that, perhaps, anywhere exists — not excepting even the natural sounds, the swelling and dying intonations of insects wheeling in their vesper flights. Silence and desolation are never felt so profoundly as when they are interrupted by solemn sounds, recurring by uncertain intervals, and from distant places. But in these Westmoreland heaths, and uninhabited ranges of hilly ground, too often nothing is heard except occasionally the wild cry of a bird — the plover, the snipe, or perhaps the raven’s croak. The general impression is, therefore, cheerless; and the more are you rejoiced when, looking down from some one of the eminences which you have been gradually ascending, you descry, at a great depth below, the lovely lake of Coniston. The head of this lake is the part chiefly interesting, both from the sublime character of the mountain barriers, and from the intricacy of the little valleys at their base.

On a little verdant knoll, near the north-eastern margin of the lake, stands a small villa, called Tent Lodge, built by Colonel Smith, and for many years occupied by his family. That daughter of Colonel Smith who drew the public attention so powerfully upon herself by the splendour of her attainments had died some months before I came into the country. But yet, as I was subsequently acquainted with her family through the Lloyds (who were within an easy drive of Tent Lodge), and as, moreover, with regard to Miss Elizabeth Smith herself, I came to know more than the world knew — drawing my knowledge from many of her friends, but especially from Mrs. Hannah More, who had been intimately connected with her: for these reasons, I shall rehearse the leading points of her story; and the rather because her family, who were equally interested in that story, long continued to form part of the Lake society.

 

On my first becoming acquainted with Miss Smith’s pretensions, it is very true that I regarded them with but little concern; for nothing ever interests me less than great philological attainments, or at least that mode of philological learning which consists in mastery over languages. But one reason for this indifference is, that the apparent splendour is too often a false one. They who know a vast number of languages rarely know any one with accuracy; and, the more they gain in one way, the more they lose in another. With Miss Smith, however, I gradually came to know that this was not the case; or, at any rate, but partially the case; for, of some languages which she possessed, and those the least accessible, it appeared, finally, that she had even a critical knowledge. It created also a secondary interest in these difficult accomplishments of hers, to find that they were so very extensive. Secondly, That they were pretty nearly all of self-acquisition. Thirdly, That they were borne so meekly, and with unaffected absence of all ostentation. As to the first point, it appears (from Mrs. H. Bowdler’s Letter to Dr. Mummsen, the friend of Klopstock) that she made herself mistress of the French, the Italian, the Spanish, the Latin, the German, the Greek, and the Hebrew languages. She had no inconsiderable knowledge of the Syriac, the Arabic, and the Persic. She was a good geometrician and algebraist. She was a very expert musician. She drew from nature, and had an accurate knowledge of perspective. Finally, she manifested an early talent for poetry; but, from pure modesty, destroyed most of what she had written, as soon as her acquaintance with the Hebrew models had elevated the standard of true poetry in her mind, so as to disgust her with what she now viewed as the tameness and inefficiency of her own performances. As to the second point — that for these attainments she was indebted, almost exclusively, to her own energy, — this is placed beyond all doubt by the fact that the only governess she ever had (a young lady not much beyond her own age) did not herself possess, and therefore could not have communicated, any knowledge of languages, beyond a little French and Italian. Finally, as to the modesty with which she wore her distinctions, that is sufficiently established by every page of her printed works, and her letters. Greater diffidence, as respected herself, or less willingness to obtrude her knowledge upon strangers, or even upon those correspondents who would have wished her to make a little more display, cannot be imagined. And yet I repeat that her knowledge was as sound and as profound as it was extensive. For, taking only one instance of this, her Translation of Job has been pronounced, by Biblical critics of the first rank, a work of real and intrinsic value, without any reference to the disadvantages of the translator, or without needing any allowances whatever. In particular, Dr. Magee, the celebrated writer on the Atonement, and subsequently a dignitary of the Irish Church — certainly one of the best qualified judges at that time — describes it as “conveying more of the character and meaning of the Hebrew, with fewer departures from the idiom of the English, than any other translation whatever that we possess.” So much for the scholarship; whilst he rightly notices, in proof of the translator’s taste and discretion, that “from the received version she very seldom unnecessarily deviates”: thus refusing to disturb what was, generally speaking, so excellent and time-hallowed for any dazzling effects of novelty; and practising this forbearance as much as possible, notwithstanding novelty was, after all, the main attraction upon which the new translation must rest.

The example of her modesty, however, is not more instructive than that of her continued struggle with difficulties in pursuing knowledge, and with misfortunes in supporting a Christian fortitude. I shall briefly sketch her story: — She was born at Burnhall, in the county of Durham, at the latter end of the year 1776. Early in 1782, when she had just entered her sixth year, her parents removed into Suffolk, in order to be near a blind relation, who looked with anxiety to the conscientious attentions of Mrs. Smith in superintending his comforts and interests. This occupation absorbed so much of her time that she found it necessary to obtain the aid of a stranger in directing the studies of her daughter. An opportunity just then offered of attaining this object, concurrently with another not less interesting to herself, viz. that of offering an asylum to a young lady who had recently been thrown adrift upon the world by the misfortunes of her parents. They had very suddenly fallen from a station of distinguished prosperity; and the young lady herself, then barely sixteen, was treading that path of severe adversity upon which, by a most singular parallelism of ill fortune, her young pupil was destined to follow her steps at exactly the same age. Being so prematurely called to the office of governess, this young lady was expected rather to act as an elder companion, and as a lightener of the fatigues attached to their common studies, than exactly as their directress. And, at all events, from her, who was the only even nominal governess that Miss Smith ever had, it is certain that she could have learned little or nothing. This arrangement subsisted between two and three years, when the death of their blind kinsman allowed Mr. Smith’s family to leave Suffolk, and resume their old domicile of Burnhall. But from this, by a sudden gleam of treacherous prosperity, they were summoned, in the following year (June, 1785) to the splendid inheritance of Piercefield — a show-place upon the river Wye, and, next after Tintern Abbey and the river itself, an object of attraction to all who then visited the Wye.

A residence on the Wye, besides its own natural attraction, has this collateral advantage, that it brings Bath (not to mention Clifton and the Hot Wells) within a visiting distance for people who happen to have carriages; and Bath, it is hardly necessary to say, besides its stationary body of polished and intellectual residents, has also a floating casual population of eminent or interesting persons, gathered into this focus from every quarter of the empire. Amongst the literary connexions which the Piercefield family had formed in Bath was one with Mrs. Bowdler and her daughter — two ladies not distinguished by any very powerful talents, but sufficiently tinctured with literature and the love of literature to be liberal in their opinions. And, fortunately (as it turned out for Miss Smith), they were eminently religious: but not in a bigoted way; for they were conciliating and winning in the outward expression of their religious character; capable of explaining their own creed with intelligent consistency; and, finally, were the women to recommend any creed by the sanctity and the benignity of their own lives. This strong religious bias of the two Bath ladies operated in Miss Smith’s favour by a triple service. First of all, it was this depth of religious feeling, and, consequently, of interest in the Scriptures, which had originally moved the elder Mrs. Bowdler to study the Hebrew and the Greek, as the two languages in which they had been originally delivered. And this example it was of female triumph over their difficulties, together with the proof thus given that such attainments were entirely reconcilable with feminine gentleness, which first suggested to Miss Smith the project of her philological studies; and, doubtless, these studies, by the constant and agreeable occupation which they afforded, overspread the whole field of her life with pleasurable activity. “From the above-mentioned visit,” says her mother, writing to Dr. Randolph, and referring to the visit which these Bath ladies had made to Piercefield—”from the above-mentioned visit I date the turn of study which Elizabeth ever after pursued, and which I firmly believe the amiable conduct of our guests first led her to delight in.” Secondly, to the religious sympathies which connected these two ladies with Miss Smith was owing the fervour of that friendship which afterwards, in their adversity, the Piercefield family found more strenuously exerted in their behalf by the Bowdlers than by all the rest of their connexions. And, finally, it was this piety and religious resignation, with which she had been herself inoculated by her Bath friends, that, throughout the calamitous era of her life, enabled Miss Elizabeth Smith to maintain her own cheerfulness unbroken, and greatly to support the failing fortitude of her mother.

This visit of her Bath friends to Piercefield — so memorable an event for the whole subsequent life of Miss Smith — occurred in the summer of 1789; consequently, when she was just twelve and a half years old. And the impressions then made upon her childish, but unusually thoughtful, mind, were kept up by continual communications, personal or written, through the years immediately succeeding. Just two and a half years after, in the very month when Miss Smith accomplished her fifteenth year, upon occasion of going through the rite of Confirmation, according to the discipline of the English Church, she received a letter of religious counsel — grave, affectionate, but yet humble — from the elder Mrs. Bowdler, which might almost have been thought to have proceeded from a writer who had looked behind the curtain of fate, and had seen the forge at whose fires the shafts of Heaven were even now being forged.

Just twelve months from the date of this letter, in the very month when Miss Elizabeth Smith completed her sixteenth year, the storm descended upon the house of Piercefield. The whole estate, a splendid one, was swept away by the failure (as I have heard) of one banking-house; nor were there recovered, until some years after, any slender fragments of that estate. Piercefield was, of course, sold; but that was not the heaviest of her grievances to Miss Smith. She was now far advanced upon her studious career; for it should be mentioned, as a lesson to other young ladies of what may be accomplished by unassisted labour, that, between the ages of thirteen and twenty-one, all her principal acquisitions were made. No treasure, therefore, could, in her eyes, be of such priceless value as the Piercefield library; but this also followed the general wreck: not a volume, not a pamphlet, was reserved; for the family were proud in their integrity, and would receive no favours from the creditors. Under this scorching test, applied to the fidelity of friends, many, whom Mrs. Smith mentions in one of her letters under the name of “summer friends,” fled from them by crowds: dinners, balls, soirées — credit, influence, support — these things were no longer to be had from Piercefield. But more annoying even than the fickle levity of such open deserters, was the timid and doubtful countenance, as I have heard Mrs. Smith say, which was still offered to them by some who did not relish, for their own sakes, being classed with those who had paid their homage only to the fine house and fine equipages of Piercefield. These persons continued, therefore, to send invitations to the family; but so frigidly that every expression manifested but too forcibly how disagreeable was the duty with which they were complying, and how much more they submitted to it for their own reputation’s sake than for any kindness they felt to their old friends. Mrs. Smith was herself a very haughty woman, and it maddened her to be the object of condescensions so insolent and so reluctant.

Meantime, her daughter, young as she was, became the moral support of her whole family, and the fountain from which they all drew consolation and fortitude. She was confirmed in her religious tendencies by two circumstances of her recent experience: one was that she, the sole person of her family who courted religious consolations, was also the sole person who had been able to maintain cheerfulness and uniform spirits: the other was that, although it could not be truly said of all their worldly friends that they had forsaken them, yet of their religious friends it could be said that not one had done so; and at last, when for some time they had been so far reduced as not to have a roof over their heads, by one of these religious friends it was that they were furnished with every luxury as well as comfort of life, and in a spirit of such sisterly kindness as made the obligation not painful to the proudest amongst them.

It was in 1792 that the Piercefield family had been ruined; and in 1794, out of the wrecks which had been gathered together, Mr. Smith (the father of the family) bought a commission in the army. For some time the family continued to live in London, Bath, and other parts of England; but, at length, Mr. Smith’s regiment was ordered to the west of Ireland; and the ladies of his family resolved to accompany him to head-quarters. In passing through Wales (May, 1796) they paid a visit to those sentimental anchorites of the last generation whom so many of us must still remember — Miss Ponsonby and Lady Eleanor Butler (a sister of Lord Ormond), whose hermitage stood near to Llangollen, and, therefore, close to the usual Irish route, by way of Holyhead. On landing in Ireland, they proceeded to a seat of Lord Kingston — a kind-hearted, hospitable Irishman, who was on the old Piercefield list of friends, and had never wavered in his attachment. Here they stayed three weeks. Miss Smith renewed, on this occasion, her friendship with Lady Isabella King, the daughter of Lord Kingston; and a little incident connected with this visit gave her an opportunity afterwards of showing her delicate sense of the sacred character which attaches to gifts of friendship, and showing it by an ingenious device that may be worth the notice of other young ladies in the same case. Lady Isabella had given to Miss Smith a beautiful horse, called Brunette. In process of time, when they had ceased to be in the neighbourhood of any regimental stables, it became matter of necessity that Brunette should be parted with. To have given the animal away, had that been otherwise possible, might only have been delaying the sale for a short time. After some demur, therefore, Miss Smith adopted this plan: she sold Brunette, but applied the whole of the price, 120 guineas, to the purchase of a splendid harp. The harp was christened Brunette, and was religiously preserved to the end of her life. Now, Brunette, after all, must have died in a few years; but, by translating her friend’s gift into another form, she not only connected the image of her distant friend, and her sense of that friend’s kindness, with a pleasure and a useful purpose of her own, but she conferred on that gift a perpetuity of existence.

At length came the day when the Smiths were to quit Kingston Lodge for the quarters of the regiment. And now came the first rude trial of Mrs. Smith’s fortitude, as connected with points of mere decent comfort. Hitherto, floating amongst the luxurious habitations of opulent friends, she might have felt many privations as regarded splendour and direct personal power, but never as regarded the primary elements of comfort, warmth, cleanliness, convenient arrangements. But on this journey, which was performed by all the party on horseback, it rained incessantly. They reached their quarters drenched with wet, weary, hungry, forlorn. The quartermaster had neglected to give any directions for their suitable accommodation — no preparations whatever had been made for receiving them; and, from the luxuries of Lord Kingston’s mansion, which habit had made so familiar to them all, the ladies found themselves suddenly transferred to a miserable Irish cabin — dirty, narrow, nearly quite unfurnished, and thoroughly disconsolate. Mrs. Smith’s proud spirit fairly gave way, and she burst out into a fit of weeping. Upon this, her daughter Elizabeth (and Mrs. Smith herself it was that told the anecdote, and often she told it, or told others of the same character, at Lloyd’s), in a gentle, soothing tone, began to suggest the many blessings which lay before them in life, and some even for this evening.

“Blessings, child!” — her mother impatiently interrupted her. “What sort of blessings? Irish blessings! — county of Sligo blessings, I fancy. Or, perhaps, you call this a blessing?” holding up a miserable fragment of an iron rod, which had been left by way of poker, or rather as a substitute for the whole assortment of fire-irons. The daughter laughed; but she changed her wet dress expeditiously, assumed an apron; and so various were her accomplishments that, in no long time, she had gathered together a very comfortable dinner for her parents, and, amongst other things, a currant tart, which she had herself made, in a tenement absolutely unfurnished of every kitchen utensil.

In the autumn of this year (1796), they returned to England; and, after various migrations through the next four years, amongst which was another and longer visit to Ireland in 1800, they took up their abode in the sequestered vale of Patterdale. Here they had a cottage upon the banks of Ulleswater; the most gorgeous of the English lakes, from the rich and ancient woods which possess a great part of its western side; the sublimest, as respects its mountain accompaniments, except only, perhaps, Wastdale; and, I believe, the largest; for, though only nine miles in length, and, therefore, shorter by about two miles than Windermere, it averages a greater breadth. Here, at this time, was living Mr. Clarkson — that son of thunder, that Titan, who was in fact the one great Atlas that bore up the Slave-Trade Abolition cause — now resting from his mighty labours and nerve-shattering perils. So much had his nerves been shattered by all that he had gone through in toil, in suffering, and in anxiety, that, for many years, I have heard it said, he found himself unable to walk up stairs without tremulous motions of his limbs. He was, perhaps, too iron a man, too much like the Talus of Spenser’s “Faerie Queene,” to appreciate so gentle a creature as Miss Elizabeth Smith. A more suitable friend, and one who thoroughly comprehended her, and expressed his admiration for her in verse, was Thomas Wilkinson of Yanwath, a Quaker, a man of taste, and of delicate sensibility. He wrote verses occasionally; and, though feebly enough as respected poetic power, there were often such delicate touches of feeling, such gleams of real tenderness, in some redeeming part of each poem, that even Wordsworth admired and read them aloud with pleasure. Indeed Wordsworth has addressed to him one copy of verses, or rather to his spade, which was printed in the collection of 1807, and which Lord Jeffrey, after quoting one line, dismissed as too dull for repetition.

During this residence upon Ulleswater (winter of 1800) it was that a very remarkable incident befell Miss Smith. I have heard it often mentioned, and sometimes with a slight variety of circumstances; but I here repeat it from an account drawn up by Miss Smith herself, who was most literally exact and faithful to the truth in all reports of her own personal experience. There is, on the western side of Ulleswater, a fine cataract (or, in the language of the country, a force), known by the name of Airey Force; and it is of importance enough, especially in rainy seasons, to attract numerous visitors from among “the Lakers.” Thither, with some purpose of sketching, not the whole scene, but some picturesque features of it, Miss Smith had gone, quite unaccompanied. The road to it lies through Gobarrow Park; and it was usual, at that time, to take a guide from the family of the Duke of Norfolk’s keeper, who lived in Lyulph’s Tower — a solitary hunting lodge, built by his Grace for the purposes of an annual visit which he used to pay to his estates in that part of England. She, however, thinking herself sufficiently familiar with the localities, had declined to encumber her motions with such an attendant; consequently she was alone. For half an hour or more, she continued to ascend: and, being a good “cragswoman,” from the experience she had won in Wales as well as in northern England, she had reached an altitude much beyond what would generally be thought corresponding to the time. The path had vanished altogether; but she continued to pick out one for herself amongst the stones, sometimes receding from the force, sometimes approaching it, according to the openings allowed by the scattered masses of rock. Pressing forward in this hurried way, and never looking back, all at once she found herself in a little stony chamber, from which there was no egress possible in advance. She stopped and looked up. There was a frightful silence in the air. She felt a sudden palpitation at her heart, and a panic from she knew not what. Turning, however, hastily, she soon wound herself out of this aerial dungeon; but by steps so rapid and agitated, that, at length, on looking round, she found herself standing at the brink of a chasm, frightful to look down. That way, it was clear enough, all retreat was impossible; but, on turning round, retreat seemed in every direction alike even more impossible. Down the chasm, at least, she might have leaped, though with little or no chance of escaping with life; but on all other quarters it seemed to her eye that at no price could she effect an exit, since the rocks stood round her in a semi-circus, all lofty, all perpendicular, all glazed with trickling water, or smooth as polished porphyry. Yet how, then, had she reached the point? The same track, if she could hit that track, would surely secure her escape. Round and round she walked; gazed with almost despairing eyes; her breath became thicker and thicker; for path she could not trace by which it was possible for her to have entered. Finding herself grow more and more confused, and every instant nearer to sinking into some fainting fit or convulsion, she resolved to sit down and turn her thoughts quietly into some less exciting channel. This she did; gradually recovered some self-possession; and then suddenly a thought rose up to her, that she was in the hands of God, and that He would not forsake her. But immediately came a second and reproving thought — that this confidence in God’s protection might have been justified had she been ascending the rocks upon any mission of duty; but what right could she have to any providential deliverance, who had been led thither in a spirit of levity and carelessness? I am here giving her view of the case; for, as to myself, I fear greatly that, if her steps were erring ones, it is but seldom indeed that nous autres can pretend to be treading upon right paths. Once again she rose; and, supporting herself upon a little sketching-stool that folded up into a stick, she looked upwards, in the hope that some shepherd might, by chance, be wandering in those aerial regions; but nothing could she see except the tall birches growing at the brink of the highest summits, and the clouds slowly sailing overhead. Suddenly, however, as she swept the whole circuit of her station with her alarmed eye, she saw clearly, about two hundred yards beyond her own position, a lady, in a white muslin morning robe, such as were then universally worn by young ladies until dinner-time. The lady beckoned with a gesture and in a manner that, in a moment, gave her confidence to advance — how she could not guess; but, in some way that baffled all power to retrace it, she found instantaneously the outlet which previously had escaped her. She continued to advance towards the lady, whom now, in the same moment, she found to be standing upon the other side of the force, and also to be her own sister. How or why that young lady, whom she had left at home earnestly occupied with her own studies, should have followed and overtaken her filled her with perplexity. But this was no situation for putting questions; for the guiding sister began to descend, and, by a few simple gestures, just serving to indicate when Miss Elizabeth was to approach and when to leave the brink of the torrent, she gradually led her down to a platform of rock, from which the further descent was safe and conspicuous. There Miss Smith paused, in order to take breath from her panic, as well as to exchange greetings and questions with her sister. But sister there was none. All trace of her had vanished; and, when, in two hours after, she reached her home, Miss Smith found her sister in the same situation and employment in which she had left her; and the whole family assured her that she had never stirred from the house.

In 1801, I believe it was that the family removed from Patterdale to Coniston. Certainly they were settled there in the spring of 1802; for, in the May of that spring, Miss Elizabeth Hamilton — a writer now very much forgotten, or remembered only by her “Cottagers of Glenburnie,” but then a person of mark and authority in the literary circles of Edinburgh — paid a visit to the Lakes, and stayed there for many months, together with her married sister, Mrs. Blake; and both ladies cultivated the friendship of the Smiths. Miss Hamilton was captivated with the family; and, of the sisters in particular, she speaks as of persons that, “in the days of paganism would have been worshipped as beings of a superior order, so elegantly graceful do they appear, when, with easy motion, they guide their light boat over the waves.” And of Miss Elizabeth, separately, she says, on another occasion,—”I never before saw so much of Miss Smith; and, in the three days she spent with us, the admiration which I had always felt for her extraordinary talents, and as extraordinary virtues, was hourly augmented. She is, indeed, a most charming creature; and, if one could inoculate her with a little of the Scotch frankness, I think she would be one of the most perfect of human beings.”

About four years had been delightfully passed in Coniston. In the summer of 1805 Miss Smith laid the foundation of her fatal illness in the following way, according to her own account of the case to an old servant, a very short time before she died:—”One very hot evening, in July, I took a book, and walked about two miles from home, when I seated myself on a stone beside the lake. Being much engaged by a poem I was reading, I did not perceive that the sun was gone down, and was succeeded by a very heavy dew, till, in a moment, I felt struck on the chest as if with a sharp knife. I returned home, but said nothing of the pain. The next day being also very hot, and every one busy in the hay-field, I thought I would take a rake, and work very hard to produce perspiration, in the hope that it might remove the pain; but it did not.” From that time, a bad cough, with occasional loss of voice, gave reason to suspect some organic injury of the lungs. Late in the autumn of this year (1805) Miss Smith accompanied her mother and her two younger sisters to Bristol, Bath, and other places in the south, on visits to various friends. Her health went through various fluctuations until May of the following year, when she was advised to try Matlock. Here, after spending three weeks, she grew worse; and, as there was no place which she liked so well as the Lakes, it was resolved to turn homewards. About the beginning of June, she and her mother returned alone to Coniston: one of her sisters was now married; her three brothers were in the army or navy; and her father almost constantly with his regiment. Through the next two months she faded quietly away, sitting always in a tent, that had been pitched upon the lawn, and which remained open continually to receive the fanning of the intermitting airs upon the lake, as well as to admit the bold mountain scenery to the north. She lived nearly through the first week of August, dying on the morning of August 7; and the circumstances of her last night are thus recorded by her mother:—”At nine she went to bed. I resolved to quit her no more, and went to prepare for the night. Turpin [Miss Smith’s maid] came to say that Elizabeth entreated I would not stay in her room. I replied—’On that one subject I am resolved; no power on earth shall keep me from her; so, go to bed yourself.’ Accordingly, I returned to her room; and, at ten, gave her the usual dose of laudanum. After a little time, she fell into a doze, and, I thought, slept till one. She was uneasy and restless, but never complained; and, on my wiping the cold sweat off her face, and bathing it with camphorated vinegar, which I did very often in the course of the night, she thanked me, smiled, and said—’That is the greatest comfort I have.’ She slept again for a short time; and, at half past four, asked for some chicken broth, which she took perfectly well. On being told the hour, she said, ‘How long this night is!’ She continued very uneasy; and, in half an hour after, on my inquiring if I could move the pillow, or do anything to relieve her, she replied, ‘There is nothing for it but quiet.’ At six, she said, ‘I must get up and have some mint tea.’ I then called for Turpin, and felt my angel’s pulse: it was fluttering; and by that I knew I should soon lose her. She took the tea well. Turpin began to put on her clothes, and was proceeding to dress her, when she laid her head upon the faithful creature’s shoulder, became convulsed in the face, spoke not, looked not, and in ten minutes expired.”

She was buried in Hawkshead churchyard, where a small tablet of white marble is raised to her memory, on which there is the scantiest record that, for a person so eminently accomplished, I have ever met with. After mentioning her birth and age (twenty-nine), it closes thus:—”She possessed great talents, exalted virtues, and humble piety.” Anything so unsatisfactory or so commonplace I have rarely known. As much, or more, is often said of the most insipid people; whereas Miss Smith was really a most extraordinary person. I have conversed with Mrs. Hannah More often about her; and I never failed to draw forth some fresh anecdote illustrating the vast extent of her knowledge, the simplicity of her character, the gentleness of her manners, and her unaffected humility. She passed, it is true, almost inaudibly through life; and the stir which was made after her death soon subsided. But the reason was that she wrote but little! Had it been possible for the world to measure her by her powers, rather than her performances, she would have been placed, perhaps, in the estimate of posterity, at the head of learned women; whilst her sweet and feminine character would have rescued her from all shadow and suspicion of that reproach which too often settles upon the learned character when supported by female aspirants.

 

The family of Tent Lodge continued to reside at Coniston for many years; and they were connected with the Lake literary clan chiefly through the Lloyds and those who visited the Lloyds; for it is another and striking proof of the slight hold which Wordsworth, &c., had upon the public esteem in those days, that even Miss Smith, with all her excessive diffidence in judging of books and authors, never seems, by any one of her letters, to have felt the least interest about Wordsworth or Coleridge; nor did Miss Hamilton, with all her esprit de corps and acquired interest in everything at all bearing upon literature, ever mention them in those of her letters which belong to the period of her Lake visit in 1802; nor, for the six or seven months which she passed in that country, and within a short morning ride of Grasmere, did she ever think it worth her while to seek an introduction to any one of the resident authors.

Yet this could not be altogether from ignorance that such people existed; for Thomas Wilkinson, the intimate and admiring friend of Miss Smith, was also the friend of Wordsworth; and, for some reason that I never could fathom, he was a sort of pet with Wordsworth. Professor Wilson and myself were never honoured with one line, one allusion from his pen; but many a person of particular feebleness has received that honour. Amongst these I may rank Thomas Wilkinson. Not that I wish to speak contemptuously of him; he was a Quaker, of elegant habits, rustic simplicity, and with tastes, as Wordsworth affirms, “too pure to be refined.” His cottage was seated not far from the great castle of the Lowthers; and, either from mere whim — as sometimes such whims do possess great ladies — whims, I mean, for drawing about them odd-looking, old-world people, as piquant contrasts to the fine gentlemen of their own society — or because they did really feel a homely dignity in the plain-speaking “Friend,” and liked, for a frolic, to be thou’d and thee’d — on some motive or other, at any rate, they introduced themselves to Mr. Wilkinson’s cottage; and I believe that the connexion was afterwards improved by the use they found for his services in forming walks through the woods of Lowther, and leading them in such a circuit as to take advantage of all the most picturesque stations. As a poet, I presume that Mr. Wilkinson could hardly have recommended himself to the notice of ladies who would naturally have modelled their tastes upon the favourites of the age. A poet, however, in a gentle, unassuming way, he was; and he, therefore, is to be added to the corps litteraire of the Lakes, and Yanwath to be put down as the advanced post of that corps to the north.

 

Two families there still remain which I am tempted to gather into my group of Lake society — notwithstanding it is true that the two most interesting members of the first had died a little before the period at which my sketch commences; and the second, though highly intellectual in the person of that particular member whom I have chiefly to commemorate, was not, properly speaking, literary, and, moreover, belongs to a later period of my own Westmoreland experience — being, at the time of my settlement in Grasmere, a girl at a boarding-school. The first was the family of the Sympsons, whom Mr. Wordsworth has spoken of, with deep interest, more than once. The eldest son, a clergyman, and, like Wordsworth, an alumnus of Hawkshead school, wrote, amongst other poems, “The Vision of Alfred.” Of these poems Wordsworth says that they “are little known; but they contain passages of splendid description; and the versification of his ‘Vision’ is harmonious and animated.” This is much for Wordsworth to say; and he does him even the honour of quoting the following illustrative simile from his description of the sylphs in motion (which sylphs constitute the machinery of his poem); and, probably, the reader will be of opinion that this passage justifies the praise of Wordsworth. It is founded, as he will see, on the splendid scenery of the heavens in Polar latitudes, as seen by reflection in polished ice at midnight.

“Less varying hues beneath the Pole adorn The streamy glories of the Boreal morn, That, waving to and fro, their radiance shed On Bothnia’s gulf, with glassy ice o’erspread; Where the lone native, as he homeward glides On polished sandals o’er the imprisoned tides, Sees, at a glance, above him and below, Two rival heavens with equal splendour glow: Stars, moons, and meteors ray oppose to ray; And solemn midnight pours the blaze of day.”

“He was a man,” says Wordsworth, in conclusion, “of ardent feeling; and his facilities of mind, particularly his memory, were extraordinary.” Brief notices of his life ought to find a place in the history of Westmoreland.

But it was the father of this Joseph Sympson who gave its chief interest to the family. Him Wordsworth has described, at the same time sketching his history, with a fulness and a circumstantiality beyond what he has conceded to any other of the real personages in “The Excursion.” “A priest he was by function”; but a priest of that class which is now annually growing nearer to extinction among us, not being supported by any sympathies in this age.

“His course, From his youth up, and high as manhood’s noon, Had been irregular — I might say wild; By books unsteadied, by his pastoral care Too little checked. An active, ardent mind; A fancy pregnant with resource and scheme To cheat the sadness of a rainy day; Hands apt for all ingenious arts and games; A generous spirit, and a body strong To cope with stoutest champions of the bowl; Had earned for him sure welcome, and the rights Of a priz’d visitant, in the jolly hall Of country squire; or at the statelier board Of duke or earl, from scenes of courtly pomp Withdrawn, to while away the summer hours In condescension amongst rural guests. With these high comrades he had revelled long, By hopes of coming patronage beguiled, Till the heart sickened.”

Slowly, however, and indignantly his eyes opened fully to the windy treachery of all the promises held out to him; and, at length, for mere bread, he accepted, from an “unthought-of patron,” a most “secluded chapelry” in Cumberland. This was “the little, lowly house of prayer” of Wythburn, elsewhere celebrated by Wordsworth; and, for its own sake, interesting to all travellers, both for its deep privacy, and for the excessive humility of its external pretensions, whether as to size or ornament. Were it not for its twin sister at Buttermere, it would be the very smallest place of worship in all England; and it looks even smaller than it is, from its position; for it stands at the base of the mighty Helvellyn, close to the high-road between Ambleside and Keswick, and within speaking distance of the upper lake — (for Wythburn Water, though usually passed by the traveller under the impression of absolute unity in its waters, owing to the interposition of a rocky screen, is, in fact, composed of two separate lakes). To this miniature and most secluded congregation of shepherds did the once dazzling parson officiate as pastor; and it seems to amplify the impression already given of his versatility, that he became a diligent and most fatherly, though not peculiarly devout, teacher and friend. The temper, however, of the northern Dalesmen, is not constitutionally turned to religion; consequently that part of his defects did him no special injury, when compensated (as, in the judgment of these Dalesmen, it was compensated) by ready and active kindness, charity the most diffusive, and patriarchal hospitality. The living, as I have said, was in Wythburn; but there was no parsonage, and no house in this poor dale which was disposable for that purpose. So Mr. Sympson crossed the marches of the sister counties, which to him were about equidistant from his chapel and his house, into Grasmere, on the Westmoreland side. There he occupied a cottage by the roadside, — a situation which, doubtless, gratified at once his social and his hospitable propensities, — and, at length, from age, as well as from paternal character and station, came to be regarded as the patriarch of the vale. Before I mention the afflictions which fell upon his latter end, and by way of picturesque contrast to his closing scene, let me have permission to cite Wordsworth’s sketch (taken from his own boyish remembrance of the case) describing the first gipsy-like entrance of the brilliant parson and his household into Grasmere — so equally out of harmony with the decorums of his sacred character and the splendours of his past life: — 

“Rough and forbidding were the choicest roads By which our northern wilds could then be crossed; And into most of these secluded vales Was no access for wain, heavy or light. So at his dwelling-place the priest arrived With store of household goods, in panniers slung On sturdy horses graced with jingling bells, And on the back of more ignoble beast, That, with like burthen of effects most prized Or easiest carried, closed the motley train. Young was I then, a schoolboy of eight years: But still methinks I see them as they passed In order, drawing toward their wished-for home. Rocked by the motion of a trusty ass Two ruddy children hung, a well-poised freight, Each in his basket nodding drowsily, Their bonnets, I remember, wreathed with flowers, Which told it was the pleasant month of June; And close behind the comely matron rode, A woman of soft speech and gracious smile, And with a lady’s mien. — From far they came, Even from Northumbrian hills: yet theirs had been A merry journey, rich in pastime, cheered By music, pranks, and laughter-stirring jest; And freak put on, and arch word dropped — to swell That cloud of fancy and uncouth surmise Which gathered round the slowly moving train. ‘Whence do they come? and with what errand charged? Belong they to the fortune-telling tribe Who pitch their tents under the greenwood tree? Or Strollers are they, furnished to enact Fair Rosamond and the Children of the Wood? When the next village hears the show announced By blast of trumpet?’ Plenteous was the growth Of such conjectures — overheard, or seen On many a staring countenance portrayed Of boor or burgher, as they marched along. And more than once their steadiness of face Was put to proof, and exercise supplied To their inventive humour, by stern looks, And questions in authoritative tone, By some staid guardian of the public peace, Checking the sober horse on which he rode, In his suspicious wisdom; oftener still By notice indirect or blunt demand From traveller halting in his own despite, A simple curiosity to ease: Of which adventures, that beguiled and cheered Their grave migration, the good pair would tell With undiminished glee in hoary age.”

Meantime the lady of the house embellished it with feminine skill; and the homely pastor — for such he had now become — not having any great weight of spiritual duties, busied himself in rural labours and rural sports. But was his mind, though bending submissively to his lot, changed in conformity to his task? No:

“For he still Retained a flashing eye, a burning palm, A stirring foot, a head which beat at nights Upon its pillow with a thousand schemes. Few likings had he dropped, few pleasures lost; Generous and charitable, prompt to serve; And still his harsher passions kept their hold — Anger and indignation. Still he loved The sound of titled names, and talked in glee Of long past banquetings with high-born friends: Then, from those lulling fits of vain delight Uproused by recollected injury, railed At their false ways disdainfully, — and oft In bitterness, and with a threatening eye Of fire, incensed beneath its hoary brow. Those transports, with staid looks of pure good-will, And with soft smile his consort would reprove. She, far behind him in the race of years, Yet keeping her first mildness, was advanced Far nearer, in the habit of her soul, To that still region whither all are bound.”

Such was the tenor of their lives; such the separate character of their manners and dispositions; and, with unusual quietness of course, both were sailing placidly to their final haven. Death had not visited their happy mansion through a space of forty years—”sparing both old and young in that abode.” But calms so deep are ominous — immunities so profound are terrific. Suddenly the signal was given, and all lay desolate.

“Not twice had fallen On those high peaks the first autumnal snow, Before the greedy visiting was closed, And the long-privileged house left empty; swept As by a plague. Yet no rapacious plague Had been among them; all was gentle death, One after one with intervals of peace.”

The aged pastor’s wife, his son, one of his daughters, and “a little smiling grandson,” all had gone within a brief series of days. These composed the entire household in Grasmere (the others having dispersed or married away); and all were gone but himself, by very many years the oldest of the whole: he still survived. And the whole valley, nay, all the valleys round about, speculated with a tender interest upon what course the desolate old man would take for his support.

“All gone, all vanished! he, deprived and bare, How will he face the remnant of his life? What will become of him? we said, and mused In sad conjectures. — Shall we meet him now, Haunting with rod and line the craggy brooks? Or shall we overhear him, as we pass, Striving to entertain the lonely hours With music? (for he had not ceased to touch The harp or viol, which himself had framed For their sweet purposes, with perfect skill). What titles will he keep? Will he remain Musician, gardener, builder, mechanist, A planter, and a rearer from the seed?”

Yes; he persevered in all his pursuits; intermitted none of them; weathered a winter in solitude; once more beheld the glories of a spring, and the resurrection of the flowers upon the graves of his beloved; held out even through the depths of summer into the cheerful season of haymaking (a season much later in Westmoreland than in the south); took his rank, as heretofore, amongst the haymakers; sat down at noon for a little rest to his aged limbs, and found even a deeper rest than he was expecting; for, in a moment of time, without a warning, without a struggle, and without a groan, he did indeed rest from his labours for ever. He,

“With his cheerful throng Of open projects, and his inward hoard Of unsunned griefs, too many and too keen, Was overcome by unexpected sleep In one blest moment. Like a shadow thrown, Softly and lightly, from a passing cloud, Death fell upon him, while reclined he lay For noontide solace on the summer grass — The warm lap of his mother earth; and so, Their lenient term of separation passed, That family, By yet a higher privilege, once more Were gathered to each other.”

Two surviving members of the family, a son and a daughter, I knew intimately. Both have been long dead; but the children of the daughter — grandsons, therefore, to the patriarch here recorded — are living prosperously, and do honour to the interesting family they represent.

The other family were, if less generally interesting by their characters or accomplishments, much more so by the circumstances of their position; and that member of the family with whom accident and neighbourhood had brought me especially connected was, in her intellectual capacity, probably superior to most of those whom I have had occasion to record. Had no misfortunes settled upon her life prematurely, and with the benefit of a little judicious guidance to her studies, I am of opinion that she would have been a most distinguished person. Her situation, when I came to know her, was one of touching interest. I will state the circumstances: — She was the sole and illegitimate daughter of a country gentleman, and was a favourite with her father, as she well deserved to be, in a degree so excessive — so nearly idolatrous — that I never heard illustrations of it mentioned but that secretly I trembled for the endurance of so perilous a love under the common accidents of life, and still more under the unusual difficulties and snares of her peculiar situation. Her father was, by birth, breeding, and property, a Leicestershire farmer; not, perhaps, what you would strictly call a gentleman, for he affected no refinements of manner, but rather courted the exterior of a bluff, careless yeoman. Still he was of that class whom all people, even then, on his letters, addressed as esquire: he had an ample income, and was surrounded with all the luxuries of modern life. In early life — and that was the sole palliation of his guilt — (and yet, again, in another view, aggravated it) — he had allowed himself to violate his own conscience in a way which, from the hour of his error, never ceased to pursue him with remorse, and which was, in fact, its own avenger. Mr. K —— was a favourite specimen of English yeomanly beauty: a fine athletic figure; and with features handsome, well moulded, frank and generous in their expression, and in a striking degree manly. In fact, he might have sat for Robin Hood. It happened that a young lady of his own neighbourhood, somewhere near Mount Soril I think, fell desperately in love with him. Oh! blindness of the human heart! how deeply did she come to rue the day when she first turned her thoughts to him! At first, however, her case seemed a hopeless one; for she herself was remarkably plain, and Mr. K —— was profoundly in love with the very handsome daughter of a neighbouring farmer. One advantage, however, there was on the side of this plain girl: she was rich; and part of her wealth, or of her expectations, lay in landed property that would effect a very tempting arrondissement of an estate belonging to Mr. K —— . Through what course the affair travelled, I never heard more particularly than that Mr. K —— was besieged and worried out of his steady mind by the solicitations of aunts and other relations, who had all adopted the cause of the heiress. But what finally availed to extort a reluctant consent from him was the representation made by the young lady’s family, and backed by medical men, that she was seriously in danger of dying unless Mr. K —— would make her his wife. He was no coxcomb; but, when he heard all his own female relations calling him a murderer, and taxing him with having, at times, given some encouragement to the unhappy lovesick girl, in an evil hour he agreed to give up his own sweetheart and marry her. He did so. But no sooner was this fatal step taken than it was repented. His love returned in bitter excess for the girl whom he had forsaken, and with frantic remorse. This girl, at length, by the mere force of his grief, he actually persuaded to live with him as his wife; and when, in spite of all concealments, the fact began to transpire, and the angry wife, in order to break off the connexion, obtained his consent to their quitting Leicestershire altogether and transferring their whole establishment to the Lakes, Mr. K —— evaded the whole object of this manœuvre by secretly contriving to bring her rival also into Westmoreland. Her, however, he placed in another vale; and, for some years, it is pretty certain that Mrs. K —— never suspected the fact. Some said that it was her pride which would not allow her to seem conscious of so great an affront to herself; others, better skilled in deciphering the meaning of manners, steadfastly affirmed that she was in happy ignorance of an arrangement known to all the country beside.

Years passed on; and the situation of the poor wife became more and more gloomy. During those years, she brought her husband no children; on the other hand, her hated rival had: Mr. K —— saw growing up about his table two children, a son, and then a daughter, who, in their childhood, must have been beautiful creatures; for the son, when I knew him in after life, though bloated and disfigured a good deal by intemperance, was still a very fine young man; more athletic even than his father; and presenting his father’s handsome English yeoman’s face, exalted by a Roman dignity in some of the features. The daughter was of the same cast of person; tall, and Roman also in the style of her face. In fact, the brother and the sister would have offered a fine impersonation of Coriolanus and Valeria. This Roman bias of the features a little affected the feminine loveliness of the daughter’s appearance. But still, as the impression was not very decided, she would have been pronounced anywhere a very captivating young woman. These were the two crowns of Mr. K — —’s felicity, that for seventeen or eighteen years made the very glory of his life. But Nemesis was on his steps; and one of these very children she framed the scourge which made the day of his death a happy deliverance, for which he had long hungered and thirsted. But I anticipate.

About the time when I came to reside in Grasmere, some little affair of local business one night drew Wordsworth up to Mr. K — —’s house. It was called, and with great propriety, from the multitude of holly trees that still survived from ancient days, The Hollens; which pretty local name Mrs. K —— , in her general spirit of vulgar sentimentality, had changed to Holly Grove. The place, spite of its slipshod novelish name, which might have led one to expect a corresponding style of tinsel finery, and a display of childish purposes, about its furniture or its arrangements, was really simple and unpretending; whilst its situation was, in itself, a sufficient ground of interest; for it stood on a little terrace running like an artificial gallery or corridor along the final, and all but perpendicular, descent of the mighty Fairfield. It seemed as if it must require iron bolts to pin it to the rock which rose so high, and, apparently, so close behind. Not until you reached the little esplanade upon which the modest mansion stood, were you aware of a little area interposed between the rear of the house and the rock, just sufficient for ordinary domestic offices. The house was otherwise interesting to myself, from recalling one in which I had passed part of my infancy. As in that, you entered by a rustic hall, fitted up so as to make a beautiful little breakfasting-room: the distribution of the passages was pretty nearly the same; and there were other resemblances.

Mr. K —— received us with civility and hospitality — checked, however, and embarrassed, by a very evident reserve. The reason of this was, partly, that he distrusted the feelings towards himself of two scholars; but more, perhaps, that he had something beyond this general jealousy for distrusting Wordsworth. He had been a very extensive planter of larches, which were then recently introduced into the Lake country, and were, in every direction, displacing the native forest scenery, and dismally disfiguring this most lovely region; and this effect was necessarily in its worst excess during the infancy of the larch plantations; both because they took the formal arrangement of nursery grounds, until extensive thinnings, as well as storms, had begun to break this hideous stiffness in the lines and angles, and also because the larch is a mean tree, both in form and colouring (having a bright gosling glare in spring, a wet blanket hue in autumn) as long as it continues a young tree. Not until it has seen forty or fifty winters does it begin to toss its boughs about with a wild Alpine grace. Wordsworth, for many years, had systematically abused the larches and the larch planters; and there went about the country a pleasant anecdote, in connexion with this well-known habit of his, which I have often heard repeated by the woodmen — viz. that, one day, when he believed himself to be quite alone — but was, in fact, surveyed coolly, during the whole process of his passions, by a reposing band of labourers in the shade, and at their noontide meal — Wordsworth, on finding a whole cluster of birch-trees grubbed up, and preparations making for the installation of larches in their place, was seen advancing to the spot with gathering wrath in his eyes; next he was heard pouring out an interrupted litany of comminations and maledictions; and, finally, as his eye rested upon the four or five larches which were already beginning to “dress the line” of the new battalion, he seized his own hat in a transport of fury, and launched it against the odious intruders. Mr. K —— had, doubtless, heard of Wordsworth’s frankness upon this theme, and knew himself to be, as respected Grasmere, the sole offender. In another way, also, he had earned a few random shots from Wordsworth’s wrath — viz. as the erector of a huge unsightly barn, built solely for convenience, and so far violating all the modesty of rustic proportions that it was really an eyesore in the valley. These considerations, and others besides, made him reserved; but he felt the silent appeal to his lares from the strangers’ presence, and was even kind in his courtesies. Suddenly, Mrs. K —— entered the room: instantly his smile died away: he did not even mention her name. Wordsworth, however, she knew slightly; and to me she introduced herself. Mr. K —— seemed almost impatient when I rose and presented her with my chair. Anything that detained her in the room for a needless moment seemed to him a nuisance. She, on the other hand — what was her behaviour? I had been told that she worshipped the very ground on which he trod; and so, indeed, it appeared. This adoring love might, under other circumstances, have been beautiful to contemplate; but here it impressed unmixed disgust. Imagine a woman of very homely features, and farther disfigured by a scorbutic eruption, fixing a tender gaze upon a burly man of forty, who showed, by every word, look, gesture, movement, that he disdained her. In fact, nothing could be more injudicious than her deportment towards him. Everybody must feel that a man who hates any person hates that person the more for troubling him with expressions of love; or, at least, it adds to hatred the sting of disgust. That was the fixed language of Mr. K — —’s manner, in relation to his wife. He was not a man to be pleased with foolish fondling endearments from any woman before strangers; but from her! Faugh! he said internally, at every instant. His very eyes he averted from her: not once did he look at her, though forced into the odious necessity of speaking to her several times; and, at length, when she seemed disposed to construe our presence as a sort of brief privilege to her own, he adopted that same artifice for ridding himself of her detested company which has sometimes done seasonable service to a fine gentleman when called upon by ladies for the explanation of a Greek word. He hinted to her, pretty broadly, that the subject of our conversation was not altogether proper for female ears, — very much to the astonishment of Wordsworth and myself.




CHAPTER X. SOCIETY OF THE LAKES: PROFESSOR WILSON: DEATH OF LITTLE KATE WORDSWORTH
 

It was at Mr. Wordsworth’s house that I first became acquainted with Professor (then Mr.) Wilson, of Elleray. I have elsewhere described the impression which he made upon me at my first acquaintance; and it is sufficiently known, from other accounts of Mr. Wilson (as, for example, that written by Mr. Lockhart in “Peter’s Letters”), that he divided his time and the utmost sincerity of his love between literature and the stormiest pleasures of real life. Cock-fighting, wrestling, pugilistic contests, boat-racing, horse-racing, all enjoyed Mr. Wilson’s patronage; all were occasionally honoured by his personal participation. I mention this in no unfriendly spirit toward Professor Wilson; on the contrary, these propensities grew out of his ardent temperament and his constitutional endowments — his strength, speed, and agility: and, being confined to the period of youth — for I am speaking of a period removed by five-and-twenty years — can do him no dishonour amongst the candid and the judicious. “Non lusisse pudet, sed non incidere ludum.” The truth was that Professor Wilson had in him, at that period of life, something of the old English chivalric feeling which our old ballad poetry agrees in ascribing to Robin Hood. Several men of genius have expressed to me, at different times, the delight they had in the traditional character of Robin Hood. He has no resemblance to the old heroes of Continental romance in one important feature: they are uniformly victorious: and this gives even a tone of monotony to the Continental poems: for, let them involve their hero in what dangers they may, the reader still feels them to be as illusory as those which menace an enchanter — an Astolpho, for instance, who, by one blast of his horn, can dissipate an army of opponents. But Robin is frequently beaten: he never declines a challenge; sometimes he courts one; and occasionally he learns a lesson from some proud tinker or masterful beggar, the moral of which teaches him that there are better men in the world than himself. What follows? Is the brave man angry with his stout-hearted antagonist because he is no less brave and a little stronger than himself? Not at all; he insists on making him a present, on giving him a dejeuner à la fourchette, and (in case he is disposed to take service in the forest) finally adopts him into his band of archers. Much the same spirit governed, in his earlier years, Professor Wilson. And, though a man of prudence cannot altogether approve of his throwing himself into the convivial society of gipsies, tinkers, potters, strolling players, &c., nevertheless it tells altogether in favour of Professor Wilson’s generosity of mind, that he was ever ready to forgo his advantages of station and birth, and to throw himself fearlessly upon his own native powers, as man opposed to man. Even at Oxford he fought an aspiring shoemaker repeatedly — which is creditable to both sides; for the very prestige of the gown is already overpowering to the artisan from the beginning, and he is half beaten by terror at his own presumption. Elsewhere he sought out, or, at least, did not avoid the most dreaded of the local heroes; and fought his way through his “most verdant years,” taking or giving defiances to the right and the left in perfect carelessness, as chance or occasion offered. No man could well show more generosity in these struggles, nor more magnanimity in reporting their issue, which naturally went many times against him. But Mr. Wilson neither sought to disguise the issue nor showed himself at all displeased with it: even brutal ill-usage did not seem to have left any vindictive remembrance of itself. These features of his character, however, and these propensities, which naturally belonged merely to the transitional state from boyhood to manhood, would have drawn little attention on their own account, had they not been relieved and emphatically contrasted by his passion for literature, and the fluent command which he soon showed over a rich and voluptuous poetic diction. In everything Mr. Wilson showed himself an Athenian. Athenians were all lovers of the cockpit; and, howsoever shocking to the sensibilities of modern refinement, we have no doubt that Plato was a frequent better at cock-fights; and Socrates is known to have bred cocks himself. If he were any Athenian, however, in particular, it was Alcibiades; for he had his marvellous versatility; and to the Windermere neighbourhood, in which he had settled, this versatility came recommended by something of the very same position in society — the same wealth, the same social temper, the same jovial hospitality. No person was better fitted to win or to maintain a high place in social esteem; for he could adapt himself to all companies; and the wish to conciliate and to win his way by flattering the self-love of others was so predominant over all personal self-love and vanity

“That he did in the general bosom reign Of young and old.”

Mr. Wilson and most of his family I had already known for six years. We had projected journeys together through Spain and Greece, all of which had been nipped in the bud by Napoleon’s furious and barbarous mode of making war. It was no joke, as it had been in past times, for an Englishman to be found wandering in continental regions; the pretence that he was, or might be, a spy — a charge so easy to make, so impossible to throw off — at once sufficed for the hanging of the unhappy traveller. In one of his Spanish bulletins, Napoleon even boasted of having hanged sixteen Englishmen, “merchants or others of that nation,” whom he taxed with no suspicion even of being suspected, beyond the simple fact of being detected in the act of breathing Spanish air. These atrocities had interrupted our continental schemes; and we were thus led the more to roam amongst home scenes. How it happened I know not — for we had wandered together often in England — but, by some accident, it was not until 1814 that we visited Edinburgh together. Then it was that I first saw Scotland.

I remember a singular incident which befell us on the road. Breakfasting together, before starting, at Mr. Wilson’s place of Elleray, we had roamed, through a long and delightful day, by way of Ulleswater, &c. Reaching Penrith at night, we slept there; and in the morning, as we were sunning ourselves in the street, we saw, seated in an arm-chair, and dedicating himself to the self-same task of apricating his jolly personage, a rosy, jovial, portly man, having something of the air of a Quaker. Good nature was clearly his predominating quality; and, as that happened to be our foible also, we soon fell into talk; and from that into reciprocations of good will; and from those into a direct proposal, on our new friend’s part, that we should set out upon our travels together. How — whither — to what end or object — seemed as little to enter into his speculations as the cost of realizing them. Rare it is, in this business world of ours, to find any man in so absolute a state of indifference and neutrality that for him all quarters of the globe, and all points of the compass, are self-balanced by philosophic equilibrium of choice. There seemed to us something amusing and yet monstrous in such a man; and, perhaps, had we been in the same condition of exquisite indetermination, to this hour we might all have been staying together at Penrith. We, however, were previously bound to Edinburgh; and, as soon as this was explained to him, that way he proposed to accompany us. We took a chaise, therefore, jointly, to Carlisle; and, during the whole eighteen miles, he astonished us by the wildest and most frantic displays of erudition, much of it levelled at Sir Isaac Newton. Much philosophical learning also he exhibited; but the grotesque accompaniment of the whole was that, after every bravura, he fell back into his corner in fits of laughter at himself. We began to find out the unhappy solution of his indifference and purposeless condition; he was a lunatic; and, afterwards, we had reason to suppose that he was now a fugitive from his keepers. At Carlisle he became restless and suspicious; and, finally, upon some real or imaginary business, he turned aside to Whitehaven. We were not the objects of his jealousy; for he parted with us reluctantly and anxiously. On our part, we felt our pleasure overcast by sadness; for we had been much amused by his conversation, and could not but respect the philological learning which he had displayed. But one thing was whimsical enough: — Wilson purposely said some startling things — startling in point of decorum, or gay pleasantries contra bonos mores; at every sally of which he looked as awfully shocked as though he himself had not been holding the most licentious talk in another key, licentious as respected all truth of history or of science. Another illustration, in fact, he furnished of what I have so often heard Coleridge say — that lunatics, in general, so far from being the brilliant persons they are thought, and having a preternatural brightness of fancy, usually are the very dullest and most uninspired of mortals. The sequel of our poor friend’s history — for the apparent goodness of his nature had interested us both in his fortunes, and caused us to inquire after him through all probable channels — was, that he was last seen by a Cambridge man of our acquaintance, but under circumstances which confirmed our worst fears. It was in a stage-coach; and, at first, the Cantab suspected nothing amiss; but, some accident of conversation having started the topic of La Place’s Mechanique Celeste, off flew our jolly Penrith friend in a tirade against Sir Isaac Newton; so that at once we recognised him, as the Vicar of Wakefield his “cosmogony friend” in prison; but — and that was melancholy to hear — this tirade was suddenly checked, in the rudest manner, by a brutal fellow in one corner of the carriage, who, as it now appeared, was attending him as a regular keeper, and, according to the custom of such people, always laid an interdict upon every ebullition of fancy or animated thought. He was a man whose mind had got some wheel entangled, or some spring overloaded, but else was a learned and able person; and he was to be silent at the bidding of a low, brutal fellow, incapable of distinguishing between the gaieties of fancy and the wandering of the intellect. Sad fate! and sad inversion of the natural relations between the accomplished scholar and the rude illiterate boor!

Of Edinburgh I thought to have spoken at length. But I pause, and retreat from the subject, when I remember that so many of those whom I loved and honoured at that time — some, too, among the gayest of the gay — are now lying in their graves. Of Professor Wilson’s sisters, the youngest, at that time a child almost, and standing at the very vestibule of womanhood, is alone living; she has had a romantic life; has twice traversed, with no attendance but her servants, the gloomy regions of the Caucasus, and once with a young child by her side. Her husband, Mr. M’Neill, is now the English Envoy at the court of Teheran. On the rest, one of whom I honoured and loved as a sister, the curtain has fallen; and here, in the present mood of my spirits, I also feel disposed to drop a curtain over my subsequent memoirs. Farewell, hallowed recollections!

 

Thus, I have sketched the condition of the Lake District, as to society of an intellectual order, at the time (viz. the winter of 1808-9) when I became a personal resident in that district; and, indeed, from this era, through a period of about twenty years in succession, I may describe my domicile as being amongst the lakes and mountains of Westmoreland. It is true, I often made excursions to London, Bath, and its neighbourhood, or northwards to Edinburgh, and, perhaps, on an average, passed one-fourth part of each year at a distance from this district; but here only it was that henceforwards I had a house and small establishment. The house, for a very long course of years, was that same cottage in Grasmere, embowered in roses and jessamine, which I have already described as a spot hallowed to the admirers of Mr. Wordsworth by his seven years’ occupation of its pretty chambers and its rocky orchard: a little domain, which he has himself apostrophized as the “lowest stair in that magnificent temple” forming the north-eastern boundary of Grasmere. The little orchard is rightly called “the lowest stair”; for within itself all is ascending ground; hardly enough of flat area on which to pitch a pavilion, and even that scanty surface an inclined plane; whilst the rest of the valley, into which you step immediately from the garden gate, is (according to the characteristic beauty of the northern English valleys, as first noticed by Mr. Wordsworth himself) “flat as the floor of a temple.”

In sketching the state of the literary society gathered or gathering about the English lakes, at the time of my settling amongst them, I have of course authorized the reader to suppose that I personally mixed freely amongst the whole; else I should have had neither the means for describing that society with truth, nor any motive for attempting it. Meantime the direct object of my own residence at the lakes was the society of Mr. Wordsworth. And it will be a natural inference that, if I mingled on familiar or friendly terms with this society, a fortiori would Mr. Wordsworth do so, as belonging to the lake district by birth, and as having been, in some instances, my own introducer to members of this community. But it was not so; and never was a grosser blunder committed than by Lord Byron when, in a letter to Mr. Hogg (from which an extract is given in some volume of Mr. Lockhart’s “Life of Sir Walter Scott”), he speaks of Wordsworth, Southey, &c., in connexion with Sir Walter, as all alike injured by mixing only with little adoring coteries, which each severally was supposed to have gathered about himself as a centre. Now, had this really been the case, I know not how the objects of such a partial or exclusive admiration could have been injured by it in any sense with which the public were concerned. A writer may — and of that there are many instances — write the worse for meeting nobody of sympathy with himself; no admiration sufficient to convince him that he has written powerfully: that misfortune, when it occurs, may injure a writer, or may cause him to cease cultivating his genius. But no man was ever injured by the strong reflection of his own power in love and admiration; not as a writer, I mean: though it is very true, from the great variety of modes in which praise, or the indirect flattery of silent homage, acts upon different minds, that some men may be injured as social companions: vanity, and, still more, egotism — the habit of making self the central point of reference in every treatment of every subject — may certainly be cherished by the idolatry of a private circle, continually ascending; but arrogance and gloomy anti-social pride are qualities much more likely to be favoured by sympathy withheld, and the unjust denial of a man’s pretensions. This, however, need not be discussed with any reference to Mr. Wordsworth; for he had no such admiring circle: no applauding coterie ever gathered about him. Wordsworth was not a man to be openly flattered; his pride repelled that kind of homage, or any homage that offered itself with the air of conferring honour; and repelled it in a tone of loftiness or arrogance that never failed to kindle the pride of the baffled flatterer. Nothing in the way of applause could give Wordsworth any pleasure, unless it were the spontaneous and half-unconscious utterance of delight in some passage — the implicit applause of love, half afraid to express itself; or else the deliberate praise of rational examination, study, and comparison, applied to his writings: these were the only modes of admiration which could recommend themselves to Wordsworth. But, had it been otherwise, there was another mistake in what Lord Byron said: — The neighbouring people, in every degree, “gentle and simple,” literary or half-educated, who had heard of Wordsworth, agreed in despising him. Never had poet or prophet less honour in his own country. Of the gentry, very few knew anything about Wordsworth. Grasmere was a vale little visited at that time, except for an hour’s admiration. The case is now  altered; and partly by a new road, which, having pierced the valley by a line carried along the water’s edge, at a most preposterous cost, and with a large arrear of debt for the next generation, saves the labour of surmounting a laborious hill. The case is now altered no less for the intellect of the age; and Rydal Mount is now one of the most honoured abodes in the island. But, at that time, Grasmere did not differ more from the Grasmere of to-day than Wordsworth from the Wordsworth of 1809-20. I repeat that he was little known, even as a resident in the country; and, as a poet, strange it would have been had the little town of Ambleside undertaken to judge for itself, and against a tribunal which had for a time subdued the very temper of the age. Lord Byron might have been sure that nowhere would the contempt for Mr. Wordsworth be rifer than exactly amongst those who had a local reason for curiosity about the man, and who, of course, adopting the tone of the presiding journals, adopted them with a personality of feeling unknown elsewhere.

Except, therefore, with the Lloyds, or occasionally with Thomas Wilkinson the Quaker, or very rarely with Southey, Wordsworth had no intercourse at all beyond the limits of Grasmere: and in that valley I was myself, for some years, his sole visiting friend; as, on the other hand, my sole visitors as regarded that vale, were himself and his family.

Among that family, and standing fourth in the series of his children, was a little girl, whose life, short as it was, and whose death, obscure and little heard of as it was amongst all the rest of the world, connected themselves with the records of my own life by ties of passion so profound, by a grief so frantic, and so memorable through the injurious effects which it produced of a physical kind, that, had I left untouched every other chapter of my own experience, I should certainly have left behind some memorandum of this, as having a permanent interest in the psychological history of human nature. Luckily the facts are not without a parallel, and in well authenticated medical books; else I should have scrupled (as what man does not scruple who values, above all things, the reputation for veracity?) to throw the whole stress of credibility on my own unattached narration. But all experienced physicians know well that cases similar to mine, though not common, occur at intervals in every large community.

 

When I first settled in Grasmere, Catherine Wordsworth was in her infancy, but, even at that age, noticed me more than any other person, excepting, of course, her mother. She had for an attendant a young girl, perhaps thirteen years old — Sarah, one of the orphan children left by the unfortunate couple, George and Sarah Green, whose tragical end in a snow-storm I have already narrated. This Sarah Green was as far removed in character as could be imagined from that elder sister who had won so much admiration in her childish days, by her premature display of energy and household virtues. She was lazy, luxurious, and sensual: one, in fact, of those nurses who, in their anxiety to gossip about young men, leave their infant or youthful charges to the protection of chance. It was, however, not in her out-of-door ramblings, but at home, that the accident occurred which determined the fortunes of little Catherine. Mr. Coleridge was at that time a visitor to the Wordsworths at Allan Bank, that house in Grasmere to which Wordsworth had removed upon quitting his cottage. One day about noon, when, perhaps, he was coming down to breakfast, Mr. Coleridge passed Sarah Green, playing after her indolent fashion with the child; and between them lay a number of carrots. He warned the girl that raw carrots were an indigestible substance for the stomach of an infant. This warning was neglected: little Catherine ate — it was never known how many; and, in a short time, was seized with strong convulsions. I saw her in this state about two P.M. No medical aid was to be had nearer than Ambleside; about six miles distant. However, all proper measures were taken; and, by sunset, she had so far recovered as to be pronounced out of danger. Her left side, however, left arm, and left leg, from that time forward, were in a disabled state: not what could be called paralyzed, but suffering a sort of atony or imperfect distribution of vital power.

Catherine was not above three years old when she died; so that there could not have been much room for the expansion of her understanding, or the unfolding of her real character. But there was room enough in her short life, and too much, for love the most frantic to settle upon her. The whole vale of Grasmere is not large enough to allow of any great distances between house and house; and, as it happened that little Kate Wordsworth returned my love, she in a manner lived with me at my solitary cottage; as often as I could entice her from home, walked with me, slept with me, and was my sole companion. That I was not singular in ascribing some witchery to the nature and manners of this innocent child, you may gather from the following most beautiful lines extracted from a sketch towards her portraiture, drawn by her father (with whom, however, she was noways a favourite): — 

“And, as a faggot sparkles on the hearth, Not less if unattended and alone Than when both young and old sit gathered round And take delight in its activity; Even so this happy creature of herself Was all sufficient: solitude to her Was blithe society, who filled the air With gladness and involuntary songs. Light were her sallies as the tripping fawn’s, Forth-startled from the form where she lay couch’d; Unthought of, unexpected, as the stir Of the soft breeze ruffling the meadow-flowers, Or from before it chasing wantonly The many-coloured images impressed Upon the bosom of a placid lake.”

It was this radiant spirit of joyousness, making solitude for her blithe society, and filling from morning to night the air “with gladness and involuntary songs,” this it was which so fascinated my heart that I became blindly, doatingly, in a servile degree, devoted to this one affection. In the spring of 1812, I went up to London; and, early in June, by a letter from Miss Wordsworth, her aunt, I learned the terrific news (for such to me it was) that she had died suddenly. She had gone to bed in good health about sunset on June 4th; was found speechless a little before midnight; and died in the early dawn, just as the first gleams of morning began to appear above Seat Sandel and Fairfield, the mightiest of the Grasmere barriers, about an hour, perhaps, before sunrise.

Never, perhaps, from the foundations of those mighty hills, was there so fierce a convulsion of grief as mastered my faculties on receiving that heart-shattering news. Over and above my excess of love for her, I had always viewed her as an impersonation of the dawn and the spirit of infancy; and this abstraction seated in her person, together with the visionary sort of connexion which, even in her parting hours, she assumed with the summer sun, by timing her immersion into the cloud of death with the rising and setting of that fountain of life, — these combined impressions recoiled so violently into a contrast or polar antithesis to the image of death that each exalted and brightened the other. I returned hastily to Grasmere; stretched myself every night, for more than two months running, upon her grave; in fact, often passed the night upon her grave; not (as may readily be supposed) in any parade of grief; on the contrary, in that quiet valley of simple shepherds, I was secure enough from observation until morning light began to return; but in mere intensity of sick, frantic yearning after neighbourhood to the darling of my heart. Many readers will have seen in Sir Walter Scott’s “Demonology,” and in Dr. Abercrombie’s “Inquiries concerning the Intellectual Powers,” some remarkable illustrations of the creative faculties awakened in the eye or other organs by peculiar states of passion; and it is worthy of a place amongst cases of that nature that, in many solitary fields, at a considerable elevation above the level of the valleys, — fields which, in the local dialect, are called “intacks,” — my eye was haunted at times, in broad noonday (oftener, however, in the afternoon), with a facility, but at times also with a necessity, for weaving, out of a few simple elements, a perfect picture of little Kate in the attitude and onward motion of walking. I resorted constantly to these “intacks,” as places where I was little liable to disturbance; and usually I saw her at the opposite side of the field, which might sometimes be at a distance of a quarter of a mile, generally not so much. Always almost she carried a basket on her head; and usually the first hint upon which the figure arose commenced in wild plants, such as tall ferns, or the purple flowers of the foxglove; but, whatever might be the colours or the forms, uniformly the same little full-formed figure arose, uniformly dressed in the little blue bed-gown and black skirt of Westmoreland, and uniformly with the air of advancing motion. Through part of June, July, and part of August, in fact throughout the summer, this frenzy of grief continued. It was reasonably to be expected that nature would avenge such senseless self-surrender to passion; for, in fact, so far from making an effort to resist it, I clung to it as a luxury (which, in the midst of suffering, it really was in part). All at once, on a day at the latter end of August, in one instant of time, I was seized with some nervous sensation that, for a moment, caused sickness. A glass of brandy removed the sickness; but I felt, to my horror, a sting as it were, of some stationary torment left behind — a torment absolutely indescribable, but under which I felt assured that life could not be borne. It is useless and impossible to describe what followed: with no apparent illness discoverable to any medical eye — looking, indeed, better than usual for three months and upwards, I was under the possession of some internal nervous malady, that made each respiration which I drew an act of separate anguish. I travelled southwards immediately to Liverpool, to Birmingham, to Bristol, to Bath, for medical advice; and finally rested — in a gloomy state of despair, rather because I saw no use in further change than that I looked for any change in this place more than others — at Clifton, near Bristol. Here it was, at length, in the course of November, that, in one hour, my malady began to leave me: it was not quite so abrupt, however, in its departure, as in its first development: a peculiar sensation arose from the knee downwards, about midnight: it went forwards through a space of about five hours, and then stopped, leaving me perfectly free from every trace of the awful malady which had possessed me, but so much debilitated as with difficulty to stand or walk. Going down soon after this, to Ilfracombe, in Devonshire, where there were hot sea baths, I found it easy enough to restore my shattered strength. But the remarkable fact in this catastrophe of my illness is that all grief for little Kate Wordsworth, nay, all remembrance of her, had, with my malady, vanished from my mind. The traces of her innocent features were utterly washed away from my heart: she might have been dead for a thousand years, so entirely abolished was the last lingering image of her face or figure. The little memorials of her which her mother had given to me, as, in particular, a pair of her red morocco shoes, won not a sigh from me as I looked at them: even her little grassy grave, white with snow, when I returned to Grasmere in January, 1813, was looked at almost with indifference; except, indeed, as now become a memorial to me of that dire internal physical convulsion thence arising by which I had been shaken and wrenched; and, in short, a case more entirely realizing the old Pagan superstition of a nympholepsy in the first place, and, secondly, of a Lethe or river of oblivion, and the possibility, by one draught from this potent stream, of applying an everlasting ablution to all the soils and stains of human anguish, I do not suppose the psychological history of man affords.




CHAPTER XI. RAMBLES FROM THE LAKES: MRS. SIDDONS AND HANNAH MORE
 

From the Lakes, as I have mentioned before, I went annually southwards — chiefly to Somersetshire or to London, and more rarely to Edinburgh. In my Somersetshire visits, I never failed to see Mrs. Hannah More. My own relative’s house, in fact, standing within one mile of Barley Wood, I seldom suffered a week to pass without calling to pay my respects. There was a stronger motive to this than simply what arose from Mrs. H. More’s company, or even from that of her sisters (one or two of whom were more entertaining, because more filled with animal spirits and less thoughtful, than Mrs. Hannah); for it rarely happened that one called within the privileged calling hours, — which, with these rural ladies, ranged between twelve and four o’clock, — but one met some person interesting by rank, station, political or literary eminence.

Here, accordingly, it was that, during one of my last visits to Somersetshire, either in 1813 or 1814, I met Mrs. Siddons, whom I had often seen upon the stage, but never before in private society. She had come into this part of the country chiefly, I should imagine, with a view to the medical advice at the Bristol Hot Wells and Clifton; for it happened that one of her daughters — a fine interesting young woman — was suffering under pulmonary consumption — that scourge of the British youth; of which malady, I believe, she ultimately died. From the Hot Wells, Mrs. Siddons had been persuaded to honour with her company a certain Dr. Wh —— , whose splendid villa of Mendip Lodge stood about two miles from Barley Wood.

This villa, by the way, was a show place, in which a vast deal of money had been sunk upon two follies equally unproductive of pleasure to the beholder and of anything approaching a pecuniary compensation to the owner. The villa, with its embellishments, was supposed to have cost at least sixty thousand pounds; of which one-half had been absorbed, partly by a contest with the natural obstacles of the situation, and partly by the frailest of all ornaments — vast china jars, vases, and other “knicknackery” baubles, which held their very existence by so frail a tenure as the carefulness of a housemaid, and which, at all events, if they should survive the accidents of life, never are known to reproduce to the possessor one-tenth part of what they have cost. Out of doors there were terraces of a mile long, one rising above another, and carried, by mere artifice of mechanic skill, along the perpendicular face of a lofty rock. Had they, when finished, any particular beauty? Not at all. Considered as a pleasure ground, they formed a far less delightful landscape, and a far less alluring haunt to rambling steps, than most of the uncostly shrubberies which were seen below, in unpretending situations, and upon the ordinary level of the vale. What a record of human imbecility! For all his pains and his expense in forming this costly “folly,” his reward was daily anxiety, and one solitary bon mot which he used to record of some man who, on being asked by the Rev. Doctor what he thought of his place, replied that “he thought the Devil had tempted him up to an exceedingly high place.” No part of the grounds, nor the house itself, was at all the better because originally it had been, beyond measure, difficult to form it: so difficult that, according to Dr. Johnson’s witty remark on another occasion, there was good reason for wishing that it had been impossible. The owner, whom I knew, most certainly never enjoyed a happy day in this costly creation; which, after all, displayed but little taste, though a gorgeous array of finery. The show part of the house was itself a monument to the barrenness of invention in him who planned it; consisting, as it did, of one long suite of rooms in a straight line, without variety, without obvious parts, and therefore without symmetry or proportions. This long vista was so managed that, by means of folding-doors, the whole could be seen at a glance, whilst its extent was magnified by a vast mirror at the further end. The Doctor was a querulous old man, enormously tall and enormously bilious; so that he had a spectral appearance when pacing through the false gaieties of his glittering villa. He was a man of letters, and had known Dr. Johnson, whom he admired prodigiously; and had himself been, in earlier days, the author of a poem now forgotten. He belonged, at one period, to the coterie of Miss Seward, Dr. Darwin, Day, Mr. Edgeworth, &c.; consequently he might have been an agreeable companion, having so much anecdote at his command: but his extreme biliousness made him irritable in a painful degree and impatient of contradiction — impatient even of dissent in the most moderate shape. The latter stage of his life is worth recording, as a melancholy comment upon the blindness of human foresight, and in some degree also as a lesson on the disappointments which follow any departure from high principle, and the deception which seldom fails to lie in ambush for the deceiver. I had one day taken the liberty to ask him why, and with what ultimate purpose, he, who did not like trouble and anxiety, had embarrassed himself with the planning and construction of a villa that manifestly embittered his days? “That is, my young friend,” replied the doctor, “speaking plainly, you mean to express your wonder that I, so old a man (for he was then not far from seventy), should spend my time in creating a show-box. Well now, I will tell you: precisely because I am old. I am naturally of a gloomy turn; and it has always struck me that we English, who are constitutionally haunted by melancholy, are too apt to encourage it by the gloomy air of the mansions we inhabit. Your fortunate age, my friend, can dispense with such aids: ours requires continual influxes of pleasure through the senses, in order to cheat the stealthy advances of old age, and to beguile us of our sadness. Gaiety, the riant style in everything, that is what we old men need. And I, who do not love the pains of creating, love the creation; and, in fact, require it as part of my artillery against time.” Such was the amount of his explanation: and now, in a few words, for his subsequent history.

Finding himself involved in difficulties by the expenses of this villa, going on concurrently with a large London establishment, he looked out for a good marriage (being a widower) as the sole means within his reach for clearing off his embarrassments without proportionable curtailment of his expenses. It happened, unhappily for both parties, that he fell in with a widow lady, who was cruising about the world with precisely the same views, and in precisely the same difficulties. Each (or the friends of each) held out a false flag, magnifying their incomes respectively, and sinking the embarrassments. Mutually deceived, they married: and one change immediately introduced at the splendid villa was the occupation of an entire wing by a lunatic brother of the lady’s; the care of whom, with a large allowance, had been committed to her by the Court of Chancery. This, of itself, shed a gloom over the place which defeated the primary purpose of the doctor (as explained by himself) in erecting it. Windows barred, maniacal howls, gloomy attendants from a lunatic hospital ranging about: these were sad disturbances to the doctor’s rose-leaf system of life. This, however, if it were a nuisance, brought along with it some solatium, as the lawyers express it, in the shape of the Chancery allowance. But next came the load of debts for which there was no solatium, and which turned out to be the only sort of possession with which the lady was well endowed. The disconsolate doctor — an old man, and a clergyman of the Establishment — could not resort to such redress as a layman might have adopted: he was obliged to give up all his establishments; his gay villa was offered to Queen Caroline, who would, perhaps, have bought it, but that her final troubles in this world were also besetting her about that very time. For the present, therefore, the villa was shut up, and “left alone with its glory.” The reverend and aged proprietor, now ten times more bilious and more querulous than ever, shipped himself off for France; and there, in one of the southern provinces — so far, therefore, as climate was concerned, realizing his vision of gaiety, but for all else the most melancholy of exiles — sick of the world and of himself, hating to live, yet more intensely hating to die, in a short time the unhappy old man breathed his last, in a common lodging house, gloomy and vulgar, and in all things the very antithesis to that splendid abode which he had planned for the consolation of his melancholy, and for the gay beguilement of old age.

At this gentleman’s villa Mrs. Siddons had been paying a visit; for the doctor was a worshipper, in a servile degree, of all things which flourished in the sunshine of the world’s applause. To have been the idolized favourite of nations, to have been an honoured and even a privileged guest at Windsor, that was enough for him; and he did his utmost to do the honours of his neighbourhood, not less to glorify himself in the eye of the country, who was fortunate enough to have such a guest, than to show his respect for the distinguished visitor. Mrs. Siddons felt herself flattered by the worthy doctor’s splendid hospitalities; for that they were really splendid may be judged by this fact, communicated to me by Hannah More, viz. that the Bishop of London (Porteus), when on a visit to Barley Wood, being much pressed by the doctor to visit him, had at length accepted a dinner invitation. Mrs. Hannah More was, of course, included in the invitation, but had found it impossible to attend, from ill health; and the next morning, at breakfast, the bishop had assured her that, in all his London experience, in that city of magnificent dinners beyond all other cities of the earth, and amongst the princes of the land, he had never witnessed an entertainment so perfect in its appointments.

Gratified as she was, however, by her host’s homage, as expressed in his splendid style of entertaining, Mrs. Siddons was evidently more happy in her residence at Barley Wood. The style of conversation pleased her. It was religious: but Mrs. Siddons was herself religious; and at that moment, when waiting with anxiety upon a daughter whose languor seemed but too ominous in her maternal eyes, she was more than usually open to religious impressions, and predisposed to religious topics. Certain I am, however, from what I then observed, that Mrs. Siddons, in common with many women of rank who were on the list of the Barley Wood visitors, did not apprehend, in their full sense and severity, the peculiar principles of Hannah More. This lady, excellent as she was, and incapable of practising any studied deceit, had, however, an instinct of worldly wisdom, which taught her to refrain from shocking ears polite with too harsh or too broad an exposure of all which she believed. This, at least, if it were any duty of hers, she considered, perhaps, as already fulfilled by her writings; and, moreover, the very tone of good breeding which she had derived from the good company she had kept made her feel the impropriety of lecturing her visitors even when she must have thought them in error. Mrs. Siddons obviously thought Hannah More a person who differed from the world chiefly by applying a greater energy, and sincerity, and zeal, to a system of religious truth equally known to all. Repentance, for instance — all people hold that to be a duty; and Mrs. Hannah More differed from them only by holding it to be a duty of all hours, a duty for youth not less than for age. But how much would she have been shocked to hear that Mrs. Hannah More held all repentance, however indispensable, yet in itself, and though followed by the sincerest efforts at reformation of life, to be utterly unavailing as any operative part of the means by which man gains acceptance with God. To rely upon repentance, or upon anything that man can do for himself, that Mrs. Hannah More considered as the mortal taint, as the πρωτον ψευδος (prôton pseudos), in the worldly theories of the Christian scheme; and I have heard the two ladies — Mrs. More and Mrs. Siddons, I mean — talking by the hour together, as completely at cross purposes as it is possible to imagine. Everything in fact of what was special in the creed adopted by Mrs. Hannah More, by Wilberforce, and many others known as Evangelical Christians, is always capable, in lax conversation, of being translated into a vague general sense, which completely obscures the true limitations of the meaning.

Mrs. Hannah More, however, was too polished a woman to allow of any sectarian movement being impressed upon the conversation; consequently, she soon directed it to literature, upon which Mrs. Siddons was very amusing, from her recollections of Dr. Johnson, whose fine-turned compliment to herself (so much in the spirit of those unique compliments addressed to eminent people by Louis XIV) had for ever planted the Doctor’s memory in her heart. She spoke also of Garrick and of Mrs. Garrick; but not, I think, with so much respect and affection as Mrs. Hannah More, who had, in her youthful days, received the most friendly attentions from both, though coming forward at that time in no higher character than as the author of Percy, the most insipid of tragedies.

Mrs. Siddons was prevailed on to read passages from both Shakspere and Milton. The dramatic readings were delightful; in fact, they were almost stage rehearsals, accompanied with appropriate gesticulation. One was the great somnambulist scene in Macbeth, which was the ne plus ultra in the whole range of Mrs. Siddons’s scenical exhibitions, and can never be forgotten by any man who once had the happiness to witness that immortal performance of the divine artist. Another, given at the request of a Dutch lady residing in the neighbourhood of Barley Wood, was the scene from King John of the Lady Constance, beginning—”Gone to be married! gone to swear a peace!” &c. The last, and truly superb for the musical intonation of the cadences, was that inimitable apology or pleading of Christian charity for Cardinal Wolsey, addressed to his bitterest enemy, Queen Catherine. All these, in different degrees and different ways, were exquisite. But the readings from Milton were not to my taste. And, some weeks after, when, at Mrs. Hannah More’s request, I had read to her some of Lord Byron’s most popular works, I got her to acknowledge, in then speaking upon the subject of reading, that perhaps the style of Mrs. Siddons’s reading had been too much determined to the dramatic cast of emphasis, and the pointed expression of character and situation which must always belong to a speaker bearing a part in a dialogue, to admit of her assuming the tone of a rapt poetic inspiration.

Meantime, whatever she did — whether it were in display of her own matchless talents, but always at the earnest request of the company or of her hostess, or whether it were in gentle acquiescent attention to the display made by others, or whether it were as one member of a general party taking her part occasionally for the amusement of the rest and contributing to the general fund of social pleasure — nothing could exceed the amiable, kind, and unassuming deportment of Mrs. Siddons. She had retired from the stage, and no longer regarded herself as a public character. But so much the stronger did she seem to think the claims of her friends upon anything she could do for their amusement.

Meantime, amongst the many pleasurable impressions which Mrs. Siddons’s presence never failed to make, there was one which was positively painful and humiliating: it was the degradation which it inflicted upon other women. One day there was a large dinner party at Barley Wood: Mrs. Siddons was present; and I remarked to a gentleman who sat next to me — a remark which he heartily confirmed — that, upon rising to let the ladies leave us, Mrs. Siddons, by the mere necessity of her regal deportment, dwarfed the whole party, and made them look ridiculous; though Mrs. H. More, and others of the ladies present, were otherwise really women of very pleasing appearance. One final remark is forced upon me by my recollections of Mrs. Jordan, and of her most unhappy end: it is this; and strange enough it seems: — that the child of laughter and comic mirth, whose laugh itself thrilled the heart with pleasure, and who created gaiety of the noblest order for one entire generation of her countrymen, died prematurely, and in exile, and in affliction which really killed her by its own stings. If ever woman died of a broken heart, of tenderness bereaved, and of hope deferred, that woman was Mrs. Jordan. On the other hand, this sad votary of Melpomene, the queen of the tragic stage, died full of years and honours, in the bosom of her admiring country, in the centre of idolizing friends, and happy in all things except this, that some of those whom she most loved on earth had gone before her. Strange contrariety of lots for the two transcendent daughters of the comic and tragic muses. For my own part, I shall always regard my recollections of Mrs. Siddons as those in which chiefly I have an advantage over the coming generation; nay, perhaps over all generations; for many centuries may revolve without producing such another transcendent creature.
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INTRODUCTION.
 

It is with a solemnized feeling that I enter on these Reminiscences. Except one, I have survived all the associates of my earlier days. The young, with a long life in perspective, (if any life can be called long, in so brief an existence) are unable to realize the impressions of a man, nearer eighty than seventy, when the shadows of evening are gathering around, and, in a retrospective glance, the whole field of past vision appears, in all its complexities, like the indistinct tumults of a dream. The acute reasoner — the fiery politician — the eager polemic — the emulous aspirant after fame; and many such have I known, where are they? and how mournful, if any one of them should be found, at last, to have directed his solicitudes, alone, to material objects; — should have neglected to cultivate his own little plot of earth, more valuable than mines! and have sown no seeds for eternity. It is not a light motive which could have prompted me, when this world of “Eye and Ear” is fast receding, while grander scenes are opening, and so near! to call up almost long-forgotten associations, and to dwell on the stirring, by-gone occurrences that tend, in some measure, to interfere with that calm which is most desirable, and best accords with the feelings of one who holds life by such slender ties. Yet through the goodness of the Almighty, being at the present moment exempt from many of the common infirmities of age, I am willing, as a last act, to make some sacrifice to obtain the good which I hope this recurrence to the past is calculated to produce.

With respect to Mr. Coleridge, it would be easy and pleasant to sail with the stream; to admire his eloquence; to extol his genius; and to forget his failings; but where is the utility, arising out of this homage paid to naked talent? If the attention of posterity rested here, where were the lessons of wisdom to be learnt from his example? His path through the world was marked by strong outlines, and instruction is to be derived from every feature of his mind, and every portion of his eventful and chequered life. In all the aspects of his character, he was probably the most singular man that has appeared in this country during the preceding century, and the leading incidents of whose life ought to stand fairly on record. The facts which I have stated are undeniable, the most important being substantiated by his own letters; but higher objects were intended by this narrative than merely to elucidate a character, (however remarkable), in all its vicissitudes and eccentricities. Rising above idle curiosity, or the desire of furnishing aliment for the sentimental; — excitement the object, and the moral tendency disregarded, these pages take a wider range, and are designed for the good of many, where if there be much to pain the reader, he should moderate his regrets, by looking through the intermediate to the end.

There is scarcely an individual, whose life, if justly delineated, would not present much whence others might derive instruction. If this be applicable to the multitude, how much more essentially true is it, in reference to the ethereal spirits, endowed by the Supreme with a lavish portion of intellectual strength, as well as with proportionate capacities for doing good? How serious therefore is the obligation to fidelity, when the portraiture of a man is to be presented, like Samuel Taylor Coleridge, in whom such diversified and contrary qualities alternately predominated! Yet all the advantages to be derived from him, and similar instructors of mankind, must result from a faithful exhibition of the broad features of their earthly conduct and character, so that they might stand out as landmarks, and pharos-towers, to guide, or warn, or encourage, all succeeding voyagers on the Ocean of Life.

In preparing the following work, I should gladly have withheld that one letter of Mr. Coleridge to Mr. Wade, had not the obligation to make it public been imperative. But concealment would have been injustice to the living, and treachery to the dead. This letter is the solemnizing voice of conscience. Can any reflecting mind, deliberately desire the suppression of this document, in which Mr. Coleridge, for the good of others, generously forgets its bearing on himself, and makes a full and voluntary confession of the sins he had committed against “himself, his friends, his children, and his God?” In the agony of remorse, at the retrospection, he thus required that this his confession should hereafter be given to the public. “AFTER MY DEATH, I EARNESTLY ENTREAT, THAT A FULL AND UNQUALIFIED NARRATIVE OF MY WRETCHEDNESS, AND ITS GUILTY CAUSE, MAY BE MADE PUBLIC, THAT AT LEAST SOME LITTLE GOOD MAY BE EFFECTED BY THE DIREFUL EXAMPLE.” This is the most redeeming letter Samuel Taylor Coleridge ever penned. A callous heart could not have written it. A Christian, awaking from his temporary lethargy, might. While it powerfully propitiates the reader, it almost converts condemnation into compassion.

No considerate friend, it might be thought, would have desired the suppression of this letter, but rather its most extended circulation; and that, among other cogent reasons, from the immense moral lesson, enforced by it, in perpetuity, on all consumers of opium; in which they will behold, as well as in some of the other letters, the “tremendous consequences,” (to use Mr. Coleridge’s own expressions) of such practices, exemplified in his own person; and to which terrible effects, he himself so often, and so impressively refers. It was doubtless a deep conviction of the beneficial tendencies involved in the publication, that prompted Mr. C. to direct publicity to be given to this remarkable letter, after his decease.

The incidents connected with the lives of Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Southey, are so intimately blended, from relationship, association, and kindred pursuits, that the biography of one, to a considerable extent, involves that of the other. The following narrative, however, professes to be annals of, rather than a circumstantial account of these two remarkable men.

Some persons may be predisposed to misconstrue the motive for giving publicity to the following letter, but others, it is hoped, will admit that the sole object has been, not to draw the reader’s attention to the writer, but to confer credit on Southey. Many are the individuals who would have assisted, to a greater extent than myself, two young men of decided genius, like Samuel Taylor Coleridge, and Robert Southey, who required, at the commencement of their literary career, encouragement, and a little assistance. Few however, would have exhibited the magnanimity which Southey displayed, in seasons of improved circumstances, by referring to slender acts of kindness, long past, and scarcely remembered but by himself. Few are the men, who, after having surmounted their difficulties by honourable exertion, would have referred to past seasons of perplexity, and have desired — that occurrences “might be seen hereafter,” which little minds would sedulously have concealed, as discredit, rather than as conferring conspicuous honour.

Ten years after the incidents had occurred to which the following letter refers, in writing to Mr. Southey, among other subjects, I casually expressed a regret, that when I quitted the business of a bookseller, I had not returned him the copy-rights of his “Joan of Arc;” of his two volumes of Poems; and of his letters from Spain and Portugal. The following was his reply.

“Wednesday evening, Greta Hall, April 28, 1808.

My dear Cottle,

… What you say of my copy-rights affects me very much. Dear Cottle, set your heart at rest on that subject. It ought to be at rest. They were yours; fairly bought, and fairly sold. You bought them on the chance of their success, what no London bookseller would have done; and had they not been bought, they could not have been published at all. Nay, if you had not published ‘Joan of Arc,’ the poem never would have existed, nor should I, in all probability, ever have obtained that reputation which is the capital on which I subsist, nor that power which enables me to support it.

But this is not all. Do you suppose, Cottle, that I have forgotten those true and most essential acts of friendship which you showed me when I stood most in need of them? Your house was my house when I had no other. The very money with which I bought my wedding ring, and paid my marriage fees, was supplied by you. It was with your sisters that I left my Edith, during my six months’ absence; and for the six months after my return, it was from you that I received, week by week, the little on which we lived, till I was enabled to live by other means. It is not the settling of our cash account that can cancel obligations like these. You are in the habit of preserving your letters, and if you were not, I would entreat you to preserve this, that it might be seen hereafter. Sure I am, that there never was a more generous, nor a kinder heart than yours, and you will believe me when I add, that there does not live that man upon earth, whom I remember with more gratitude, and more affection. My heart throbs, and my eyes burn with these recollections. Good night my dear old friend and benefactor.

Robert Southey.”

Gratitude is a plant indigenous to Heaven. Specimens are rarely found on
Earth. This is one.
 

Mr. Southey, on previous occasions had advised me to write my
“Recollections of Persons and Things,” and it having been understood that
I was about to prepare a memoir of Mr. Coleridge, (1836) Mr. S. renewed
his solicitation, as will appear by the following extracts.
 

“Keswick, April 14, 1836.

My dear Cottle,

There is I hope, time enough for you to make a very interesting book of your own ‘Recollections,’ a book which will be of no little value to the history of our native city, and the literature of our times. Your prose has a natural ease which no study could acquire. I am very confident you could make as delightful a book on this subject as Isaac Walton has in his way. If you are drawing up your ‘Recollections of Coleridge,’ you are most welcome to insert anything of mine which you may think proper. To be employed in such a work, with the principles and frame of mind wherewith you would engage in it, is to be instructing and admonishing your fellow-creatures; it is employing your talents, and keeping up that habitual preparation for the enduring inheritance in which the greater part of your life has been spent. Men like us, who write in sincerity, and with the desire of teaching others so to think, and to feel, as may be best for themselves and the community, are labouring as much in their vocation as if they were composing sermons, or delivering them from the pulpit….

God bless you, my dear old friend. Always yours most affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

On another occasion Mr. S. thus wrote.

“My dear Cottle,

I both wish and advise you to draw up your ‘Reminiscences’, I advise you for your own sake, as a valuable memorial, and wish it for my own, that that part of my life might be faithfully reported by the person who knows it best….” “You have enough to tell which is harmless, as well as interesting, and not harmless only, but instructive, and that ought to be told, and which only you can tell.”

It may be proper to notice that the title here adopted, of “REMINISCENCES” is to be understood as a general, rather than as a strictly applicable phrase, since the present miscellaneous work is founded on letters, and various memoranda, that for the most part, have lain in a dormant state for many years, and which were preserved as mementos of past scenes, personally interesting, but without, in the first instance, the least reference to ultimate publication.

I cannot withhold a final remark, with which my own mind is greatly affected; from revolving on a most unexpected, as it is a singular fact, — that these brief memorials of Mr. Coleridge, and Mr. Southey, should be written by the same individual who, more than half a century before, contributed his humble efforts to assist, and encourage them, in their first entrance on a literary life. The whole of the events thus recorded, appear through the dim vista of memory, already with the scenes before the flood! while all the busy, the aspiring, and the intellectual spirits here noticed, and once so well known, have been hurried off our mortal stage! — Robert Lovell! — George Burnet! — Charles Lloyd! — George Catcott! — Dr. Beddoes! — Charles Danvers! — Amos Cottle! — William Gilbert! — John Morgan! — Ann Yearsley! — Sir H. Davy! — Hannah More! — Robert Hall! — Samuel Taylor Coleridge! — Charles Lamb! — Thomas Poole! — Josiah Wade! — Robert Southey! — and John Foster! — confirming, with fresh emphasis,

“What shadows we are, and what shadows we pursue!”

Bristol, April 20, 1847.

J. C.
 




REMINISCENCES.
 

Ten years ago I published “Recollections of S. T. Coleridge.” This work I have revised, and embodied in the present “Reminiscences of S. T. Coleridge, and Robert Southey.” My views and motives have been explained in the Introduction.

If some Readers should consider that there are occasional documents introduced into the following work, too unimportant and derogatory to legitimate biography, I would observe, that it was designed that nothing should be admitted which was not characteristic of the individual; and that which illustrates character in a man of genius, cannot well be esteemed trifling and deserving of rejection. — In preparing those Reminiscences, some effort has been required. I have endeavoured to forget the intervening space of forty or fifty years, and, as far as it was practicable, to enter on the scenes and circumstances described with all the feelings coincident with that distant period. My primary design has been to elucidate the incidents referring to the early lives of the late Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Southey: yet I purposed, in addition, to introduce brief notices of some other remarkable characters, known in Bristol at this time.

To account for my introduction to all the persons subsequently noticed, it is necessary to apprise the Reader that I was a bookseller in Bristol from the year 1791 to 1798; from the age of 21 to 28: and having imbibed from my tutor and friend, the late John Henderson, (one of the most extraordinary of men) some little taste for literature, I found myself, during that period, generally surrounded by men of cultivated minds. With these preliminary remarks I shall commence the narrative.

At the close of the year 1794, a clever young man, of the Society of Friends, of the name of Robert Lovell, who had married a Miss Fricker, informed me that a few friends of his from Oxford and Cambridge, with himself, were about to sail to America, and, on the banks of the Susquehannah, to form a Social Colony, in which there was to be a community of property, and where all that was selfish was to be proscribed. None, he said, were to be admitted into their number, but tried and incorruptible characters; and he felt quite assured that he and his friends would be able to realize a state of society free from the evils and turmoils that then agitated the world, and to present an example of the eminence to which men might arrive under the unrestrained influence of sound principles. He now paid me the compliment of saying that he would be happy to include me in this select assemblage who, under a state which he called PANTISOCRACY, were, he hoped, to regenerate the whole complexion of society; and that, not by establishing formal laws, but by excluding all the little deteriorating passions; injustice, “wrath, anger, clamour, and evil speaking,” and thereby setting an example of “Human Perfectibility.”

Young as I was, I suspected there was an old and intractable leaven in human nature that would effectually frustrate these airy schemes of happiness, which had been projected in every age, and always with the same result. At first the disclosure so confounded my understanding, that I almost fancied myself transported to some new state of things, while images of patriarchal and pristine felicity stood thick around, decked in the rain-bow’s colours. A moment’s reflection, however, dissolved the unsubstantial vision, when I asked him a few plain questions.

“How do you go?” said I. My young and ardent friend instantly replied, “We freight a ship, carrying out with us ploughs, and other implements of husbandry.” The thought occurred to me, that it might be more economical to purchase such articles in America; but not too much to discourage the enthusiastic aspirant after happiness, I forebore all reference to the accumulation of difficulties to be surmounted, and merely inquired who were to compose his company? He said that only four had as yet absolutely engaged in the enterprise; Samuel Taylor Coleridge, from Cambridge; (in whom I understood the plan to have originated;) Robert Southey and George Burnet, from Oxford, and himself. “Well,” I replied, “when do you set sail?” He answered, “Very shortly. I soon expect my friends from the Universities, when all the preliminaries will be adjusted, and we shall joyfully cross the blue waves of the Atlantic.” “But,” said I “to freight a ship, and sail out in the high style of gentlemen agriculturists, will require funds. How do you manage this?” “We all contribute what we can,” said he, “and I shall introduce all my dear friends to you, immediately on their arrival in Bristol.”

Robert Lovell (though inexperienced, and constitutionally sanguine) was a good specimen of the open frankness which characterizes the well-informed members of the Society of Friends; and he excited in me an additional interest, from a warmth of feeling, and an extent of reading, above even the ordinary standard of the estimable class to which he belonged. He now read me some of the MS. poems of his two unknown friends, which at once established their genius in my estimation.

My leisure having been devoted for many years to reading and composition, and having a small volume of Poems at that time in the press, I anticipated great pleasure from an introduction to two poets, who superadded to talents of a high order, all the advantages arising from learning, and a consequent familiarity with the best models of antiquity. Independently of which, they excited an interest, and awakened a peculiar solicitude, from their being about so soon to leave their father land, and to depart permanently for a foreign shore.

* * * * *
 

One morning shortly after, Robert Lovell called on me, and introduced Robert Southey. Never will the impression be effaced, produced on me by this young man. Tall, dignified, possessing great suavity of manners; an eye piercing, with a countenance full of genius, kindliness, and intelligence, I gave him at once the right hand of fellowship, and to the moment of his decease, that cordiality was never withdrawn. I had read so much of poetry, and sympathized so much with poets in all their eccentricities and vicissitudes, that, to see before me the realization of a character, which in the abstract most absorbed my regards, gave me a degree of satisfaction which it would be difficult to express.

I must now make a brief reference to George Burnet, who, in this epidemic delusion, had given his sanction to, and embarked all his prospects in life on this Pantisocratical scheme. He was a young man, about the age of twenty; the son of a respectable Somersetshire farmer, who had bestowed on him his portion, by giving him an University education as an introduction to the Church, into which he would probably have entered but for this his transatlantic pursuit of happiness. His talents were not conspicuous, but his manners were unpresuming, and honesty was depicted on his countenance. He possessed also that habitual good temper, and those accommodating manners, which would prove a desirable accession in any society; and it soon appeared, without indicating any disrespect, that his was a subordinate part to act in the new drama, and not the less valuable for its wanting splendour.

After some considerable delay, it was at length announced, that on the coming morning Samuel Taylor Coleridge would arrive in Bristol, as the nearest and most convenient port; and where he was to reside but a short time before the favouring gales were to waft him and his friends across the Atlantic. Robert Lovell at length introduced Mr. C. I instantly descried his intellectual character; exhibiting as he did, an eye, a brow, and a forehead, indicative of commanding genius. Interviews succeeded, and these increased the impression of respect. Each of my new friends read me his productions. Each accepted my invitations, and gave me those repeated proofs of good opinion, ripening fast into esteem, that I could not be insensible to the kindness of their manners, which, it may truly be affirmed, infused into my heart a brotherly feeling, that more than identified their interests with my own.

I introduced them to several intelligent friends, and their own merits soon augmented the number, so that their acquaintance became progressively extended, and their society coveted. Bristol was now found a very pleasant residence; and though the ship was not engaged, nor the least preparation made for so long a voyage, still the delights and wide-spreading advantages of Pantisocracy formed one of their everlasting themes of conversation; and, considering the barrenness of the subject, it was in no common degree amusing, to hear these young enthusiasts repel every objection to the practicability of their scheme, and magnify the condition to which it was to introduce them; where thorns and briars were, no doubt, to be expelled, and their couch to be strewed with down and roses.

It will excite merely an innocent smile in the reader at the extravagance of a youthful and ardent mind, when he learns that Robert Lovell stated with great seriousness, that, after the minutest calculation and inquiry among practical men, the demand on their labour would not exceed two hours a day; that is, for the production of absolute necessaries. The leisure still remaining, might be devoted, in convenient fractions, to the extension of their domain, by prostrating the sturdy trees of the forest, where “lop and top,” without cost, would supply their cheerful winter fire; and the trunks, when cut into planks, without any other expense than their own pleasant labour, would form the sties for their pigs, and the linnies for their cattle, and the barns for their produce; reserving their choicest timbers for their own comfortable log-dwellings. But after every claim that might be made on their manual labour had been discharged, a large portion of time, would still remain for their own individual pursuits, so that they might read, converse, and even write books.

Cowper, in an unpublished letter now before me, says, “I know well that publication is necessary to give an edge to the poetic turn, and that what we produce in the closet, is never a vigorous birth, if we intend that it should die there. For my own part I could no more amuse myself with writing verse, if I did not print it when written, than with the study of tactics, for which I can never have any real occasion.” But our young and ardent friends seemed to entertain a strong impression that the mere pleasure of writing, that is, like virtue, writing for its own sake, was all the mental and rational gratification wise men could desire. Views and times alter, and these richly-endowed young men, in after life, were prompt, and amongst the first to confess the fallacious schemes of their youth; but at this time the pleasurable alone occupied their field of vision, and confidence never stood more unencumbered with doubt.

If any difficulties were now started, and many such there were, a profusion of words demonstrated the reasonableness of the whole design; impressing all who heard, with the conviction that the citadel was too strong for assault. The Mercury at these times was generally Mr. Coleridge, who, as has been stated, ingeniously parried every adverse argument, and after silencing his hardy disputants, announced to them that he was about to write and publish a quarto volume in defence of Pantisocracy, in which a variety of arguments would be advanced in defence of his system, too subtle and recondite to comport with conversation. It would then, he said, become manifest that he was not a projector raw from his cloister, but a cool calculating reasoner, whose efforts and example would secure to him and his friends the permanent gratitude of mankind.

From the sentiments thus entertained, I shall represent Mr. Coleridge, in the section of his days which devolves on me to exhibit, just as he was, and that with a firm belief that by so doing, without injuring his legitimate reputation, I shall confer an essential benefit on those to come, who will behold in Mr. C. much to admire and imitate; and certainly some things to regret. For it should be remembered, Mr. Coleridge, from universal admission, possessed some of the highest mental endowments, and many pertaining to the heart; but if a man’s life be valuable, not for the incense it consumes, but for the instruction it affords, to state even defects, (in one like Mr. C. who can so well afford deduction without serious loss) becomes in his biographer, not optional, but a serious obligation.

It is proper additionally to remark, that some apology or propitiation may be necessary toward those who regard every approximation to poverty, not as a misfortune, but a crime. Pecuniary difficulties, especially such as occur in early life, and not ascribable to bad conduct, reflect no discredit on men of genius. Many of them, subsequently, surmounted their first embarrassments by meritorious exertion; and some of our first men (like travellers, after having successfully passed through regions of privation and peril) delight even to recall their former discouragements, and, without the shame that luxuriates alone in little minds, undisguisedly to tell of seasons, indelible in their memories, when, in the prostration of hope, the wide world appeared one desolate waste! but they ultimately found, that these seasons of darkness, (however tenaciously retained by memory) in better times often administer a new and refreshing zest to present enjoyment. Despair, therefore ill becomes one who has follies to bewail, and a God to trust in. Johnson and Goldsmith, with numerous others, at some seasons were plunged deep in the waters of adversity, but halcyon days awaited them: and even those sons of merit and misfortune whose pecuniary troubles were more permanent, in the dimness of retrospection, only stand out invested in softer hues.

Cervantes is not the less read, because the acclamations of praise were heard by him in his abode of penury. Butler, Otway, Collins, Chatterton, and Burns, and men like them, instead of suffering in public estimation from the difficulties they encountered, absolutely challenge in every generous mind an excess of interest from the very circumstances that darkened the complexion of their earthly prospects.

In corroboration of this remark, in our own day, the son of Crabbe, who must have cherished the deepest solicitude for his father’s reputation, has laid bare to general inspection his parent’s early perplexities, by which impartial disclosures we behold the individual in his deepest depressions; worth enriched by trial, and greatness, by a refining process, struggling successfully with adversity. Does the example of such a man nobly bearing up against the pressures that surrounded him inflict obduracy on our hearts? On the contrary, while we feelingly sympathize with the poet, and deplore the tardy hand of deliverance, we pause only to transfer a reflex portion of praise to him whose magnanimous conduct has furnished so ample a scope for the tenderest emotions of our nature. This reflection will induce me not to withhold from false delicacy, occurrences, the disclosure of which none but the inconsiderate will condemn; and by which all the features of Mr. Coleridge’s character will be exhibited to the inspection of the inquisitive and philosophical mind.

I proceed, therefore, to state that the solicitude I felt lest these young and ardent geniuses should in a disastrous hour, and in their mistaken apprehensions, commit themselves in this their desperate undertaking, was happily dissipated by Mr. Coleridge applying for the loan of a little cash, — to pay the voyager’s freight? or passage? No, — LODGINGS. They all lodged, at this time, at No. 48, College-Street. Never did I lend money with such unmingled pleasure, for now I ceased to be haunted day and night with the spectre of the ship! the ship! which was to effect such incalculable mischief! The form of the request was the following:

My dear Sir,

Can you conveniently lend me five pounds, as we want a little more than four pounds to make up our lodging bill, which is indeed much higher than we expected; seven weeks, and Burnet’s lodging for twelve weeks, amounting to eleven pounds.

Yours, affectionately,

S. T. COLERIDGE.
 

Till this time, not knowing what the resources of my young friends were, I could not wholly divest myself of fear; but now an effectual barrier manifestly interposed to save them from destruction. And though their romantic plan might linger in their minds, it was impossible not to be assured that their strong good sense would eventually dissipate their delusions.

Finding now that there was a deficiency in that material, deemed of the first consequence in all civilized states, and remembering Burgh’s feeling lamentation over the improvidence, or rather the indifference with which many men of genius regard the low thoughts that are merely of a pecuniary nature, I began to revolve on the means by which the two poets might advantageously apply their talents.

Soon after, finding Mr. Coleridge in rather a desponding mood, I urged him to keep up his spirits, and recommended him to publish a volume of his poems. “Oh,” he replied, “that is a useless expedient.” He continued: “I offered a volume of my poems to different booksellers in London, who would not even look at them! The reply being, ‘Sir, the article will not do.’ At length, one, more accommodating than the rest, condescended to receive my MS. poems, and, after a deliberate inspection, offered me for the copy-right, six guineas, which sum, poor as I was, I refused to accept.” “Well,” said I, “to encourage you, I will give you twenty guineas.” It was very pleasant to observe the joy that instantly diffused itself over his countenance. “Nay,” I continued, “others publish for themselves, I will chiefly remember you. Instead of giving you twenty guineas, I will extend it to thirty, and without waiting for the completion of the work, to make you easy you may have the money as your occasions require.” The silence and the grasped hand, showed that at that moment one person was happy.

Every incident connected with the lives of literary men, especially at the commencement of their career, always excites interest. I have been, therefore, the more particular in detailing this circumstance, (except for its connexion, of no consequence) and proceed further to state, that now, meeting Mr. Southey, I said to him, “I have engaged to give Mr. Coleridge thirty guineas for a volume of his poems; you have poems equal to a volume, and if you approve of it, I will give you the same.” He cordially thanked me, and instantly acceded to my proposal.

I then said to him, “you have read me several books of your ‘Joan of Arc’ which Poem I perceive has great merit. If it meet with your concurrence, I will give you fifty guineas for this work, and publish it in quarto, when I will give you, in addition, fifty copies to dispose of amongst your friends.” Without a moment’s hesitation, to this proposal also he acceded.

I could say much of Mr. Southey at this time; of his constitutional cheerfulness; of the polish of his manners; of his dignified, and at the same time, of his unassuming deportment; as well as of the general respect which his talents, conduct, and conversation excited. But before reference be made to more serious publications, some notice will be taken of other objects of pursuit.

Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Southey, now determined by their best efforts, in other ways than those detailed, to raise money for their projected expedition. They resolved therefore, to give the citizens of Bristol individual lectures, or series of lectures, on different subjects. Mr. Coleridge chose Political and Moral subjects; Mr. Southey chose History. On examining my old papers, I find most of the notices or prospectuses relating to these subjects.

Mr. Coleridge’s first two lectures were delivered in the Corn Market in
Wine-Street.
 

Mr. Coleridge’s next two lectures were delivered the latter end of February, 1795, and afterwards were thrown into a small pamphlet, printed under the title of “Conciones ad Populum, or Addresses to the people.” After this he consolidated two other of his lectures, and published them under the title of “The Plot Discovered.” Two detached lectures were given at the Corn Market, and one at a room in Castle Green. All these lectures were anti-Pitt-ite.

The next lecture given by Mr. Coleridge was in reprobation of the Slave
Trade. The following was the prospectus: — 
 

   ”To-morrow evening, June 16th, 1795, S. T. Coleridge, of Jesus
    College, Cambridge, will deliver, (by particular desire) a lecture on
    the Slave Trade, and the duties that result from its continuance.
 

   To begin at eight o’clock in the evening, at the Assembly Coffee
    House, on the Quay. Admission, One shilling.”
 

His next lecture was (it is believed) on the Hair Powder Tax, in which his audience were kept in good feeling, by the happy union of wit, humour, and argument. Mr. C.’s lectures were numerously attended, and enthusiastically applauded.

It may amuse and gratify the reader, to receive a specimen of a lecture, descriptive of Mr. C.’s composition and reasoning, delivered at this time, and by which it will appear that his politics were not of that inflammable description which would set a world in flames.

“… But of the propriety and utility of holding up the distant mark of attainable perfection, we shall enter more fully toward the close of this address. We turn with pleasure to the contemplation of that small but glorious band, whom we may truly distinguish by the name of thinking and disinterested patriots. These are the men who have encouraged the sympathetic passions till they have become irresistible habits, and made their duty a necessary part of their self-interest, by the long-continued cultivation of that moral taste, which derives our most exquisite pleasures from the contemplation of possible perfection.

Accustomed to regard all the affairs of man as a process, they never hurry, and they never pause. Theirs is not the twilight of political knowledge, which gives us just light enough to place one foot before the other: as they advance, the scene still opens upon them, and they press right onward, with a vast and varied landscape of existence around them. Calmness and energy mark all their actions. Benevolence is the silken thread that runs through the pearl-chain of all their virtues. The unhappy children of vice and folly, whose tempers are adverse to their own happiness, as well as to the happiness of others, will at times awaken a natural pang, but he looks forward with gladdened heart to that glorious period when justice shall have established the universal fraternity of love. These soul-ennobling views bestow the virtues which they anticipate. He whose mind is habitually impressed with them, soars above the present state of humanity, and may be justly said to dwell in the presence of the Most High. Regarding every event, as he that ordains it, evil vanishes from before him, and he views the eternal form of universal beauty.”

At one of his lectures, Mr. Coleridge amused his audience by reciting the following letter from Liberty to his dear friend Famine; the effect of which was greatly heightened by Mr. C.’s arch manner of recitation. It should be understood that there was at this time a great scarcity in the land.

Dear Famine,

You will doubtless be surprised at receiving a petitionary letter from a perfect stranger, but, Fas est vel ab hoste. All whom I once supposed my unalterable friends, I have found unable, or unwilling to assist me. I first applied to GRATITUDE, entreating her to whisper into the ear of Majesty, that it was I who had placed his forefathers on the throne of Great Britain. She told me that she had frequently made the attempt, but had as frequently been baffled by FLATTERY: and, that I might not doubt the truth of her apology, she led me (as the Spirit did the prophet Ezekiel) “to the door of the COURT, and I went in and saw — and behold! every form of creeping things.” I was however somewhat consoled, when I heard that RELIGION was high in favour there, and possessed great influence. I myself had been her faithful servant, and always found her my best protectress: her service being indeed perfect freedom. Accordingly, in full confidence of success, I entered her mansion, but, alas! instead of my kind mistress, horror-struck, I beheld a painted, patched-up old —— . She was arrayed in purple and scarlet colour, and decked with gold and precious stones and pearls, and on her forehead was written “MYSTERY.” I shrieked, for I knew her to be the dry-nurse of that detested Imp, DESPOTISM.

I next addressed myself to PRUDENCE, and earnestly besought her to plead my cause to the Ministers; to urge the distresses of the lower orders, and my fears lest, so distressed, they should forget their obedience. For the prophet Isaiah had informed me “that it shall come to pass, that when the people shall be hungry, they shall fret themselves and curse the King.” The grave matron heard me, and, shaking her head, learnedly replied, “Quos Deus vult perdere dementat.” Again I besought her to speak to the rich men of the nation, concerning Ministers, of whom it might soon become illegal even to complain — of long and ruinous wars, and whether they must not bear the damage. All this quoth PRUDENCE, I have repeatedly urged, but a sly imposter named EXPEDIENCE has usurped my name, and struck such a panick of property, as hath steeled the hearts of the wealthy, and palsied their intellects. Lastly I applied to CONSCIENCE. She informed me that she was indeed a perfect ventriloquist, and could throw her voice into any place she liked, but that she was seldom attended to unless when she spoke out of the pocket.

Thus baffled and friendless, I was about to depart, and stood a fearful lingerer on the isle which I had so dearly loved — when tidings were brought me of your approach. I found myself impelled by a power superior to me to build my last hopes on you. Liberty, the MOTHER of PLENTY, calls Famine to her aid. O FAMINE, most eloquent Goddess! plead thou my cause. I in the mean time, will pray fervently that heaven may unstop the ears of her Vicegerent, so that they may listen to your first pleadings, while yet your voice is faint and distant, and your counsels peaceable.

“I remain your distressed suppliant,

LIBERTY.
 

The following is the prospectus of Mr. Coleridge’s series of Political lectures.

S. T. Coleridge proposes to give, in Six Lectures, a comparative view of the English Rebellion under Charles the First, and the French Revolution.

The subjects of the proposed Lectures are,

FIRST. The distinguishing marks of the French and English character, with their probable causes. The national circumstances precursive to — 1st, the English Rebellion. — 2nd, the French Revolution.

SECOND. The Liberty of the Press. Literature; its Revolutionary powers. Comparison of the English, with the French Political Writers, at the time of the several Revolutions. Milton. Sydney. Harrington. — Brissot. Sieyes. Mirabeau. Thomas Paine.

   THIRD. The Fanaticism of the first English and French Revolutionists.
    English Sectaries. French Parties. Feuillans. Girondists. Faction of
    Hebert. Jacobins. Moderants. Royalists.
 

   FOURTH. 1st, Characters of Charles the First, and Louis the
    Sixteenth. 2nd, of Louis the Fourteenth and the present Empress of
    Russia. 3rd, Life and Character of Essex and Fayette.
 

   FIFTH. Oliver Cromwell, and Robespierre. — Cardinal Mazarine, and
    William Pitt. — Dundas, and Barrere.
 

   SIXTH. On Revolution in general. Its moral causes, and probable
    effects on the Revolutionary People, and surrounding nations.
 

It is intended that the Lectures should be given once a week; on Tuesday Evenings, at eight o’clock, at the Assembly Coffee House, on the Quay. The First Lecture, on Tuesday, June 23d, 1795. As the author wishes to ensure an audience adequate to the expenses of the room, he has prepared subscription tickets for the whole course, price Six Shillings, which may be had at the Lecture Room, or of Mr. Cottle, or Mr. Reed, Booksellers.

Mr. Coleridge’s Theological lectures succeeded, of which the following is the prospectus.

   Six Lectures will be given by Samuel Taylor Coleridge, on Revealed
    Religion, its Corruptions, and its Political Views.
 

These Lectures are intended for two classes of men, Christians and Infidels; to the former, that they be able to give a reason for the hope that is in them; to the latter, that they may not determine against Christianity, from arguments applicable to its corruptions only.

   The subjects of the FIRST LECTURE, are — The Origin of Evil. The
    Necessity of Revelation deduced from the Nature of man. An
    Examination and Defence of the Mosaic Dispensation.
 

   SECOND. — The Sects of Philosophy, and the Popular Superstitions of
    the Gentile World, from the earliest times to the Birth of Christ.
 

   THIRD. — Concerning the Time of the Appearance of Christ. The Internal
    Evidences of Christianity. The External Evidences of Christianity.
 

   FOURTH. — The External Evidences of Christianity continued. Answers to
    Popular and Philosophical objections.
 

   FIFTH. — The Corruptions of Christianity, in Doctrines. Political
    Application.
 

   SIXTH. — The grand Political Views of Christianity — far beyond other
    Religions, and even Sects of Philosophy. The Friend of Civil Freedom.
    The probable state of Society and Governments, if all men were
    Christians.
 

Tickets to be had of Mr. Cottle, Bookseller.

Sometimes a single Lecture was given. The following is an Advertisement of one of them.

To-morrow Evening, Tuesday, June 16th, 1795, S. T. Coleridge will deliver (by particular desire) a Lecture on the Slave Trade, and the duties that result from its continuance.

   To begin at 8 o’clock, at the Assembly Coffee House, on the Quay.
    Admittance, One Shilling.
 

It may be proper to state that all three of my young friends, in that day of excitement, felt a detestation of the French war then raging, and a hearty sympathy with the efforts made in France to obtain political ameliorations. Almost every young and unprejudiced mind participated in this feeling; and Muir, and Palmer, and Margarot, were regarded as martyrs in the holy cause of freedom. The successive enormities, however, perpetrated in France and Switzerland by the French, tended to moderate their enthusiastic politics, and progressively to produce that effect on them which extended also to so many of the soberest friends of rational freedom. Mr. Coleridge’s zeal on these questions was by far the most conspicuous, as will appear by some of his Sonnets, and particularly by his Poem of “Fire, Famine, and Slaughter;” though written some considerable time after. When he read this Poem to me, it was with so much jocularity as to convince me that, without bitterness, it was designed as a mere joke.

In conformity with my determination to state occurrences, plainly, as they arose, I must here mention that strange as it may appear in Pantisocritans, I observed at this time a marked coolness between Mr. Coleridge and Robert Lovell, so inauspicious in those about to establish a “Fraternal Colony;” and, in the result, to renovate the whole face of society! They met without speaking, and consequently appeared as strangers. I asked Mr. C. what it meant. He replied, “Lovell, who at first, did all in his power to promote my connexion with Miss Fricker, now opposes our union.” He continued, “I said to him, ‘Lovell! you are a villain!’” “Oh,” I replied, “you are quite mistaken. Lovell is an honest fellow, and is proud in the hope of having you for a brother-in-law. Rely on it he only wishes you from prudential motives to delay your union.” In a few days I had the happiness of seeing them as sociable as ever.

This is the last time poor Robert Lovell’s name will be mentioned in this work, as living. He went to Salisbury, caught a fever, and, in eagerness to reach his family, travelled when he ought to have lain by; reached his home, and died! We attended his funeral, and dropt a tear over his grave!

Mr. Coleridge, though at this time embracing every topic of conversation, testified a partiality for a few, which might be called stock subjects. Without noticing his favorite Pantisocracy, (which was an everlasting theme of the laudatory) he generally contrived, either by direct amalgamation or digression, to notice in the warmest encomiastic language, Bishop Berkeley, David Hartley, or Mr. Bowles; whose sonnets he delighted in reciting. He once told me, that he believed, by his constant recommendation, he had sold a whole edition of some works; particularly amongst the fresh-men of Cambridge, to whom, whenever he found access, he urged the purchase of three works, indispensable to all who wished to excel in sound reasoning, or a correct taste; — Simpson’s Euclid; Hartley on Man; and Bowles’s Poems.

In process of time, however, when reflection had rendered his mind more mature, he appeared to renounce the fanciful and brain-bewildering system of Berkeley; whilst he sparingly extolled Hartley; and was almost silent respecting Mr. Bowles. I noticed a marked change in his commendation of Mr. B. from the time he paid that man of genius a visit. Whether their canons of criticisms were different, or that the personal enthusiasm was not mutual; or whether there was a diversity in political views; whatever the cause was, an altered feeling toward that gentleman was manifested after his visit, not so much expressed by words, as by his subdued tone of applause.

The reflux of the tide had not yet commenced, and Pantisocracy was still Mr. Coleridge’s favourite theme of discourse, and the banks of the Susquehannah the only refuge for permanent repose. It will excite great surprise in the reader to understand that Mr. C.’s cooler friends could not ascertain that he had received any specific information respecting this notable river. “It was a grand river;” but there were many other grand and noble rivers in America; (the Land of Rivers!) and the preference given to the Susquehannah, seemed almost to arise solely from its imposing name, which, if not classical, was at least poetical; and it probably by mere accident became the centre of all his pleasurable associations. Had this same river been called the Miramichi or the Irrawaddy, it would have been despoiled of half its charms, and have sunk down into a vulgar stream, the atmosphere of which might have suited well enough Russian boors, but which would have been pestiferous to men of letters.

The strong hold which the Susquehannah had taken on Mr. Coleridge’s imagination may be estimated by the following lines, in his Monody on Chatterton.

 ”O, Chatterton! that thou wert yet alive;
    Sure thou would’st spread the canvass to the gale,
  And love with us the tinkling team to drive
    O’er peaceful freedom’s UNDIVIDED dale;
  And we at sober eve would round thee throng,
  Hanging enraptured on thy stately song!
  And greet with smiles the young-eyed POSEY
  All deftly masked, as hoar ANTIQUITY.
  Alas, vain phantasies! the fleeting brood
  Of woe self-solaced in her dreamy mood!
  Yet I will love to follow the sweet dream,
  Where Susquehannah pours his untamed stream,
  And on some hill, whose forest-frowning side
  Waves o’er the murmurs of his calmer tide;
  And I will build a cenotaph to thee,
  Sweet harper of time-shrouded minstrelsy!
  And there soothed sadly by the dirgeful wind,
  Muse on the sore ills I had left behind.”
 

In another poem which appeared only in the first edition, a reference is again made to the American “undivided dell,” as follows:

TO W. J. H.
 

While playing on his flute.

 Hush! ye clamorous cares! be mute.
    Again, dear Harmonist! again,
  Through the hollow of thy flute,
    Breathe that passion-warbled strain:
 

 Till memory each form shall bring
    The loveliest of her shadowy throng;
  And hope that soars on sky-lark whig,
    Carol wild her gladdest song!
 

   O skill’d with magic spell to roll
  The thrilling tones, that concentrate the soul!
  Breathe through thy flute those tender notes again,
    While near thee sits the chaste-eyed maiden mild;
  And bid her raise the poet’s kindred strain
    In soft empassioned voice, correctly wild.
 

 ”In freedom’s UNDIVIDED DELL
  Where toil and health, with mellowed love shall dwell,
    Far from folly, far from men,
    In the rude romantic glen,
    Up the cliff, and through the glade,
    Wand’ring with the dear-loved maid,
    I shall listen to the lay,
    And ponder on thee far away.”
 

Mr. Coleridge had written a note to his Monody on Chatterton, in which he caustically referred to Dean Milles. On this note being shown to me, I remarked that Captain Blake, whom he occasionally met, was the son-in-law of Dean Milles. “What,” said Mr. Coleridge, “the man with the great sword?” “The same,” I answered. “Then,” said Mr. C. with an assumed gravity, “I will suppress this note to Chatterton; the fellow might have my head off before I am aware!” To be sure there was something rather formidable in his huge dragoon’s sword, constantly rattling by his side! This Captain Blake was a member of the Bristol Corporation, and a pleasant man, but his sword, worn by a short man, appeared prodigious! — Mr. C. said, “The sight of it was enough to set half a dozen poets scampering up Parnassus, as though hunted by a wild mastodon.”

In examining my old papers I found this identical note in Mr. Coleridge’s hand writing, and which is here given to the reader; suggesting that this note, like the Sonnet to Lord Stanhope, was written in that portion of C.’s life, when it must be confessed, he really was hot with the French Revolution. Thus he begins:

   By far the best poem on the subject of Chatterton, is, “Neglected
    Genius, or Tributary Stanzas to the memory of the unfortunate
    Chatterton.” Written by Rushton, a blind sailor.
 

Walpole writes thus. “All the House of Forgery are relations, although it be but just to Chatterton’s memory to say, that his poverty never made him claim kindred with the more enriching branches; yet he who could so ingeniously counterfeit styles, and the writer believes, hands, might easily have been led to the more facile imitation of Prose Promissory Notes!” O, ye who honor the name of man, rejoice that this Walpole is called a Lord! Milles, too, the editor of Rowley’s Poem’s, a priest; who (though only a Dean, in dulness and malignity was most episcopally eminent) foully calumniated him. — An Owl mangling a poor dead nightingale! Most injured Bard!

     ”To him alone in this benighted age
      Was that diviner inspiration given
      Which glows in Milton’s, and in Shakspeare’s page,
      The pomp and prodigality of heaven!”
 

Mr. Southey’s course of Historical Lectures, comprised the following subjects, as expressed in his prospectus.

   Robert Southey, of Baliol College, Oxford, proposes to read a course
    of Historical Lectures in the following order.
 

   1st. Introductory: on the origin and Progress of Society.
    2nd. Legislation of Solon and Lycurgus.
    3rd. State of Greece, from the Persian War to the Dissolution
          of the Achaian League.
    4th. Rise, Progress, and Decline of the Roman Empire.
    5th. Progress of Christianity.
    6th. Manners and Irruptions of the Northern Nations.
          Growth of the European States. Feudal System.
    7th. State of the Eastern Empire, to the Capture of
          Constantinople by the Turks; including the Rise and
          Progress of the Mahommedan Religion, and the Crusades.
    8th. History of Europe, to the Abdication of the Empire
          by Charles the Fifth.
    9th. History of Europe, to the Establishment of the Independence
          of Holland.
    10th. State of Europe, and more particularly of England,
          from the Accession of Charles the First, to the Revolution,
          in 1688.
    11th. Progress of the Northern States. History of Europe
          to the American War.
    12th. The American War.
 

   Tickets for the whole course, 10s. 6d. to be had of Mr. Cottle,
    bookseller, High-Street.
 

These Lectures of Mr. Southey were numerously attended, and their composition was greatly admired; exhibiting as they did a succinct view of the various subjects commented upon, so as to chain the hearers’ attention. They at the same time evinced great self-possession in the lecturer; a peculiar grace in the delivery; with reasoning so judicious and acute, as to excite astonishment in the auditory that so young a man should concentrate so rich a fund of valuable matter in lectures, comparatively so brief, and which clearly authorized the anticipation of his future eminence. From this statement it will justly be inferred, that no public lecturer could have received stronger proofs of approbation than Mr. S. from a polite and discriminating audience.

Mr. Coleridge had solicited permission of Mr. Southey, to deliver his fourth lecture, “On the Rise, Progress, and Decline of the Roman Empire,” as a subject to which he had devoted much attention. The request was immediately granted, and at the end of the third lecture it was formally announced to the audience, that the next lecture would be delivered by Mr. Samuel Taylor Coleridge, of Jesus College, Cambridge.

At the usual hour the room was thronged. The moment of commencement arrived. No lecturer appeared! Patience was preserved for a quarter, extending to half an hour! — but still no lecturer! At length it was communicated to the impatient assemblage, that a circumstance, exceedingly to be regretted! would prevent Mr. Coleridge from giving his lecture that evening, as intended. Some few present learned the truth, but the major part of the company retired not very well pleased, and under the impression that Mr. C. had either broken his leg, or that some severe family affliction had occurred. Mr. C’s rather habitual absence of mind, with the little importance he generally attached to engagements, renders it likely that at this very time he might have been found at No. 48, College-Street; composedly smoking his pipe, and lost in profound musings on his divine Susquehannah!

Incidents of the most trifling nature must sometimes be narrated; when they form connecting links with events of more consequence.

Wishing to gratify my two young friends and their ladies elect with a pleasant excursion, I invited them to accompany me in a visit to the Wye, including Piercefield and Tintern Abbey; objects new to us all. It so happened the day we were to set off was that immediately following the woeful disappointment! but here all was punctuality. It was calculated that the proposed objects might be accomplished in two days, so as not to interfere with the Friday evening’s lecture, which Mr. Southey had now wisely determined to deliver himself.

The morning was fine. The party of five all met in high spirits, anticipating unmingled delight in surveying objects and scenery, scarcely to be surpassed in the three kingdoms. We proceeded to the Old Passage; crossed the Severn, and arrived at the Beaufort Arms, Chepstow, time enough to partake of a good dinner, which one of the company noticed Homer himself had pronounced to be no bad thing: a sentiment in which we all concurred, admiring his profound knowledge of human nature! But prior to our repast, we visited the fine old Castle, so intimately connected with by-gone days; and as soon as possible we purposed to set off toward the Abbey, distant about six or seven miles; taking Piercefield in our way.

Proceeding on my principle of impartial narration, I must here state, that, after dinner, an unpleasant altercation occurred between — no other than the two Pantisocritans! When feelings are accumulated in the heart, the tongue will give them utterance. Mr. Southey, whose regular habits scarcely rendered it a virtue in him, never to fail in an engagement, expressed to Mr. Coleridge his deep feelings of regret, that his audience should have been disappointed on the preceding evening; reminding him that unless he had determined punctually to fulfil his voluntary engagement he ought not to have entered upon it. Mr. C. thought the delay of the lecture of little or no consequence. This excited a remonstrance, which produced a reply. At first I interfered with a few conciliatory words, which were unavailing; and these two friends, about to exhibit to the world a glorious example of the effects of concord and sound principles, with an exemption from all the selfish and unsocial passions, fell, alas! into the common lot of humanity, and in so doing must have demonstrated, even to themselves, the rope of sand to which they had confided their destinies!

In unspeakable concern and surprise I retired to a distant part of the room, and heard with dismay the contention continued, if not extending; for now the two young ladies entered into the dispute, (on adverse sides, as might be supposed) each confirming or repelling the arguments of the belligerents. A little cessation in the storm afforded me the opportunity of stepping forward and remarking that, however much the disappointment was to be regretted, it was an evil not likely again to occur, (Mr. S. shook his head) and that the wisest way, was to forget the past and to remember only the pleasant objects before us. In this opinion the ladies concurred, when placing a hand of one of the dissentients in that of the other, the hearty salutation went round, and with our accustomed spirits, we prepared once more for Piercefield and the Abbey.

Being an indifferent walker (from a former dislocation of my ancle, arising out of a gig accident) I had engaged a horse, while the four pedestrians set forward, two on each side of my Rosinante. After quitting the extensive walks of Piercefield, we proceeded toward that part of the road, where we were to turn off to the right, leading down to Tintern Abbey. We had been delayed so long at Chepstow, and afterward, by various enchanting scenes, particularly that from the Wind-cliff, that we were almost benighted, before we were aware. We recalled all our minute directions. Every object corresponded. A doubt expressed, at a most unlucky moment, whether we were to turn to the right, or to the left, threw ice into some hearts; but at length we all concurred, that it was to the right, and that this must be the road.

These complicated deliberations, allowed the night rapidly to advance, but the grand preliminaries being settled, we approached the “road” and strove to penetrate with our keenest vision into its dark recesses. A road! this it could not be. It was a gross misnomer! It appeared to our excited imaginations, a lane, in the tenth scale of consanguinity to a road; a mere chasm between lofty trees, where the young moon strove in vain to dart a ray! To go or not to go, that was the question! A new consultation was determined upon, what proceeding should be adopted in so painful a dilemma. At length, with an accession of courage springing up as true courage always does in the moment of extremity, we resolutely determined to brave all dangers and boldly to enter on the road, lane, or what it was, where perchance, Cadwallader, or Taliesen, might have trodden before!

On immerging into the wood, for such it was, extending the whole downward way to Tintern, we all suddenly found ourselves deprived of sight; obscurity aggravated almost into pitchy darkness! We could see nothing distinctly whilst we floundered over stones, embedded as they appeared in their everlasting sockets, from the days of Noah. The gurgling of the unseen stream, down in the adjacent gully, (which we perchance might soon be found, reluctantly to visit!) never sounded so discordant before. Having some respect for my limbs (with no bone-setter near) I dismounted, resolving to lead my steed who trembled as though conscious of the perilous expedition on which he had entered. Mr. Coleridge who had been more accustomed to rough riding than myself, upon understanding that I through cowardice had forsaken the saddle, without speaking a word put his foot in the stirrup and mounting, determined to brave at all hazards, the dangers of the campaign.

Our General on his charger floundered on before us over channels that the storms had made, and the upstarting fragments of rocks that seemed confederated to present an insurmountable barrier to every rash and roving wight. We were in a forlorn condition! and never before did we so feelingly sympathize with the poor babes in the wood; trusting, in the last extremity, (should it occur) a few kind robins with their sylvan pall, would honour also our obsequies. This kind of calming ulterior hope might do very well for poets, but it was not quite so consolatory to the ladies, who with all their admiration of disinterested pity, wished to keep off the dear tender-hearted robins a little longer.

These desponding thoughts were of short continuance, for whether the moon had emerged from clouds, or that our sight had become strengthened by exercise, we rejoiced now in being able to see a little, although it might be to reveal only sights of woe. Mr. Southey marched on like a pillar of strength, with a lady pressing on each arm, while the relator lagged in the rear, without even a pilgrim’s staff to sustain his tottering steps. Our condition might have been more forlorn, had not Mr. Coleridge from before cheered on his associates in misfortune; and intrepidity produces intrepidity.

The deepest sorrow often admits of some alleviation, and at present our source of beguilement was to invent some appropriate name, in designation of this most[*] horrible channel of communication between man and man. Various acrimonious epithets were propounded, but they all wanted an adequate measure of causticity; when Mr. Southey censuring in us our want of charity, and the rash spirit that loaded with abuse objects which if beheld in noon-day might be allied even to the picturesque, proposed that our path-way, whatever it was, should simply be called—”Bowling-green-lane.”

[* Transcriber’s note: Corrected from original ‘mot’.]

We should have smiled assent, but we had just arrived at a spot that overshadowed every countenance with ten-fold seriousness! This was no moment for gratuitous triflings. We had arrived at a spot, where there was just light enough to descry three roads, in this bosom of the wood, diverging off in different directions! two of them must be collaterals; and to fix on the one which was honest, where all had equal claims to bad pre-eminence, exceeded our divining power. Each awhile ruminated in silence; reflecting that we were far from the habitations of man, with darkness only not intense around us! We now shouted aloud, in the faint hope that some solitary woodman might hear, and come to our relief. The shrill voices of the ladies, in the stillness of night, formed the essence of harmony. All was silence! No murmur! No response! The three lanes lay before us. If we pursued one, it might by the next morning, conduct us safe back to Chepstow; and if we confided in the other, it might lead us in due time, half-way toward Ragland Castle! What was to be done? One in the company now remarked, “Of what service is it to boast a pioneer, if we do not avail ourselves of his services?” Mr. Coleridge received the hint, and set off up one of the lanes at his swiftest speed, namely, a cautious creep; whilst we four stood musing on the wide extent of human vicissitudes! A few hours before, surrounded by a plethora of enjoyments, and now desponding and starving in the depth of what appeared an interminable forest. To augment our trouble, fresh anxieties arose! From Mr. Coleridge’s long absence, we now almost feared whether hard necessity might not force us to go in search of our way-bewildered or quagmired companion!

To our great joy, we now faintly heard, in the stillness of night, the horse’s hoofs sliding over the loose stones! The sound drew nearer. Mr. Coleridge approached and pensively said, that could not be the way, for it led to an old quarry which the quick sight of his steed discovered just in time to save both their necks! Mr. C. was next ordered instantly to explore one of the other two ominous lanes; when like a well-disciplined orderly man, he set off gallantly on his new commission. After waiting a time, which in our state of suspense might almost be called a period, he leisurely returned, significantly saying, that neither man nor beast could pass that way! rubbing his thorn-smitten cheek. Now came the use of the syllogism, in its simplest form. “If the right road must be A, B, or C, and A and B were wrong, then C must be right.” Under this conviction, we marched boldly on, without further solicitude or exploration,’ and at length joyfully reached — Tintern Abbey!

On arriving at this celebrated place, to which so many travellers resort, (thanks now to his Grace of Beaufort for a better road than ours) the first inquiry that hunger taught us to make of a countryman, was for the hotel. “Hotel! Hotel! Sir? Oh, the sign of the Tobacco Pipe! There it is over the way.” Rusticity and comfort often go together. We entered the inn, homely as it was, quite certain that any transition must be paradisaical, compared with our late hopeless condition.

After supper, I proposed to avail ourselves of the darkness, and to inspect the Abbey by torch-light. This being acceded to, we all set off to view the beautiful but mouldering edifice, where, by an artificial light, the ruins might present a new aspect, and, in dim grandeur, assist the labouring imagination. At the instant the huge doors unfolded, the horned moon appeared between the opening clouds, and shining through the grand window in the distance. It was a delectable moment; not a little augmented by the unexpected green sward that covered the whole of the floor, and the long-forgotten tombs beneath; whilst the gigantic ivies, in their rivalry, almost concealed the projecting and dark turrets and eminences, reflecting back the lustre of the torch below. In this season, which ought to have been consecrated to reflection and silence, the daws, nestling in their abodes of desolation, aroused from their repose by the unusual glare, sailed over our heads in sable multitudes that added depth to the darkness of the sky, while, in their hoarsest maledictions, they seemed to warn off the intruders on “their ancient solitary reign.”

On returning late to the Inn, I informed my companions, that there was at no great distance a large iron foundry, never seen to perfection but at night, and proposed our visiting it. Mr. Coleridge felt downright horror at the thought of being again moved; considering that he had had quite enough exercise for one day, and infinitely preferring the fire of his host to the forge of the Cyclops. The ladies also rather shrunk from encountering a second night expedition; but Mr. Southey cordially approved the suggestion, and we ushered forth, in the dreariness of midnight, to behold this real spectacle of sublimity! Our ardour indeed, was a little cooled when, by the glimmering of the stars, we perceived a dark expanse stretched by our path, — an ugly mill-pond, by the side of which we groped, preserving, as well as we could, a respectful distance, and entering into a mutual compact that if (after all) one should fall in, the other should do all that in him lay to pull him out.

But I leave further extraneous impositions on the reader’s attention, — the Wye, and other etceteras, briefly to remark, that we safely returned the next day, after an excursion where the reality exceeded the promise: and it may be added, quite in time to enable Mr. Southey to prepare for, and deliver his Lecture, “on the Rise, Fall, and Decline of the Roman Empire.” Mr. Coleridge was not present.

The publication of Mr. C.’s volume of Poems having been attended with some rather peculiar circumstances, to detail them a little may amuse the reader. On my expressing to him a wish to begin the printing as early as he found it convenient, he sent me the following note.

“My dear friend,

The printer may depend on copy on Monday morning, and if he can work a sheet a day, he shall have it.

S. T. C.”
 

A day or two after, and before the receipt of the copy, I received from
Mr. C. the following cheerful note.
 

“Dear Cottle,

By the thick smoke that precedes the volcanic eruptions of Etna, Vesuvius, and Hecla, I feel an impulse to fumigate, at [now] 25, College-Street, one pair of stairs room; yea, with our Oronoko, and if thou wilt send me by the bearer, four pipes, I will write a panegyrical epic poem upon thee, with as many books as there are letters in thy name. Moreover, if thou wilt send me “the copy book” I hereby bind myself, by to-morrow morning, to write out enough copy for a sheet and a half.

God bless you!

July 31st, 1795.

S. T. C.”
 

This promising commencement was soon interrupted by successive and long-continued delays. The permission I had given to anticipate payment was remembered and complied with, before the work went to the press. These delays I little heeded, but they were not quite so acceptable to the printer, who grievously complained that his types, and his leads, and his forms, were locked up, week after week, to his great detriment.

Being importuned by the printer, I stated these circumstances to Mr. Coleridge in a note, expressed in what I thought the mildest possible way, but which excited, it appeared, uncomfortable feelings in his mind, never in the least noticed to or by myself, but evidenced to my surprise, by the following passage in a note to Mr. Wade.

“My very dear Friend,

… Mr. Cottle has ever conducted himself towards me with unbounded kindness, and one unkind act, no, nor twenty, can obliterate the grateful remembrance of it. By indolence, and frequent breach of promise, I had deserved a severe reproof from him, although my present brain-crazing circumstances, rendered this an improper time for it….

S. T. C.”
 

I continued to see Mr. Coleridge every day, and occasionally said to him, smiling, “Well, how much copy;” “None, to day,” was the general reply, “but to-morrow you shall have some.” To-morrow produced, if any, perhaps a dozen lines; and, in a favourable state of mind, so much, it might be, as half a dozen pages: and here I think I can correctly state, that Mr. C. had repeated to me at different times nearly all the poems contained in his volume, except the “Religious Musings,” which I understood to be wholly a new poem. It may amuse the reader to receive one or two more of Mr. C.’s little apologies.

“My dear Friend,

The Printer may depend on copy by to-morrow.

S. T. C.”
 

“My dear Cottle,

The Religious Musings are finished, and you shall have them on Thursday.

S. T. C.”
 

Sometimes sickness interfered.

“Dear Cottle,

A devil, a very devil, has got possession of my left temple, eye, cheek, jaw, throat, and shoulder. I cannot see you this evening. I write in agony.

Your affectionate Friend and Brother,

S. T. C.”
 

Sometimes his other engagements were of a pressing nature.

“Dear Cottle,

Shall I trouble you (I being over the mouth and nose, in doing something of importance, at Lovell’s) to send your servant into the market, and buy a pound of bacon, and two quarts of broad beans; and when he carries it down to College St. to desire the maid to dress it for dinner, and tell her I shall be home by three o’clock. Will you come and drink tea with me, and I will endeavour to get the etc. ready for you.

Yours affectionately,

S. T. C.”
 

Whatever disappointments arose, plausible reasons were always assigned for them, but when ingenuity was fairly taxed with excuses, worn out, Mr. C. would candidly admit, that he had very little “finger industry,” but then, he said, his mind was always on “full stretch.” — The Herculean labour now appeared drawing to a close; as will be clear from the following letter.

“My dear, very dear Cottle,

I will be with you at half past six; if you will give me a dish of tea, between that time and eleven o’clock at night, I will write out the whole of the notes, and the preface, as I give you leave to turn the lock and key upon me.

I am engaged to dine with Michael Castle, but I will not be one minute past my time. If I am, I permit you to send a note to Michael Castle, requesting him to send me home to fulfil engagements, like an honest man.

S. T. C.”
 

Well knowing that it was Mr. Coleridge’s intention to do all that was right, but aware at the same time that, however prompt he might be in resolving, he had to contend, in the fulfilment, with great constitutional indecision, I had long resolved to leave the completion of his work wholly to himself, and not to urge him to a speed which would render that a toil, which was designed to be a pleasure.

But we must instantly leave, alike excuses, and printer, and copy, to notice a subject of infinitely more importance!

It was now understood that Mr. Coleridge was about to be married. Aware of his narrow circumstances, and not doubting the anxieties he must necessarily feel, in the prospect of his altered condition, and to render his mind as easy in pecuniary affairs, as the extreme case would admit; I thought it would afford a small relief to tell him that I would give him one guinea and a-half, (after his volume was completed,) for every hundred lines he might present to me, whether rhyme or blank verse. This offer appeared of more consequence in the estimation of Mr. C., than it did in his who made it; for when a common friend familiarly asked him “how he was to keep the pot boiling, when married?” he very promptly answered, that Mr. Cottle had made him such an offer, that he felt no solicitude on that subject.

Mr. Coleridge, in prospect of his marriage, had taken a cottage at Clevedon, a village, happily on the banks not of the Susquehannah, but the Severn. He was married to Miss Sarah Fricker, October the 4th, 1795, and immediately after set off for his country abode.

The following is a copy of the certificate: — 

“ST. MARY REDCLIFFE CHURCH, BRISTOL.
 

Married,

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, to Sarah Fricker, Oct. 4th, 1795.

Benj. Spry, Vicar.

Witnesses, — Martha Fricker, Josiah Wade.”

It happened in this case, as it often does where a duty devolves equally on two; both neglect it. The cottage at Clevedon, it appeared, had walls, and doors, and windows; but only such furniture as became a philosopher who was too well disciplined to covet inordinately, non-essentials. Beside which there might have been more of system in this deliberate renunciation of luxury. For would it have been consistent in those who anticipated a speedy location on the marge of one of the great American rivers, to intrench themselves in comforts that must so soon be exchanged for little more than primeval supplies and the rugged privations of the desert? (For even at this time Mr. C. still fondly dwelt on the joys of the Susquehannah.)

Two days after his marriage, I received a letter from Mr. Coleridge (which now lies before me) requesting the kindness of me to send him down, with all dispatch, the following little articles.

“A riddle slice; a candle box; two ventilators; two glasses for the wash-hand stand; one tin dust pan; one small tin tea kettle; one pair of candlesticks; one carpet brush; one flower dredge; three tin extinguishers; two mats; a pair of slippers; a cheese toaster; two large tin spoons; a bible; a keg of porter; coffee; raisins; currants; catsup; nutmegs; allspice; cinnamon; rice; ginger; and mace.”

With the aid of the grocer, and the shoemaker, and the brewer, and the tinman, and the glassman, and the brazier, &c., I immediately sent him all that he had required, and more; and the next day rode down to pay my respects to the new-married couple; being greeted, not with the common, and therefore vulgar, materials of cake and wine, but with that which moved the spirit, hearty gratulations!

I was rejoiced to find that the cottage possessed every thing that heart could desire. The situation also was peculiarly eligible. It was in the western extremity, not in the centre of the village. It had the benefit of being but one story high, and as the rent was only five pounds per ann., and no taxes, Mr. Coleridge had the satisfaction of knowing, that by fairly “mounting his Pegasus,” he could write as many verses in a week as would pay his rent for a year. There was also a small garden, with several pretty flowers; and the “tallest rose tree,” was not failed to be pointed out, which “peeped at the chamber window,” (and which has been honoured with some beautiful lines). I observed, however, that the parlour, from my perverted taste, looked rather awkward in being only whitewashed, and the same effected in rather the “olden time;” to remedy which fanciful inconvenience, on my return to Bristol, I sent an upholsterer down to this retired and happy abode with a few pieces of sprightly paper, to tarnish the half immaculate sitting-room walls.

Mr. Coleridge being now comfortably settled at Clevedon, I shall there for the present leave him to write verses on his beloved Sarah, while in the mean time, I introduce the reader to an ingenious young barrister whom I had known some years previously under the following peculiar circumstances.

William Gilbert, author of the “Hurricane,” was the son of the eminent philanthropist, Nathaniel Gilbert, of Antigua, who is usually noticed as “The excellent Gilbert who first set an example to the planters, of giving religious instruction to the slaves.” In the year 1787, a want of self-control having become painfully evident, he was placed by his friends in the Asylum of Mr. Richard Henderson at Hanham, near Bristol, when I first knew him. He occasionally accompanied John Henderson into Bristol, on one of which occasions he introduced him to my brother and myself, as the “Young Counsellor!” I spent an afternoon with them, not readily to be forgotten. Many and great talkers have I known, but William Gilbert, at this time, exceeded them all. His brain seemed to be in a state of boiling effervescence, and his tongue, with inconceivable rapidity, passed from subject to subject, but with an incoherence that was to me, at least, marvellous. For two hours he poured forth a verbal torrent, which was only suspended by sheer physical exhaustion.

John Henderson must have perceived a thousand fallacies in his impassioned harangue; but he allowed them all to pass uncommented upon, for he knew there was no fighting with a vapour. He continued in the Asylum about a year, when his mind being partially restored, his friends removed him, and he wholly absented himself from Bristol, till the year 1796, when he re-appeared in that city.

Being so interesting a character, I felt pleasure in introducing him to Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Southey, with whom he readily coalesced, and they, I believe, truly respected him, soon however perceiving there was “something unsound in Denmark;” but still there was so much general and obvious talent about him, and his manners were so conciliating, that they liked his company, and tolerated some few peculiarities for the sake of the much that was good. The deference he paid Mr. C. and Mr. S. was some evidence that reason had partly reassumed her seat in his mind, for when before them, he withheld many of his most extravagant notions, and maintained such a comparative restraint on his tongue, as evidently arose from the respect with which he was impressed.

At one time he very gravely told me, that to his certain knowledge there was in the centre of Africa, bordering on Abyssinia, a little to the south-east, an extensive nation of the Gibberti, or Gilberti, and that one day or other he intended to visit them, and claim kindred.

One morning, information was brought to us that W. Gilbert, at an early hour, had departed precipitately from Bristol, without speaking to any one of his friends. We felt great concern at this unexpected movement, and by comparing recent conversations, we thought it highly probable that, in obedience to some astrological monition he had determined, forthwith, to set off on a visit to his relatives in Africa. So convinced was Mr. Southey that this long-cherished design had influenced poor Gilbert in his sudden withdrawment, that he wrote to Mr. Roscoe, at Liverpool, begging him to interfere, to prevent any African captain from taking such a person as Mr. S. described. Mr. Roscoe appeared to have taken much trouble; but after a vigilant inquiry, he replied, by saying that no such person had sailed from, or appeared in Liverpool. So that we remained in total uncertainty as to what was become of him; many years afterwards it appeared he had gone to Charleston, United States, where he died.

Mr. Southey thus refers to W. Gilbert in his “Life of Wesley.”

“In the year 1796, Mr. G. published the ‘Hurricane, a Theosophical and Western Eclogue,’ and shortly afterwards placarded the walls of London with the largest bills that had at that time been seen, announcing ‘the Law of Fire.’ I knew him well and look back with a melancholy pleasure to the hours which I have passed in his society, when his mind was in ruins. His madness was of the most incomprehensible kind, as may be seen in the notes to his ‘Hurricane;’ but the Poem possesses passages of exquisite beauty. I have among my papers some memorials of this interesting man. They who remember him (as some of my readers will,) will not be displeased at seeing him thus mentioned, with the respect and regret which are due to a noble mind.”

Mr. Wordsworth, also at the end of his “Excursion,” has quoted the following note to the “Hurricane,” with the remark that it “is one of the finest passages of modern English prose.”

“A man is supposed to improve by going out into the world, by visiting London. Artificial man does, he extends with his sphere; but, alas! that sphere is microscopic; it is formed of minutiae, and he surrenders his genuine vision to the artist, in order to embrace it in his ken. His bodily senses grow acute, even to barren and inhuman pruriency; while his mental become proportionally obtuse. The reverse is the man of mind. He who is placed in the sphere of nature and of God, might be a mock at Tattersall’s and Brookes’s, and a sneer at St. James’s: he would certainly be swallowed alive by the first Pizarro that crossed him; but when he walks along the river of Amazons; when he rests his eye on the unrivalled Andes: when he measures the long and watered savannah, or contemplates from a sudden promontory, the distant, vast Pacific, and feels himself in this vast theatre, and commanding each ready produced fruit of this wilderness, and each progeny of this stream — his exaltation is not less than imperial. He is as gentle too as he is great: his emotions of tenderness keep pace with his elevation of sentiment; for he says, ‘These were made by a good Being, who, unsought by me, placed me here to enjoy them.’ He becomes at once a child and a king. His mind is in himself; from hence he argues and from hence he acts, and he argues unerringly, and acts magisterially. His mind in himself is also in his God; and therefore he loves, and therefore he soars.’”

As these pages are designed, by brief incidental notices, to furnish a view of the Literature of Bristol during a particular portion of time; and having introduced the name of Ann Yearsley, I here, in reference to her, subjoin a few additional remarks.

* * * * *
 

I was well acquainted with Ann Yearsley, and my friendship for Hannah More did not blind my eyes to the merits of her opponent. Candour exacts the acknowledgment that the Bristol Milkwoman was a very extraordinary individual. Her natural abilities were eminent, united with which, she possessed an unusually sound masculine understanding; and altogether evinced, even in her countenance, the unequivocal marks of genius. If her education and early advantages had been favourable, there is no limiting the distinction to which she might have attained; and the respect she did acquire, proves what formidable barriers may be surmounted by native talent when perseveringly exerted, even in the absence of those preliminary assistances which are often merely the fret-work, the entablature, of the Corinthian column.

Ann Yearsley’s genius was discoverable in her Poems, but perhaps the extent of her capacity chiefly appeared in her Novel, “The Man in the Iron Mask;” in itself a bad subject, from the confined limit it gives to the imagination; but there is a vigour in her style which scarcely appeared compatible with a wholly uneducated woman. The late Mr. G. Robinson, the bookseller, told me that he had given Ann Yearsley two hundred pounds for the above work, and that he would give her one hundred pounds for every volume she might produce. This sum, with the profits of her Poems, enabled her to set up a circulating library, at the Hot Wells. I remember, in the year 1793, an imposition was attempted to be practised upon her, and she became also involved in temporary pecuniary difficulties, when by timely interference and a little assistance I had the happiness of placing her once more in a state of comfort. From a grateful feeling she afterwards sent me a handsome copy of verses.

It has been too customary to charge her with ingratitude, (at which all are ready to take fire,) but without sufficient cause, as the slight services I rendered her were repaid with a superabundant expression of thankfulness; what then must have been the feelings of her heart toward Mrs. Hannah More, to whom her obligations were so surpassing?

The merits of the question involved in the dissension between Ann Yearsley and Mrs. H. More, lay in a small compass, and they deserve to be faithfully stated; the public are interested in the refutation of charges of ingratitude, which, if substantiated, would tend to repress assistance toward the humbler children of genius. The baneful effects arising from a charge of ingratitude in Ann Yearsley towards her benefactress, might be the proximate means of dooming to penury and death some unborn Chatterton, or of eclipsing the sun of a future Burns.

Hannah More discovered that the woman who supplied her family daily with milk, was a really respectable poetess. She collected her productions, and published them for her benefit, with a recommendatory address. The Poems, as they deserved, became popular; doubtless, in a great degree, through the generous and influential support of Mrs. H. More, and the profits of the sale amounted to some hundreds of pounds.

The money, thus obtained, the milkwoman wished, to receive herself: for the promotion of herself in life, and the assistance of her two promising sons, who inherited much of their mother’s talent. Hannah More on the contrary, in conjunction with Mrs. Montague, thought it most advisable to place the money in the Funds, in the joint names of herself and Mrs. M. as trustees for Ann Yearsley, so that she might receive a small permanent support through life. In this, Hannah More acted with the purest intention. If any judicious friend had stated to her that Ann Yearsley, whom she had so greatly served, was a discreet woman and would not be likely to squander her little all: that she wanted to educate her two sons, and to open for herself a circulating library, neither of which objects could be accomplished without trenching on her capital, no doubt could have been entertained of her instantly acceding to it.

The great error on the part of the milkwoman, was in not prevailing on some friend thus to interfere, and calmly to state her case; instead of which, in a disastrous moment, she undertook to plead her own cause; and, without the slightest intention of giving offence, called on her patroness. Both parties meant well, but from the constitution of the human mind, it was hardly possible for one who had greatly obliged another in a subordinate station to experience the least opposition without at least an uncomfortable feeling. There must have existed a predisposition to misconstrue motives, as well as a susceptibility, in the closest alliance with offence. And now the experiment commenced.

Here was a strong-minded illiterate woman on one side, impressed with a conviction of the justice of her cause; and further stimulated by a deep consciousness of the importance of success to herself and family; and on the other side, a refined mind, delicately alive to the least approximation to indecorum, and, not unreasonably, requiring deference and conciliation. Could such incongruous materials coalesce? Ann Yearsley’s suit, no doubt was urged with a zeal approaching to impetuosity, and not expressed in that measured language which propriety might have dictated; and any deficiency in which could not fail to offend her polished and powerful patroness.

Ann Yearsley obtained her object, but she lost her friend. Her name, from that moment, was branded with ingratitude; and severe indeed was the penalty entailed on her by this act of indiscretion! Her good name, with the rapidity of the eagle’s pinion, was forfeited! Her talents, in a large circle at once became questionable, or vanished away. Her assumed criminality also was magnified into audacity, in daring to question the honour, or oppose the wishes of two such women as Mrs. H. More, and Mrs. Montague! and thus, through this disastrous turn of affairs, a dark veil was suddenly thrown over prospects, so late the most unsullied and exhilarating; and the favorite of fortune sunk to rise no more!

Gloom and perplexities in quick succession oppressed the Bristol milkwoman, and her fall became more rapid than her ascent! The eldest of her sons, William Cromartie Yearsley, who had bidden fair to be the prop of her age; and whom she had apprenticed to an eminent engraver, with a premium of one hundred guineas, prematurely died; and his surviving brother soon followed him to the grave! Ann Yearsley, now a childless and desolate widow, retired, heart-broken from the world, on the produce of her library; and died many years after, in a state of almost total seclusion, at Melksham. An inhabitant of the town lately informed me that she was never seen, except when she took her solitary walk in the dusk of the evening! She lies buried in Clifton church-yard.

In this passing notice of the Bristol milkwoman, my design has been to rescue her name from unmerited obloquy, and not in the remotest degree to criminate Hannah More, whose views and impressions in this affair may have been somewhat erroneous, but whose intentions it would be impossible for one moment to question.

The reader will not be displeased with some further remarks on Mrs. Hannah More, whose long residence near Bristol identified her so much with that city.

Mrs. H. More lived with her four sisters, Mary, Elizabeth, Sarah, and Martha, after they quitted their school in Park-Street, Bristol, at a small neat cottage in Somersetshire, called Cowslip Green. The Misses M. some years afterward built a better house, and called it Barley Wood, on the side of a hill, about a mile from Wrington. Here they all lived, in the highest degree respected and beloved: their house the seat of piety, cheerfulness, literature, and hospitality; and they themselves receiving the honour of more visits from bishops, nobles, and persons of distinction, than, perhaps, any private family in the kingdom.

My sisters having been educated by them, and myself having two intimate friends, who were also the friends of the Misses More; the Rev. James Newton, and my old tutor, John Henderson, they introduced me to the family in Park Street, and the acquaintance then commenced was progressively ripened into respect that continued to the termination of all their lives. Hannah More gave me unrestricted permission to bring down to Barley-Wood, any literary or other friend of mine, at any time; and of which privilege, on various occasions I availed myself.

Many years before, I had taken down, then by express, invitation, Mr. Southey, to see these excellent ladies; and in the year 1814, I conducted Mr. Coleridge to Barley Wood, and had the pleasure of introducing him to Hannah More and her sisters. For two hours after our arrival, Mr. C. displayed a good deal of his brilliant conversation, when he was listened to with surprise and delight by the whole circle; but at this time, unluckily, Lady — was announced, when Mrs. Hannah, from politeness, devoted herself to her titled visitant, while the little folks retired to a snug window with one or two of the Misses More, and there had their own agreeable converse.

Hannah More’s eminently useful life manifested itself in nothing more than the effort she made to instruct the ignorant through the medium of moral and religious tracts, and by the establishment of schools. These were made blessings on a wide scale, whilst their good effects are continued to this time, and are likely to be perpetuated.

It is here proper to mention that after superintending these various schools, either personally or by proxy, for more than a quarter of a century, and after the decease of her four benevolent and excellent sisters, Hannah More found it necessary to leave Barley Wood, and to remove to Clifton. Here her expenses were reduced one half, and her comforts greatly increased. The house she occupied, No. 4, Windsor Terrace, Clifton, was even more pleasant than the one she had left, and the prospects from it much more enlivening. I remember to have called on her with the late Robert Hall, when she discovered a cheerfulness which showed that Barley Wood was no longer regretted. She brought us to the windows of her spacious drawing room, and there, in the expanse beneath, invited us to behold the new docks, and the merchants’ numerous ships, while the hill of Dundry appeared (at the distance of four miles) far loftier than her own Mendip, and equally verdant. From the window of her back room also, directly under her eye, a far more exquisite prospect presented itself than any Barley Wood could boast; Leigh Woods, St. Vincent’s Rocks, Clifton Down, and, to crown the whole, the winding Avon, with the continually shifting commerce of Bristol; and we left her with the impression that the change in her abode was a great accession to her happiness.

In a letter to Mr. Wilberforce, Hannah More thus rather pleasantly writes: — 

“4, Windsor Terrace, Oct. 29, 1828.

My Very Dear Friend,

… I am diminishing my worldly cares. I have sold Barley Wood. I have exchanged the eight “pampered minions,” for four sober servants. As I have sold my carriage and horses, I want no coachman: as I have no garden, I want no gardener. I have greatly lessened my house expenses, which enables me to maintain my schools, and enlarge my charities. My schools alone, with clothing, rents, &c., cost me £150 a year.”

Mrs. H. More was sometimes liberally assisted in the support of these schools (as I learned from Miss Martha More,) by three philanthropic individuals, the late Mr. Henry Thornton, the late Mr. Wilberforce, and the late Sir W. W. Pepys, Bart.

Mrs. H. More, in a letter to Sir W. W. Pepys, acknowledging the receipt of one hundred pounds, says, “My most affectionate respects to Lady Pepys. The young race, of course, have all forgotten me; but I have not forgotten the energy with which your eldest son, at seven years old, ran into the drawing room, and said to me, “After all, Ferdinand would never have sent Columbus to find out America if it had not been for Isabella: it was entirely her doing.” How gratifying it would have been to H. More, had she lived two or three years longer, to have found in the round of human things, that this energetic boy of seven years, had become (1837) the Lord High Chancellor of England! and now again in 1846.

All the paintings, drawings, and prints which covered the walls of the parlour, on Hannah More’s quitting Barley Wood, she gave to her friend, Sir T. D. Ackland, Bart, with the exception of the portrait, by Palmer, of John Henderson, which she kindly presented to myself.

* * * * *
 

As I purposed, in projecting the present work, to allow myself a certain latitude in commenting on persons of talent connected recently with Bristol, and with whom Mr. C. and Mr. S. were acquainted, and especially when those persons are dead, I shall here in addition briefly refer to the late Robert Hall.

Mr. Hall is universally admitted to have possessed a mind of the first order. He united qualities, rarely combined, each of which would have constituted greatness; being a writer of pre-eminent excellence, and a sacred orator that exceeded all competition.

Posterity will judge of Robert Hall’s capacity by his writings alone, but all who knew him as a preacher, unhesitatingly admit that in his pulpit exercises (when the absorption of his mind in his subject rendered him but half sensible to the agony of internal maladies which scarcely knew cessation, and which would have prostrated a spirit less firm) that in these exercises, the superiority of his intellect became more undeniably manifest than even in his deliberate compositions. Here some might approach, who could not surpass; but, as a preacher, he stood, collected, in solitary grandeur.

Let the reader who was never privileged to see or hear this extraordinary man, present to his imagination a dignified figure that secured the deference which was never exacted; a capacious forehead; an eye, in the absence of excitement, dark, yet placid, but when warmed with argument, flashing almost coruscations of light, as the harmonious accompaniments of his powerful language.

But the pulpit presented a wider field for the display of this constitutional ardour. Here, the eye, that always awed, progressively advanced in expression; till warmed with his immortal subject it kindled into absolute radiance, that with its piercing beams penetrated the very heart, and so absorbed the spirit that the preacher himself was forgotten in the magnificent and almost overpowering array of impassioned thoughts and images. With this exterior, let the reader associate a voice, though not strong, eminently flexible and harmonious; a mind that felt, and therefore never erred in its emphasis; alternately touching the chord of pathos, or advancing with equal ease into the region of argument or passion; and then let him remember that every sentiment he uttered was clothed in expressions as mellifluous as perhaps ever fell from the tongue of man.

Few would dispute the testimony of Dugald Stewart on subjects of composition; and still fewer would question his authority in ascribing, as he does, to Robert Hall, the excellencies of Addison, Johnson, and Burke, without their defects: and to the works of Mr. H. reference will hereafter doubtless be made, as exhibiting some of the finest specimens that can be adduced, of the harmony, the elegance, the energy, and compass of the English tongue.

After noticing the excellencies of Mr. Hall as a Christian advocate, it appears almost bordering on the anti-climax, to name, that a great accession to this his distinction as a writer arose from his exquisite taste in composition, sedulously cultivated through life; and which (as the reward of so chastened a judgment, attained with such labour) at length superseded toil in the arrangement of his words,’since every thought, as it arose in his mind, when expression was given to it, appeared spontaneously, clothed in the most appropriate language.

Often has Mr. H. expatiated to me on the subject of style, so as to manifest the depth and acuteness of his criticisms; as well as to leave a firm conviction that the superiority he had acquired arose from no lax endeavour and happy casualty, but from severe and permanent effort, founded on the best models; at least, in that period of his life when the structure of his mind was formed, or forming. He said that Cicero had been his chief model.

This habit of minute and general analysis, combined as it was with his fine luminous intellect, enabled him with almost intuitive discernment, to perceive promptly whatever was valuable or defective in the productions of others; and this faculty being conjoined with solid learning, extensive reading, a retentive memory, a vast |tore of diversified knowledge, together with a creative fancy and a logical mind, gave him at all times, an unobtrusive reliance on himself; with an inexhaustible mental treasury that qualified him alike to shine in the friendly circle, or to charm, and astonish, and edify, in the crowded assembly.

That the same individual should so far excel both as a preacher and a writer, and at the same time be equally distinguished for his brilliant conversational talent, is scarcely conceivable, and would be too much reputation for any man, unless tempered, as it was in Mr. Hall, by no ordinary measure of Christian humility, and a preference ever expressed, for the moral over the intellectual character.

It is not meant to imply that Mr. Hall was perfect, (a condition reserved for another state) but he made gigantic strides towards that point, at which all should aim. That such rare talents should have been devoted, through a long and consistent life, to the cause of his Redeemer, must excite thankfulness in the breast of every Christian, and at the same time deepen the hue with which he contemplates some others, whose talents and influences, were, and are, all banefully exercised, from what might appear a design to corrupt man, and madly to oppose and defy the Supreme himself!

Some of Mr. Hall’s later admirers may resist the idea that there ever was a period when his ministerial exercises were more eloquent than at the last; but without hesitation, I adopt a different opinion. The estimate formed of him in this place is chiefly founded on the earlier part of life, when, without any opposing influences, a more unbridled range was given to his imagination; when there was an energy in his manner, and a felicity and copiousness in his language, which vibrated on the very verge of human capability.

It is incredible to suppose that intense and almost unceasing pain, should not partially have unnerved his mind; that he should not have directed a more undiverted concentration of thought, and revelled with more freedom and luxuriance of expression, before, rather than during the ravages of that insidious and fatal disease, under which he laboured for so many years, and which never allowed him, except when in the pulpit, to deviate from a recumbent posture. However combated by mental firmness, such perpetual suffering must have tended in some degree to repress the vehemence of his intellectual fire; and the astonishment prevails, that he possessed fortitude enough to contend so long with antagonists so potent. Except for the power of religion, and the sustaining influence of faith, nothing could have restrained him from falling back on despondency or despair. Yet even to his final sermon, he maintained his preeminence; and in no one discourse of his last years, did he decline into mediocrity, or fail to remind the elder part of his audience of a period when his eloquence was almost superhuman.

After allowing, that many humble but sincere preachers of the gospel of Christ may be as accepted of God, and be made as useful to their fellow-men as the most prodigally endowed, yet the possession of great and well-directed talents must not be underrated. Different soils require different culture, and that which is inoperative on one man may be beneficial to another, and it is hardly possible for any one to form a due estimate of the elevation of which pulpit oratory is susceptible who never heard Robert Hall. This character of his preaching refers more particularly to the period when his talents were in their most vigorous exercise; a little before the time when he published his celebrated sermon on “Infidelity.”

This sermon I was so happy as to hear delivered, and have no hesitation in expressing an opinion that the oral was not only very different from the printed discourse, but greatly its superior. In the one case he expressed the sentiments of a mind fully charged with matter the most invigorating, and solemnly important; but, discarding notes, (which he once told me always “hampered him”) it was not in his power to display the same language, or to record the same evanescent trains of thought; so that in preparing a sermon for the press, no other than a general resemblance could be preserved. In trusting alone to his recollection, when the stimulus was withdrawn of a crowded and most attentive auditory, the ardent feeling; the thought that “burned,” was liable, in some measure, to become deteriorated by the substitution of cool philosophical arrangement and accuracy for the spontaneous effusions of his overflowing heart; so that what was gained by one course was more than lost by the other.

During Mr. Hall’s last visit to Bristol, (prior to his final settlement there) I conducted him to view the beautiful scenery in the neighbourhood, and no one could be more alive to the picturesque than Mr. H. On former occasions, when beholding the expanse of water before him, he has said, with a pensive ejaculation, “We have no water in Cambridgeshire;” and subsequently, in noticing the spreading foliage of Lord de Clifford’s park, he has observed with the same mournful accent; “Ah, sir, we have no such trees as these in Leicestershire.” And when at this time he arrived at a point which presented the grandest assemblage of beauty, he paused in silence to gaze on the rocks of St. Vincent, and the Avon, and the dense woods, and the distant Severn, and the dim blue mountains of Wales, when with that devotional spirit which accorded with the general current of his feelings, in an ecstacy he exclaimed; “Oh, if these outskirts of the Almighty’s dominion can, with one glance, so oppress the heart with gladness, what will be the disclosures of eternity, when the full revelation shall be made of the things not seen, and the river of the city of God!”

But “Recollections” of Mr. Hall are not intended, although it may be named, he stated, in one of these rides, that he had arisen from his bed two or three times in the course of the night, when projecting his “Sermon on the Death of the Princess Charlotte” to record thoughts, or to write down passages that he feared might otherwise escape his memory. This, at least, showed the intensity of the interest he felt, though a superabundance of the choicest matter was ever at his command; and if one idea happened accidentally to be lost, one that was better immediately supplied its place.

Perhaps this notice may be deemed, by some, too extended, if not misplaced; but if the present occasion of referring to Mr. Hall, had been neglected, no other might have occurred. The man whose name is recorded on high stands in no need of human praise; yet survivors have a debt to pay, and whilst I disclaim every undue bias on my mind in estimating the character of one who so ennobled human nature, none can feel surprise that I should take a favorable retrospect of Mr. H. after an intercourse and friendship of more than forty years. Inadequate as is the present offering, some satisfaction is felt at the opportunity presented of bestowing this small tribute to the memory of one whom I ever venerated, and, in so doing, of adding another attestation to the merits of so good and great a man.

* * * * *
 

The reader after this long digression, will have his attention directed once more, to Mr. Coleridge, who was left at Clevedon in the possession of domestic comfort, and with the hope, if not the prospect, of uninterrupted happiness. It could hardly be supposed, that in the element of so much excitement, the spirit of inspiration should remain slumbering. On my next seeing Mr. C. he read me, with more than his accustomed enthusiasm, those tenderly affectionate lines to his “Sara,” beginning

“My pensive Sara, thy soft cheek reclined.” &c,

Mr. Coleridge now began to console himself with the suspicion, not only that felicity might be found on this side the Atlantic, but that Clevedon concentrated the sum of all that Earth had to bestow. He was now even satisfied that the Susquehannah itself retired into shade before the superior attractions of his own native Severn. He had, in good truth, discovered the grand secret; the abode of happiness, after which all are so sedulously inquiring; and this accompanied with the cheering assurance, that, by a merely pleasurable intellectual exertion, he would be able to provide for his moderate expenses, and experience the tranquillizing joys of seclusion, while the whole country and Europe were convulsed with war and changes.

Alas, repose was not made for man, nor man for repose! Mr. Coleridge at this time little thought of the joys and sorrows, the vicissitudes of life, and revolutions of feeling, with which he was ordained ere long to contend! Inconveniences connected with his residence at Clevedon, not at first taken into the calculation, now gradually unfolded themselves. The place was too far from Bristol. It was difficult of access to friends; and the neighbours were a little too tattling and inquisitive. And then again, Mr. Coleridge could not well dispense with his literary associates, and particularly with his access to that fine institution, the Bristol City Library; and, in addition, as he was necessitated to submit to frugal restraints, a walk to Bristol was rather a serious undertaking; and a return the same day hardly to be accomplished, in the failure of which, his “Sara,” was lonely and uneasy; so that his friends urged him to return once more to the place he had left; which he did, forsaking, with reluctance, his rose-bound cottage, and taking up his abode on Redcliff-hill. There was now some prospect that the printer’s types would be again set in motion, although it was quite proper that they should remain in abeyance while so many grand events were transpiring in the region of the domestic hearth. This was late in the year 1795.

After Mr. Coleridge had been some little time settled in Bristol, he experienced another removal. To exchange the country, and all the beauties of nature, for pent-up rooms on Redcliff-hill, demanded from a poet, sacrifices for which a few advantages would but ill compensate. In this uneasy state of mind, Mr. C. received an invitation from his friend, Mr. T. Poole, of Stowey, Somersetshire, to come and visit him in that retired town, and to which place Mr. and Mrs. Coleridge repaired.

The volume of poems, that, in the presence of so many more important affairs, had retired into shade, was now about to reappear, as will be found by the following letter.

“Stowey,

My dear Cottle,

I feel it much, and very uncomfortable, that, loving you as a brother, and feeling pleasure in pouring out my heart to you, I should so seldom be able to write a letter to you, unconnected with business, and uncontaminated with excuses and apologies. I give every moment I can spare from my garden and the Reviews (i. e.) from my potatoes and meat to the poem, (Religious Musings) but I go on slowly, for I torture the poem and myself with corrections; and what I write in an hour, I sometimes take two or three days in correcting. You may depend on it, the poem and prefaces will take up exactly the number of pages I mentioned, and I am extremely anxious to have the work as perfect as possible, and which I cannot do, if it be finished immediately. The “Religious Musings” I have altered monstrously, since I read them to you and received your criticisms. I shall send them to you in my next. The Sonnets I will send you with the Musings. God love you!

From your affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.”

Mr. Coleridge at this time meditated the printing of two volumes of his poems. He thus expresses his intention.

“I mean to have none but large poems in the second volume; none under three hundred lines; therefore I have crowded all my little pieces into this.”

He speaks in the same letter, of two poems which I never saw. Perhaps they were composed in his own mind, but never recorded on paper; a practice which Mr. C. sometimes adopted. He thus writes. “The ‘Nativity’ is not quite three hundred lines. It has cost me much labour in polishing; more than any poem I ever wrote, and I believe deserves it more. The epistle to Tom. Poole, which will come with the ‘Nativity,’ is I think one of my most pleasing compositions.”

In a letter of Mr. C. dated from Stowey, Mr. Coleridge also says, “I have written a Ballad of three hundred lines, and also a plan of general study.” It appeared right to make these statements, and it is hoped the productions named may still be in existence.

Mr. Coleridge now finding it difficult to superintend the press at so great a distance as Stowey, and that it interfered also with his other literary engagements, he resolved once more to remove to Bristol, the residence of so many friends; and to that city he repaired, the beginning of 1796. A conviction now also rested on his mind, as there was the prospect of an increase in his family, that he must bestir himself, and effectually call his resolutions into exercise. Soon after he was fairly settled, he sent me the following letter.

“My dear Cottle,

I have this night and to-morrow for you, being alone, and my spirits calm. I shall consult my poetic honour, and of course your interest, more by staying at home, than by drinking tea with you. I should be happy to see my poems out even by next week, and I shall continue in stirrups, that is, shall not dismount my Pegasus, till Monday morning, at which time you will have to thank God for having done with

Your affectionate friend always, but author evanescent.

S. T. C.”
 

Except for the serious effect, unintentionally produced, a rather ludicrous circumstance some time after this occurred, that is, after Mr. C. had “mounted his Pegasus” for the last time, and, permitted, so long ago, “the lock and key to be turned upon him.”

The promised notes, preface, and some of the text, not having been furnished, I had determined to make no further application, but to allow Mr. C. to consult his own inclination and convenience. Having a friend who wanted an introduction to Mr. Coleridge, I invited him to dinner, and sent Mr. C. a note, to name the time, and to solicit his company. The bearer of the note was simply requested to give it to Mr. C. and not finding him at home, inconsiderately brought it back. Mr. Coleridge returning home soon after, and learning that I had sent a letter, which was taken back, in the supposition that it could relate but to one subject, addressed to me the following astounding letter.

“Redcliff-hill, Feb. 22, 1796.

My dear Sir,

It is my duty and business to thank God for all his dispensations, and to believe them the best possible; but, indeed, I think I should have been more thankful, if he had made me a journeyman shoemaker, instead of an author by trade. I have left my friends: I have left plenty; I have left that ease which would have secured a literary immortality, and have enabled me to give the public, works conceived in moments of inspiration, and polished with leisurely solicitude, and alas! for what have I left them? for — who deserted me in the hour of distress, and for a scheme of virtue impracticable and romantic! So I am forced to write for bread! write the flights of poetic enthusiasm, when every minute I am hearing a groan from my wife. Groans, and complaints, and sickness! The present hour I am in a quick-set hedge of embarrassment, and whichever way I turn, a thorn runs into me! The future is cloud, and thick darkness! Poverty, perhaps, and the thin faces of them that want bread, looking up to me! Nor is this all. My happiest moments for composition are broken in upon by the reflection that I must make haste. I am too late! I am already months behind! I have received my pay beforehand! Oh, wayward and desultory spirit of genius! Ill canst thou brook a taskmaster! The tenderest touch from the hand of obligation, wounds thee like a scourge of scorpions.

I have been composing in the fields this morning, and came home to write down the first rude sheet of my preface, when I heard that your man had brought a note from you. I have not seen it, but I guess its contents. I am writing as fast as I can. Depend on it you shall not be out of pocket for me! I feel what I owe you, and independently of this, I love you as a friend; indeed, so much, that I regret, seriously regret, that you have been my copyholder.

If I have written petulantly, forgive me. God knows I am sore all over. God bless you, and believe me that, setting gratitude aside, I love and esteem you, and have your interest at heart full as much as my own.

S. T. Coleridge.”

At the receipt of this painful letter, which made me smile and sigh at the same moment, my first care was to send the young and desponding Bard some of the precious metal, to cheer his drooping spirits; to inform him of his mistake; and to renew my invitation; which was accepted, and at this interview he was as cheerful as ever. He saw no difference in my countenance, and I perceived none in his. The “thick cloud” and the “thorn” had completely passed away, whilst his brilliant conversation charmed and edified the friend for whose sake he had been invited.

At length, Mr. Coleridge’s volume of poems was completed. On the blank leaf of one of the copies, he asked for a pen, and wrote the following:

“Dear Cottle,

On the blank leaf of my poems, I can most appropriately write my acknowledgments to you, for your too disinterested conduct in the purchase of them. Indeed, if ever they should acquire a name and character, it might be truly said, the world owed them to you. Had it not been for you, none perhaps of them would have been published, and some not written.

Your, obliged and affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.

Bristol, April 15, 1796.”

The particulars respecting the publication of Mr. Coleridge’s volume of Poems have been continued unbroken, to the exclusion of some antecedent circumstances, which will now be noticed.

If it were my object to give a fictitious, and not a real character; to remove, scrupulously, all protuberances that interfered with the polish, I might withhold the following letter, which merely shows the solicitude with which Mr. C. at this time, regarded small profits. His purse, soon after his return to Bristol, being rather low, with the demands on it increasing, he devised an ingenious, and very innocent plan for replenishing it, in a small way, as will thus appear.

“My ever dear Cottle,

Since I last conversed with you on the subject, I have been thinking over again the plan I suggested to you, concerning the application of Count Rumford’s plan to the city of Bristol. I have arranged in my mind the manner, and matter of the Pamphlet, which would be three sheets, and might be priced at one shilling.

          ’Considerations
  Addressed to the Inhabitants of Bristol,
        on a subject of importance,
       (unconnected with Politics.)
              BY S. T. C.’
 

Now I have by me the history of Birmingham, and the history of Manchester. By observing the names, revenues, and expenditures of their different charities, I could easily alter the calculations of the “Bristol Address,” and, at a trifling expense, and a few variations, the same work might be sent to Manchester and Birmingham. “Considerations addressed to the inhabitants of Birmingham.” &c. I could so order it, that by writing to a particular friend, at both places, the pamphlet should be thought to have been written at each place, as it certainly would be for each place. I think therefore 750 might be printed in all. Now will you undertake this? either to print it and divide the profits, or (which indeed I should prefer) would you give me three guineas, for the copy-right? I would give you the first sheet on Thursday, the second on the Monday following, the third on the Thursday following. To each pamphlet I would annex the alterations to be made, when the press was stopped at 250.

God love you!

S. T. C.”
 

Mr. Coleridge used occasionally to regret, with even pungency of feeling, that he had no relation in the world, to whom, in a time of extremity, he could apply “for a little assistance.” He appeared like a being dropped from the clouds, without tie or connection on earth; and during the years in which I knew him, he never once visited any one of his relations, nor exchanged a letter with them. It used to fill myself and others with concern and astonishment, that such a man should, apparently, be abandoned. On some occasions I urged him to break through all impediments, and go and visit his friends at Ottery; this his high spirit could not brook. I then pressed him to dedicate his Poems to one of his relatives, his brother George, of whom he occasionally spoke with peculiar kindness. He was silent; but some time after, he said in a letter, “You, I am sure will be glad to learn, that I shall follow your advice.”

In the poem which thus arose, what can be more touching than these lines in his dedication to his brother? (Second edition.)

 ”To me the Eternal Wisdom hath dispensed
  A different fortune, and more different mind — 
  Me from the spot where first I sprang to light
  Too soon transplanted, ere my soul had fixed
  Its first domestic loves; and hence through life
  Chasing chance — started friendships. A brief while,
  Some have preserved me from life’s pelting ills.”
 

In certain features of their character, there was a strong resemblance between Chatterton and S. T. Coleridge, with a reverse in some points, for Chatterton was loved and cherished by his family, but neglected by the world. In the agony of mind which Mr. C. sometimes manifested on this subject, I have wished to forget those four tender lines in his Monody on Chatterton.

 ”Poor Chatterton! farewell! Of darkest hues,
    This chaplet cast I on thy unshaped tomb:
  But dare no longer on the sad theme muse,
    Lest kindred woes persuade a kindred doom!”
 

Mr. C. would not have felt so much, if his own natural and unshaken affections had been less ardent.

Before I enter on an important incident in Mr. Coleridge’s Bristol life, I must previously observe, that his mind was in a singular degree distinguished for the habit of projecting. New projects and plans, at this time, followed each other in rapid succession, and while the vividness of the impression lasted, the very completion could scarcely have afforded more satisfaction than the vague design. To project, with him, was commonly sufficient. The execution, of so much consequence in the estimation of others, with him was a secondary point. I remember him once to have read to me, from his pocket book; a list of eighteen different works which he had resolved to write, and several of them in quarto, not one of which he ever effected. At the top of the list appeared the word “Pantisocracy! 4to.” Each of these works, he could have talked, (for he often poured forth as much as half an 8vo. volume in a single evening, and that in language sufficiently pure and connected to admit of publication) but talking merely benefits the few, to the exclusion of the many. The work that apparently advanced the nearest to completion, was “Translations of the modern Latin Poets;” two vols. 8vo. This work, which no man could better have accomplished than himself, he so far proceeded in, as to allow of the Proposals being issued. It was to be published by subscription, and he brought with him from Cambridge a very respectable list of university subscribers. His excuses for not showing any part of the work, justified the suspicion that he had not advanced in it further than these said “Proposals.”

Another prominent feature in Mr. Coleridge’s mind, was procrastination. It is not to be supposed that he ever made a promise or entered on an engagement without intending to fulfil it, but none who knew him could deny that he wanted much of that steady, persevering determination which is the precursor of success, and the parent of all great actions. His strongest intentions were feebly supported after the first paroxysms of resolve, so that any judicious friend would strenuously have dissuaded him from an undertaking that involved a race with time. Mr. Coleridge, however, differently regarded his mental constitution, and projected at this time a periodical miscellany, called “The Watchman.”

When the thought of this magazine first suggested itself to his mind, he convened his chief friends one evening at the Rummer Tavern, to determine on the size, price, and time of publishing, with all other preliminaries, essential to the launching this first-rate vessel on the mighty deep. Having heard of the circumstance the next day, I rather wondered at not having also been requested to attend, and while ruminating on the subject, I received from Mr. C. the following communication.

“My dear friend,

I am fearful that you felt hurt at my not mentioning to you the proposed ‘Watchman,’ and from my not requesting you to attend the meeting. My dear friend, my reasons were these. All who met were expected to become subscribers to a fund; I knew there would be enough without you, and I knew, and felt, how much money had been drawn from you lately.

God Almighty love you!

S. T. C.”
 

In a few days the following prospectus of the new work was circulated far and near.

   ”To supply at once the places of a Review, Newspaper, and Annual
    Register.
 

   On Tuesday, the 1st of March, 1796, will be published, No. 1, price
    fourpence, of a Miscellany, to be continued every eighth day, under
    the name of
 

THE WATCHMAN, BY SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE,
 

   This Miscellany will be comprised in two sheets, or thirty-two pages,
    closely printed in 8vo. the type, long primer.
 

ITS CONTENTS.
 

1st. A History of the Domestic and Foreign Policy of the preceding days.

2nd. The Speeches in both Houses of Parliament, and during the recess. Select Parliamentary Speeches, from the commencement of the reign of Charles the First, to the present Aera, with Notes, Historical and Biographical.

3rd. Original Essays and Poetry.

4th. Review of interesting and important Publications.

ITS ADVANTAGES.
 

FIRST. There being no Advertisements, a greater quantity of Original matter will be given, and the Speeches in Parliament will be less abridged.

SECOND. From its form, it may be bound up at the end of the year, and become an Annual Register.

THIRD. This last circumstance may induce men of letters to prefer this miscellany to more perishable publications as the vehicle of their effusions.

FOURTH. Whenever the Ministerial and Opposition Prints differ in their accounts of occurrences, &c. such difference will always be faithfully stated.”

Of all men, Mr. Coleridge was the least qualified to display periodical industry. Many of his cooler friends entertained from the beginning no sanguine expectations of success, but now that the experiment was fairly to be tried, they united with him in making every exertion to secure it.

As a magazine it was worth nothing without purchasers. Bristol was the strong-hold, where about two hundred and fifty subscribers were obtained by myself, and one hundred and twenty by Mr. Reed. These were insufficient. What was to be done? A bold measure was determined upon. Mr. Coleridge, conceiving that his means of subsistence depended upon the success of this undertaking, armed himself with unwonted resolution, and expressed his determination to travel over half England and take the posse comitatus by storm.

In conformity with such resolution, he obtained letters of introduction to influential men in the respective towns he meant to visit, and, like a shrewd calculator, determined to add the parson’s avocation to that of the political pamphleteer. The beginning of Jan. 1796, Mr. Coleridge, laden with recommendatory epistles, and rich in hope, set out on his eventful journey, and visited in succession, Worcester, Birmingham, Nottingham, Lichfield, Derby, Manchester, Sheffield, Liverpool, &c. and as a crowning achievement, at the last, paid his respects to the great metropolis; in all which places, by bills, prospectuses, advertisements, and other expedients, the reading public were duly apprised of the “NEW REVIEW, NEWSPAPER, and ANNUAL REGISTER,” about to be published.

The good people, in all the towns through which Mr. Coleridge passed, were electrified by his extraordinary eloquence. At this time, and during the whole of his residence in Bristol, there was, in the strict sense, little of the true, interchangeable conversation in Mr. C. On almost every subject on which he essayed to speak, he made an impassioned harangue of a quarter, or half an hour; so that inveterate talkers, while Mr. Coleridge was on the wing, generally suspended their own flight, and felt it almost a profanation to interrupt so impressive and mellifluous a speaker. This singular, if not happy peculiarity, occasioned even Madame de Stael to remark of Mr. C. that “He was rich in a Monologue, but poor in a Dialogue.”

From the brilliant volubility before noticed, admiration and astonishment followed Mr. C. like a shadow, through the whole course of his peregrinations. This new “Review, Newspaper, and Annual Register,” was largely patronized; for who would not give fourpence every eighth day, to be furnished, by so competent a man as Mr. Coleridge, with this quintessence, this concentration of all that was valuable, in Politics, Criticism, and Literature; enriched in addition, with Poetry of the first waters, luminous Essays, and other effusions of men of letters? So choice a morçeau was the very thing that every body wanted; and, in the course of his journey, subscriptions poured in to the extent of one thousand; and Mr. C. on his return, after what might be called a triumph, discovered the elasticity of his spirit; smiling at past depressions, and now, on solid ground, anticipating ease, wealth, and fame.

The first of March arrived. The “Watchman” was published. Although deprived of the pleasure of contributing to Mr. Coleridge’s fund, I determined to assist him in other ways, and that far more effectually. On the publication of the first Number, besides my trouble in sending round to so many subscribers, — with all the intense earnestness attending the transaction of the most weighty concerns, it occupied Mr. Coleridge and myself four full hours to arrange, reckon, (each pile being counted by Mr. C. after myself, to be quite satisfied that there was no extra 3-1/2 d. one slipped in unawares,) pack up, and write invoices and letters for the London and country customers, all expressed thus, in the true mercantile style:

Bristol, March 1st, 1796.

Mr. Pritchard, (Derby)

Dr. to Samuel Taylor Coleridge.

To 73 No. 1 of the Watchman … 3-1/2 d. … £1 1 3-1/2

This routine was repeated with every fresh number. My part was zealously and cheerfully discharged, with the encouraging hope that it would essentially serve my anxious and valued friend. But all would not do!

A feeling of disappointment prevailed early and pretty generally, amongst the subscribers. The Prospectus promised too much. In the Review department, no one article appeared embodying any high order of talent. The Newspaper section pleased no one, from the confined limits to which the editor was restricted, independently of which, nearly all the subscribers had seen the Debates in their length, through other mediums; and yet this profitless part of the work gave most trouble to the compiler. Its dulness, I know, fretted Mr. Coleridge exceedingly.

The theory of publishing was delightful; but the exemplification — the practice, proved, alas! teasing, if not tormenting. One pitiful subscriber of fourpence, every eighth day, thought his boys did not improve much under it. Another expected more from his “Annual Register!” Another wanted more Reviews! Another, more Politics! and those a little sharper. As the work proceeded, joys decreased, and perplexities multiplied! added to which, subscribers rapidly fell off, debts were accumulated and unpaid, till, at the Tenth Number, the Watchman at the helm cried “Breakers” and the vessel stranded! — It being formally announced, that “The work did not pay its expenses!”

The “Address to the readers of the Watchman,” in the last page, was the following:

“This is the last Number of the Watchman. — Henceforward I shall cease to cry the state of the Political atmosphere. While I express my gratitude to those friends who exerted themselves so liberally in the establishment of this Miscellany, I may reasonably be expected to assign some reason for relinquishing it thus abruptly. The reason is short and satisfactory. — The work does not pay its expences. Part of my subscribers have relinquished it, because it did not contain sufficient original composition; and a still larger number, because it contained too much. Those who took it in as a mere journal of weekly events, must have been unacquainted with ‘FLOWER’S CAMBRIDGE INTELLIGENCER;’ a Newspaper, the style and composition of which would claim distinguished praise, even among the productions of literary leisure; while it breathes everywhere the severest morality; fighting fearlessly the good fight against tyranny, yet never unfaithful to that religion, whose service is perfect freedom. Those, on the other hand, who expected from it much and varied original composition, have naturally relinquished it in favour of the ‘NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE;’ a work which has almost monopolized the talent of the country, and with which I should have continued a course of literary rivalship, with as much success as might be expected to attend a young recruit, who should oppose himself to a phalanx of disciplined warriors. Long may it continue to deserve the support of the patriot and the philanthropist; and while it teaches its readers NATIONAL LIBERTY, prepare them for the enjoyment of it; strengthening the intellect by SCIENCE, and softening our affections by the GRACES! To return to myself. I have endeavoured to do well: and it must be attributed to defect of ability, not of inclination or effort, if the words of the Prophet be altogether applicable to me.

“O, Watchman! thou hast watched in vain.”

Many readers will feel a concern in the arrangements and perplexities of Mr. Coleridge at the time of publishing his “Watchman;” for he had a more vital interest involved in the success of that work than he had, individually, in the rise and fall of empires. When he returned from his northern journey laden with subscribers, and with hope ripened into confidence, all that had yet been done was the mere scaffolding; the building was now to be erected. Soon after this time I received from Mr. Coleridge the following letter.

“1796.

My ever dear Cottle,

I will wait on you this evening at 9 o’clock, till which hour I am on “Watch.” Your Wednesday’s invitation I of course accept, but I am rather sorry that you should add this expense to former liberalities.

Two editions of my Poems would barely repay you. Is it not possible to get twenty-five, or thirty of the Poems ready by to-morrow, as Parsons, of Paternoster Row, has written to me pressingly about them. ‘People are perpetually asking after them.’ All admire the Poetry in the ‘Watchman;’ he says, I can send them with one hundred “of the First Number,” which he has written for. I think if you were to send half a dozen ‘Joans of Arc,’ [4to. £1. 1. 0] on sale or return, it would not be amiss. To all the places in the North, we will send my ‘Poems,’ my ‘Conciones,’ and the ‘Joans of Arc,’ together, per waggon. You shall pay the carriage for the London and the Birmingham parcels; I for the Sheffield, Derby, Nottingham, Manchester, and Liverpool.

With regard to the Poems I mean to give away, I wish to make it a common interest; that is, I will give away a sheet full of Sonnets. One to Mrs. Barbauld; one to Wakefield; one to Dr. Beddoes: one to Wrangham, (a College acquaintance of mine, an admirer of me, and a pitier of my principles!) one to George Augustus Pollen, Esq. one to C. Lamb; one to Wordsworth; one to my brother G. and one to Dr. Parr. These Sonnets I mean to write on the blank leaf, respectively, of each copy.

Concerning the paper for the ‘Watchman,’ I was vexed to hear your proposal of trusting it to Biggs, who, if he undertook it at all, would have a profit, which heaven knows, I cannot afford. My plan was, either that you should write to your paper-maker, saying that you had recommended him to me, and ordering for me twenty or forty reams, at a half year’s credit; or else, in your own name; in which case I would transfer to you, Reed’s weekly account, amounting to 120 3-1/2 d’s, (or 35 shillings) and the Birmingham monthly account, amounting to £14. a month.

God bless you,

and S. T. Coleridge.”

This letter requires a few explanations. In recommending that Biggs, the printer, should choose the paper, it was not designed for him to provide it, which, had he been so requested, he would not have done, but merely to select one, out of different samples to be submitted to him, as that which he, as a printer, thought the best. This was explained to Mr. C. It will be perceived, that Mr. Coleridge’s two proposals were virtually one: as, if I ordered the paper for myself or for another, the responsibility would rest with me. The plain fact is, I purchased the whole of the paper for the “Watchman,” allowing Mr. C. to have it at prime cost, and receiving small sums from him occasionally, in liquidation. I became responsible, also, to Mr. B. for printing the work, by which means I reduced the price per sheet, as a bookseller, (1000) from fifty shillings to thirty five shillings. Mr. C. paid me for the paper in fractions, as he found it convenient, but from the falling off of his own receipts, I never received the whole. It was a losing concern altogether, and I was willing to bear, uncomplaining, my proportion of the loss. There is some difference between this statement, and that of Mr. Coleridge in his “Biographia Literaria.” A defect of memory must have existed, arising out of the lapse of twenty two years; but my notices, made at that time, did not admit of mistake.

My loss was also augmented from another cause. Mr. C. states in the above work, that his London publisher never paid him “one farthing,” but “set him at defiance.” I also was more than his equal companion in this misfortune. The thirty copies of Mr. C.’s poems, and the six “Joans of Arc” (referred to in the preceding letter) found a ready sale, by this said “indefatigable London publisher,” and large and fresh orders were received, so that Mr. Coleridge and myself participated in two very opposite feelings, the one of exultation that our publications had found so good a sale; and the other of depression, that the time of payment never arrived!

All the copies also, of Mr. C.’s Poems, and the “Joan’s of Arc,” which were sent to the North, so far as I am concerned, shared the same fate. I do not know that they were ever paid for. If they were, in combination with other things, it was my wish that the entanglement should never be unravelled, for who could take from Mr. C. any portion of his slender remittances.

The most amusing appendage to this unfortunate “Miscellany,” will now be presented to the reader, in the seven following letters of Mr. Coleridge, addressed to his friend Mr. Josiah Wade, and written in the progress of his journey to collect subscribers for the “Watchman.”

“Worcester, Jan. 1796.

My dear Wade,

We were five in number, and twenty-five, in quantity. The moment I entered the coach, I stumbled on a huge projection, which might be called a belly, with the same propriety that you might name Mount Atlas a mole-hill. Heavens! that a man should be unconscionable enough to enter a stage coach, who would want elbow room if he were walking on Salisbury Plain!

This said citizen was a most violent aristocrat, but a pleasant humourous fellow in other respects, and remarkably well-informed in agricultural science; so that the time passed pleasantly enough. We arrived at Worcester at half-past two: I of course dined at the inn, where I met Mr. Stevens. After dinner I christianized myself; that is, washed and changed, and marched in finery and cleanliness to High-Street. With regard to business, there is no chance of doing any thing at Worcester. The aristocrats are so numerous, and the influence of the clergy so extensive, that Mr. Barr thinks no bookseller will venture to publish the ‘Watchman.’

P.S. I hope and trust that the young citizeness is well, and also Mrs.
Wade. Give my love to the latter, and a kiss for me to little Miss
Bratinella.
 

S. T. Coleridge.”

“Birmingham, Jan. 1796.

My dear friend,

… My exertions have been incessant, for in whatever company I go, I am obliged to be the figurante of the circle. Yesterday I preached twice, and, indeed, performed the whole service, morning and afternoon. There were about fourteen hundred persons present, and my sermons (great part extempore) were preciously peppered with Politics. I have here, at least, double the number of subscribers, I had expected….”

“Nottingham, Jan. 7, 1796.

My dear friend,

You will perceive by this letter I have changed my route. From Birmingham, on Friday last, (four o’clock in the morning) I proceeded to Derby, stayed there till Monday morning, and am now at Nottingham. From Nottingham I go to Sheffield; from Sheffield to Manchester; from Manchester to Liverpool? from Liverpool to London, from London to Bristol. Ah, what a weary way! My poor crazy ark has been tossed to and fro on an ocean of business, and I long for the Mount Ararat on which it is to rest. At Birmingham I was extremely unwell; a violent cold in my head and limbs confined me for two days. Business succeeded very well; about a hundred subscribers, I think.

At Derby, also, I succeeded tolerably well. Mr. Strutt, the successor of Sir Richard Arkwright, tells me, I may count on forty or fifty in Derby. Derby is full of curiosities; the cotton and silk mills; Wright, the painter, and Dr. Darwin, the every thing but Christian! Dr. Darwin possesses, perhaps, a greater range of knowledge than any other man in Europe, and is the most inventive of philosophical men. He thinks in a new train on all subjects but religion. He bantered me on the subject of religion. I heard all his arguments, and told him, it was infinitely consoling to me — to find that the arguments of so great a man, adduced against the existence of a God and the evidences of revealed religion, were such as had startled me at fifteen, but had become the objects of my smile at twenty. Not one new objection; not even an ingenious one! He boasted ‘that he had never read one book in favour of such stuff! but that he had read all the works of infidels.’

What would you think, Mr. Wade, of a man, who having abused and ridiculed you, should openly declare, that he had heard all that your enemies had to say against you, but had scorned to inquire the truth from any one of your friends? Would you think him an honest man? I am sure you would not. Yet such are all the infidels whom I have known. They talk of a subject, yet are proud to confess themselves profoundly ignorant of it. Dr. Darwin would have been ashamed to reject ‘Hutton’s Theory of the Earth,’ without having minutely examined it: yet what is it to us, how the earth was made, a thing impossible to be known. This system the Dr. did not reject without having severely studied it; but all at once he makes up his mind on such important subjects, as, whether we be the outcasts of a blind idiot, called Nature, or, the children of an All-wise and Infinitely Good God! Whether we spend a few miserable years on this earth, and then sink into a clod of the valley; or, endure the anxieties of mortal life, only to fit us for the enjoyment of immortal happiness. These subjects are unworthy a philosopher’s investigation! He deems that there is a certain self-evidence in Infidelity, and becomes an Atheist by intuition! Well did St. Paul say, ‘Ye have an evil heart of unbelief.’

… What lovely children Mr. Barr, of Worcester has! After church, in the evening, they sat round and sung hymns, so sweetly that they overpowered me. It was with great difficulty that I abstained from weeping aloud! and the infant, in Mrs. B.’s. arms, leant forward, and stretched his little arms, and stared, and smiled! It seemed a picture of heaven, where the different orders of the blessed, join different voices in one melodious hallelulia! and the babe like a young spirit just that moment arrived in heaven, startled at the seraphic songs, and seized at once with wonder and rapture!…

From your affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.”

“Sheffield, Jan. 1796.

My very dear friend,

I arrived at this place, late last night, by the mail from Nottingham, where I have been treated with kindness and friendship, of which I can give you but a faint idea. I preached a charity sermon there last sunday; I preached in colored clothes. With regard to the gown at Birmingham (of which you inquire) I suffered myself to be over-persuaded: — first of all, my sermon being of so political a tendency, had I worn my blue coat, it would have impugned Edwards. They would have said, he had stuck a political lecturer in his pulpit. Secondly, — the society is of all sorts. Unitarians, Arians, Trinitarians, &c.! and I must have shocked a multitude of prejudices. And thirdly, — there is a difference between an Inn, and a place of residence. In the first, your example, is of little consequence; in a single instance only, it ceases to operate as example; and my refusal would have been imputed to affectation, or an unaccommodating spirit. Assuredly I would not do it in a place where I intended to preach often. And even in the vestry at Birmingham, when they at last persuaded me, I told them, I was acting against my better knowledge, and should possibly feel uneasy after. So these accounts of the matter you must consider as reasons and palliations, concluding, ‘I plead guilty my Lord!’ Indeed I want firmness. I perceive I do. I have that within me which makes it difficult to say, No! (repeatedly) to a number of persons who seem uneasy and anxious….

My kind remembrances to Mrs. Wade. God bless her, and you, and (like a bad shilling slipped in between two guineas.)

Your faithful and affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.”

Mr. Coleridge, in the course of his extensive journey, having had to act the tradesman on rather an extended scale; conferring and settling with all the booksellers in the respective towns, as to the means of conveyance, allowance, remittances, &c. he thus wrote in a dejected mood, to his friend Mr. Wade, — an unpropitious state of mind for a new enterprise, and very different from those sanguine hopes which he had expressed on other occasions.

“My dear friend,

… I succeeded very well here at Litchfield. Belcher, bookseller,
Birmingham; Sutton, Nottingham; Pritchard, Derby; and Thomson,
Manchester, are the publishers. In every number of the ‘Watchman,’ there
be printed these words, ‘Published in Bristol, by the Author, S. T.
Coleridge, and sold, &c. &c.’
 

I verily believe no poor fellow’s idea-pot ever bubbled up so vehemently with fears, doubts and difficulties, as mine does at present. Heaven grant it may not boil over, and put out the fire! I am almost heartless! My past life seems to me like a dream, a feverish dream! all one gloomy huddle of strange actions, and dim-discovered motives! Friendships lost by indolence, and happiness murdered by mismanaged sensibility! The present hour I seem in a quickset hedge of embarrassments! For shame! I ought not to mistrust God! but indeed, to hope is far more difficult than to fear. Bulls have horns, Lions have talons.

 The Fox, and Statesman subtle wiles ensure,
  The Cit, and Polecat stink and are secure:
  Toads with their venom, Doctors with their drug,
  The Priest, and Hedgehog, in their robes are snug!
  Oh, Nature! cruel step-mother, and hard,
  To thy poor, naked, fenceless child the Bard!
  No Horns but those by luckless Hymen worn,
  And those, (alas! alas!) not Plenty’s Horn!
  With naked feelings, and with aching pride,
  He bears th’ unbroken blast on every side!
  Vampire booksellers drain him to the heart,
  And Scorpion critics cureless venom dart!
 

S. T. C.”
 

“Manchester, Jan. 7, 1796.

My dear friend,

I arrived at Manchester, last night, from Sheffield, to which place I shall only send about thirty numbers. I might have succeeded there, at least, equally well with the former towns, but I should injure the sale of the ‘Iris.’ the editor of which Paper (a very amiable and ingenious young man, of the name of ‘James Montgomery’) is now in prison, for a libel on a bloody-minded magistrate there. Of course, I declined publicly advertising or disposing of the ‘Watchman’ in that town.

This morning I called on Mr. —— with H’s letter. Mr. —— received me as a rider, and treated me with insolence that was really amusing from its novelty. ‘Overstocked with these Articles.’ ‘People always setting up some new thing or other.’ ‘I read the Star and another paper; what can I want with this paper, which is nothing more.’ ‘Well, well, I’ll consider of it.’ To these entertaining bon mots, I returned the following repartee,—’Good morning, sir.’ …

God bless you, S. T. C.”

“Mosely, near Birmingham, 1796.

My very dear Wade,

Will it be any excuse to you for my silence, to say that I have written to no one else, and that these are the very first lines I have written?

I stayed a day or two at Derby, and then went on in Mrs. —— carriage to see the beauties of Matlock. Here I stayed from Tuesday to Saturday, which time was completely filled up with seeing the country, eating, concerts, &c. I was the first fiddle, not in the concerts, but everywhere else, and the company would not spare me twenty minutes together. Sunday I dedicated to the drawing up my sketch of education, which I meant to publish, to try to get a school.

Monday I accompanied Mrs. E. to Oakover, with Miss W. — , to the thrice lovely valley of Ham; a vale hung by beautiful woods all round, except just at its entrance, where, as you stand at the other end of the valley, you see a bare, bleak mountain, standing as it were to guard the entrance. It is without exception, the most beautiful place I ever visited, and from thence we proceeded to Dove-Dale, without question tremendously sublime. Here we dined in a cavern, by the side of a divine little spring. We returned to Derby, quite exhausted with the rapid succession of delightful emotions.

I was to have left Derby on Wednesday; but on the Wednesday, Dr. Crompton, who had been at Liverpool, came home. He called on me, and made the following offer. That if I would take a house in Derby, and open a day-school, confining my number to twelve, he would send his three children. That, till I had completed my number, he would allow me one hundred a year; and and when I had completed it, twenty guineas a year for each son. He thinks there is no doubt but that I might have more than twelve in a very short time, if I liked it. If so, twelve times twenty guineas is two hundred and forty guineas per annum; and my mornings and evenings would be my own: the children coming to me from nine to twelve, and from two to five: the two last hours employed with the writing and drawing masters, in my presence: so that only four hours would be thoroughly occupied by them. The plan to commence in November. I agreed with the Doctor, he telling me, that if, in the mean time, anything more advantageous offered itself, I was to consider myself perfectly at liberty to accept it. On Thursday I left Derby for Burton. Prom Burton I took chaise, slept at Litchfield, and in the morning arrived at my worthy friend’s, Mr. Thomas Hawkes, at Mosely, three miles from Birmingham, in whose shrubbery I am now writing. I shall stay at Birmingham a week longer.

I have seen a letter from Mr. William Roscoe, (Author of the life of Lorenzo the magnificent; a work in two quarto volumes, of which the whole first edition sold in a month) it was addressed to Mr. Edwards, the minister here, and entirely related to me. Of me, and my composition, he writes in terms of high admiration, and concludes by desiring Mr. Edwards to let him know my situation and prospects, and saying, if I would come and settle at Liverpool, he thought a comfortable situation might be procured for me. This day Edwards will write to him.

God love you, and your grateful and affectionate friend, S. T. Coleridge.

N. B. I preached yesterday.”

Mr. Coleridge, in the preceding letters, states his having preached occasionally. There must have been a first sermon. It so happened that I heard Mr. C. preach his first and also his second sermon, with some account of which I shall now furnish the reader; and that without concealment or embellishment. But it will be necessary, as an illustration of the whole, to convey some previous information, which, as it regards most men, would be too unimportant to relate.

When Mr. Coleridge first came to Bristol, he had evidently adopted, at least to some considerable extent, the sentiments of Socinus. By persons of that persuasion, therefore, he was hailed as a powerful accession to their cause. From Mr. C.’s voluble utterance, it was even believed that he might become a valuable Unitarian minister, (of which class of divines, a great scarcity then existed, with a still more gloomy anticipation, from most of the young academicians at their chief academy having recently turned infidels.) But though this presumption in Mr. Coleridge’s favour was confidently entertained, no certainty could exist without a trial, and how was this difficulty to be overcome? The Unitarians in Bristol might have wished to see Mr. C. in their pulpit, expounding and enforcing their faith; but, as they said, “the thing, in Bristol, was altogether impracticable,” from the conspicuous stand which he had taken in free politics, through the medium of his numerous lectures.

It was then recollected by some of his anxious and importunate friends, that Bath was near, and that a good judge of requisite qualifications was to be found therein in the person of the Rev. David Jardine, with whom some of Mr. C.’s friends were on terms of intimacy; so that it was determined that Mr. Coleridge, as the commencement of his brilliant career, should be respectfully requested to preach his inaugural discourse in the Unitarian chapel at Bath.

The invitation having been given and accepted, I felt some curiosity to witness the firmness with which he would face a large and enlightened audience, and, in the intellectual sense, grace his canonical robes. No conveyance having been provided, and wishing the young ecclesiastic to proceed to the place of his exhibition with some decent respectability, I agreed with a common friend, the late Mr. Charles Danvers, to take Mr. C. over to Bath in a chaise.

The morning of the important day unfolded, and in due time we arrived at the place of our destination. When on the way to the chapel, a man stopped Charles Danvers, and asked him if he could tell where the Rev. Mr. Coleridge preached. “Follow the crowd,” said Danvers, and walked on. Mr. C. wore his blue coat and white waistcoat; but what was Mr. Jardine’s surprise, when he found that his young probationer peremptorily refused to wear the hide-all sable gown! Expostulation was unavailing, and the minister ascended to the pulpit in his coloured clothes!

Considering that it had been announced on the preceding Sunday, that “the Rev. Samuel Taylor Coleridge, from Cambridge University” would preach there on this day, we naturally calculated on an overflowing audience, but it proved to be the most meagre congregation I had ever seen. The reader will but imperfectly appreciate Mr. C.’s discourse, without the previous information that this year (1796) was a year of great scarcity, and consequent privation, amongst the poor; on which subject the sermon was designed impressively to bear. And now the long-expected service commenced.

The prayer, without being intended, was formal, unimpressive, and undevotional; the singing was languid; but we expected that the sermon would arouse the inattentive, and invigorate the dull. The moment for announcing the text arrived. Our curiosity was excited. With little less than famine in the land, our hearts were appalled at hearing the words, “When they shall be hungry, they shall fret themselves, and curse their king, and their God, and look upward.” (Isaiah viii. 21.) Mr. Winterbotham, a little before, had been thrown into prison for the freedom of his political remarks in a sermon at Plymouth, and we were half fearful whether in his impetuous current of feeling, some stray expressions might not subject our friend to a like visitation. Our fears were groundless. Strange as it may appear in Mr. Coleridge’s vigorous mind, the whole discourse consisted of little more than a Lecture on the Corn Laws! which some time before he had delivered in Bristol, at the Assembly Boom.

Returning from our edifying discourse to a tavern dinner, we were privileged with more luminous remarks on this inexhaustible subject: but something better (or worse, as the reader’s taste may be) is still in reserve. After dinner, Mr. Coleridge remarked that he should have no objection to preach another sermon that afternoon. In the hope that something redeeming might still appear, and the best be retained for the last, we encouraged his proposal, when he rang the bell, and on the waiter appearing, he was sent, with Mr. Coleridge’s compliments, to the Rev. Mr. Jardine, to say “If agreeable, Mr. C. would give his congregation another sermon, this afternoon, on the Hair Powder Tax!” On the departure of the waiter, I was fully assured that Mr. Jardine would smile, and send a civil excuse, satisfied that he had had quite enough of political economy, with blue coat and white waistcoat, in the morning; but to my great surprise, the waiter returned with Mr. Jardine’s compliments, saying, “he should be happy to hear Mr. Coleridge!”

Now all was hurry lest the concourse should be kept waiting. What surprise will the reader feel, on understanding that, independently of ourselves and Mr. Jardine, there were but seventeen persons present, including men, women, and children! We had, as we expected, a recapitulation of the old lecture, with the exception of its humorous appendages, in reprobation of the Hair Powder Tax; and the twice-told tale, even to the ear of friendship, in truth sounded rather dull!

Two or three times Mr. C. looked significantly toward our seat, when fearful of being thrown off my guard into a smile, I held down my head, from which position I was aroused, when the sermon was about half over, by some gentleman throwing back the door of his pew, and walking out of the chapel. In a few minutes after, a second individual did the same; and soon after a third door flew open, and the listener escaped! At this moment affairs looked so very ominous, that we were almost afraid Mr. Jardine himself would fly, and that none but ourselves would fairly sit it out. A little before, I had been in company with the late Robert Hall, and S. T. Coleridge, when the collision of equal minds elicited light and heat; both of them ranking in the first class of conversationalists, but great indeed was the contrast between them in the pulpit. The parlour was the element for Mr. Coleridge, and the politician’s lecture, rather than the minister’s harangue. We all returned to Bristol with the feeling of disappointment; — Mr. C. from the little personal attention paid to him by Mr. Jardine; and we, from a dissatisfying sense of a Sunday desecrated. Although no doubt can be entertained of Mr. Coleridge having, in the journey before noticed, surpassed his first essay, yet, with every reasonable allowance, the conviction was so strong on my mind that Mr. C. had mistaken his talent, that my regard for him was too genuine to entertain the wish of ever again seeing him in a pulpit.

It is unknown when the following letter was received, (although quite certain that it was not the evening in which Mr. Coleridge wrote his “Ode to the Departing Year,”) and it is printed in this place at something of an uncertainty.

“January 1st.

My dear Cottle,

I have been forced to disappoint not only you, but Dr. Beddoes, on an affair of some importance. Last night I was induced by strong and joint solicitation, to go to a card-club, to which Mr. Morgan belongs, and, after the playing was over, to sup, and spend the remainder of the night: having made a previous compact, that I should not drink; however just on the verge of twelve, I was desired to drink only one wine glass of punch, in honour of the departing year; and, after twelve, one other in honour of the new year. Though the glasses were very small, yet such was the effect produced during my sleep, that I awoke unwell, and in about twenty minutes after had a relapse of my bilious complaint. I am just now recovered, and with care, I doubt not, shall be as well as ever to-morrow. If I do not see you then, it will be from some relapse, which I have no reason, thank heaven, to anticipate.

Yours affectionately,

S. T. Coleridge.”

In consequence of Mr. Coleridge’s journey to the north, to collect subscribers for the “Watchman,” an incident occurred, which produced a considerable effect on his after life. During Mr. C.’s visit to Birmingham, an accident had introduced him to the eldest son of Mr. Lloyd, the eminent banker of that town. Mr. Lloyd had intended his son Charles to unite with him in the bank, but the monotonous business of the establishment, ill accorded with the young man’s taste, which had taken a decidedly literary turn. If the object of Charles Lloyd had been to accumulate wealth, his disposition might have been gratified to the utmost, but the tedious and unintellectual occupation of adjusting pounds, shillings, and pence, suited, he thought, those alone who had never, eagle-like, gazed at the sun, or bathed their temples in the dews of Parnassus. The feelings of this young man were ardent; his reading and information extensive; and his genius, though of a peculiar cast, considerable. His mind appeared, however, subject to something of that morbid sensibility which distinguished Cowper. The admiration excited in Mr. L. by Mr. Coleridge’s pre-eminent talents, induced him to relinquish his connexion with the bank; and he had now arrived in Bristol to seek Mr. C. out, and to improve his acquaintance with him.

To enjoy the enviable privilege of Mr. Coleridge’s conversation, Mr. Lloyd proposed even to domesticate with him; and made him such a pecuniary offer, that Mr. C. immediately acceded to the proposal; and to effect this, as an essential preliminary, removed from Redcliff-hill, to a house on Kingsdown.

In this his new abode, Mr. Coleridge appeared settled and comfortable. Friends were kind and numerous. Books, of all kinds, were at his command. Of the literary society now found in Bristol, he expressed himself in terms of warm approval, and thought, in this feature, that it was surpassed by no city in the kingdom. His son Hartley, also, was now born; and no small accession to his comfort arose from his young and intelligent domestic associate, Charles Lloyd. This looked something like permanence; but the promise was fallacious, for Mr. Coleridge now experienced another removal.

His friend, Mr. Thomas Poole, of Nether Stowey, near Bridgwater, was desirous of obtaining Mr. C. again, as a permanent neighbour, and recommended him to take a small house at Stowey, then to be let, at seven pounds a year, which he thought would well suit him. Mr. Poole’s personal worth; his friendly and social manners; his information, and taste for literature; all this, combined with the prospect of a diminished expense in his establishment, unitedly, formed such powerful inducements, that Mr. C. at once decided, and the more so, as Mr. Lloyd had consented to accompany him. To this place, consequently, the whole party repaired.

On Mr. Coleridge reaching his new abode, I was gratified by receiving from him the following letter.

“Stowey, 1796.

My dear Cottle,

We arrived safe. Our house is set to rights. We are all — wife, bratling, and self, remarkably well. Mrs. Coleridge likes Stowey, and loves Thomas Poole and his mother, who love her. A communication has been made from our orchard into T. Poole’s garden, and from thence to Cruikshank’s, a friend of mine, and a young married man, whose wife is very amiable, and she and Sara are already on the most cordial terms; from all this you will conclude we are happy. By-the-bye, what a delightful poem, is Southey’s ‘Musings on a Landscape of Gaspar Poussin.’ I love it almost better than his ‘Hymn to the Penates.’ In his volume of poems. The following, namely,

   ’The Six Sonnets on the Slave Trade. — The Ode to the Genius of
    Africa. — To my own Miniature Picture. — The Eight
    Inscriptions. — Elinor, Botany-bay Eclogue. — Frederick, ditto. — The
    Ten Sonnets, (pp. 107-116.) On the death of an Old Spaniel. — The
    Soldier’s Wife, Dactylics. — The Widow, Sapphics. — The Chapel
    Bell. — The Race of Banco. Rudiger.’
 

All these Poems are worthy the Author of ‘Joan of Arc.’ And ‘The Musings on a Landscape,’ &c. and ‘The Hymn to the Penates,’ deserve to have been published after ‘Joan of Arc,’ as proofs of progressive genius.

God bless you,

S. T. C.”
 

The account of Mr. Coleridge’s residence at Stowey, lies in the department of another; although he occasionally visited Bristol, with Mrs. C., as engagements or inclination prompted; some notice of which visits will here be taken.

Mr. Charles Lloyd was subject to fits, to one of which the second following letter refers. In the above letter Mr. C. pronounces himself happy, but as no condition, in this changeable world, is either perfect happiness or misery, so the succeeding letter presents Mr. C. over-powered, almost, with a feeling of despondency! The calculation of the course which genius, combined with eccentricity, would be likely to pursue, must be attended with uncertainty, but the probability is, that had Mr. C’s mind been easy at this time, surrounded by domestic quiet and comparative seclusion, he might have been equal to any intellectual achievement; but soon after he settled at Stowey, he was reduced to the most prostrate state of depression, arising purely from the darkness of his pecuniary horizon. Happily for the reader, a brief mental respite succeeded, in which, if trouble existed, the letter which expressed that trouble, soon exhibits him (half forgetful) expatiating in those comprehensive surveys of possible excellence which formed the habit of his mind.

“Stowey, 1796.

My dearest Cottle,

I love and respect you as a brother, and my memory deceives me woefully, if I have not evidenced, by the animated tone of my conversation when we have been tete a tete, how much your conversation interested me. But when last in Bristol, the day I meant to devote to you, was such a day of sadness, I could do nothing. On the Saturday, the Sunday, and ten days after my arrival at Stowey, I felt a depression too dreadful to be described.

 So much I felt my genial spirits droop,
  My hopes all flat; Nature within me seemed
  In all her functions, weary of herself,
 

Wordsworth’s conversation aroused me somewhat, but even now I am not the man I have been, and I think I never shall. A sort of calm hopelessness diffuses itself over my heart. Indeed every mode of life which has promised me bread and cheese, has been, one after another, torn away from me, but God remains. I have no immediate pecuniary distress, having received ten pounds from Lloyd. I employ myself now on a book of morals in answer to Godwin, and on my tragedy.

* * * * *
 

There are some poets who write too much at their ease, from the facility with which they please themselves. They do not often enough

         ’Feel their burdened breast
  Heaving beneath incumbent Deity.’
 

So that to posterity their wreaths will look unseemly. Here, perhaps, an everlasting Amaranth, and, close by its side, some weed of an hour, sere, yellow, and shapeless. Their very beauties will lose half their effect, from the bad company they keep. They rely too much on story and event, to the neglect of those lofty imaginings that are peculiar to, and definite of the Poet.

The story of Milton might be told in two pages. It is this which distinguishes an epic poem from a romance in metre. Observe the march of Milton; his severe application; his laborious polish; his deep metaphysical researches; his prayer to God before he began his great work; all that could lift and swell his intellect, became his daily food.

I should not think of devoting less than twenty years to an epic poem. Ten years to collect materials and warm my mind with universal science. I would be a tolerable Mathematician. I would thoroughly understand Mechanics; Hydrostatics; Optics, and Astronomy; Botany; Metallurgy; Fossilism; Chemistry; Geology; Anatomy; Medicine; then the mind of man; then the minds of men, in all Travels, Voyages, and Histories. So I would spend ten years; the next five in the composition of the poem, and the five last in the correction of it. So would I write, haply not unhearing of that divine and nightly-whispering voice, which speaks to mighty minds, of predestinated garlands, starry and unwithering.

God love you.

S. T. Coleridge.

P. S. David Hartley is well and grows. Sara is well, and desires a sister’s love to you.”

In the spirit of impartiality, it now devolves on me to state a temporary misunderstanding between even the two Pantisocratans; Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Southey! The affair occurred in the autumn of 1795, but it could not be noticed at that time, without interrupting the narrative.

It is difficult to assign any other reason for the wild scheme of Pantisocracy, than the inexperience of youth, acting on sanguine imaginations. At its first announcement, every reflecting mind saw that the plan, in its nature, and in the agents who were to carry it into effect, was liable to insurmountable objections; but the individuals with whom the design originated, were young, ardent, and enthusiastic, and at that time entertained views of society erroneous in themselves, and which experience alone could correct. The fullest conviction was entertained by their friends, that as reason established itself in their minds, the delusion would vanish; and they themselves soon smile at extravagances which none but their own ingenious order of minds could have devised; but when the dissension occurred, before noticed, at Chepstow, Mr. Southey must have had conviction flashed on his mind, that the habits of himself and his friend were so essentially opposed, as to render harmony and success impossible.

Mr. Southey now informed Mr. Coleridge, that circumstances, and his own views had so altered, as to render it necessary for him candidly to state that he must abandon Pantisocracy, and the whole scheme of colonizing in America; and that he should accept an invitation from his uncle, to accompany him through Spain to Lisbon. The reader has had cause to believe that Mr. C. himself had relinquished this wild plan, but it was by implication, rather than by direct avowal. Perhaps, in the frustration of so many of his present designs, a latent thought might linger in his mind, that America, after all, was to be the fostering asylum, where, alone, unmingled felicity was to be found. The belief is hardly admissible, and yet the admission, extravagant as it is, derives some support from the unexpected effect produced on him by the disclosure of his friend.

On this announcement, or soon after, a tumult of fearful intensity arose in Mr. Coleridge’s mind, which filled the whole circle of their friends with grief and dismay. This unexpected effect, perhaps, may be ascribed to the consciousness now first seriously awakened, of the erroneous principles on which all his calculations had been founded. He perceived at length, (it may be) that he had been pursuing a phantom; and the conviction must have been associated with self-upbraidings. It is commonly found, that the man who is dissatisfied with himself, is seldom satisfied long with those around him; and these compound and accumulated feelings must necessarily be directed against some object. At this brain-crazing moment, the safety-valve of feeling was Mr. Southey.

Being familiar with the whole affair, I completely justified Mr. S. as having acted with the strictest honour and propriety, and in such a way as any wise man, under such circumstances, would have acted. The great surprise with their friends was, that the crisis should not have occurred earlier, as a result certain to take place, and delayed alone by the vivid succession of objects that gave, it must be said, a temporary suspension to the full exercise of their understandings. Justice to Mr. S. requires it to be stated, that he acted purely on the defensive; adopting no epithets, and repelling offensive accusations and expressions, with sober argument and remonstrance alone. I spoke to each in succession, and laboured to procure a reconciliation; but oil and water would sooner have united than the accuser and the accused.

This difference occurred only two or three days before Mr. S. set off on his Spanish and Portuguese expedition. During his absence, the fire lay smouldering, and on his return to England, in May, 1796, the conflagration was renewed. Charges of “desertion,” flew thick around; of “dishonourable retraction, in a compact the most binding” — I again spoke to Mr. Coleridge, and endeavoured to soften his asperity. I also wrote to Mr. Southey, and expressed a hope, that if he found it impossible at the present moment to return to cordiality, he would at least consent when he met Mr. Coleridge, to restrain the indignant look, which was painfully manifest on both countenances.

The most pleasant part of the narrative will now be unfolded. Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Southey met at the house of a relation when, without explanation, the relentings of nature threw them silently into each other’s arms! I knew nothing of this happy reconciliation, the first intimation of which was their calling on me, arm in arm, after having taken a pleasant walk together into the country. Each seemed to relish the surprise and the delight which it was impossible for me to conceal; and I had reason afterwards to think, that this sprightly scene was a preconcerted arrangement to heighten the stage-effect. I shall now withdraw the reader’s attention from Mr. Southey, and proceed with the narrative of Mr. Coleridge.

When Mr. Southey departed for the continent, Mr. Coleridge repaired to his own calm retreat at Stowey, from which place he sent me the following letter.

“Stowey, 1796.

Dear Cottle,

I write under great agony of mind, Charles Lloyd being very ill. He has been seized with his fits three times in the space of seven days: and just as I was in bed last night, I was called up again; and from twelve o’clock at night, to five this morning, he remained in one continued state of agonized delirium. What with bodily toil, exerted in repressing his frantic struggles, and what with the feelings of agony for his sufferings, you may suppose that I have forced myself from bed, with aching temples, and a feeble frame….

We offer petitions, not as supposing we influence the Immutable; but because to petition the Supreme Being, is the way most suited to our nature, to stir up the benevolent affections in our hearts. Christ positively commands it, and in St. Paul you will find unnumbered instances of prayer for individual blessings; for kings, rulers, &c. &c. We indeed should all join to our petitions: ‘But thy will be done, Omniscient, All-loving Immortal God!’

Believe me to have towards you, the inward and spiritual gratitude and affection, though I am not always an adept in the outward and visible signs.

God bless you,

S. T. C.”
 

A letter written by Mr. Coleridge to Miss Cruikshanks, living near Stowey during Mr. C.’s residence at that place, exhibits the law of association in a new light; and shows the facility with which ingenious men can furnish excuses, at all times, for doing that which they desire.

“Dear Mary,

I wandered on so thought-bewildered, that it is no wonder I became way-bewildered; however, seeing a road-post, in two places, with the name, ‘Stowey;’ one by some water and a stone-bridge, and another on a tree, at the top of the ascent, I concluded I was only gone a new way, when coming to a place where four roads met, I turned to my left, merely because I saw some houses, and found myself at Plansfield. Accordingly, I turned upward, and as I knew I must pay a farewell visit to Ashhalt, I dined with the B — s’, and arrived at Stowey, just before dark.

I did not lose my way then, though I confess that Mr. B. and myself, disobedient to the voice of the ladies, had contrived to finish two bottles of Port between us, to which I added two glasses of mead. All this was in consequence of conversing about John Cruikshanks’ coming down. Now John Cruikshanks’ idea being regularly associated in Mr. B.’s mind, with a second bottle, and S. T. C. being associated with John Cruikshanks, the second bottle became associated with the idea, and afterwards with the body of S. T. C. by necessity of metaphysical law, as you may see in the annexed figure, or diagram.


          /\
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God bless you,

S. T. C.”
 

Miss Cruikshanks has favored me with a letter of Mr. Coleridge to herself, explanatory of his political principles, when he had receded in a good measure from the sentiments pervading his “Conciones ad Populum.” This letter was written at a later period, but is made to follow the preceding, to preserve a continuity of subject.

Miss C. it appears, had lent the first edition of Mr. Coleridge’s poems to Lady Elizabeth Perceval, in some parts of which volume the sentiments of an earlier day were rather too prominently displayed. To counteract the effect such parts were calculated to produce, Mr. Coleridge wrote the following letter, in the hope that by being shown to her ladyship, it might efface from her mind any unfavorable impression she might have received. In this letter he also rather tenderly refers to his American scheme.

(No date, supposed to be 1803.)

“My dear Miss Cruikshanks,

With the kindest intentions, I fear you have done me some little disservice, in borowing the first edition of my poems from Miss B — . I never held any principles indeed, of which, considering my age, I have reason to be ashamed. The whole of my public life may be comprised in eight or nine months of my 22nd year; and the whole of my political sins during that time, consisted in forming a plan of taking a large farm in common, in America, with other young men of my age. A wild notion indeed, but very harmless.

As to my principles, they were, at all times, decidedly anti-jacobin and anti-revolutionary, and my American scheme is a proof of this. Indeed at that time, I seriously held the doctrine of passive obedience, though a violent enemy of the first war. Afterwards, and for the last ten years of my life, I have been fighting incessantly in the good cause, against French ambition, and Trench principles; and I had Mr. Addington’s suffrage, as to the good produced by my Essays, written in the Morning Post, in the interval of the peace of Amiens, and the second war, together with my two letters to Mr. Fox.

Of my former errors, I should be no more ashamed, than of my change of body, natural to increase of age; but in that first edition, there was inserted (without my consent!) a Sonnet to Lord Stanhope, in direct contradiction, equally, to my then, as to my present principles. A Sonnet written by me in ridicule and mockery of the bloated style of French Jacobinical declamation, and inserted by Biggs, (the fool of a printer,) in order forsooth, that he might send the book, and a letter to Earl Stanhope; who, to prove that he was not mad in all things, treated both book and letter with silent contempt. I have therefore sent Mr. Poole’s second edition, and if it be in your power, I could wish you to read the ‘dedication to my brother,’ at the beginning, to Lady E. Perceval, to obtain whose esteem, so far at least as not to be confounded with the herd of vulgar mob flatterers, I am not ashamed to confess myself solicitous.

I would I could be with you, and your visitors. Penelope, you know, is very high in my esteem. With true warmth of heart, she joins more strength of understanding; and, to steady principle, more variety of accomplishments, than it has often been my lot to meet with among the fairer sex. When I praise one woman to another I always mean a compliment to both. My tenderest regards to your dear mother, whom I really long to spend a few hours with, and believe me with sincere good wishes, Yours, &c.

S. T. Coleridge.”

Fragment of a Theological letter of Mr. Coleridge, date unknown.

… The declaration that the Deity is “the sole Operant” (Religious Musings) is indeed far too bold: may easily be misconstrued into Spinosism; and, therefore, though it is susceptible of a pious and justifiable interpretation, I should by no means now use such a phrase. I was very young when I wrote that poem, and my religious feelings were more settled than my theological notions.

As to eternal punishments, I can only say, that there are many passages in Scripture, and these not metaphorical, which declare that all flesh shall be finally saved; that the word aionios is indeed used sometimes when eternity must be meant, but so is the word ‘Ancient of Days,’ yet it would be strange reasoning to affirm, that therefore, the word ancient must always mean eternal. The literal meaning of ‘aionios’ is, ‘through ages;’ that is indefinite; beyond the power of imagination to bound. But as to the effects of such a doctrine, I say, First, — that it would be more pious to assert nothing concerning it, one way or the other.

Ezra says well, ‘My Son, meditate on the rewards of the righteous, and examine not over-curiously into the fate of the wicked. (This apocryphal Ezra is supposed to have been written by some Christian in the first age of Christianity.) Second, — that however the doctrine is now broached, and publicly preached by a large and increasing sect, it is no longer possible to conceal it from such persons as would be likely to read and understand the ‘Religious Musings.’ Third. — That if the offers of eternal blessedness; if the love of God; if gratitude; if the fear of punishment, unknown indeed as to its kind and duration, but declared to be unimaginably great; if the possibility, nay, the probability, that this punishment may be followed by annihilation, not final happiness, cannot divert men from wickedness to virtue; I fear there will be no charm in the word Eternal.

Fourth, that it is a certain fact, that scarcely any believe eternal punishment practically with relation to themselves. They all hope in God’s mercy, till they make it a presumptuous watch-word for religious indifference. And this, because there is no medium in their faith, between blessedness and misery, — infinite in degree and duration; which latter they do not practically, and with their whole hearts, believe. It is opposite to their clearest views of the divine attributes; for God cannot be vindictive, neither therefore can his punishments be founded on a vindictive principle. They must be, either for amendment, or warning for others; but eternal punishment precludes the idea of amendment, and its infliction, after the day of judgment, when all not so punished shall be divinely secured from the possibility of falling, renders the notion of warning to others inapplicable.

The Catholics are far more afraid of, and incomparably more influenced in their conduct by, the doctrine of purgatory, than Protestants by that of hell! That the Catholics practise more superstitions than morals, is the effect of other doctrines. Supererogation; invocation of saints; power of relics, &c. &c. and not of Purgatory, which can only act as a general motive, to what must depend on other causes.

Fifth, and lastly. — It is a perilous state in which a christian stands, if he has gotten no further, than to avoid evil from the fear of hell! This is no part of the Christian religion, but a preparatory awakening of the soul: a means of dispersing those gross films which render the eye of the spirit incapable of any religion, much less of such a faith as that of the love of Christ.

The fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom, but perfect love shutteth out fear. It is sufficient for the utmost fervour of gratitude that we are saved from punishments, too great to be conceived; but our salvation is surely not complete, till by the illumination from above, we are made to know ‘the exceeding sinfulness of sin,’ and that horribleness in its nature, which, while it involves all these frightful consequences, is yet, of itself more affrightful to a regenerated soul than those consequences. To him who but for a moment felt the influence of God’s presence, the thought of eternal exclusion from the sense of that presence, would be the worst hell his imagination could conceive.

N.B. I admit of no right, no claim of a creature on its Creator. I speak only of hopes and of faith deduced from inevitable reason, the gift of the Creator; from his acknowledged attributes. Above all, immortality is a free gift, which we neither do, nor can deserve….

S. T. C.”
 

To descend now to humbler things.

There are persons who will be interested in learning how the bard and his bookseller managed their great pecuniary affairs. A second edition of Mr. Coleridge’s poems being demanded, I was under no obligation, the copy-right being mine, in publishing a second edition, to make Mr. Coleridge any payment, alterations or additions being optional with him: but in his circumstances, and to show that my desire was to consider Mr. C. even more than myself, I promised him, on the sale of the second edition of 500, twenty guineas. The following was his reply: (not viewing the subject quite in the right light; but this was of little consequence.)

“Stowey, Oct. 18th, 1796.

My dear Cottle,

I have no mercenary feelings, I verily believe; but I hate bartering at any time, and with any person; with you it is absolutely intolerable. I clearly perceive that by giving me twenty guineas, on the sale of the second edition, you will get little or nothing by the additional poems, unless they should be sufficiently popular to reach a third edition, which soars above our wildest expectations. The only advantage you can derive therefore from the purchase of them on such terms, is, simply, that my poetry is more likely to sell when the whole may be had in one volume, price 5s., than when it is scattered in two volumes; the one 4s., the other possibly 3s. In short, you will get nothing directly, but only indirectly, from the probable circumstance, that these additional poems added to the former, will give a more rapid sale to the second edition than could otherwise be expected, and cause it possibly to be reviewed at large. Add to this, that by omitting every thing political, I widen the sphere of my readers. So much for you. Now for myself. You must see, Cottle, that whatever money I should receive from you, would result from the circumstances that would give me the same, or more — if I published them on my own account. I mean the sale of the poems. I can therefore have no motive to make such conditions with you, except the wish to omit poems unworthy of me, and the circumstance that our separate properties would aid each other by the union; and whatever advantage this might be to me, it would, of course, be equally so to you. The only difference between my publishing the poems on my own account, and yielding them up to you; the only difference I say, independent of the above stated differences, is, that, in one case, I retain the property for ever, in the other case, I lose it after two editions.

However, I am not solicitous to have any thing omitted, except the sonnet to Lord Stanhope and the ludicrous poem; I should like to publish the best pieces together, and those of secondary splendour, at the end of the volume, and think this is the best quietus of the whole affair.

Yours affectionately,

S. T. Coleridge.”

In consequence of a note received from Mr. Coleridge, I called at the Bristol Library, where I found Mr. George Catcott, the Sub-Librarian, much excited. “See,” said he, immediately I entered the room, “here is a letter I have just received from Mr. Coleridge. Pray look at it.” I read it. “Do you mean to give the letter to me, with its ponderous contents?” I said. “O yes, take it,” he replied. This gift enables me to lay the letter in question before the reader. Mr. George Catcott though of singular manners, was a person of worth. He was the patron of Chatterton, and chiefly through his efforts, the Poems of “Rowley” were preserved.

“Stowey, May, 1797.

My dear Cottle,

I have sent a curious letter to George Catcott. He has altogether made me pay five shillings! for postage, by his letters sent all the way to Stowey, requiring me to return books to the Bristol Library….

“Mr. Catcott,

I beg your acceptance of all the enclosed letters. You must not think lightly of the present, as they cost me, who am a very poor man, five shillings.

With respect to the ‘Bruck. Hist. Crit,’ although by accident they were registered on the 23d of March, yet they were not removed from the Library for a fortnight after; and when I received your first letter, I had had the books just three weeks. Our learned and ingenious Committee may read through two quartos, that is, one thousand and four hundred pages of close printed Latin and Greek, in three weeks, for aught I know to the contrary. I pretend to no such intenseness of application, or rapidity of genius.

I must beg you to inform me, by Mr. Cottle, what length of time is allowed by the rules and customs of our institution for each book. Whether their contents, as well as their size, are consulted, in apportioning the time; or whether, customarily, any time at all is apportioned, except when the Committee, in individual cases, choose to deem it proper. I subscribe to your library, Mr. Catcott, not to read novels, or books of quick reading and easy digestion, but to get books which I cannot get elsewhere, — books of massy knowledge; and as I have few books of my own, I read with a common-place book, so that if I be not allowed a longer period of time for the perusal of such books, I must contrive to get rid of my subscription, which would be a thing perfectly useless, except so far as it gives me an opportunity of reading your little expensive notes and letters.

Yours in Christian fellowship,

S. T. Coleridge.”

Mr. C. was now preparing for a second edition of his Poems, and had sent the order in which they were to be printed, with the following letter, accompanying two new Poems.

“Stowey, Friday Morning.

My dear Cottle.

… If you do not like the following verses, or if you do not think them worthy of an edition in which I profess to give nothing but my choicest fish, picked, gutted, and cleaned, please to get some one to write them out and send them, with my compliments, to the editor of the New Monthly Magazine. But if you think of them as I do (most probably from parental dotage for my last born) let them immediately follow ‘The Kiss.’

God love you,

S. T. C.”
 

TO AN UNFORTUNATE YOUNG WOMAN. WHOM I HAD KNOWN IN THE DAYS OF HER INNOCENCE.
 

 Maiden! that with sullen brow,
    Sitt’st behind those virgins gay;
  Like a scorched, and mildew’d bough,
    Leafless mid the blooms of May.
 

 Inly gnawing, thy distresses
     Mock those starts of wanton glee;
  And thy inmost soul confesses
     Chaste Affection’s majesty.
 

 Loathing thy polluted lot,
     Hie thee, Maiden! hie thee hence!
  Seek thy weeping mother’s cot,
     With a wiser innocence!
 

 Mute the Lavrac and forlorn
     While she moults those firstling plumes
  That had skimm’d the tender corn,
     Or the bean-field’s od’rous blooms;
 

 Soon with renovating wing,
     Shall she dare a loftier flight,
  Upwards to the day-star sing,
     And embathe in heavenly light.
 

ALLEGORICAL LINES ON THE SAME SUBJECT.
 

 Myrtle Leaf, that, ill besped,
      Pinest in the gladsome ray,
  Soiled beneath the common tread,
      Far from thy protecting spray;
 

 When the scythes-man o’er his sheaf,
      Caroll’d in the yellow vale,
  Sad, I saw thee, heedless leaf,
      Love the dalliance of the gale.
 

 Lightly didst thou, poor fond thing!
      Heave and flutter to his sighs
  While the flatterer on his wing,
      Woo’d, and whisper’d thee to rise.
 

 Gaily from thy mother stalk
      Wert thou danced and wafted high;
  Soon on this unsheltered walk,
      Hung to fade, and rot, and die!
 

The two poems as printed in Mr. Coleridge’s edition of 1835, here follow, which by being compared with the same poems, in their preceding original form, will exhibit a study, particularly to the Poet.

ON AN UNFORTUNATE WOMAN AT THE THEATRE.
 

With Mr. Coleridge’s last corrections.

 Maiden, that with sullen brow
   Sitt’st behind those virgins gay,
  Like a scorched and mildew’d bough,
   Leafless mid the blooms of May.
 

 Him who lured thee and forsook,
   Oft I watch’d with angry gaze,
  Fearful saw his pleading look,
   Anxious heard his fervid phrase.
 

 Soft the glances of the youth,
   Soft his speech, and soft his sigh;
  But no sound like simple truth,
   But no true love in his eye.
 

 Loathing thy polluted lot,
   Hie thee, maiden, hie thee hence!
  Seek thy weeping mother’s cot,
   With a wiser innocence.
 

 Thou hast known deceit and folly,
    Thou hast felt that vice is woe;
  With a musing melancholy,
    Inly armed, go, maiden! go.
 

 Mother, sage of self dominion,
    Firm thy steps, O melancholy!
  The strongest plume in wisdom’s pinion
    Is the memory of past folly.
 

 Mute the sky-lark and forlorn
    While she moults the firstling plumes,
  That had skimm’d the tender corn,
    Or the bean-field’s odorous blooms.
 

 Soon with renovated wing,
    Shall she dare a loftier flight,
  Upward to the day-star spring,
    And embathe in heavenly light.
 

 ON AN UNFORTUNATE WOMAN,
  Whom The Author Had Known In The Days Of Her Innocence.
 

(With Mr. Coleridge’s last corrections.)

 Myrtle-leaf that ill-besped,
    Pinest in the gladsome ray;
  Soiled beneath the common tread,
    Far from thy protecting spray!
 

 When the partridge o’er the sheaf
    Whirred along the yellow vale,
  Sad I saw thee, heedless leaf!
    Love the dalliance of the gale.
 

 Lightly didst thou, foolish thing!
    Heave and flutter to his sighs,
  While the flatterer on his wing,
    Woo’d and whispered thee to rise.
 

 Gaily from thy mother stalk
    Wert thou danced and wafted high — 
  Soon upon this sheltered walk,
    Flung to fade, to rot, and die.
 

Mr. Coleridge having requested me to decide concerning the introduction into his volume of the two preceding Poems, I approved of the second, with certain alterations, (which was accordingly printed,) and rejected the first, for the reasons assigned in the following letter. This letter is introduced for the sake of Mr. C.’s reply, and to exhibit the candid and untenacious quality of his mind. As a mark of Mr. Coleridge’s solicitude to obtain the observations of another, without surrendering his own ultimate judgment, he always encouraged my remarks on his compositions. When about to send the second edition of his Poems to the press, he thus wrote to me.

“My dear Cottle,

… On Thursday morning, by Milton, the Stowey carrier, I shall send you a parcel, containing the book of my Poems interleaved, with the alterations, and likewise the prefaces, which I shall send to you, for your criticisms….”

This is mentioned as an apology for the freedom of the remarks I then took, for it was always my principle not to spare a friend through mistaken kindness; — however much I might spare myself.

“Dear Coleridge,

You have referred your two last Poems to my judgment. I do not think your first, ‘Maiden! that with sullen brow,’ admissible, without a little more of your nice picking.

The first verse is happy, but two objections apply to the second. To my ear, (perhaps too fastidious) ‘inly,’ and ‘inmost,’ are too closely allied for the same stanza; but the first line presents a more serious objection, in containing a transition verb, (or rather a participle, with the same government) without an objective:

 ’Inly gnawing, thy distresses
  Mock those starts of sudden glee.’
 

Gnawing what? surely not distresses; though the bar of a comma can hardly keep them apart. In order to give it any decent meaning, a tortuous ellipsis is necessary; to pursue which, gives the reader too much toil. Rejecting the first horse in the team, the three last are beautiful animals.

To the last line in the third stanza, I rather object; ‘With a wiser innocence.’ The meaning, it appears to me, would be more definite and in character, if you were to say, as you do not represent her utterly debased, ‘With thy wreck of innocence.’ The apostrophe to the ‘Weeping mother’s cot,’ is then impressive. In the fourth stanza, why do you introduce the old word ‘Lavrac’ a word requiring an explanatory note? Why not say at once, sky-lark? A short poem, you know better than I, should be smooth as oil, and lucid as glass. The two last stanzas, with their associates, will require a few of your delicate touches, before you mount them on the nautilus which is to bear them buoyant round the world. These two last stanzas, about the ‘Lavrac’ though good in themselves, (with the exception of one line, which I will not point out, its roughness absolutely reminds one of ‘Bowling-green Lane!’) appear to me to be awkward appendages. The illustration is too much extended. It is laboured; far-fetched. It is an infelicitous attempt to blend sportive fancy with fact that has touched the heart, and which, in this its sobered mood, shrinks from all idle play of imagination. The transition is too abrupt from truth to fancy. This simile of two stanzas, also, out of five, is a tail disproportioned to the size of so small a body: — A thought elongated, ramified, attenuated, till its tendril convolutions have almost escaped from their parent stem. I would recommend you to let this Lavrac fly clean away, and to conclude the Poem with the third affecting stanza, unless you can continue the same train of feeling. This you might readily effect, by urging the ‘unfortunate’ in seeking her ‘weeping mother’s cot’ to cheer that mother by moral renovation.

I now come to the second Poem, ‘Allegorical lines.’ This poem has sound materials, but it wants some of your hard tinkering. Pardon my unceremonious language. I do not like that affected old word, ‘ill-besped’ in the first line. To ascribe human feelings to a leaf, as you have done through the whole Poem, notwithstanding your authority, as I conceive, offensively violates reason. There is no analogy; no conceivable bond of union between thought and inanimate things, and it is about as rational as though, in sober reasoning, you were to make the polished shoe remonstrate with its wearer, in being soiled so soon after it had received its lustre. It is the utmost stretch of human concession, to grant thought and language to living things; — birds, beasts, and fishes; rights which the old fablers have rendered inalienable, as vehicles of instruction; but here, as I should think, the liberty ends. It is always a pity when sense and poetry cannot go together. They are excellent arm-in-arm companions, but quarrelsome neighbours, when a stile separates them. The first line in the second stanza I do not like.

‘When the scythesman o’er his sheaf.’

Two objections apply to this line. The word scythesman, for a short poem, is insufferably rough; and furthermore requires the inhalation of a good breath, before it can be pronounced; besides which, as the second objection, by connecting sheaves with scythesman, it shows that the scythe is cutting wheat, whereas, wheat is cut with a hook or sickle. If my agricultural knowledge be correct, barley and oats are cut with a scythe, but these grains are not put into sheaves. Had you not better substitute rustic, for scythesman?

The first line in the third stanza is not happy. The spondee, in a compound word, sometimes gives a favourable emphasis; but to my taste, rarely, when it is formed of a double epithet. It has the appearance of labour, like tugging against a hill. Would not ‘foolish’ be simpler and better than ‘poor fond?’ I have one other objection, and that, unfortunately, is in the last line.

‘Flung to fade, and rot, and die!’

Surely, if it rots, it must die, or have died.

Query. ‘Flung to wither and to die.’

I am astonished at my own temerity. This is reversing the order of things; the pupil correcting his master. But, candidly speaking, I do think these two poems the most defective of any I ever saw of yours, which, usually, have been remarkably free from all angles on which the race of snarlers can lay hold.

From, &c. &c.,

Joseph Cottle.”

Mr. Coleridge’s reply to the preceding letter.

“Wednesday morning, 10 o’clock.

My dearest Cottle,

… ‘Ill besped’ is indeed a sad blotch; but after having tried at least a hundred ways, before I sent the Poem to you, and often since, I find it incurable. This first Poem is but a so so composition. I wonder I could have been so blinded by the ardour of recent composition, as to see anything in it.

Your remarks are perfectly just on the ‘Allegorical lines,’ except that, in this district, corn is as often cut with a scythe, as with a hook. However, for ‘Scythesman’ read Rustic. For ‘poor fond thing’ read foolish thing, and for ‘flung to fade, and rot, and die,’ read flung to wither and to die.

* * * * *
 

Milton (the carrier) waits impatiently.

S. T. C.”
 

Having once inquired of Mr. Coleridge something respecting a nicety in hexameters, he asked for a sheet of paper, and wrote the following. These hexameters appear in the last edition of Mr. C.’s Poems, though in a less correct form, and without the condensed and well-expressed preliminary remarks. Two new lines are here also added.

“The Hexameter consists of six feet, or twelve times. These feet, in the Latin and Greek languages, were always either dactyls, or spondees; the time of a dactyl, being only that of a spondee. In modern languages, however, metre being regulated by the emphasis, or intonation of the syllables, and not by the position of the letters, spondees can scarcely exist, except in compound words, as dark-red. Our dissyllables are for the most part, either iambics, as desire; or trochees, as languid. These therefore, but chiefly the latter, we must admit, instead of spondees. The four first feet of each line may be dissyllable feet, or dactyls, or both commingled, as best suits the melody, and requisite variety; but the two last feet must, with rare exceptions, be uniformly, the former a dactyl, the latter a dissyllable. The amphimacer may, in English, be substituted for the dactyl, occasionally.

EXAMPLES.
 

 Oh, what a life is the eye! What a fine and inscrutable essence!
  He that is utterly blind, nor glimpses the fire that warms him;
  He that never beheld the swelling breast of his mother,
  He that smiled at the bosom, the babe that smiles in its slumber,
  Even to him it exists. It moves, and stirs in its prison;
  Lives with a separate life, and “Is it a spirit?” he murmurs,
  Sure it has thoughts of its own, and to see is only a language.
 

ANOTHER SPECIMEN, DESCRIBING HEXAMETERS IN HEXAMETERS.
 

 Strongly it tilts us along, o’er leaping and limitless billows,
  Nothing before, and nothing behind, but the sky and the ocean.
 

ANOTHER SPECIMEN.
 

 In the Hexameter rises the fountain’s silvery column
  In the Pentameter still, falling melodious down.
 

* * * * *
 

THE ENGLISH DUODECASYLLABLE.
 

This consists of two dactyls, and three trochees; the two dactyls first; and the trochees following.

 Hear, my beloved! an old Milesian story;
  High and embosomed in congregated laurels,
  Glimmered a temple, upon a breezy headland
  In the dim distance, amid the skyey billows,
  Rose a fair island; the God of flocks had blest it:
  From the dim shores of this bleak resounding island,
  Oft in the moon-light a little boat came floating,
  Came to the sea-cave beneath the breezy headland,
  Where between myrtles a path-way stole in mazes,
  Up to the groves of the high embosomed temple.
  There in a thicket of consecrated roses,
  Oft did a Priestess, as lovely as a vision,
  Pouring her soul to the son of Cytherea,
  Pray him to hover around the light canoe boat,
  And with invisible pilotage to guide it
  Over the dusky waves, till the nightly sailor
  Shiv’ring with ecstacy sank upon her bosom.
  Now, by the immortals! he was a beauteous stripling,
  Worthy to dream the sweet dream of young Endymion.”
 

In the last edition of Mr. Coleridge’s poems, (3 vols., 1835) there is a poem, called “The Destiny of Nations, a Vision;” — a sounding title, with which the contents but ill accord. No note conveys information to the reader, what was the origin of this poem; nor does any argument show its object, or train of thought. Who the maid is, no one can tell, and if there be a vision respecting the destiny of nations, it is nearly as confused and incoherent as a true vision of the night; exciting in the mind some such undefined wonderment, as must have accompanied the descent of one of Peter Wilkins’ winged Aerials.

The reader may here be informed, that the Second book of Mr. Southey’s “Joan of Arc,” to line 452, as acknowledged, was written by Mr. Coleridge, with the intermixture of 97 lines, written by Mr. Southey, in which there are noble sentiments, expressed in the loftiest poetical diction; and in which also there is a tutelary spirit introduced to instruct and counsel the Maid of Orleans. In the second edition of “Joan of Arc,” Mr. Southey omitted the whole of these lines, and intimated to Mr. C. his intention so to do, as early as the autumn of 1795. I advised Mr. Coleridge, from the intrinsic merit of the lines, to print them in the second edition of his poems. To this he assented, but observed, that he must greatly extend them.

Some considerable time after, he read me the poem in its enlarged state, calling it “The Progress of Liberty, or the Visions of the Maid of Orleans.” After hearing it read, I at once told him, it was all very fine, but what it was all about, I could not tell: that it wanted, I thought, an obvious design, a definite purpose, a cohesion of parts, so as to make it more of a whole, instead of its being, as it then was, profuse, but detached splendour, and exhibiting in the management, nothing like construction. Thus improved, I told him the poem would be worthy of him. Mr. C. was evidently partial to the lines, and said, “I shall consider of what you say, and speak again about them.”

Amongst my papers I find two or three notes from Mr. C. on this subject, subsequently received.

“Stowey.

My dear Cottle,

If you delay the press it will give me the opportunity I so much wish, of sending my “Visions of the Maid of Arc” to Wordsworth, who lives not above twenty miles from this place; and to Charles Lamb, whose taste and judgment, I see reason to think more correct and philosophical than my own, which yet I place pretty high….”

In a succeeding letter Mr. Coleridge says,

“My dear Cottle,

The lines which I added to my lines in the ‘Joan of Arc’ have been so little approved by Charles Lamb, to whom I sent them, that although I differ from him in opinion, I have not heart to finish the poem.” Mr. Coleridge in the same letter, thus refers to his “Ode to the Departing Year.”

“… So much for an ‘Ode,’ which some people think superior to the ‘Bard’ of Gray, and which others think a rant of turgid obscurity; and the latter are the more numerous class. It is not obscure. My ‘Religious Musings’ I know are, but not this ‘Ode.’”

Mr. C. still retained a peculiar regard for these lines of the “Visions” and once meant to remodel the whole, as will appear from the following letter.

“Stowey, 1797.

My dear Cottle,

I deeply regret, that my anxieties and my slothfulness, acting in a combined ratio, prevented me from finishing my ‘Progress of Liberty, or Visions of the Maid of Orleans’ with that Poem at the head of the volume, with the ‘Ode’ in the middle, and the ‘Religious Musings’ at the end.

… In the ‘Lines on the Man of Ross’ immediately after these lines,

 ’He heard the widow’s heaven-breathed prayer of praise,
  He mark’d the shelter’d orphan’s tearful gaze.’
 

Please to add these two lines.

 ’And o’er the portioned maiden’s snowy cheek,
  Bade bridal love suffuse its blushes meek.’
 

And for the line,

‘Beneath this roof, if thy cheer’d moments pass.’

I should be glad to substitute this,

‘If near this roof thy wine-cheer’d moments pass.’

These emendations came too late for admission in the second edition; nor have they appeared in the last edition. They will remain therefore for insertion in any future edition of Mr. Coleridge’s Poems.

“Stowey, 1797.

My dear Cottle,

… Public affairs are in strange confusion. I am afraid that I shall prove, at least, as good a Prophet as Bard. Oh, doom’d to fall, my country! enslaved and vile! But may God make me a foreboder of evils never to come!

I have heard from Sheridan, desiring me to write a tragedy. I have no genius that way; Robert Southey has. I think highly of his ‘Joan of Arc’ and cannot help prophesying, that he will be known to posterity, as Shakspeare’s great grandson. I think he will write a tragedy or tragedies.

Charles Lloyd has given me his Poems, which I give to you, on condition that you print them in this Volume, after Charles Lamb’s Poems; the title page, ‘Poems, by S. T. Coleridge. Second Edition; to which are added Poems, by C. Lamb, and C. Lloyd.’ C. Lamb’s poems will occupy about forty pages; C. Lloyd’s at least one hundred, although only his choice fish.

P. S. I like your ‘Lines on Savage.’

God bless you,

S. T. Coleridge.”

In a letter received from Mr. Coleridge soon after, he says, “I shall now stick close to my tragedy (called Osorio,) and when I have finished it, shall walk to Shaftesbury to spend a few days with Bowles. From thence I go to Salisbury, and thence to Christchurch, to see Southey.”

This letter, as was usual, has no date, but a letter from Mr. Wordsworth determines about the time when Mr. C. had nearly finished his Tragedy.

“September 13, 1797.

… Coleridge is gone over to Bowles with his Tragedy, which he has finished to the middle of the 5th Act. He set off a week ago.”

Mr. Coleridge, in the summer of 1797 presented me with an extract from his “Osorio,” which is here given to the reader, from Mr. C.’s own writing.

FOSTER-MOTHER’S TALE.
 

Scene, Spain.

FOSTER-MOTHER.
 

 Now blessings on the man, whoe’er he be,
  That joined your names with mine! O my sweet lady
  As often as I think of those dear times,
  When you two little ones would stand, at eve,
  On each side of my chair, and make me learn
  All you had learnt in the day, and how to talk
  In gentle phrase, then bid me sing to you — 
  ’Tis more like heaven to come than what has been.
 

MARIA.
 

 O my dear mother! this strange man has left us,
  Troubled with wilder fancies than the moon
  Breeds in the love-sick maid who gazes at it,
  Till lost in inward vision, with wet eye
  She gazes idly! — But that entrance, Mother!
 

FOSTER-MOTHER.
 

Can no one hear? It is a perilous tale!

MARIA.
 

No one.

FOSTER-MOTHER.
 

        My husband’s father told it me,
  Poor Old Leoni — Angels rest his soul!
  He was a woodman, and could fell and saw
  With lusty arm. You know that huge round beam
  Which props the hanging wall of the old Chapel.
  Beneath that tree, while yet it was a tree
  He found a baby wrapt in mosses, lined
  With thistle beards, and such small locks of wool
  As hang on brambles. Well, he brought him home,
  And reared him at the then Lord Velez’ cost.
  And so the babe grew up a pretty boy,
  A pretty boy but most unteachable — 
  And never learnt a prayer nor told a bead,
  But knew the names of birds, and mocked their notes,
  And whistled, as he were a bird himself.
  And all the autumn ’twas his only play
  To get the seeds of wild flowers and to plant them
  With earth and water on the stumps of trees.
  A Friar who gathered simples in the wood,
  A grey-haired man — he loved this little boy,
  The boy loved him — and, when the Friar taught him,
  He soon could write with the pen; and from that time
  Lived chiefly at the Convent or the Castle.
  So he became a very learned man.
  But O! poor youth! — he read, and read, and read,
  ’Till his brain turned — and ere his twentieth year,
  He had unlawful thoughts of many things:
  And though he prayed, he never loved to pray
  With holy men, nor in a holy place — 
  But yet his speech, it was so soft and sweet,
  The late Lord Velez ne’er was wearied with him.
  And once as by the north side of the Chapel
  They stood together, chained in deep discourse,
  The earth heaved under them with such a groan,
  That the wall tottered, and had well-nigh fallen
  Right on their heads. My Lord was sorely frightened:
  A fever seized the youth; and he made confession
  Of all the heretical and lawless talk
  Which brought this judgment: so the youth was seized,
  And cast into that hole. My husband’s father
  Sobbed like a child — it almost broke his heart:
  And once, as he was working in the cellar,
  He heard a voice distinctly; ’twas the youth’s,
  Who sung a doleful song about green fields,
  How sweet it were on lake or wild savannah
  To hunt for food, and be a naked man,
  And wander up and down at liberty.
  He always doated on the youth, and now
  His love grew desperate; and defying death,
  He made that cunning entrance I described:
  And the young man escaped.
 

MARIA.
 

               ’Tis a sweet tale:
  Such as would lull a listening child to sleep,
  His rosy face besoiled with unwiped tears.
  And what became of him?
 

FOSTER-MOTHER.
 

               He went on ship-board
  With those bold voyagers, who made discovery
  Of golden lands: Leoni’s younger brother
  Went likewise, and when he returned to Spain,
  He told Leoni, that the poor mad youth,
  Soon after they arrived in that new world,
  In spite of his dissuasion, seized a boat,
  And all alone set sail by silent moonlight,
  Up a great river, great as any sea,
  And ne’er was heard of more: but ’tis supposed,
  He lived and died among the savage men.
 

The following letter of Mr. C. was in answer to a request for some long-promised copy, and for which the printer importuned.

“Stowey, 1797.

My dear, dear Cottle,

Have patience, and everything shall be done. I think now entirely of your brother: in two days I will think entirely for you. By Wednesday next you shall have Lloyd’s other Poems, with all Lamb’s, &c. &c….

S. T. C.”
 

A little before this time, a singular occurrence happened to Mr. C. during a pedestrian excursion into Somersetshire, as detailed in the following letter to Mr. Wade.

“My dear friend,

I am here after a most tiresome journey; in the course of which, a woman asked me if I knew one Coleridge, of Bristol, I answered, I had heard of him. ‘Do you know, (quoth she) that that vile jacobin villain drew away a young man of our parish, one Burnet’ &c. and in this strain did the woman continue for near an hour; heaping on me every name of abuse that the parish of Billingsgate could supply. I listened very particularly; appeared to approve all she said, exclaiming, ‘dear me!’ two or three times, and, in fine, so completely won the woman’s heart by my civilities, that I had not courage enough to undeceive her….

S. T. Coleridge.

P. S. You are a good prophet. Oh, into what a state have the scoundrels brought this devoted kingdom. If the House of Commons would but melt down their faces, it would greatly assist the copper currency — we should have brass enough.”




To refer now to another subject. Robert Burns had died in 1796. Finding that his family had little more than their father’s fame to support them, I consulted with Mr. Coleridge, whether it would not be possible to add to the fund then being raised, by promoting a subscription in Bristol, in furtherance of such design. It being deemed feasible, while Mr. C. undertook to write a Poem on the subject for a Bristol paper, I sent the following advertisement to the same vehicle.

TO THE CITIZENS OF BRISTOL.
 

It will doubtless afford much pleasure to the liberal portion of the inhabitants of this city, to understand that a subscription has been set on foot in different parts of the kingdom, for the wife and five small children of poor Burns, the Scotch poet. There has already been subscribed — 

       At Dumfries (where the Bard lived) £104 12 0
        At Edinburgh … … … 64 16 0
        At Liverpool … … … 67 10 0
 

   Whoever, in Bristol, from their admiration of departed genius, may
    wish to contribute, in rescuing from distress the family of Robert
    Burns, will be pleased to leave their donations with Mr. Cottle,
    High-Street. Mr. Nichol, of Pall-Mall, London, will publicly
    acknowledge the receipt of all monies subscribed in this city.
 

The sum we transmitted to the general fund, did credit to the liberality of Bristol.

Mr. Coleridge had often, in the keenest terms, expressed his contemptuous indignation at the Scotch patrons of the poet, in making him an exciseman! so that something biting was expected.

The Poem was entitled, “To a Friend, who had declared his intention of writing no more Poetry.” In reading the Poem immediately after it was written, the rasping force which Mr. C. gave to the following concluding lines was inimitable.

                ”Is thy Burns dead?
  And shall he die unwept, and sink to earth,
  Without the meed of one melodious tear?
  Thy Burns, and nature’s own beloved Bard,
  Who to ‘the illustrious of his native land,’
  So properly did look for patronage.
  Ghost of Maecenas! hide thy blushing face!
  They took him from the sickle and the plough — 
  To guage ale firkins!
                  O, for shame return!
  On a bleak rock, midway the Aonian Mount,
  There stands a lone and melancholy tree,
  Whose aged branches to the midnight blast
  Make solemn music, pluck its darkest bough,
  Ere yet th’ unwholesome night dew be exhaled,
  And weeping, wreath it round thy Poet’s tomb:
  Then in the outskirts, where pollutions grow,
  Pick stinking henbane, and the dusky flowers
  Of night-shade, or its red and tempting fruit;
  These, with stopped nostril, and glove-guarded hand,
  Knit in nice intertexture, so to twine
  Th’ illustrious brow of Scotch Nobility!”
 

If Mr. C.’s nature had been less benevolent, and he had given full vent to the irascible and satirical, the restrained elements of which abounded in his spirit, he would have obtained the least enviable of all kinds of pre-eminence, and have become the undisputed modern Juvenal.

Mr. George Burnet resided sometimes with his relations, sometimes with Mr. Coleridge, at Stowey. Mr. and Mrs. C. happened to be now in Bristol, when the former was summoned home on account of Burnet’s sudden and serious illness. On reaching Stowey, Mr. C. sent me the following letter.

“Stowey.

My dear friend,

I found George Burnet ill enough, heaven knows, Yellow Jaundice, — the introductory symptoms very violent. I return to Bristol on Thursday, and shall not leave till all be done.

Remind Mrs. Coleridge of the kittens, and tell her that George’s brandy is just what smuggled spirits might be expected to be, execrable! The smack of it remains in my mouth, and I believe will keep me most horribly temperate for half a century. He (Burnet) was bit, but I caught the Brandiphobia. [obliterations …] — scratched out, well knowing that you never allow such things to pass, uncensured. A good joke, and it slipped out most impromptu — ishly.

The mice play the very devil with us. It irks me to set a trap. By all the whiskers of all the pussies that have mewed plaintively, or amorously, since the days of Whittington, it is not fair. ’Tis telling a lie. ’Tis as if you said, ‘Here is a bit of toasted cheese; come little mice! I invite you!’ when, oh, foul breach of the rites of hospitality! I mean to assassinate my too credulous guests! No, I cannot set a trap, but I should vastly like to make a Pitt — fall. (Smoke the Pun!). But concerning the mice, advise thou, lest there be famine in the land. Such a year of scarcity! Inconsiderate mice! Well, well, so the world wags.

Farewell, S. T. C.

P. S. A mad dog ran through our village, and bit several dogs. I have desired the farmers to be attentive, and to-morrow shall give them, in writing, the first symptoms of madness in a dog.

I wish my pockets were as yellow as George’s phiz!”

The preceding letter is about a fair example of that playful and ebullient imagination for which Mr. Coleridge, at this time, was distinguished. Subjects high and low received the same embellishment. Figure crowded on figure, and image on image, in new and perpetual variety.

He was once reprobating the introduction of all bull and bear similes into poetry. “Well,” I replied, “whatever your antipathies may be to bulls and bears, you have no objection to wolves.” “Yes,” he answered, “I equally abominate the whole tribe of lion, bull, bear, boar, and wolf similes. They are more thread-bare than a beggar’s cast-off coat. From their rapid transition from hand to hand, they are now more hot and sweaty than halfpence on a market day. I would as soon meet a wolf in the open field, as in a friend’s poem.” I then rejoined, “Your objection, once at least, to wolf similes, was not quite so strong, seeing you prevailed on Mr. Southey to throw into the first book of “Joan of Arc,” a five-line flaming wolf simile of yours. One could almost see the wolf leap, he was so fierce!” “Ah” said Mr. C. “but the discredit rests on him, not on me.”

The simile, in question, if not a new subject, is at least, perhaps, as energetically expressed as any five lines in Mr. Coleridge’s writings.

 As who, through many a summer night serene
  Had hover’d round the fold with coward wish;
  Horrid with brumal ice, the fiercer wolf,
  From his bleak mountain and his den of snows
  Leaps terrible and mocks the shepherd’s spear.
Book 1. L. 47.
 

“June, 1796.

My dear Cottle,

I am sojourning for a few days at Racedown, Dorset, the mansion of our friend Wordsworth; who presents his kindest respects to you….

Wordsworth admires my tragedy, which gives me great hopes. Wordsworth has written a tragedy himself. I speak with heartfelt sincerity, and I think, unblinded judgment, when I tell you that I feel myself a little man by his side, and yet I do not think myself a less man than I formerly thought myself. His drama is absolutely wonderful. You know I do not commonly speak in such abrupt and unmingled phrases, and therefore will the more readily believe me. There are, in the piece, those profound touches of the human heart, which I find three or four times in the “Robbers” of Schiller, and often in Shakspeare, but in Wordsworth there are no inequalities….

God bless you, and eke,

S. T. Coleridge.”

Respecting this tragedy of Mr. W.’s, parts of which I afterwards heard with the highest admiration, Mr. Coleridge in a succeeding letter gave me the following information. “I have procured for Wordsworth’s tragedy, an introduction to Harris, the manager of Covent Garden, who has promised to read it attentively, and give his answer immediately; and if he accepts it, to put it in preparation without an hour’s delay.

This tragedy may or may not have been deemed suitable for the stage. Should the latter prove the case, and the closet be its element, the public after these intimations, will importunately urge Mr. W. to a publication of this dramatic piece, so calculated still to augment his high reputation.

There is a peculiar pleasure in recording the favorable sentiments which one poet and man of genius entertains of another, I therefore state that Mr. Coleridge says, in a letter received from him March 8th, 1798, “The Giant Wordsworth-God love him! When I speak in the terms of admiration due to his intellect, I fear lest these terms should keep out of sight the amiableness of his manners. He has written near twelve hundred lines of blank verse, superior, I hesitate not to aver, to any thing in our language which any way resembles it.”

And in a letter received from Mr. Coleridge, 1807, he says — speaking of his friend Mr. W. “He is one, whom God knows, I love and honour as far beyond myself, as both morally and intellectually he is above me.”

“Stowey, 1797.

My dear Cottle,

Wordsworth and his exquisite sister are with me. She is a woman indeed! in mind I mean, and heart; for her person is such, that if you expected to see a pretty woman, you would think her rather ordinary; if you expected to see an ordinary woman, you would think her pretty! but her manners are simple, ardent, impressive. In every motion, her most innocent soul outbeams so brightly, that who saw would say,

“Guilt was a thing impossible in her.”

Her information various. Her eye watchful in minutest observation of nature; and her taste, a perfect electrometer. It bends, protrudes, and draws in, at subtlest beauties, and most recondite faults.

She and W. desire their kindest respects to you.

Your ever affectionate friend.

S. T. C.”
 

“Stowey, Sept. 1797.

My very dear Cottle,

Your illness afflicts me, and unless I receive a full account of you by
Milton, I shall be very uneasy, so do not fail to write.
 

Herbert Croft is in Exeter gaol! This is unlucky. Poor devil! He must now be unpeppered. We are all well. Wordsworth is well. Hartley sends a grin to you? He has another tooth!

In the wagon, there was brought from Bath, a trunk, in order to be
forwarded to Stowey, directed, ‘S. T. Coleridge, Stowey, near
Bridgwater.’ This, we suppose, arrived in Bristol on Tuesday or
Wednesday, last week.
 

It belonged to Thelwall. If it be not forwarded to Stowey, let it be stopped, and not sent.

Give my kind love to your brother Robert, and ax him to put on his hat, and run, without delay to the inn, or place, by whatever bird, beast, fish, or man distinguished, where Parsons’s Bath wagon sets up.

From your truly affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.”

A letter, written, at this time, by Mr. Coleridge to Mr. Wade, more particularly refers to Mr. Thelwall’s visit at Stowey.

“Stowey, 1797.

My very dear friend,

… John Thelwall is a very warm-hearted, honest man; and disagreeing as we do, on almost every point of religion, of morals, of politics, and philosophy, we like each other uncommonly well. He is a great favorite with Sara. Energetic activity of mind and of heart, is his master feature. He is prompt to conceive, and still prompter to execute; but I think he is deficient in that patience of mind which can look intensely and frequently at the same subject. He believes and disbelieves with impassioned confidence. I wish to see him doubting, and doubting. He is intrepid, eloquent, and honest. Perhaps, the only acting democrat that is honest, for the patriots are ragged cattle; a most execrable herd. Arrogant because they are ignorant, and boastful of the strength of reason, because they have never tried it enough to know its weakness. Oh! my poor country! The clouds cover thee. There is not one spot of clear blue in the whole heaven!

My love to all whom you love, and believe me, with brotherly affection, with esteem and gratitude, and every warm emotion of the heart,

Your faithful

S. T. Coleridge.”

“London, 1797.

Dear Cottle,

If Mrs. Coleridge be in Bristol, pray desire her to write to me immediately, and I beg you, the moment you receive this letter, to send to No. 17, Newfoundland Street to know whether she be there. I have written to Stowey, but if she be in Bristol, beg her to write to me of it by return of post, that I may immediately send down some cash for her travelling expenses, &c. We shall reside in London for the next four months. God bless you, Cottle, I love you,

S. T. Coleridge.”

P. S. The volume (second edition, Coleridge, Lloyd, and Lamb) is a most beautiful one. You have determined that the three Bards shall walk up Parnassus, in their best bib and tucker.

“Stowey, June 29th, 1797.

My very dear Cottle,

… Charles Lamb will probably be here in about a fortnight. Could you not contrive to put yourself in a Bridgwater coach, and T. Poole would fetch you in a one-horse chaise to Stowey. What delight would it not give us….

It was not convenient at this time to accept Mr. C.’s invitation, but going to Stowey two or three weeks afterwards, I learnt how pleasantly the interview had been between Charles Lamb and himself. It is delightful, even at the present moment, to recal the images connected with my then visit to Stowey, (which those can best understand, who, like myself, have escaped from severe duties to a brief season of happy recreation). Mr. Coleridge welcomed me with the warmest cordiality. He talked with affection of his old school-fellow, Lamb, who had so recently left him; regretted he had not an opportunity of introducing me to one whom he so highly valued. Mr. C. took peculiar delight in assuring me (at least, at that time) how happy he was; exhibiting successively, his house, his garden, his orchard, laden with fruit; and also the contrivances he had made to unite his two neighbours’ domains with his own.

After the grand circuit had been accomplished, by hospitable contrivance, we approached the “Jasmine harbour,” when to our gratifying surprise, we found the tripod table laden with delicious bread and cheese, surmounted by a brown mug of true Taunton ale. We instinctively took our seats; and there must have been some downright witchery in the provisions which surpassed all of its kind; nothing like it on the wide terrene, and one glass of the Taunton, settled it to an axiom. While the dappled sun-beams played on our table, through the umbrageous canopy, the very birds seemed to participate in our felicities, and poured forth their selectest anthems. As we sat in our sylvan hall of splendour, a company of the happiest mortals, (T. Poole, C. Lloyd, S. T. Coleridge, and J. C.) the bright-blue heavens; the sporting insects; the balmy zephyrs; the feathered choristers; the sympathy of friends, all augmented the pleasurable to the highest point this side the celestial! Every interstice of our hearts being filled with happiness, as a consequence, there was no room for sorrow, exorcised as it now was, and hovering around at unapproachable distance. With our spirits thus entranced, though we might weep at other moments, yet joyance so filled all within and without, that, if, at this juncture, tidings had been brought us, that an irruption of the ocean had swallowed up all our brethren of Pekin; from the pre-occupation of our minds, “poor things,” would have been our only reply, with anguish put off till the morrow. While thus elevated in the universal current of our feelings, Mrs. Coleridge approached, with her fine Hartley; we all smiled, but the father’s eye beamed transcendental joy! “But, all things have an end.” Yet, pleasant it is for memory to treasure up in her choicest depository, a few such scenes, (these sunny spots in existence!) on which the spirit may repose, when the rough, adverse winds shake and disfigure all besides.

Although so familiar with the name and character of Charles Lamb, through the medium of S. T. Coleridge, yet my intercourse (with the exception of one casual visit) commenced with him in the year 1802, during a residence of many months in London, when we often met. After this period, from my residing permanently in Bristol, our acquaintance was intermitted, till 1819, when he requested the loan of a portrait, for the purpose expressed in the following letter.

“Dear Sir,

It is so long since I have seen or heard from you, that I fear that you will consider a request I have to make, as impertinent. About three years since, when I was in Bristol, I made an effort to see you, by calling at Brunswick Square, but you were from home. The request I have to make, is, that you would very much oblige me, if you have any small portrait of yourself, by allowing me to have it copied, to accompany a selection, of the likenesses of ‘Living Bards,’ which a most particular friend of mine is making. If you have no objection, and would oblige me by transmitting such portrait, I will answer for taking the greatest care of it, and for its safe return. I hope you will pardon the liberty,

From an old friend and well wisher,

Charles Lamb.”

In consequence of this application, I sent Charles Lamb a portrait, by Branwhite, and enclosed for his acceptance, the second part of my “Messiah.” When the portrait was returned, it was accompanied with the following letter, containing a few judicious remarks, such as might have been expected from one whose judgment Mr. Coleridge so highly estimated.

“Dear Sir,

My friend, whom you have obliged by the loan of your picture, has had it very nicely copied (and a very spirited drawing it is; so every one thinks who has seen it.) The copy is not much inferior to yours, done by a daughter of Joseph’s, R. A.

I accompany the picture with my warm thanks, both for that, and your better favour the ‘Messiah’ which I assure you I have read through with great pleasure. The verses have great sweetness, and a New Testament plainness about them which affected me very much. I could just wish that in page 63, you had omitted the lines 71 and 72, and had ended the period with,

 The willowy brook was there, but that sweet sound — 
  When to be heard again on earthly ground!”
 

Two very sweet lines, and the sense perfect.

And in page 154, line 68,

 He spake, ‘I come, ordain’d a world to save,
  To be baptis’d by thee in Jordan’s wave.”
 

These words are hardly borne out by the story, and seem scarce accordant with the modesty with which our Lord came to take his common portion among the baptismal candidates. They also anticipate the beauty of John’s recognition of the Messiah, and the subsequent confirmation by the Voice and Dove.

You will excuse the remarks of an old brother bard, whose career, though long since pretty well stopped, was coeval in its beginning with your own, and who is sorry his lot has been always to be so distant from you. It is not likely that C. L. will see Bristol again, but if J. C. should ever visit London, he will be a most welcome visitor to C. L. My sister joins in cordial remembrances.

Dear sir, Yours truly,

Charles Lamb.”

Having always entertained for Charles Lamb a very kind feeling, independently of my admiration of his wit and genius, I requested his acceptance of my poem of the “Fall of Cambria,” to which he sent the following characteristic reply.

“London, India House, May 26, 1829.

My dear Sir,

I am quite ashamed of not having acknowledged your kind present earlier, but that unknown something which was never yet discovered, though so often speculated upon, which stands in the way of lazy folks’ answering letters, has presented its usual obstacle. It is not forgetfulness, nor disrespect, nor incivility, but terribly like all these bad things.

I have been in my time a great Epistolatory scribbler, but the passion, and with it the facility, at length wears out, and it must be pumped up again by the heavy machinery of duty or gratitude, when it should run free. I have read your ‘Fall of Cambria’ with as much pleasure as I did your ‘Messiah.’ Your Cambrian Poem I shall be tempted to repeat oftenest, as human poems take me in a mood more frequently congenial than divine. The character of Llewellyn pleases me more than anything else perhaps; and then some of the Lyrical pieces are fine varieties.

It was quite a mistake that I could dislike anything you should write against Lord Byron, for I have a thorough aversion to his character, and a very moderate admiration of his genius; he is great in so little a way. To be a poet is to be the man; not a petty portion of occasional low passion worked up into a permanent form of humanity. Shakspeare has thrust such rubbishly feelings into a corner — the dark dusky heart of Don John, in the ‘Much Ado about Nothing.’ The fact is, I have not seen your ‘Expostulatory Epistle’ to him. I was not aware, till your question, that it was out. I shall inquire and get it forthwith.

Southey is in town, whom I have seen slightly. Wordsworth expected, whom I hope to see much of. I write with accelerated motion, for I have two or three bothering clerks and brokers about me, who always press in proportion as you seem to be doing something that is not business. I could exclaim a little profanely, but I think you do not like swearing.

I conclude, begging you to consider that I feel myself much obliged by your kindness, and shall be most happy at any and at all times to hear from you.

Dear Sir, yours truly,

Charles Lamb.”

Mr. Coleridge, in the second edition of his poems, transferred some of the poems which appeared in the first, to a supplement, and, amongst others, some verses addressed to myself, with the following notice.

“The first in order of these verses which I have thus endeavoured to reprieve from immediate oblivion, was originally addressed “To the Author of Poems published anonymously at Bristol.” A second edition of these poems has lately appeared with the author’s name prefixed: (Joseph Cottle) and I could not refuse myself the gratification of seeing the name of that man amongst my poems, without whose kindness, they would probably have remained unpublished; and to whom I know myself greatly, and variously obliged, as a poet, a man, and a Christian.

LINES ADDRESSED TO JOSEPH COTTLE.
 

 My honor’d friend! whose verse concise, yet clear,
  Tunes to smooth melody unconquer’d sense,
  May your fame fadeless live, “as never seer”
  The ivy wreathes yon oak, whose broad defence
  Embow’rs me from noon’s sultry influence!
  For like that nameless riv’let stealing by,
  Your modest verse to musing quiet dear
  Is rich with tints heaven-borrow’d, the charm’d eye
  Shall gaze undazzled there, and love the soften’d sky.
 

 Circling the base of the poetic mount
  A stream there is, which rolls in lazy flow;
  Its cold-black waters from oblivion’s fount;
  The vapour poison’d birds that fly too low,
  Fall with dead swoop, and to the bottom go.
  Escaped that heavy stream on pinion fleet,
  Beneath the mountain’s lofty frowning brow,
  Ere aught of perilous ascent you meet,
  A mead of mildest charm delays the unlab’ring feet.
 

 Not there the cloud-climb rock, sublime and vast,
  That like some giant king, o’er-glooms the hill;
  Nor there the pine-grove to the midnight blast
  Makes solemn music! But the unceasing rill
  To the soft wren or lark’s descending trill
  Murmurs sweet under-song ‘mid jasmine bowers.
  In this same pleasant meadow at your will,
  I ween, you wander’d — there collecting flow’rs
  Of sober tint, and herbs of medicinal powers!
 

 There for the monarch-murder’d soldier’s tomb
  You wove the unfinish’d wreath of saddest hues,
  And to that holier chaplet added bloom
  Besprinkling it with Jordan’s cleansing dews.
  But lo! your Henderson awakes the Muse — 
  His spirit beckon’d from the mountain’s height!
  You left the plain and soar’d mid richer views!
  So nature mourn’d, when sank the first day’s light,
  With stars, unseen before, spangling her robe of night!
 

 Still soar my friend those richer views among,
  Strong, rapid, fervent, flashing fancy’s beam!
  Virtue and truth shall love your gentler song:
  But Poesy demands th’ impassion’d theme:
  Wak’d by heaven’s silent dews at Eve’s mild gleam
  What balmy sweets Pomona breathes around?
  But if the vex’d air rush a stormy stream,
  Or autumn’s shrill gust moan in plaintive sound
  With fruits and flowers she loads the tempest honor’d ground.”
 

While the first edition of Mr. Coleridge’s poems was in the press, I received from him the following letter.

“My dear Sir,

… There is a beautiful little poetic epistle of Sara’s, which I mean to print here. What if her epistle to you were likewise printed, so as to have two of her poems? It is remarkably elegant, and would do honour to any volume of poems.”

The first epistle I never received. The second was printed in the first edition of Mr. C.’s poems, and in no other. On account of its merit it is here inserted.

“THE PRODUCTION OF A YOUNG LADY, ADDRESSED TO HER FRIEND, J. COTTLE.
 

* * * * *
 

She had lost her thimble, and her complaint being accidentally overheard by her friend, he immediately sent her four others to take her choice from.

* * * * *
 

     As oft mine eye, with careless glance,
        Has gallop’d o’er some old romance,
        Of speaking birds, and steeds with wings,
        Giants and dwarfs, and fiends, and kings:
        Beyond the rest, with more attentive care,
        I’ve loved to read of elfin-favor’d fair — 
        How if she longed for aught beneath the sky,
        And suffered to escape one votive sigh,
        Wafted along on viewless pinions airy,
        It kid itself obsequious at her feet:
      Such things I thought we might not hope to meet,
      Save in the dear delicious land of fairy!
      But now (by proof I know it well)
      There’s still some peril in free wishing — 
      Politeness is a licensed spell,
      And you, dear sir, the arch-magician.
 

       You much perplexed me by the various set:
      They were indeed an elegant quartette!
      My mind went to and fro, and wavered long;
      At length I’ve chosen (Samuel thinks me wrong)
      That around whose azure brim,
      Silver figures seem to swim,
      Like fleece-white clouds, that on the skyey blue,
      Waked by no breeze, the self-same shapes retain;
      Or ocean nymphs, with limbs of snowy hue,
      Slow floating o’er the calm cerulean plain.
 

       Just such a one, mon cher ami
      (The finger-shield of industry,)
      The inventive gods, I deem, to Pallas gave,
      What time the vain Arachne, madly brave,
      Challenged the blue-eyed virgin of the sky
      A duel in embroidered work to try.
      And hence the thimbled finger of grave Pallas,
      To th’ erring needle’s point was more than callous.
 

     But, ah, the poor Arachne! she, unarmed,
      Blund’ring, through hasty eagerness, alarmed
      With all a rival’s hopes, a mortal’s fears,
      Still miss’d the stitch, and stained the web with tears.
        Unnumbered punctures, small, yet sore,
        Full fretfully the maiden bore,
        Till she her lily finger found
        Crimson’d with many a tiny wound,
      And to her eyes, suffused with watery woe,
        Her flower-embroidered web danced dim, I wist,
        Like blossom’d shrubs, in a quick-moving mist;
      Till vanquish’d, the despairing maid sank low.
 

     O, Bard! whom sure no common muse inspires,
      I heard your verse that glows with vestal fires;
      And I from unwatch’d needle’s erring point
      Had surely suffered on each finger joint,
      Those wounds, which erst did poor Arachne meet;
        While he, the much-loved object of my choice,
      (My bosom thrilling with enthusiast heat)
        Pour’d on my ear, with deep impressive voice,
      How the great Prophet of the desert stood,
      And preach’d of penitence by Jordan’s flood:
      On war; or else the legendary lays,
      In simplest measures hymn’d to Alla’s praise;
      Or what the Bard from his heart’s inmost stores,
      O’er his friend’s grave in loftier numbers pours:
      Yes, Bard polite! you but obey’d the laws
      Of justice, when the thimble you had sent;
      What wounds your thought-bewildering muse might cause,
      ’Tis well, your finger-shielding gifts prevent.
 

SARA.”
 

“Dear Cottle,

I have heard nothing of my Tragedy, except some silly remarks of Kemble’s, to whom a friend showed it; it does not appear to me that there is a shadow of probability that it will be accepted. It gave me no pain, and great pleasure, in finding that it gave me no pain.

I had rather hoped than believed that I was possessed of so much philosophical capability. Sheridan most certainly has not used me with common justice. The proposal came from himself, and although this circumstance did not bind him to accept the tragedy, it certainly bound him to every, and that the earliest, attention to it. I suppose it is snugly in his green bag, if it have not emigrated to the kitchen.

I sent to the Monthly Magazine, (1797) three mock Sonnets, in ridicule of my own Poems, and Charles Lloyd’s, and Lamb’s, &c. &c. exposing that affectation of unaffectedness, of jumping and misplaced accent, in common-place epithets, flat lines forced into poetry by italics, (signifying how well and mouthishly the author would read them) puny pathos, &c. &c. the instances were almost all taken from myself, and Lloyd, and Lamb.

I signed them ‘Nehemiah Higginbotham.’ I think they may do good to our young Bards.

God love you,

S. T. C.”
 

P. S. I am translating the ‘Oberon’ of Wieland; it is a difficult language, and I can translate at least as fast as I can construe. I have made also a very considerable proficiency in the French language, and study it daily, and daily study the German; so that I am not, and have not been idle….

SONNETS.
 

ATTEMPTED IN THE MANNER OP CONTEMPORARY WRITERS.
 

* * * * *
 

SONNET I.
 

 Pensive, at eve, on the hard world I mus’d,
    And my poor heart was sad: so at the moon
    I gazed, and sigh’d, and sigh’d! for ah! how soon
  Eve darkens into night! Mine eye perus’d
  With tearful vacancy the dampy grass,
    Which wept and glitter’d in the paly ray:
    And I did pause me on my lonely way,
  And muse me on those wretched ones, who pass
  O’er the black heath of sorrow. But alas!
    Most of MYSELF I thought: when it befel
  That the sooth SPIRIT of the breezy wood
    Breath’d in mine ear—”All this is very well;
  But much of one thing is for no-thing good.”
    Ah! my poor heart’s inexplicable swell!
 

NEHEMIAH HIGGINBOTHAM.
 

SONNET II.
 

TO SIMPLICITY.
 

 O! I do love thee, meek simplicity!
    For of thy lays, the lulling simpleness
    Goes to my heart, and soothes each small distress,
  Distress, though small, yet haply great to me!
  ’Tis true, on lady fortune’s gentlest pad,
    I amble on; yet, though I know not why,
    So sad I am! — but should a friend and I
  Grow cool and miff, oh, I am very sad!
  And then with sonnets, and with sympathy.
    My dreamy bosom’s mystic woes I pall;
  Now of my false friend ‘plaining plaintively,
    Now raving at mankind in gener-al
    But whether sad or fierce, ’tis simple all,
  All very simple, meek SIMPLICITY!
 

NEHEMIAH HIGGINBOTHAM.
 

SONNET III.
 

ON A RUINED HOUSE WHICH JACK BUILT.
 

 And this reft house is that, the which he built,
    Lamented Jack! and here his malt he piled,
    Cautious in vain! These rats that squeak’d so wild,
  Squeak, not unconscious of their fathers’ guilt.
  Did ye not see her gleaming through the glade?
    Belike ’twas she, the Maiden all forlorn.
    What though she milk no cow with crumpled horn,
  Yet, aye she haunts the dale where erst she stray’d:
  And, aye beside her stalks her amorous knight!
    Still on his thighs his wonted brogues are worn,
    And through those brogues, still tatter’d and betorn,
  His hindward charms gleam an unearthly white;
  As when through broken clouds, at night’s high moon.
  Peeps in fair fragments forth — the full-orb’d harvest moon!
 

NEHEMIAH HIGGINBOTHAM.
 

The moralist rightly says, “There is nothing permanent in this uncertain world;” and even most friendships do not partake of the “Munition of Rocks.”

Alas! the spirit of impartiality now compels me to record, that the inseparable Trio; even the three “Groscolliases” themselves, had, somehow or other, been touched with the negative magnet, and their particles, in opposition, flew off “as far as from hence to the utmost pole.” I never rightly understood the cause of this dissension, but shrewdly suspected that that unwelcome and insidious intruder, Mr. Nehemiah Higginbotham, had no inconsiderable share in it.

Mr. C. even determined in his third projected edition, (1798) that the production of his two late friends should be excluded. The three next letters refer to this unpleasant affair. It is hardly necessary to add, that the difference was of short continuance.

The Latin motto, prefixed to the second edition of Mr. C.’s poems, puzzled everybody to know from what author it was derived. One and another inquired of me, to no purpose, and expressed a wish that Mr. C. had been clearer in his citation, as “no one could understand it.” On my naming this to Mr. Coleridge, he laughed heartily, and said, “It was all a hoax.” “Not meeting” said he, “with a suitable motto, I invented one, and with references purposely obscure,” as will be explained in the next letter.

“March 8th, 1798.

My dear Cottle,

I have been confined to my bed for some days, through a fever occasioned by the stump of a tooth, which baffled chirurgical efforts to eject, and which, by affecting my eye, affected my stomach, and through that my whole frame. I am better, but still weak, in consequence of such long sleeplessness and wearying pains; weak, very weak. I thank you, my dear friend, for your late kindness, and in a few weeks will either repay you in money, or by verses, as you like. “With regard to Lloyd’s verses, it is curious that I should be applied to, ‘to be persuaded to resign’ and in hopes that I might ‘consent to give up’ (unknown by whom) a number of poems which were published at the earnest request of the author, who assured me, that the circumstance was of ‘no trivial import to his happiness’!

Times change and people change; but let us keep our souls in quietness! I have no objection to any disposal of Lloyd’s poems except that of their being republished with mine. The motto which I had prefixed—”Duplex, &c.” from Groscollias, has placed me in a ridiculous situation, but it was a foolish and presumptuous start of affectionateness, and I am not unwilling to incur the punishment due to my folly. By past experiences we build up our moral being. God bless you,

S. T. Coleridge.”

A reference to this “stump of a tooth.” was more particularly made, in the following letter to Mr. Wade.

“March 21st, 1798.

My very dear friend,

I have even now returned from a little excursion that I have taken for the confirmation of my health, which had suffered a rude assault from the anguish of the stump of a tooth which had baffled the attempts of our surgeon here, and which confined me to my bed. I suffered much from the disease, and more from the doctor; rather than again put my mouth into his hands, I would put my hands into a lion’s mouth. I am happy to hear of, and should be most happy to see, the plumpness and progression of your dear boy; but-yes, my dear Wade, it must be a but, much as I hate the word but. Well, — but I cannot attend the chemical lectures. I have many reasons, but the greatest, or at least the most ostensible reason, is, that I cannot leave Mrs. C. at that time; our house is an uncomfortable one; our surgeon may be, for aught I know, a lineal descendant of Esculapius himself, but if so, in the repeated transfusion of life from father to son, through so many generations, the wit and knowledge, being subtle spirits, have evaporated….

Ever your grateful and affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.”

“1798.

My dear Cottle,

I regret that aught should have disturbed our tranquillity; respecting Lloyd, I am willing to believe myself in part mistaken, and so let all things be as before. I have no wish respecting these poems, either for or against re-publication with mine. As to the third edition, if there be occasion for it immediately, it must be published with some alterations, but no additions or omissions. The Pixies, Chatterton, and some dozen others, shall be printed at the end of the volume, under the title of Juvenile Poems, and in this case I will send you the volume immediately. But if there be no occasion for the volume to go to press for ten weeks, at the expiration of that time, I would make it a volume worthy of me, and omit utterly near one-half of the present volume — a sacrifice to pitch black oblivion.

Whichever be the case, I will repay you the money you have paid for me, in money, and in a few weeks; or if you should prefer the latter proposal, i. e. the not sending me to the press for ten weeks, I should insist on considering the additions, however large, as my payment to you for the omissions, which, indeed, would be but strict justice.

I am requested by Wordsworth, to put to you the following questions. What could you, conveniently and prudently, and what would you give for — first, our two Tragedies, with small prefaces, containing an analysis of our principal characters? Exclusive of the prefaces, the tragedies are, together, five thousand lines; which, in printing, from the dialogue form, and directions respecting actors and scenery, are at least equal to six thousand. To be delivered to you within a week of the date of your answer to this letter; and the money which you offer, to be paid to us at the end of four months from the same date; none to be paid before, all to be paid then.

Second. — Wordsworth’s ‘Salisbury Plain,’ and ‘Tale of a Woman’; which two poems, with a few others which he will add, and the notes, will make a volume. This to be delivered to you within three weeks of the date of your answer, and the money to be paid as before, at the end of four months from the present date.

Do not, my dearest Cottle, harass yourself about the imagined great merit of the compositions, or be reluctant to offer what you can prudently offer, from an idea that the poems are worth more. But calculate what you can do, with reference simply to yourself, and answer as speedily as you can; and believe me your sincere, grateful, and affectionate friend and brother,

S. T. Coleridge.”

I offered Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Wordsworth, thirty guineas each, as proposed, for their two tragedies; but which, after some hesitation, was declined, from the hope of introducing one, or both, on the stage. The volume of Poems was left for some future arrangement.

“My dear Cottle,

I never involved you in the bickering, and never suspected you, in any one action of your life, of practising guile against any human being, except yourself.

Your letter supplied only one in a link of circumstances, that informed me of some things, and perhaps deceived me in others. I shall write to-day to Lloyd. I do not think I shall come to Bristol for these lectures of which you speak. I ardently wish for the knowledge, but Mrs. Coleridge is within a month of her confinement, and I cannot, I ought not to leave her; especially as her surgeon is not a John Hunter, nor my house likely to perish from a plethora of comforts. Besides, there are other things that might disturb that evenness of benevolent feeling, which I wish to cultivate.

I am much better, and at present at Allfoxden, and my new and tender health is all over me like a voluptuous feeling. God bless you,

S. T. Coleridge.”

When the before noticed dissension occurred, Charles Lamb and Charles Lloyd, between whom a strong friendship had latterly sprung up, became alienated from Mr. Coleridge, and cherished something of an indignant feeling. Strange as it may appear, C. Lamb determined to desert the inglorious ground of neutrality, and to commence active operations against his late friend; but the arrows were taken from his own peculiar armoury; tipped, not with iron, but wit. He sent Mr. Coleridge the following letter. Mr. Coleridge gave me this letter, saying, “These young visionaries will do each other no good.” The following is Charles Lamb’s letter to Mr. C.

“THESES QUAEDAM THEOLOGICAE.
 

1st. Whether God loves a lying angel better than a true man?

2nd. Whether the archangel Uriel could affirm an untruth, and if he could, whether he would?

3rd. Whether honesty be an angelic virtue, or not rather to be reckoned among those qualities which the school-men term ‘Virtutes minus splendidae’?

4th. Whether the higher order of Seraphim illuminati ever sneer?

5th. Whether pure intelligences can love?

6th. Whether the Seraphim ardentes do not manifest their virtues, by the way of vision and theory; and whether practice be not a sub-celestial and merely human virtue?

7th. Whether the vision beatific be anything more or less than a perpetual representment, to each individual angel, of his own present attainments, and future capabilities, somehow in the manner of mortal looking-glasses, reflecting a perpetual complacency and self satisfaction?

8th. and last. Whether an immortal and amenable soul may not come to be condemned at last, and the man never suspect it beforehand?

Learned Sir, my friend,

Presuming on our long habits of friendship, and emboldened further by your late liberal permission to avail myself of your correspondence, in case I want any knowledge, (which I intend to do, when I have no Encyclopedia, or Ladies Magazine at hand to refer to, in any matter of science,) I now submit to your enquiries the above theological propositions, to be by you defended or oppugned, or both, in the schools of Germany, whither, I am told, you are departing, to the utter dissatisfaction of your native Devonshire, and regret of universal England; but to my own individual consolation, if, through the channel of your wished return, learned sir, my friend, may be transmitted to this our island, from those famous theological wits of Leipsic and Gottingen, any rays of illumination, in vain to be derived from the home growth of our English halls and colleges. Finally wishing, learned sir, that you may see Schiller, and swing in a wood, (vide poems) and sit upon a tun, and eat fat hams of Westphalia,

I remain,

Your friend and docile pupil, to instruct,

Charles Lamb.”

Mr. Coleridge, at first, appeared greatly hurt at this letter; an impression which I endeavoured to counteract, by considering it as a slight ebullition of feeling that would soon subside; and which happily proved to be the case. I also felt concern, not only that there should be a dissension between old friends, but lest Mr. Coleridge should be inconvenienced in a pecuniary way by the withdrawal of C. Lloyd from his domestic roof. To restore and heal, therefore, I wrote a conciliatory letter to Charles Lloyd, to which he thus replied.

“Birmingham, 7th June, 1798.

My dear Cottle,

I thank you many times for your pleasing intelligence respecting Coleridge. I cannot think that I have acted with, or from, passion towards him. Even my solitary night thoughts have been easy and calm when they have dwelt on him…. I love Coleridge, and can forget all that has happened.

At present, I could not well go to Stowey. I could scarcely excuse so sudden a removal from my parents. Lamb quitted me yesterday, after a fortnight’s visit. I have been much interested in his society. I never knew him so happy in my life. I shall write to Coleridge today.

God bless you, my dear friend,

C. Lloyd, Jun.”

Mr. C. up to this day, Feb. 18th, 1798, held, though laxly, the doctrines of Socinus. On the Rev. Mr. Rowe, of Shrewsbury, the Unitarian minister, coming to settle in Bristol, Mr. Coleridge was strongly recommended by his friends of that persuasion, to offer himself as Mr. R.’s successor; and he accordingly went on probation to Shrewsbury.

It is proper here to mention, in order that this subject may be the better understood, that Mr. Poole, two or three years before, had introduced Mr. Coleridge to Mr. Thomas Wedgewood. This gentleman formed a high opinion of Mr. C.’s talents, and felt an interest in his welfare. At the time Mr. Coleridge was hesitating whether or not he should persist in offering himself to the Shrewsbury congregation, and so finally settle down into an Unitarian minister, Mr. T. Wedgewood having heard of the circumstance, and fearing that a pastoral engagement might operate unfavourably on his literary pursuits, interfered, as will appear by the following letter of Mr. Coleridge to Mr. Wade.

“Stowey,

My very dear friend,

This last fortnight has been very eventful. I received one hundred pounds from Josiah Wedgewood, in order to prevent the necessity of my going into the ministry. I have received an invitation from Shrewsbury, to be minister there; and after fluctuations of mind, which have for nights together robbed me of sleep, and I am afraid of health, I have at length returned the order to Mr. Wedgwood, with a long letter, explanatory of my conduct, and accepted the Shrewsbury invitation….”

Mr. T. Wedgewood still adhering to his first opinion that Mr. Coleridge’s acceptance of the proposed engagement, would seriously obstruct his literary efforts; sent Mr. C. a letter, in which himself and his brother, Mr. Josiah Wedgwood, promised, conjointly, to allow him for his life, one hundred and fifty pounds a year. This decided Mr. Coleridge to reject the Shrewsbury invitation. He was oppressed with grateful emotions to these his liberal benefactors, and always spoke, in particular, of the late Mr. Thomas Wedgewood as being one of the best talkers, and as possessing one of the acutest minds, of any man he had known.

The following is Mr. Coleridge’s hasty reply to Mr. Wedgewood.

“Shrewsbury, Friday night, 1798.

My dear sir,

I have this moment received your letter, and have scarcely more than a moment to answer it by return of post. If kindly feeling can be repaid by kindly feeling, I am not your debtor. I would wish to express the, same thing which is big at my heart, but I know not how to do it without indelicacy. As much abstracted from personal feeling as possible, I honor and esteem you for that which you have done.

I must of necessity stay here till the close of Sunday next. On Monday morning I shall leave it, and on Tuesday will be with you at Cote-House.

Very affectionately yours,

S. T. Coleridge.

T. Wedgewood, Esq.”

While the affair was in suspense, a report was current in Bristol, that Mr. Coleridge had rejected the Messrs. Wedgewoods’ offer, which the Unitarians in both towns ardently desired. Entertaining a contrary wish, I addressed a letter to Mr. C. stating the report, and expressing a hope that it had no foundation. The following satisfactory answer was immediately returned.

“My very dear Cottle,

The moment I received Mr. T. Wedgewood’s letter, I accepted his offer.
How a contrary report could arise, I cannot guess….
 

I hope to see you at the close of next week. I have been respectfully and kindly treated at Shrewsbury. I am well, and now, and ever,

Your grateful and affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.”

In the year 1798, Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Wordsworth determined upon visiting Germany. A knowledge of this fact will elucidate some of the succeeding letters.

“Feb. 18, 1798.

My dear Cottle,

I have finished my Ballad, it is 340 lines; I am going on with my ‘Visions’: altogether (for I shall print two scenes of my Tragedy, as fragments) I can add 1500 lines; now what do you advise? Shall I add my Tragedy, and so make a second volume? or shall I pursue my first intention of inserting 1500 in the third edition? If you should advise a second volume, should you wish, i. e. find it convenient, to be the purchaser? I ask this question, because I wish you to know the true state of my present circumstances. I have received nothing yet from the Wedgewoods, and my money is utterly expended.

A friend of mine wanted five guineas for a little while, which I borrowed of Poole, as for myself, I do not like therefore to apply to him. Mr. Estlin has some little money I believe in his hands, but I received from him before I went to Shrewsbury, fifteen pounds, and I believe that this was an anticipation of the five guinea presents, which my friends would have made in March. But (this affair of the Messrs. Wedgewoods turning out) the money in Mr. Estlin’s hand must go towards repaying him that sum which he suffered me to anticipate. Meantime I owe Biggs £5. which is heavy on my thoughts, and Mrs. I has not been paid her last quarter which is still heavier. As to myself, I can continue to go on here, but this £10 I must pay somehow, that is £5 to Biggs, and £5 to Mrs. F….

God bless you,

S. T. Coleridge.”

P.S. This week I purpose offering myself to the Bridgwater Socinian congregation, as assistant minister, without any salary, directly, or indirectly; but of this say not a word to any one, unless you see Mr. Estlin.

A visit to Mr. Coleridge at Stowey, had been the means of my introduction to Mr. Wordsworth, who read me many of his Lyrical Pieces, when I immediately perceived in them extraordinary merit, and advised him to publish them, expressing a belief that they would be well received. I further said he should be at no risk; that I would give him the same sum which I had given to Mr. Coleridge and to Mr. Southey, and that it would be a gratifying circumstance to me, to have been the publisher of the first volumes of three such poets, as Southey, Coleridge, and Wordsworth; such a distinction might never again occur to a Provincial bookseller.

To the idea of publishing he expressed a strong objection, and after several interviews, I left him, with an earnest wish that he would reconsider his determination.

Soon after Mr. Wordsworth sent me the following letter.

“Allfoxden, 12th April, 1798.

My dear Cottle,

… You will be pleased to hear that I have gone on very rapidly adding to my stock of poetry. Do come and let me read it to you, under the old trees in the park. We have a little more than two months to stay in this place. Within these four days the season has advanced with greater rapidity than I ever remember, and the country becomes almost every hour more lovely. God bless you,

Your affectionate friend,

W. Wordsworth.”

A little time after, I received an invitation from Mr. Coleridge to pay himself and Mr. Wordsworth another visit. At about the same time, I received the following corroborative invitation from Mr. Wordsworth.

“Dear Cottle, We look for you with great impatience. We will never forgive you if you do not come. I say nothing of the ‘Salisbury Plain’ till I see you. I am determined to finish it, and equally so that you shall publish.

I have lately been busy about another plan, which I do not wish to mention till I see you; let this be very, very soon, and stay a week if possible; as much longer as you can. God bless you, dear Cottle,

Yours sincerely,

W. Wordsworth.

Allfoxden, 9th May, 1798.”

The following letter also on this subject, was received from Mr.
Coleridge.
 

“My dear Cottle,

Neither Wordsworth nor myself could have been otherwise than uncomfortable, if any but yourself had received from us the first offer of our Tragedies, and of the volume of Wordsworth’s Poems. At the same time, we did not expect that you could with prudence and propriety, advance such a sum as we should want at the time we specified. In short, we both regard the publication of our Tragedies as an evil. It is not impossible but that in happier times, they may be brought on the stage: and to throw away this chance for a mere trifle, would be to make the present moment act fraudulently and usuriously towards the future time.

My Tragedy employed and strained all my thoughts and faculties for six or seven months; Wordsworth consumed far more time, and far more thought, and far more genius. We consider the publication of them an evil on any terms; but our thoughts were bent on a plan for the accomplishment of which, a certain sum of money was necessary, (the whole) at that particular time, and in order to this we resolved, although reluctantly, to part with our Tragedies: that is, if we could obtain thirty guineas for each, and at less than thirty guineas Wordsworth will not part with the copy-right of his volume of Poems. We shall offer the Tragedies to no one, for we have determined to procure the money some other way. If you choose the volume of Poems, at the price mentioned, to be paid at the time specified, i. e. thirty guineas, to be paid sometime in the last fortnight of July, you may have them; but remember, my dear fellow! I write to you now merely as a bookseller, and intreat you, in your answer, to consider yourself only; as to us, although money is necessary to our plan, [that of visiting Germany] yet the plan is not necessary to our happiness; and if it were, W. could sell his Poems for that sum to some one else, or we could procure the money without selling the Poems. So I entreat you, again and again, in your answer, which must be immediate, consider yourself only.

Wordsworth has been caballed against so long and so loudly, that he has found it impossible to prevail on the tenant of the Allfoxden estate, to let him the house, after their first agreement is expired, so he must quit it at Midsummer; whether we shall be able to procure him a house and furniture near Stowey, we know not, and yet we must: for the hills, and the woods, and the streams, and the sea, and the shores, would break forth into reproaches against us, if we did not strain every nerve, to keep their poet among them. Without joking, and in serious sadness, Poole and I cannot endure to think of losing him.

At all events, come down, Cottle, as soon as you can, but before Midsummer, and we will procure a horse easy as thy own soul, and we will go on a roam to Linton and Limouth, which, if thou comest in May, will be in all their pride of woods and waterfalls, not to speak of its august cliffs, and the green ocean, and the vast Valley of Stones, all which live disdainful of the seasons, or accept new honours only from the winter’s snow. At all events come down, and cease not to believe me much and affectionately your friend,

S. T. Coleridge.”

In consequence of these conjoint invitations, I spent a week with Mr. C. and Mr. W. at Allfoxden house, and during this time, (beside the reading of MS. poems) they took me to Limouth, and Linton, and the Valley of Stones. This beautiful and august scenery, might suggest many remarks, as well as on our incidents upon the way, but I check the disposition to amplify, from recollecting the extent to which an unconstrained indulgence in narrative had formerly led me, in the affair of Tintern Abbey.

At this interview it was determined, that the volume should be published under the title of “Lyrical ballads,” on the terms stipulated in a former letter: that this volume should not contain the poem of “Salisbury Plain,” but only an extract from it; that it should not contain the poem of “Peter Bell,” but consist rather of sundry shorter poems, and, for the most part, of pieces more recently written. I had recommended two volumes, but one was fixed on, and that to be published anonymously. It was to be begun immediately, and with the “Ancient Mariner;” which poem I brought with me to Bristol. A day or two after I received the following.

“My dear Cottle,

You know what I think of a letter, how impossible it is to argue in it. You must therefore take simple statements, and in a week or two, I shall see you, and endeavour to reason with you.

Wordsworth and I have duly weighed your proposal, and this is an answer.
He would not object to the publishing of ‘Peter Bell,’ or the ‘Salisbury
Plain’ singly; but to the publishing of his poems in two volumes, he is
decisively repugnant and oppugnant.
 

He deems that they would want variety, &c. &c. If this apply in his case, it applies with ten-fold more force to mine. We deem that the volumes offered to you, are, to a certain degree, one work in kind, though not in degree, as an ode is one work; and that our different poems are, as stanzas, good, relatively rather than absolutely: mark you, I say in kind, though not in degree. As to the Tragedy, when I consider it in reference to Shakspeare’s, and to one other Tragedy, it seems a poor thing, and I care little what becomes of it. When I consider it in comparison with modern dramatists, it rises: and I think it too bad to be published, too good to be squandered. I think of breaking it up; the planks are sound, and I will build a new ship of the old materials.

The dedication to the Wedgewoods, which you recommend, would be indelicate and unmeaning. If, after four or five years, I shall have finished some work of importance, which could not have been written, but in an unanxious seclusion, to them I will dedicate it; for the public will have owed the work to them who gave me the power of that unanxious seclusion.

As to anonymous publications, depend on it, you are deceived. Wordsworth’s name is nothing to a large number of persons; mine stinks. The ‘Essay on Man,’ the ‘Botanic Garden,’ the ‘Pleasures of Memory,’ and many other most popular works, were published anonymously. However, I waive all reasoning, and simply state it as an unaltered opinion, that you should proceed as before, with the ‘Ancient Mariner.’

The picture shall be sent. For your love gifts and book-loans accept our hearty love. The ‘Joan of Arc’ is a divine book; it opens lovelily. I hope that you will take off some half dozen of our Poems on great paper, even as the ‘Joan of Arc.’

Cottle, my dear Cottle, I meant to have written you an Essay on the Metaphysics of Typography, but I have not time. Take a few hints, without the abstruse reasons for them, with which I mean to favour you. 18 lines in a page, the line closely printed, certainly more closely printed than those of the ‘Joan;’ (‘Oh, by all means, closer, W. Wordsworth’) equal ink, and large margins; that is beauty; it may even, under your immediate care, mingle the sublime! And now, my dear Cottle, may God love you and me, who am, with most unauthorish feelings,

Your true friend,

S. T. Coleridge.

P. S. I walked to Linton the day after you left us, and returned on
Saturday. I walked in one day, and returned in one.”
 

A reference is made by Mr. Coleridge, in a letter (p. 177 [Letter starting with “Neither Wordsworth nor myself….” Transcriber.]) to the “caballing, long and loud” against Mr. Wordsworth, and which occasioned him to remove from Somersetshire. To learn the nature of this annoyance, may furnish some little amusement to the reader, while Mr. W. himself will only smile at trifling incidents, that are now, perhaps, scarcely remembered.

Mr. W. had taken the Allfoxden House, near Stowey, for one year, (during the minority of the heir) and the reason why he was refused a continuance, by the ignorant man who had the letting of it, arose, as Mr. Coleridge informed me, from a whimsical cause, or rather a series of causes. The wiseacres of the village had, it seemed, made Mr. W. the subject of their serious conversation. One said that “He had seen him wander about by night, and look rather strangely at the moon! and then, he roamed over the hills, like a partridge.” Another said, “He had heard him mutter, as he walked, in some outlandish brogue, that nobody could understand!” Another said, “It’s useless to talk, Thomas, I think he is what people call a ‘wise man.’” (a conjuror!) Another said, “You are every one of you wrong. I know what he is. We have all met him, tramping away toward the sea. Would any man in his senses, take all that trouble to look at a parcel of water! I think he carries on a snug business in the smuggling line, and, in these journies, is on the look out for some wet cargo!” Another very significantly said, “I know that he has got a private still in his cellar, for I once passed his house, at a little better than a hundred yards distance, and I could smell the spirits, as plain as an ashen fagot at Christmas!” Another said, “However that was, he is surely a desperd French jacobin, for he is so silent and dark, that nobody ever heard him say one word about politics!” And thus these ignoramuses drove from their village, a greater ornament than will ever again be found amongst them.

In order to continue the smile on the reader’s countenance, I may be allowed to state a trifling circumstance, which at this moment forces itself on my recollection.

A visit to Mr. Coleridge, at Stowey, in the year 1797, had been the means of my introduction to Mr. Wordsworth. Soon after our acquaintance had commenced, Mr. W. happened to be in Bristol, and asked me to spend a day or two with him at Allfoxden. I consented, and drove him down in a gig. We called for Mr. Coleridge, Miss Wordsworth, and the servant, at Stowey, and they walked, while we rode on to Mr. W.’s house at Allfoxden, distant two or three miles, where we purposed to dine. A London alderman would smile at our prepation, or bill of fare. It consisted, of philosophers’ viands; namely, a bottle of brandy, a noble loaf, and a stout piece of cheese; and as there were plenty of lettuces in the garden, with all these comforts we calculated on doing very well.

Our fond hopes, however, were somewhat damped, by finding, that our “stout piece of cheese” had vanished! A sturdy rat of a beggar, whom we had relieved on the road, with his olfactories all alive, no doubt, smelt our cheese, and while we were gazing at the magnificent clouds, contrived to abstract our treasure! Cruel tramp! An ill return for our pence! We both wished the rind might not choke him! The mournful fact was ascertained a little before we drove into the courtyard of the house. Mr. Coleridge bore the loss with great fortitude, observing, that we should never starve with a loaf of bread, and a bottle of brandy. He now, with the dexterity of an adept, admired by his friends around, unbuckled the horse, and, putting down the shafts with a jerk, as a triumphant conclusion of his work, lo! the bottle of brandy that had been placed most carefully behind us on the seat, from the force of gravity, suddenly rolled down, and before we could arrest this spirituous avalanche, pitching right on the stones, was dashed to pieces. We all beheld the spectacle, silent and petrified! We might have collected the broken fragments of glass, but the brandy! that was gone! clean gone!

One little untoward thing often follows another, and while the rest stood musing, chained to the place, regaling themselves with the Cogniac effluvium, and all miserably chagrined, I led the horse to the stable, when a fresh perplexity arose. I removed the harness without difficulty, but after many strenuous attempts, I could not get off the collar. In despair, I called for assistance, when aid soon drew near. Mr. Wordsworth first brought his ingenuity into exercise, but after several unsuccessful efforts, he relinquished the achievement, as a thing altogether impracticable. Mr. Coleridge now tried his hand, but showed no more grooming skill than his predecessors; for after twisting the poor horse’s neck almost to strangulation, and to the great danger of his eyes, he gave up the useless task, pronouncing that the horse’s head must have grown, (gout or dropsy!) since the collar was put on! for, he said, it was a downright impossibility for such a huge Os Frontis to pass through so narrow a collar! Just at this instant the servant girl came near, and understanding the cause of our consternation, “La, Master,” said she, “you do not go about the work in the right way. You should do like as this,” when turning the collar completely upside down, she slipped it off in a moment, to our great humiliation and wonderment; each satisfied, afresh, that there were heights of knowledge in the world, to which we had not yet attained.

We were now summoned to dinner, and a dinner it was, such as every blind and starving man in the three kingdoms would have rejoiced to behold. At the top of the table stood a superb brown loaf. The centre dish presented a pile of the true coss lettuces, and at the bottom appeared an empty plate, where the “stout piece of cheese” ought to have stood! (cruel mendicant!) and though the brandy was “clean gone,” yet its place was well, if not better supplied by an abundance of fine sparkling Castalian champagne! A happy thought at this time started into one of our minds, that some condiment would render the lettuces a little more palatable, when an individual in the company, recollected a question, once propounded by the most patient of men, “How can that which is unsavoury be eaten without salt?” and asked for a little of that valuable culinary article. “Indeed, sir,” Betty replied, “I quite forgot to buy salt.” A general laugh followed the announcement, in which our host heartily joined. This was nothing. We had plenty of other good things, and while crunching our succulents, and munching our crusts, we pitied the far worse condition of those, perchance as hungry as ourselves, who were forced to dine, off aether alone. For our next meal, the mile-off village furnished all that could be desired, and these trifling incidents present the sum and the result of half the little passing disasters of life.

The “Lyrical Ballads” were published about Midsummer, 1798. In September of the same year, Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Wordsworth left England for Germany, and I quitted the business of a bookseller. Had I not once been such, this book would never have appeared.

* * * * *
 

The narrative of Mr. Coleridge being concluded to the time when he left Bristol, with Mr. Wordsworth, to visit Germany, I shall now, for the present, leave him; and direct the reader’s attention to Mr. Southey, by introducing a portion of his long-continued correspondence with myself; but it may not be inappropriate to offer a few preliminary remarks: — 

The following letters will exhibit the genuine character of Mr. Southey through the whole of his literary life. In the earlier periods, a playful hilarity will be found; but this buoyancy of spirit, when prevailing to excess, (in the constitutionally cheerful, such as was Mr. S.) is generally modified, if not subdued, by the sobering occurrences of after life. Letters, like the present, possess some peculiar advantages. Whenever, as in this instance, epistles are written through a series of years, to one person, the writer’s mind is presented, under different aspects, while the identity is preserved. This benefit is greatly diminished, when, in a promiscuous correspondence, letters are addressed to a diversity of persons; often of different habits, and pursuits, where the writer must be compelled, occasionally, to moderate his expressions; to submit in some measure to mental restraint, by the necessity he is under to curb the flow of his spontaneous feeling. Besides this freedom from comparative bondage, one other advantage is derived from these continuous, and unconstrained letters to a single friend. A writer, in all his letters, from addressing one, for the most part, of congenial sympathies, expresses himself with less reserve; with more of the interior poured out; and consequently he maintains a freedom from that formality of essay-like sentences, which often resemble beautiful statues, fair, but cold and wanting life.

When, during the Revolutionary war, disgusted with the excesses of the Trench, Mr. Southey saw it right, from a Foxite, to become a Pittite, some who did not know him, ascribed his change of sentiment to unworthy motives; of this number was my esteemed friend the late Rev. John Foster, who whilst freely admitting Mr. Southey’s great attainments and distinguished genius, regarded his mind as injuriously biassed. He thought Mm a betrayer of his political friends. No countervailing effect was produced by affirming his uprightness, and the temperance with which he still spake of those from whom he was compelled to differ. He was told that Mr. Southey was no blind political partisan, but an honest vindicator of what, in his conscience, he believed to be right — that no earthly consideration could have tempted him to swerve from the plain paths of truth and justice. An appeal was made to his writings, which manifested great moderation: and as it respected the Church, the London, and the Baptist Missionary Societies, it might be said, that he courageously stood forth to vindicate them in the Quarterly, at a critical time, when those Societies had been assailed by Sydney Smith, in the Edinburgh Review. All proved unavailing. At length I submitted to Mr. Foster’s inspection, Mr. Southey’s correspondence for more than forty years, where, in the disclosure of the heart’s deepest recesses, the undisguised character distinctly appears. He read, he admired, he recanted. In a letter to myself on returning the MS. he thus wrote: “The letters exhibit Southey as a man of sterling worth, — of sound principles; — faithfulness to old friendship, generosity, and, I trust I may say, genuine religion.” And Mr. F. ever after expressed the same sentiments to his friends. It is confidently hoped that similar instances of unfavourable prepossession, may be corrected by the same means.

In his “Friend” Mr. Coleridge thus refers to his early schemes of
Pantisocracy.
 

     ”Truth I pursued, as fancy led the way
      And wiser men than I went worse astray.”
 

“From my earliest manhood I perceived that if the people at large were neither ignorant nor immoral, there could be no motive for a sudden and violent change of Government; and if they were, there could be no hope but a change for the worse. My feelings and imagination did not remain unkindled in this general conflagration (the French Revolution) and I confess I should be more inclined to be ashamed than proud of myself if they had. I was a sharer in the general vortex, though my little world described the path of its revolution in an orbit of its own. What I dared not expect from constitutions of Government and whole nations, I hoped from religion, and a small company of chosen individuals, formed a plan, as harmless as it was extravagant, of trying the experiment of human perfectibility on the banks of the Susquehannah; where our little society, in its second generation, was to have combined the innocence of the patriarchal age with the knowledge and genuine refinements of European culture; and where I dreamt that in the sober evening of my life, I should behold the cottages of Independence in the undivided dale of liberty,

     ’And oft, soothed sadly by the dirgeful wind
      Muse on the sore ills I had left behind.’
 

Strange fancies! and as vain as strange! Yet to the intense interest and impassioned zeal, which called forth and strained every faculty of my intellect for the organization and defence of this scheme, I owe much of whatever I at present possess, — my clearest insight into the nature of individual man, and my most comprehensive views of his social relations, of the true uses of trade and commerce, and how far the wealth and relative power of nations promote or impede their inherent strength.”

The following is Mr. Coleridge’s estimate of Mr. Southey.

“Southey stands second to no man, either as an historian or as a bibliographer; and when I regard him as a popular essayist, I look in vain for any writer who has conveyed so much information, from so many and such recondite sources, with so many just and original reflections, in a style so lively and poignant, yet so uniformly classical and perspicuous; no one, in short, who has combined so much wisdom, with so much wit; so much truth and knowledge, with so much life and fancy. His prose is always intelligible, and always entertaining. It is Southey’s almost unexampled felicity, to possess the best gifts of talent and genius, free from all their characteristic defects. As son, brother, husband, father, master, friend, he moves with firm, yet light steps, alike unostentatious, and alike exemplary. As a writer he has uniformly made his talents subservient to the best interests of humanity, of public virtue, and domestic piety; his cause has ever been the cause of pure religion, and of liberty, of national independence, and of national illumination.” — Bio. Lit.

The reader has several times heard of Pantisocracy; a scheme perfectly harmless in itself, though obnoxious to insuperable objections. The ingenious devisers of this state of society, gradually withdrew from it their confidence; not in the first instance without a struggle; but cool reflection presented so many obstacles, that the plan, of itself, as the understanding expanded, gradually dissolved into “thin air.” A friend had suggested the expediency of first trying the plan in Wales, but even this less exceptionable theatre of experiment was soon abandoned, and sound sense obtained its rightful empire.

It was mentioned in a former part, that Mr. Southey was the first to abandon the scheme of American colonization; and that, in confirmation, towards the conclusion of 1795, he accompanied his uncle, the Rev. Herbert Hill, Chaplain to the English factory at Lisbon, through some parts of Spain and Portugal; of which occurrence, Mr. S.’s entertaining “Letters” from those countries are the result; bearing testimony to his rapid accumulation of facts, and the accuracy of his observations on persons and things.

The very morning on which Mr. Southey was married to Miss Edith Fricker, he left his wife in the family of kind friends, and set off with his Uncle, to pass through Spain to Lisbon. But this procedure marks the delicacy and the noble character of his mind; as will appear from the following letter, received from him, just before he embarked.

“Falmouth, 1795.

My dear friend,

I have learnt from Lovell the news from Bristol, public and private, and both of an interesting nature. My marriage is become public. You know that its publicity can give me no concern. I have done my duty. Perhaps you may think my motives for marrying (at that time) not sufficiently strong. One, and that to me of great weight, I believe was not mentioned to you. There might have arisen feelings of an unpleasant nature, at the idea of receiving support from one not legally a husband; and (do not show this to Edith) should I perish by shipwreck, or any other casualty, I have relations whose prejudices would then yield to the anguish of affection, and who would then love and cherish, and yield all possible consolation to my widow. Of such an evil there is but a possibility, but against possibility it was my duty to guard.

Farewell,

Yours sincerely,

Robert Southey.”

Mr. Southey having sent me two letters from the Peninsula, they are here presented to the reader.

“Corunna, Dec. 15th, 1795.

Indeed my dear friend, it is strange that you are reading a letter from me now, and not an account of our shipwreck. We left Falmouth on Tuesday mid-day; the wind was fair till the next night, so fair that we were within twelve hours’ sail of Corunna; it then turned round, blew a tempest, and continued so till the middle of Saturday. Our dead lights were up fifty hours, and I was in momentary expectation of death. You know what a situation this is. I forgot my sickness, and though I thought much of the next world, thought more of those at Bristol, who would daily expect letters; daily be disappointed, and at last learn from the newspapers, that the Lauzarotte had never been heard of.

Of all things it is most difficult to understand the optimism of this difference of language; the very beasts of the country do not understand English. Say “poor fellow” to a dog, and he will probably bite you; the cat will come if you call her “Meeth-tha,” but “puss” is an outlandish phrase she has not been accustomed to; last night I went to supper to the fleas, and an excellent supper they made; and the cats serenaded me with their execrable Spanish: to lie all night in Bowling-Green Lane, would be to enjoy the luxury of soft and smooth lying.

At sight of land a general shaving took place; no subject could be better for Bunbury than a Packet cabin taken at such a moment. For me, I am as yet whiskered, for I would not venture to shave on board, and have had no razor on shore till this evening. Custom-house officers are more troublesome here than in England, I have however got everything at last; you may form some idea of the weather we endured; thirty fowls over our head were drowned; the ducks got loose, and ran with a party of half naked Dutchmen into our cabin: ’twas a precious place, eight men lying on a shelf much like a coffin. Mr. Wahrendoff, a Swede, was the whole time with the bason close under his nose.

The bookseller’s shop was a great comfort; the Consul here has paid me particular attentions, and I am to pass to-morrow morning with him, when he will give me some directions concerning Spanish literature. He knows the chief literary men in England, and did know Brissot and Petion. Of the dramatic poet whom Coates’s friend Zimbernatt mentioned as rivalling Shakspeare, I hear nothing; that young Spaniard seems to exaggerate or rather to represent things like a warm-hearted young man, who believes what he wishes. The father-in-law of Tallien is a banker, what you call a clever fellow; another word, says the most sensible man here, for a cheat; the court and the clergy mutually support each other, and their combined despotism is indeed dreadful, yet much is doing; Jardine is very active; he has forwarded the establishment of schools in the Asturias with his Spanish friends. Good night, they are going to supper. Oh, their foul oils and wines!

Tuesday morning. I have heard of hearts as hard as rocks, and stones, and adamants, but if ever I write upon a hard heart, my simile shall be, as inflexible as a bed in a Spanish Posada; we had beef steaks for supper last night, and a sad libel upon beef steaks they were. I wish you could see our room; a bed in an open recess, one just moved from the other corner. Raynsford packing his trunk; Maber shaving himself; tables and chairs; looking-glass hung too high even for a Patagonian, the four evangelists, &c. &c. the floor beyond all filth, most filthy.

I have been detained two hours since I began to write, at the custom house. Mr. Cottle, if there be a custom house to pass through, to the infernal regions, all beyond must be, comparatively, tolerable….

Adieu,

Robert Southey.”

“Lisbon, February 1st, 1796.

‘Certainly, I shall hear from Mr. Cottle, by the first packet’ said I. Now I say, ‘probably I may hear by the next,’ so does experience abate the sanguine expectations of man. What, could you not write one letter? and here am I writing not only to all my friends in Bristol, but to all in England. Indeed I should have been vexed, but that the packet brought a letter from Edith, and the pleasure that gave me, allowed no feeling of vexation. What of ‘Joan?’ Mr. Coates tells me it gains upon the public, but authors seldom hear the plain truth. I am anxious that it should reach a second edition, that I may write a new preface, and enlarge the last book. I shall omit all in the second book which Coleridge wrote.

Bristol deserves panegyric instead of satire. I know of no mercantile place so literary. Here I am among the Philistines, spending my mornings so pleasantly, as books, only books, can make them, and sitting at evening the silent spectator of card playing and dancing. The English here unite the spirit of commerce, with the frivolous amusements of high life. One of them who plays every night (Sundays are not excepted here) will tell you how closely he attends to profit. ‘I never pay a porter for bringing a burthen till the next day,’ says he, ‘for while the fellow feels his back ache with the weight, he charges high; but when he comes the next day the feeling is gone, and he asks only half the money.’ And the author of this philosophical scheme is worth £200,000!

This is a comfortless place, and the only pleasure I find in it, is in looking on to my departure. Three years ago I might have found a friend, Count Leopold Berchtold. This man (foster brother of the Emperor Joseph) is one of those rare characters, who spend their lives in doing good. It is his custom in every country he visits, to publish books in its language, on some subject of practical utility; these he gave away. I have now lying before me the two which he printed in Lisbon; the one is an Essay on the means of preserving life, in the various dangers to which men are daily exposed. The other an Essay on extending the limits of benevolence, not only towards men, but towards animals. His age was about twenty-five; his person and his manners the most polished. My uncle saw more of him than any one, for he used his library; and this was the only house he called at; he was only seen at dinner, the rest of the day was constantly given to study. They who lived in the same house with him, believed him to be the wandering Jew. He spoke all the European languages, had written in all, and was master of the Arabic. From thence he went to Cadiz, and thence to Barbary; no more is known of him.

We felt a smart earthquake the morning after our arrival here. These shocks alarm the Portuguese dreadfully; and indeed it is the most terrifying sensation you can conceive. One man jumped out of bed and ran down to the stable, to ride off almost naked as he was. Another, more considerately put out his candle, ‘because I know,’ said he ‘the fire does more harm than the earthquake.’ The ruins of the great earthquake are not yet removed entirely.

The city is a curious place; a straggling plan; built on the most uneven ground, with heaps of ruins in the middle, and large open places. The streets filthy beyond all English ideas of filth, for they throw everything into the streets, and nothing is removed. Dead animals annoy you at every corner; and such is the indolence and nastiness of the Portuguese, that I verily believe they would let each other rot, in the same manner, if the priests did not get something by burying them. Some of the friars are vowed to wear their clothes without changing for a year; and this is a comfort to them: you will not wonder, therefore, that I always keep to the windward of these reverend perfumers.

The streets are very disagreeable in wet weather. If you walk under the houses you are drenched by the waterspouts; if you attempt the middle, there is a river; if you would go between both, there is the dunghill. The rains here are very violent, and the streams in the streets, on a declivity, so rapid as to throw down men; and sometimes to overset carriages. A woman was drowned some years ago, in one of the most frequented streets of Lisbon. But to walk home at night is the most dangerous adventure, for then the chambermaids shower out the filth into the streets with such profusion, that a Scotchman might fancy himself at Edinburgh. You cannot conceive what a cold perspiration it puts me in, to hear one dashed down just before me; as Thomson says, with a little alteration:

 ”Hear nightly dashed, amid the perilous street,
  The fragrant stink pot.”
 

This furnishes food for innumerable dogs, that belong to nobody, and annoy everybody. If they did not devour it, the quantities would breed a pestilence. In a moonlight night, we see dogs and rats feeding at the same dunghill.

Lisbon is plagued with a very small species of red ant, that swarm over everything in the house. Their remedy for this is, to send for the priest, and exorcise them. The drain from the new convent opens into the middle of the street. An English pigsty is cleaner than the metropolis of Portugal.

To-night I shall see the procession of ‘Our Lord of the Passion.’ This image is a very celebrated one, and with great reason, for one night he knocked at the door of St Roque’s church, and there they would not admit him. After this he walked to the other end of the town, to the church of St. Grace, and there they took him in: but a dispute now arose between the two churches, to which the image belonged; whether to the church which he first chose, or the church that first chose him. The matter was compromised. One church has him, and the other fetches him for their processions, and he sleeps with the latter the night preceding. The better mode for deciding it, had been to place the gentleman between both, and let him walk to which he liked best. What think you of this story being believed in 1796!!!

The power of the Inquisition still exists, though they never exercise it, and thus the Jews save their bacon. Fifty years ago it was the greatest delight of the Portuguese to see a Jew burnt. Geddes, the then chaplain, was present at one of these detestable Auto da Fe’s. He says, ‘the transports expressed by all ages, and all sexes, whilst the miserable sufferers were shrieking and begging mercy for God’s sake, formed a scene more horrible than any out of hell!’ He adds, that ‘this barbarity is not their national character, for no people sympathize so much at the execution of a criminal; but it is the damnable nature of their religion, and the most diabolical spirit of their priests; their celibacy deprives them of the affections of men, and their creed gives them the ferocity of devils.’ Geddes saw one man gagged, because, immediately he came out of the Inquisition gates, he looked up at the sun, whose light for many years had never visited him, and exclaimed, ‘How is it possible for men who behold that glorious orb, to worship any being but him who created it!’ My blood runs cold when I pass that accursed building; and though they do not exercise their power, it is a reproach to human nature that the building should exist.

It is as warm here as in May with you; of course we broil in that month at Lisbon; but I shall escape the hot weather here, as I did the cold weather of England, and quit this place the latter end of April. You will of course see me the third day after my landing at Falmouth, or, if I can get companions in a post-chaise, sooner. This my resolution is like the law of the Medes and Persians, that altereth not. Be so good as to procure for me a set of Coleridge’s ‘Watchman,’ with his Lectures and Poems. I want to write a tragedy here, but can find no leisure to begin it.

Portugal is much plagued with robbers, and they generally strip a man, and leave him to walk home in his birth-day suit. An Englishman was served thus at Almeyda, and the Lisbon magistrates, on his complaint, took up the whole village, and imprisoned them all. Contemplate this people in what light you will, you can never see them in a good one. They suffered their best epic poet to perish for want: and they burned to death their best dramatic writer, because he was a Jew.

Pombal, whose heart was bad, though he made a good minister, reduced the church during his administration. He suffered no persons to enter the convents, and, as the old monks and nuns died, threw two convents into one, and sold the other estates. By this means, he would have annihilated the whole generation of vermin; but the king died, and the queen, whose religion has driven her mad, undid, through the influence of the priests, all that Pombal had done. He escaped with his life, but lived to see his bust destroyed, and all his plans for the improvement of Portugal reversed. He had the interest of his country at heart, and the punishment, added to the regret of having committed so many crimes to secure his power, must almost have been enough for this execrable marquis.

The climate here is delightful, and the air so clear, that when the moon is young, I can often distinguish the whole circle, thus; O. You and Robert may look for this some fine night, but I do not remember ever to have observed it in England. The stars appear more brilliant here, but I often look up at the Pleiades, and remember how much happier I was when I saw them in Bristol. Fare you well. Let me know that my friends remember me….

Robert Southey.”

After the complete reconciliation had taken place with Mr. Coleridge, Mr. Southey in the autumn of 1796, settled in London, and purposed to study the law. From London he sent me the following letter.

“London, Nov. 1796.

My dear friend,

I am now entering on a new way of life which will lead me to independence. You know that I neither lightly undertake any scheme, nor lightly abandon what I have undertaken. I am happy because I have no want, and because the independence I labour to attain, and of attaining which, my expectations can hardly be disappointed, will leave me nothing to wish. I am indebted to you, Cottle, for the comforts of my later time. In my present situation I feel a pleasure in saying thus much.

Thank God! Edith comes on Monday next. I say Thank God, for I have never since my return from Portugal, been absent from her so long before, and sincerely hope and intend never to be so again. On Tuesday we shall be settled, and on Wednesday my legal studies begin in the morning, and I shall begin with ‘Madoc’ in the evening. Of this it is needless to caution you to say nothing; as I must have the character of a lawyer; and though I can and will unite the two pursuits, no one would credit the possibility of the union. In two years the Poem shall be finished, and the many years it must lie by will afford ample time for correction.

I have declined being a member of a Literary Club, which meet at the Chapter Coffee House, and of which I had been elected a member. Surely a man does not do his duty who leaves his wife to evenings of solitude; and I feel duty and happiness to be inseparable. I am happier at home than any other society can possibly make me. With Edith I am alike secure from the wearisomeness of solitude, and the disgust which I cannot help feeling at the contemplation of mankind, and which I do not wish to suppress.

Here is a great deal about myself, and nothing about those whom I have seen in London, and of whom we have all heard in the country. I will make a report upon them in my next letter. God bless you.

Yours sincerely,

Robert Southey.”

Letter from Robert Southey, to Amos Cottle, Magdalen College, Cambridge.

“London, Feb. 28, 1797.

20, Prospect Place, Newington Butts.

… Here I am travelling on in the labyrinth of the law; and though I had rather make books myself than read the best lawyer’s composition, I am getting on cheerfully, and steadily, and well.

While you are amusing yourself with mathematics, and I lounging over the law, the political and commercial world are all in alarm and confusion. I cannot call myself a calm witness of all this, for I sit by the fireside, hear little about it, think less, and see nothing; ‘all hoping, and expecting all in patient faith.’ Tranquillity of mind is a blessing too valuable to sacrifice for all the systems man has ever established. My day of political enthusiasm is over. I know what is right, and as I see that everything is wrong, care more about the changing of the wind, lest it should make the chimney smoke, than for all the empires of Europe….”

“London, 1797.

My dear friend,

… I physiognomise everything, even the very oysters may be accurately judged by their shells. I discovered this at Lisbon, where they are all deformed, hump-backed, and good for nothing. Is it not possible by the appearance of a river to tell what fish are in it? In the slow sluggish stream you will find the heavy chub. In the livelier current, the trout and the pike. If a man loves prints you have an excellent clue to his character; take for instance, the inventory of mine at College: — Four views of the ruins at Rome; Charles Fox; Belisarius; Niobe; and four Landscapes of Poussin; and Claude Lorraine. These last are of constant source of pleasure. I become acquainted with the inhabitants in every house, and know every inch of ground in the prospect. They have formed for me many a pleasant day-dream. I can methodise these into a little poem. I am now settled; my books are organised; and this evening I set off on my race.

We have a story of a ghost here, who appears to the watchman, — the spirit of a poor girl, whose life was abandoned, and her death most horrible. I am in hopes it may prove true! as I have a great love for apparitions. They make part of the poetical creed. Fare you well.

Sincerely yours,

To Joseph Cottle.

Robert Southey.”

“London, March 6, 1797.

… I am inclined to complain heavily of you, Cottle. Here am I committing grand larceny on my time, in writing to you; and you, who might sit at your fire, and write me huge letters, have not found time to fill even half a sheet. As you may suppose, I have enough of employment. I work like a negro at law, and therefore neglect nothing else, for he who never wastes time has always time enough.

I have to see many of the London lions, or literati, George Dyer is to take me to Mary Hayes, Miss Christal, and Taylor, the Pagan, my near neighbour. You shall have my physiognomical remarks upon them. I hate this city more and more, although I see little of it. You do not know with what delight I anticipate a summer in Wales, and I hope to spend the summer of the next year there, and to talk Welsh most gutturally. I shall see Meirion this week, whose real name is William Owen. He is the author of the new Welsh dictionary, a man of uncommon erudition, and who ought to esteem me for Madoc’s sake. Fare you well. Remember me to all friends. God bless you.

Yours sincerely,

Robert Southey.”

“… Perhaps you will be surprised to hear, that of all the lions of literati that I have seen here, there is not one whose countenance has not some unpleasant trait. Mary Imlay is the best, infinitely the best. The only fault in it, is an expression somewhat similar to what the prints of Horne Tooke display; an expression indicating superiority, not haughtiness, not conceit, not sarcasm, in Mary Imlay, but still it is unpleasant. Her eyes are light brown, and though the lid of one of them is affected by a slight paralysis, they are the most meaning I ever saw. Her complexion is dark, sun-burnt, and her skin a little cracked, for she is near forty, and affliction has borne harder on her than years; but her manners are the most pleasing I ever witnessed, they display warm feeling, and strong understanding; and the knowledge she has acquired of men and manners, ornaments, not disguises, her own character. I have given an unreserved opinion of Mrs. Barbauld to Charles Danvers.

While I was with George Dyer one morning last week, Mary Hayes and Miss Christal entered, and the ceremony of introduction followed. Mary Hayes writes in the New Monthly Magazine, under the signature of M. H., and sometimes writes nonsense there about Helvetius. She has lately published a novel, ‘Emma Courtney,’ a book much praised and much abused. I have not seen it myself, but the severe censure passed on it by persons of narrow mind, have made me curious, and convinced me that it is at least an uncommon book. Mary Hayes is an agreeable woman and a Godwinite. Now if you will read Godwin’s book with attention, we will determine between us, in what light to consider that sectarian title. As for Godwin himself, he has large noble eyes, and a nose, — oh, most abominable nose! Language is not vituperative enough to express the effect of its downward elongation. He loves London, literary society, and talks nonsense about the collision of mind, and Mary Hayes echoes him.

But Miss Christal, have you seen her Poems? A fine, artless, sensible girl. Now, Cottle, that word sensible must not be construed here in its dictionary acceptation. Ask a Frenchman what it means, and he will understand it, though, perhaps, he can by no circumlocution explain its French meaning. Her heart is alive. She loves poetry. She loves retirement. She loves the country. Her verses are very incorrect, and the literary circle say, she has no genius, but she has genius, Joseph Cottle, or there is no truth in physiognomy. Gilbert Wakefield came in while I was disputing with Mary Hayes upon the moral effects of towns. He has a most critic-like voice, as if he had snarled himself hoarse. You see I like the women better than the men. Indeed they are better animals in general, perhaps because more is left to nature in their education. Nature is very good, but God knows there is very little of it left.

I wish you were within a morning’s walk, but I am always persecuted by time and space. Robert Southey, and law, and poetry, make up an odd kind of tri-union. We jog on easily together, and I advance with sufficient rapidity in Blackstone, and ‘Madoc.’ I hope to finish my poem, and to begin my practice in about two years.

God bless you.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“… I am running a race with the printers again: translating a work from the French: ‘Necker on the French Revolution,’ vol. II. Dr. Aikin and his son translate the 1st volume. My time is wholly engrossed by the race, for I run at the rate of sixteen pages a day; as hard going as sixteen miles for a hack horse. About sixteen days more will complete it.

There is no necessity for my residing in London till the close of the autumn. Therefore after keeping the next term, which may be kept the first week in May, I intend to go into the country for five months; probably near the sea, at the distance of one day’s journey from London, for the convenience of coming up to keep the Trinity Term. This will not increase my expenses, though it will give me all the pleasure of existence which London annihilates. God bless you,

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“My dear Cottle,

… George Dyer gave me what he calls his ‘Crotchet,’ and what I call an indifferent poem. Said he to me, ‘I could not bring in Wordsworth, and Lloyd, and Lamb, but I put them in a note.’ That man is all benevolence.

If, which is probable, we go to Hampshire, I shall expect to see you there. It is an easy day’s ride from Bristol to Southampton; but I shall lay before you a correct map of the road when all is settled.

I have seen your Dr. Baynton’s book. It is vilely written; but the theory, seems good, (that of bandaging wounded legs) My friend Carlisle means to try it at the Westminster Hospital. I was somewhat amused at seeing a treatise on sore legs, printed on wove paper, and hot pressed.

I met Townsend, the Spanish traveller, a few days since at Carlisle’s. He flattered me most unpleasantly on ‘Joan of Arc.’ Townsend is much taller than I am, and almost as thin. He invited me to Pewsey, and I shall breakfast with him soon. He is engaged in a work of immense labour; the origin of languages. I do not like him; he is too polite to be sincere.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

The late George Dyer, referred to by Mr. Southey, was an University man who exercised his talents chiefly in writing for the Periodicals. His chief work was “The History of the Halls and Colleges of Cambridge.” He published also several small works. The Poem, referred to above, was complimentary, in which he noticed most of his literary friends. The way in which he “brought in” the author of the “Pleasures of Memory” was, very properly putting wit before wealth,

“Was born a banker, and then rose a bard,”

George Dyer was sincere, and had great simplicity of manners, so that he was a favourite with all his friends. No man in London encouraged so much as he did, Bloomfield, the author of the “Farmer’s Boy;” and he was equally prepared with kind offices for every body. He had some odd fancies, one of which was, that men ought to live more sparingly and drink plenty of water-gruel. By carrying this wholesome precept on one occasion, rather too far, he unhappily reduced himself to death’s door. Charles Lamb told me, that having once called on him, at his room in Clifford’s Inn, he found a little girl with him, (one of his nieces) whom he was teaching to sing hymns.

Mr. Coleridge related to me a rather ludicrous circumstance concerning George Dyer, which Charles Lamb had told him, the last time he passed through London. Charles Lamb had heard that George Dyer was very ill, and hastened to see him. He found him in an emaciated state, shivering over a few embers. “Ah!” said George, as Lamb entered, “I am glad to see you. You wont have me here long. I have just written this letter to my young nephews and nieces, to come immediately and take a final leave of their uncle.” Lamb found, on inquiry, that he had latterly been living on water-gruel, and a low starving diet, and readily divined the cause of his maladies. “Come,” said Lamb, “I shall take you home immediately to my house, and I and my sister will nurse you.” “Ah!” said George Dyer, “it wont do.” The hackney coach was soon at the door, and as the sick man entered it, he said to Lamb, “Alter the address, and then send the letter with all speed to the poor children.” “I will,” said Lamb, “and at the same time call the doctor.”

George Dyer was now seated by Charles Lamb’s comfortable fire, while Lamb hastened to his medical friend, and told him that a worthy man was at his house who had almost starved himself on water-gruel. “You must come,” said he, “directly, and prescribe some kitchen stuff, or the poor man will be dead. He wont take any thing from me; he says, ’tis all useless.” Away both the philanthropists hastened, and Charles Lamb, anticipating what would be required, furnished himself, on the road, with a pound of beef steaks. The doctor now entered the room, and advancing towards his patient, felt his pulse, and asked him a few questions; when, looking grave, he said, “Sir, you are in a very dangerous way,” “I know it Sir, I know it Sir,” said George Dyer. The Dr. replied, “Sir, yours is a very peculiar case, and if you do not implicitly follow my directions, you will die of atrophy before to-morrow morning. It is the only possible chance of saving your life. You must directly make a good meal off beef-steaks, and drink the best part of a pot of porter.” “Tis too late,” said George, but “I’ll eat, I’ll eat.” The doctor now withdrew, and so nicely had Lamb calculated on results, that the steaks were all this time broiling on the fire! and, as though by magic, the doctor had scarcely left the room, when the steaks and the porter were both on the table.

Just as George Dyer had begun voraciously to feast on the steaks, his young nephews and nieces entered the room crying. “Good bye, my dears,” said George, taking a deep draught of the porter. “You wont see me much longer.” After a few mouthfuls of the savoury steak, he further said, “be good children, when I am gone.” Taking another draught of the porter, he continued, “mind your books, and don’t forget your hymns.” “We wont,” answered a little shrill silvery voice, from among the group, “we wont, dear Uncle.” He now gave them all a parting kiss; when the children retired in a state of wonderment, that “sick Uncle” should be able to eat and drink so heartily. “And so,” said Lamb, in his own peculiar phraseology “at night, I packed up his little nipped carcass snug in bed, and, after stuffing him for a week, sent him home as plump as a partridge.”

“April, 26, 1797.

“… I have finished Necker this morning, and return again to my regular train of occupation. Would that digging potatoes were amongst them! and if I live a dozen years, you shall eat potatoes of my digging: but I must think now of the present.

Some Mr. —— sent me a volume of his poems, last week. I read his book: it was not above mediocrity. He seems very fond of poetry and even to a superstitious reverence of Thompson’s ‘old table,’ and even of Miss Seward, whose MS. he rescued from the printer. I called on him to thank him, and was not sorry to find him not at home. But the next day a note arrived with more praise. He wished my personal acquaintance, and ‘trusts I shall excuse the frankness which avows, that it would gratify his feelings to receive a copy of ‘Joan of Arc, from the author.’ I thought this, to speak tenderly, not a very modest request, but there is a something in my nature which prevents me from silently displaying my sentiments, if that display can give pain, and so I answered his note, and sent him the book. He writes sonnets to Miss Seward, and Mr. Hayley; enough to stamp him ‘blockhead.’

Carlisle and I, instead of our neighbours’ ‘Revolutionary Tribunal,’ mean to erect a physiognomical one, and as transportation is to be the punishment, instead of guillotining, we shall put the whole navy in requisition to carry off all ill-looking fellows, and then we may walk London streets without being jostled. You are to be one of the Jury, and we must get some good limner to take down the evidence. Witnesses will be needless. The features of a man’s face will rise up in judgment against him; and the very voice that pleads ‘Not Guilty,’ will be enough to convict the raven-toned criminal.

I sapped last night with Ben. Flower, of Cambridge, at Mr. P.’s, and never saw so much coarse strength in a countenance. He repeated to me an epigram on the dollars which perhaps you may not have seen.

 To make Spanish dollars with Englishmen pass,
  Stamp the head of a fool, on the tail of an ass.
 

This has a coarse strength rather than a point. Danvers tells me that you have written to Herbert Croft. Give me some account of your letter. Let me hear from you, and tell me how you all are, and what is going on in the little world of Bristol. God bless you.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.

“… We dine with Mary Wolstoncroft (now Godwin) to-morrow. Oh! he has a foul nose! I never see it without longing to cut it off. By the by, Dr. Hunter (the murderer of St. Pierre)  told me that I had exactly Lavater’s nose, to my no small satisfaction, for I did not know what to make of that protuberance, or promontory of mine. I could not compliment him. He has a very red drinking face: little good humoured eyes, with the skin drawn up under them, like cunning and short-sightedness united. I saw Dr. Hunter again yesterday. I neither like him, nor his wife, nor his son, nor his daughter, nor any thing that is his. To night I am to meet Opie. God bless you. Edith’s love.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“May, 1797.

My dear Cottle,

… Opie indeed is a very extraordinary man. I have now twice seen him. Without any thing of politeness, his manners are pleasing, though their freedom is out of the common; and his conversation, though in a half-uttered, half-Cornish, half-croak, is interesting. There is a strange contrast between his genius, which is not confined to painting, and the vulgarity of his appearance, — his manners, and sometimes of his language. You will however easily conceive that a man who can paint like Opie, must display the same taste on other subjects. He is very fond of Spenser. No author furnishes so many pictures, he says. You may have seen his ‘Britomart delivering Amoret.’ He has begun a picture from Spenser, — which he himself thinks his best design, but it has remained untouched for three years. The outline is wonderfully fine. It is the delivery of Serena from the Salvages, by Calepine. You will find the story in the 6th book of the ‘Fairy Queen.’ The subject has often struck me as being fit for the painter.

I saw Dr. Gregory (Biographer of Chatterton) to-day; a very brown-looking man, of most pinquescent, and full-moon cheeks. There is much tallow in him. I like his wife, and perhaps him too, but his Christianity is of an intolerant order, and he affects a solemnity when talking of it, which savours of the high priest. When he comes before the physiognomical tribunal, we must melt him down. He is too portly. God bless you….

Yours truly,

Robert Southey.”

May, 1797.

“… I fancy you see no hand-writing so often as mine. I have been much pleased with your letter to Herbert Croft. I was at Dr. Gregory’s last night. He has a nasal twang, right priestly in its note. He said he would gladly abridge his life of Chatterton, if I required it. But it is a bad work, and Coleridge should write a new one, or if he declines it, let it devolve on me. They knew Miss Wesley, daughter of Charles Wesley, with whom I once dined at your house. She told them, had he not prematurely died, that she was going to be married to John Henderson. Is this true?

I have a treasure for you. A ‘Treatise on Miracles,’ written by John Henderson, your old tutor, for Coleridge’s brother George, and given to me by a pupil of his, John May, a Lisbon acquaintance, and a very valuable one. John May is anxious for a full life of John Henderson. You should get Agutter’s papers. You ought also to commit to paper all you know concerning him, and all you can collect, that the documents may remain, if you decline it. If the opportunity pass, he will die without his fame.

I have lost myself in the bottomless profundity of Gilbert’s papers. Fire, and water, and cubes, and sybils, and Mother Church, &c. &c. Poor fellow. I have been introduced to a man, not unlike him in his ideas, — Taylor the Pagan, a most devout Heathen! who seems to have some hopes of me. He is equally unintelligible, but his eye has not that inexpressible wildness, which sometimes half-terrified us in Gilbert.”

“Christ Church, June 14, 1797.

“… I am in a place I like: the awkwardness of introduction over, and the acquaintance I have made here pleasant…. Your letter to Herbert Croft has made him some enemies here. I wish much to see you on that business. Bad as these times are for literature, a subscription might be opened now with great success, for Mrs. Newton (Chatterton’s sister) and the whole statement of facts ought to be published in the prospectus.

Time gallops with me. I am at work now for the Monthly Magazine, upon Spanish poetry. If we are unsuccessful here (in suiting ourselves with a house) I purpose writing to Wordsworth, and asking him if we can get a place in his neighbourhood. If not, down we go to Dorsetshire. Oh, for a snug island in the farthest of all seas, surrounded by the highest of all rocks, where I and some ten or twelve more might lead the happiest of all possible lives, totally secluded from the worst of all possible monsters, man….”

“Christ Church, June 18, 1797.

“… The main purport of my writing is to tell you that we have found a house for the next half year. If I had a mind to affect the pastoral style, I might call it a cottage; but, in plain English, it is exactly what it expresses. We have got a sitting-room, and two bed-rooms, in a house which you may call a cottage if you like it, and that one of these bed-rooms is ready for you, and the sooner you take possession of it the better. You must let me know when you come that I may meet you.

So you have had Kosciusco with you, (in Bristol) and bitterly do I regret not having seen him. If he had remained one week longer in London, I should have seen him; and to have seen Kosciusco would have been something to talk of all the rest of one’s life.

We have a congregation of rivers here, the clearest you ever saw: plenty of private boats too. We went down to the harbour on Friday, in Mr. Rickman’s; a sensible young man, of rough, but mild manners, and very seditious. He and I rowed, and Edith was pilot.

God bless you.

Yours affectionately.

Robert Southey.”

Mr. Rickman afterwards acquired some celebrity. He became private secretary to the prime minister, Mr. Perceval, and afterwards for many years, was one of the clerks of the House of Commons. He published also, in 4to, a creditable Life of Telford, the great engineer, and officially conducted the first census, (1800) a most laborious undertaking. The second census, (1810) was conducted in a very efficient way, by Mr. Thomas Poole, whose name often appears in this work, appointed through the influence of Mr. Rickman.

“London, Dec. 14, 1797.

My dear Cottle,

I found your parcel on my return from a library belonging to the Dissenters, (Dr. Williams’s Library) in Redcross-street, from which, by permission of Dr. Towers, I brought back books of great importance for my ‘Maid of Orleans.’ A hackney coach horse turned into a field of grass, falls not more eagerly to a breakfast which lasts the whole day, than I attacked the old folios, so respectably covered with dust. I begin to like dirty rotten binding, and whenever I get among books, pass by the gilt coxcombs, and disturb the spiders. But you shall hear what I have got. A latin poem in four long books; on ‘Joan of Arc;’ very bad, but it gives me a quaint note or two, and Valerandus Valerius is a fine name for a quotation. A small 4to, of the ‘Life of the Maid’, chiefly extracts from forgotten authors, printed at Paris, 1712, with a print of her on horseback. A sketch of her life by Jacobus Philippus Bergomensis, — bless the length of his erudite name.

John May, and Carlisle, (surgeon) were with me last night, and we struck out a plan, which, if we can effect it, will be of great use. It is to be called the ‘Convalescent Asylum’; and intended to receive persons who are sent from the hospitals; as the immediate return to unwholesome air, bad diet, and all the loathsomeness of poverty, destroys a very great number. The plan is to employ them in a large garden, and it is supposed in about three years, the institution would pay itself, on a small scale for forty persons. The success of one, would give birth to many others. C. W. W. Wynn enters heartily into it. We meet on Saturday again, and as soon as the plan is at all digested, Carlisle means to send it to Dr. Beddoes, for his inspection. We were led to this by the circumstance of finding a poor woman, almost dying for want, who is now rapidly recovering in the hospital, under Carlisle.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“1798.

My dear Cottle,

In the list of the killed and wounded of the ‘Mars,’ you saw the name of Bligh, a midshipman. I remember rejoicing at the time, that it was not a name I knew. Will you be surprised that the object of this letter is to require your assistance in raising some little sum for the widow of this man.

I cannot express to you how deep and painful an interest I take in the history of this man. My brother Tom, an officer in the same ship, loved him; and well he might, for poor Bligh was a man, who, out of his midshipman’s pay, allowed his wife and children thirteen pounds a year. He wished to be made master’s mate, that he might make the sum twenty pounds, and then he said they would be happy. He was a man about thirty-five years of age; an unlettered man, of strong natural powers, and of a heart, of which a purer, and a better, never lived. I could tell you anecdotes of him that would make your eyes overflow, like mine. Surely, Cottle, there will be no difficulty in sending his poor wife some little sum. Five guineas would be much to her. We will give one, and I will lay friends in London under contribution. God bless you.

Yours truly,

Robert Southey.”

“Hereford, 1798.

My dear Cottle,

My time here has been completely occupied in riding about the country. I have contrived to manufacture one eclogue, and that is all; but the exercise of riding has jostled a good many ideas into my brain, and I have plans enough for long leisure. You know my tale of the ‘Adite’ in the garden of Irem. I have tacked it on to an old plan of mine upon the destruction of the Domdanyel, and made the beginning, middle, and end. There is a tolerable skeleton formed. It will extend to ten or twelve books, and they appear to me to possess much strong conception in the Arabian manner. It will at least prove that I did not reject machinery in my Epics, because I could not wield it. This only forms part of a magnificent project, which I do not despair of one day completing, in the destruction of the ‘Domdanyel.’ My intention is, to show off all the splendor of the Mohammedan belief. I intend to do the same to the Runic, and Oriental systems; to preserve the costume of place as well as of religion.

I have been thinking that though we have been disappointed of our Welsh journey, a very delightful pilgrimage is still within our reach. Suppose you were to meet me at Boss. We go thence down the Wye to Monmouth. On the way are Goodrich castle, the place where Henry V. was nursed; and Arthur’s cavern. Then there is Ragland Castle somewhere thereabout, and we might look again at Tintern. I should like this much. The Welsh mail from Bristol, comes every day through Boss; we can meet there. Let me hear from you, and then I will fix the day, and we will see the rocks and woods in all their beauty. God bless you.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“Exeter, Sept. 22, 1799.

My dear Cottle,

… You will, I hope, soon have a cargo to send me of your own, for the second volume of the ‘Anthology’ and some from Davy. If poor Mrs. Yearsley were living I should like much to have her name there. As yet I have only Coleridge’s pieces, and my own, amounting to eighty or one hundred pages. ‘Thalaba, the Destroyer’ is progressing.

There is a poem called ‘Geber’ of which I know not whether my review of it, in the Critical’ be yet printed, but in that review you will find some of the most exquisite poetry in the language. The poem is such as Gilbert, if he were only half as mad as he is, could have written. I would go a hundred miles to see the (anonymous) author.

There are some worthies in Exeter, with whom I have passed some pleasant days, but the place is miserably bigoted. Would you believe that there are persons here who still call the Americans ‘the Rebels’ Exeter is the filthiest town in England; a gutter running down the middle of every street and lane. We leave on Monday week. I shall rejoice to breathe fresh air. Exeter, however, has the best collection of old books for sale, of any town out of London.

I have lately made up my mind to undertake one great historical work, the ‘History of Portugal,’ but for this, and for many other noble plans, I want uninterrupted leisure; time wholly my own, and not frittered away by little periodical employments. My working at such work is Columbus serving before the mast. God bless you.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“Falmouth, 1800.

My dear Cottle,

Our journey here was safe, but not without accidents. We found the packet, by which we were to sail, detained by the wind, and we are watching it with daily anxiety.

A voyage is a serious thing, and particularly an outward-bound voyage. The hope of departure is never an exhilarating hope. Inns are always comfortless, and the wet weather that detains us at Falmouth, imprisons us. Dirt, noise, restlessness, expectation, impatience, — fine cordials for the spirits!

Devonshire is an ugly county. I have no patience with the cant of travellers, who so bepraise it. They have surely slept all the way through Somersetshire. Its rivers are beautiful, very beautiful, but nothing else. High hills, all angled over with hedges, and no trees. Wide views, and no object. I have heard a good story of our friend, Charles Fox. When his house, at this place, was on fire, he found all effort to save it useless, and being a good draughtsman, he went up the next hill to make a drawing of the fire! the best instance of philosophy I ever heard.

I have received letters from Rickman and Coleridge. Coleridge talks of flaying Sir Herbert Croft. This may not be amiss. God bless you. I shake you mentally by the hand, and when we shake hands bodily, trust that you will find me a repaired animal, with a head fuller of knowledge, and a trunk full of manuscripts. Tell Davy this Cornwall is such a vile county, that nothing but its merit, as his birth-place, redeems it from utter execration. I have found in it nothing but rogues, restive horses, and wet weather; and neither Pilchards, White-ale, or Squab-pie, were to be obtained! Last night I dreamt that Davy had killed himself by an explosion. Once more, God bless you.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.

Mr. Southey, in this second visit to Lisbon, sent me the following poetical letter, which, for ease, vivacity, and vigorous description, stands at the head of that class of compositions. A friendly vessel, mistaken for a French privateer, adds to the interest. In one part, the poet conspicuously bursts forth.

“Lisbon, May 9th, 1800.

     Dear Cottle, d’ye see,
      In writing to thee,
      I do it in rhyme,
      That I may save time,
      Determin’d to say,
      Without any delay,
      Whatever comes first,
      Whether best or worst.
      Alack for me!
      When I was at sea,
      For I lay like a log,
      As sick as a dog,
      And whoever this readeth,
      Will pity poor Edith:
      Indeed it was shocking,
      The vessel fast rocking,
      The timbers all creaking,
      And when we were speaking,
      It was to deplore
      That we were not on shore,
  And to vow we would never go voyaging more.
 

       The fear of our fighting,
      Did put her a fright in,
      And I had alarms
      For my legs and my arms.
      When the matches were smoking,
      I thought ’twas no joking,
      And though honour and glory
      And fame were before me,
      ’Twas a great satisfaction,
      That we had not an action,
      And I felt somewhat bolder,
  When I knew that my head might remain on my shoulder.
 

       But O! ’twas a pleasure,
      Exceeding all measure,
      On the deck to stand,
      And look at the land;
      And when I got there,
      I vow and declare,
      The pleasure was even
      Like getting to heaven!
      I could eat and drink,
      As you may think;
      I could sleep at ease,
      Except for the fleas,
      But still the sea-feeling, — 
      The drunken reeling,
      Did not go away
      For more than a day:
      Like a cradle, the bed
      Seemed to rock my head,
      And the room and the town,
      Went up and down.
 

     My Edith here,
      Thinks all things queer,
    And some things she likes well;
      But then the street
      She thinks not neat,
    And does not like the smell.
      Nor do the fleas
      Her fancy please
    Although the fleas like her;
      They at first vie w
      Fell merrily too,
    For they made no demur.
      But, O, the sight!
      The great delight!
    From this my window, west!
      This view so fine,
      This scene divine!
    The joy that I love best!
      The Tagus here,
      So broad and clear,
    Blue, in the clear blue noon — 
      And it lies light,
      All silver white,
    Under the silver moon!
      Adieu, adieu,
      Farewell to you,
    Farewell, my friend so dear,
      Write when you may,
      I need not say,
    How gladly we shall hear.
      I leave off rhyme,
      And so next time,
    Prose writing you shall see;
      But in rhyme or prose,
      Dear Joseph knows
    The same old friend in me,
 

Robert Southey.”

* * * * *
 

* * * * *
 

“Portugal, Cintra, July, 1800.

My dear Cottle,

I write at a five minutes’ notice. The unforeseen and unlucky departure of my only friend gives me occasion for this letter, and opportunity to send it. It is Miss Barker Congreve. She is a woman of uncommon talents, with whom we have been wandering over these magnificent mountains, till she made the greatest enjoyment of the place. I feel a heavier depression of spirits at losing her than I have known since Tom left me at Liskard.

We are at Cintra: I am well and active, in better health than I have long known, and till to-day, in uninterrupted gaiety at heart. I am finishing the eleventh book of ‘Thalaba’ and shall certainly have written the last before this reaches you. My Bristol friends have neglected me. Danvers has not written, and Edith is without a line from either of her sisters.

My desk is full of materials for the literary history which will require only the labour of arrangement and translation, on my return. I shall have the knowledge for the great work; and my miscellaneous notes will certainly swell into a volume of much odd and curious matter. Pray write to me. You know not how I hunger and thirst for Bristol news. I long to be among you. If I could bring this climate to Bristol, it would make me a new being: but I am in utter solitude of all rational society; in a state of mental famine, save that I feed on rocks and woods, and the richest banquet nature can possibly offer to her worshippers. God bless you.

Abuse Danvers for me. Remember me to Davy, and all friendly inquirers.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.

P. S. — …. The zeal of the Methodists and their itinerant preachers, has reprieved for half a century the system; but you must be aware, that sooner or later, the Church of England will absorb all those sects that differ only in discipline. The comfortable latitude that takes in the Calvinist and the Arminian, must triumph. The Catholic system will perhaps, last the longest; and bids fair to continue as a political establishment, when all its professors shall laugh at its absurdity. Destroy its monastic orders, and marry the priests, and the rest is a pretty puppet-show, with the idols, and the incense, and the polytheism, and the pomp of paganism. God bless you.

R. S.”
 

“Bristol, Aug. 1802.

Dear Cottle,

Well done good and faithful editor. I suspect that it is fortunate for the edition of Chatterton, that its care has devolved upon you.

The note with which you preface ‘Burgum’s Pedigree’ need not come to me, as the M.S. is yours, whatever inferences may be drawn from it, will be by you. Add your name at the end to give it the proper authority. I shall know how to say enough, in the preface, about all other aiders and abetters, but it will not be easy to mention such a ringleader as yourself in words of adequate acknowledgment.

What you have detected in the ‘Tournament’ I have also observed in Barrett, in the omission of a passage of bombast connected with one of the accounts of the Bristol churches. Your copy of the ‘Tournament’ being in Chatterton’s own hand-writing is surely the best authority. We are now of one opinion, that Chatterton and Rowley are one.

I am glad to hear that you have discovered anything worth printing in the British Museum. Doubtless, if you think it worth printing, others will do the same, and it is not our fault, if it be dull or an imperfect work. I transcribed page after page of what would have been worth little if genuine, and not being genuine, is worth nothing. This refers only to the local antiquities, and false deeds of gift, &c. I made a catalogue, and left it with you. Why say, ‘I hope you will not take it amiss.’ I am as ready to thank you for supplying any negligence of mine, as any one else can be. I should have wished for more engravings, but we have gone to the bounds of expense and trouble, in this gratuitous, but pleasant effort to benefit the family of Bristol’s most illustrious bard. Why did you not sign your notes? I can now only say, that much, indeed most of the trouble has devolved on yon. J. C. at the end of each note, would have showed how much.

I have seen Cattcott. Chatterton had written to Clayfield that he meant to destroy himself. Clayfield called on Barrett to communicate his uneasiness about the young lad. ‘Stay,’ said Barrett, ‘and hear what he will say to me.’ Chatterton was sent for. Barrett talked to him on the guilt and folly of suicide. Chatterton denied any intention of the kind, or any conversation to that import. Clayfield came from the closet with the letter in his hand, and asked, ‘Is not this your hand-writing?’ Chatterton then, in a state of confusion, fell upon his knees, and heard in sullen silence, the suitable remarks on his conduct. God bless you.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“Bristol, Sept. 1802.

Dear Cottle,

I was from home, looking out for a habitation in Wales, when your letter arrived. My journey was so far successful, that I am in treaty for a house, eight miles from Neath, in the mountains, a lovely spot, exactly such as will suit my wishes….”

In a letter received from Mr. Southey, Aug. 25, 1805, he says, “I have neither seen, nor heard, of ‘Foster’s Essays’; nor do I remember to have heard you mention him. Certainly, on your recommendation, I shall either buy or borrow the work. But no new book ever reaches these mountains, except such as come to me to be killed off.”

Mr. Southey mentioned to me the last time I saw him, the jeopardy in which he had recently been placed, through his ‘killing off’; and from which danger he was alone saved by his anonymous garb. He said he had found it necessary in reviewing a book, written by a native of the emerald isle, to treat it with rather unwonted severity, such as it richly deserved. A few days after the critique had appeared, he happened to call on a literary friend, in one of the inns of court. They were conversing on this work, and the incompetence of the writer, when the author, a gigantic Irishman entered the room, in a great rage, and vowing vengeance against the remorseless critic. Standing very near Mr. Southey, he raised his huge fist, and exclaimed, “And, if I knew who it was, I’d hate him!” Mr. S. observed a very profound silence, and not liking the vicinity of a volcano, quietly retired, reserving his laugh for a less hazardous occasion.

Mr. Southey in a letter, June 18, 1807, thus expresses himself. “… Beyond the fascinations of poetry, there is a calmer and steadier pleasure in acquiring and communicating the knowledge of what has been, and of what is. I am passionately fond of history, even when I have been delighted with the act of poetical composition. The recollection that all was fable in the story with which I have exerted myself, frequently mingled with the delight. I am better pleased in rendering justice to the mighty dead; with the holding up to the world, of kings, conquerors, heroes, and saints, not as they have been usually held up, but as they really are, good or evil, according to the opinion formed of them, by one who has neither passion, prejudice, nor interest, of any kind to mislead his mind.

There is a delight in recording great actions, and, though of a different kind, in execrating bad ones, beyond anything which Poetry can give, when it departs from historical truth. There is also a sense of power, even beyond what the poet, creator as he is, can exercise. It is before my earthly tribunal, that these mighty ones are brought for judgment. Centuries of applause, trophies, and altars, or canonizations, or excommunications, avail nothing with me. No former sentences are cognizable in my court. The merits of the case are all I look to, and I believe I have never failed to judge of the actions by themselves, and of the actor by his motives; and to allow manners, opinions, circumstances, &c., their full weight in extenuation. What other merit my historical works may have, others must find out for themselves, but this will I vouch for, that never was the heart of any historian fuller of purer opinions; and that never any one went about his work with more thorough industry, or more thorough good-will.

Your account of Churchey is very amusing, I should like to see the pamphlet of which you speak. God bless you.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“Keswick, March 16, 1810.

My dear Cottle,

I cannot express to you how much it has affected me to hear of your affliction, [a long continued inflammation of the eyes, subdued ultimately, after bleeding, blistering, and cupping, by Singleton’s eye ointment,] for though I am sure there is no one who would bear any sufferings with which it should please God to visit him, more patiently and serenely, than yourself, this nevertheless, is an affliction of the heaviest kind. It is very far from being the habit of my mind to indulge in visionary hopes, but from what I recollect of the nature of your complaint, it is an inveterate inflammation, and this I believe to be completely within the reach of art….”

In the year 1814, after an hemorrhage from the lungs, and consequent debility, I relieved my mind by writing a kind, serious, and faithful letter to my friend Southey, under an apprehension that it might be my last; to which Mr. Southey returned the following reply.

“Keswick, May 13, 1814.

My dear Cottle,

I have seen so dreadful a case of hemorrhage from the lungs terminate favorably, that your letter alarms me less than otherwise it would have done. Basil Montague the younger, continued to bleed at intervals for six weeks, in January and February last, and he has this day left Keswick without any dangerous symptoms remaining upon him. Two other instances have occurred within my knowledge, I will therefore hope for a favorable termination. Your letter comes upon me when I am like a broken reed, so deeply has the loss of Danvers wounded me. Were I to lose you also, I should never have heart to visit Bristol again.

What answer shall I make to your exhortations? We differ, if indeed there be a difference, more in appearance than reality; more in the form than in the substance of our belief. I have already so many friends on the other side of the grave, that a large portion of my thoughts and affections are in another world, and it is only the certainty of another life, which could make the changes and insecurity of this life endurable. May God bless you, and restore you, my dear old friend, is the sincere prayer of

Your affectionate

Robert Southey.”

In the year 1816, Mr. Southey sustained a great loss in the death of his youngest son, a boy of promising talent, and endued with every quality which could attach a father’s heart. Mr. S. thus announced the melancholy tidings.

“Keswick, May 23, 1816.

My dear Cottle,

I know not whether the papers may have informed you of the severe affliction with which we have been visited, — the death of my son; a boy who was in all things after my own heart. You will be gratified to hear, however, that this sorrow produces in both our cases, that beneficial purpose for which such visitations were appointed: and in subtracting so large a portion of our earthly happiness, fixes our hearts and hopes with more earnestness on the life to come. Nothing else I am well assured, could have supported me, though I have no ordinary share of fortitude. But I know where to look for consolation, and am finding it where only it can be found. My dear Cottle, the instability of human prospects and enjoyments! You have read my proem to the ‘Pilgrimage,’ and before the book was published, the child of whom I had thus spoken, with such heartfelt delight, was in his grave! But of this enough. We have many blessings left, abundant all, and of this, which was indeed the flower of all our blessings, we are deprived for a time, and that time must needs be short….”

In the year 1817, Mr. Southey’s juvenile drama of “Wat Tyler,” was surreptitiously published; written during the few months of his political excitement, when the specious pretensions of the French, carried away, for a brief period, so many young and ardent minds. He thus noticed the circumstance.

“My dear Cottle,

You will have seen by the papers, that some villain, after an interval of three and twenty years, has published my old uncle, ‘Wat Tyler.’ I have failed in attempting to obtain an injunction, because a false oath has been taken, for the purpose of defeating me….

I am glad to see, and you will be very glad to hear, that this business has called forth Coleridge, and with the recollections of old times, brought back something like old feelings. He wrote a very excellent paper on the subject in the ‘Courier,’ and I hope it will be the means of his rejoining us ere long; so good will come out of evil, and the devil can do nothing but what he is permitted.

I am well in health, and as little annoyed by this rascality as it becomes me to be. The only tiling that has vexed me, is the manner in which my counsel is represented in talking about my being ashamed of the work as a wicked performance! “Wicked! My poor ‘old uncle’ has nothing wicked about him. It was the work of a right-honest enthusiast, as you can bear witness; of one who was as upright in his youth as he has been in his manhood, and is now in the decline of his life; who, blessed be God, has little to be ashamed before man, of any of his thoughts, words, or actions, whatever cause he may have for saying to his Maker, ‘God be merciful to me a sinner.’ God bless you, my old and affectionate friend,

Robert Southey.

I am writing a pamphlet, in the form of a letter, to Wm. Smith. Fear not, but that I shall make my own cause good, and set my foot on my enemies. This has been a wicked transaction. It can do me no other harm than the expense to which it has put me.”

“Keswick, Sept. 2, 1817.

My dear Cottle,

… I have made a long journey on the continent, accompanied with a friend of my own age, and with Mr. Nash, the architect, who gave me the drawings of Waterloo. We went by way of Paris to Besançon, into Switzerland: visited the Grand Chartreuse, crossed Mont Cenis; proceeded to Turin, and Milan, and then turned back by the lakes Como, Lugano, and Maggiore, and over the Simplon. Our next business was to see the mountainous parts of Switzerland. From Bern we sent our carriage to Zurich, and struck off what is called the Oberland (upper-land.) After ten days spent thus, in the finest part of the country, we rejoined our carriage, and returned through the Black Forest. The most interesting parts of our homeward road were Danaustrugen, where the Danube rises. Friburg, Strasburg, Baden, Carlsruhe, Heidelburg, Manheim, Frankfort, Mentz, Cologne, and by Brussels and Lisle, to Calais.

I kept a full journal, which might easily be made into an amusing and useful volume, but I have no leisure for it. You may well suppose what an accumulation of business is on my hands after so long an absence of four months. I have derived great advantage both in knowledge and health. God bless you, my dear Cottle.

Yours most affectionately,

Robert Southey.

P.S. — Hartley Coleridge has done himself great credit at Oxford. He has taken what is called a second class, which, considering the disadvantages of his school education, is as honourable for him as a first class for any body else. In all the higher points of his examination, he was excellent, and inferior only in those minuter points, wherein he had not been instructed. He is on the point of taking his degree.”

“Keswick, Nov. 26,1819.

My dear Cottle,

Last night I received a letter from Charles Lamb, telling me to what a miserable condition poor John Morgan is reduced: not by any extravagance of his own, but by a thoughtless generosity, in lending to men who have never repaid him, and by —— , who has involved him in his own ruin; and lastly by the visitation of providence. Every thing is gone!

In such a case, what is to be done? ‘but to raise some poor annuity amongst his friends.’ It is not likely to be wanted long. He has an hereditary disposition to a liver complaint, a disease of all others, induced by distress of mind, and he feels the whole bitterness of his situation. The palsy generally comes back to finish what it has begun. Lamb will give ten pounds a year. I will do the same, and we both do according to our means, rather tham our will. I have written to Michael Castle to exert himself; and if you know where his friend Porter is, I pray you communicate this information to him. We will try what can be done in other quarters….”

“Keswick, June 25, 1823.

My dear Cottle,

… I must finish my ‘Book of the Church.’ Under this title a sketch of our ecclesiastical history is designed. One small volume was intended, and behold it will form two 8vos. The object of the book is, to give those who come after us a proper bias, by making them feel and understand, how much they owe to the religious institutions of their country.

Besides this, I have other works in hand, and few things would give me more pleasure than to show you their state of progress, and the preparations I have made for them. If you would bring your sister to pass a summer with us, how joyfully and heartily you would be welcomed, I trust you both well know. Our friendship is now of nine and twenty years’ standing, and I will venture to say, for you, or for us, life cannot have many gratifications in store greater than this would prove. Here are ponies accustomed to climb these mountains which will carry you to the summit of Skiddaw, without the slightest difficulty, or danger. And here is my boat, the ‘Royal Noah,’ in the lake, in which you may exercise your arms when you like. Within and without I have much to show you. You would like to see my children; from Edith May, who is taller than her mother, down to Cuthbert, who was four years old in February last. Then there are my books, of which I am as proud as you are of your bones. They are not indeed quite so old, but then they are more numerous, and I am sure Miss C. will agree with me that they are much better furniture, and much pleasanter companions.

Not that I mean to depreciate your fossil remains. Forbid it all that is venerable. I should very much like to see your account of them. You gave me credit for more than is my due, when you surmised that the paper in the Quarterly (on the presumed alteration in the plane of the ecliptic) might have been mine. I write on no subject on which I have not bestowed considerable time and thought; and on all points of science, I confess myself to be either very superficially informed, or altogether ignorant. Some day I will send you a list of all my papers in that Journal, that you may not impute to me any thing which is not mine; and that, if you have at any time such a desire, you may see what the opinions are that I have there advanced. Very few I believe in which you would not entirely accord with me. God bless you.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“Keswick, April 7, 1825.

My dear Cottle,

You have indeed had a severe loss, I know not how the heart could bear, if it were not for the prospect of eternity, and the full sense of the comparative nothingness of time, which that prospect produces. If I look on the last thirty years, things seem as but yesterday; and when I look forward, the end of this mortal journey must be near, though the precise point where it will terminate is not in sight. Yet were you under my roof, as I live in hope that one day you will be, you would recognize just as much of the original Robert Southey as you would wish to see remaining; — though the body is somewhat the worse for wear.

I thought I had written to thank you for your ‘Strictures on the Plymouth Antinomians;’ which were well deserved, and given in a very proper spirit. Ultra-Calvinism is as little to my liking as it is to yours. It may be, and no doubt is held by many good men, upon whom it produces no worse effects than that of narrowing charity. But Dr. Hawker, and such as the Hawkers, only push it to its legitimate consequences.

At present I am engaged in a war with the Roman Catholics, a war in which there will be much ink shed, though not on my part, for when my ‘Vindiciae’ are finished, I shall leave the field. When you see that book, you will be surprised at the exposure of sophistries, disingenuousness, and downright falsehoods, which it will lay before the world; and you will see the charge of systematic imposture proved upon the papal church.

I must leave my home by the middle of next month, and travel for some weeks, in the hope of escaping an annual visitation of Catarrh, which now always leaves cough behind it, and a rather threatening hold of the chest. I am going therefore to Holland, to see that country, and to look for certain ecclesiastical books, which I shall be likely to obtain at Brussels, or Antwerp, or on the way thither.

A young friend, in the Colonial office, is to be one of my companions, and I expect that Neville White will be the other. It is a great effort to go from home at any time, and a great inconvenience, considering the interruption which my pursuits must suffer; still it is a master of duty and of economy to use every means for averting illness. If I can send home one or two chests of books, the pleasure of receiving them on my return is worth some cost.

How you would like to see my library, and to recognize among them some volumes as having been the gift of Joseph Cottle, seven or eight and twenty years ago. I have a great many thousand volumes, of all sorts, sizes, languages, and kinds, upon all subjects, and in all sorts of trims; from those which are displayed in ‘Peacock Place,’ to the ragged inhabitants of ‘Duck Row.’ The room in which I am now writing contains two thousand four hundred volumes, all in good apparel; many of them of singular rarity and value. I have another room full, and a passage full; book-cases in both landing places, and from six to seven hundred volumes in my bed-room. You have never seen a more cheerful room than my study; this workshop, from which so many works have proceeded, and in which among other things, I have written all those papers of mine, in the Quarterly Review, whereof you have a list below.

The next month will have a paper of mine on the ‘Chuch Missionary Society,’ and the one after, upon the ‘Memoir of the Chevalier Bayard,’ which Sarah Coleridge, daughter of S. T. Coleridge, has translated.

Write to me oftener, as your letters will always have a reply, let whose may go unanswered. God bless you, my dear old friend.

Yours most affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“Keswick, Feb. 26, 1826.

My dear Cottle,

I have sent you my Vindication of the ‘Book of the Church,’ in which though scarcely half of what was intended to be comprised, enough is done to prove the charge of superstition, impostures, and wickedness, upon the Romish Church. Whether I shall pursue the subject, in that form, depends on circumstances. I have employment enough in other ways, and would rather present my historical recollections in any form than that of controversy…. The revelations of sister Nativity are mentioned in my ‘Vindiciae.’ You will see an account of this impious Romish imposture in the next Quarterly. Such an exposure ought to open the eyes of those who are duped with the belief that the Roman Catholic religion is become innocent and harmless.

Have I written to you since I was bug-bitten in France, and laid up in consequence, under a surgeon’s hands in Holland? This mishap brought with it much more immediate good than evil. Bilderdyk, whose wife translated ‘Don Roderic’ into Dutch, and who is himself confessedly the best poet, and the most learned man in that country, received me into his house, where I was nursed for three weeks by two of the very best people in the world. But the effects of the accident remain. On my way home, owing perhaps to the intense heat of the weather, erysipelas showed itself on the wounded part. The foot also has been in a slight degree swollen, and there is just enough sense of uneasiness to show that something is amiss. My last year’s journey succeeded in cutting short the annual catarrh, which had for so many years laid me up during the summer months. I shall try the same course as soon as the next summer commences.

Will you never come and visit me, and see how that hair looks, which I doubt not keeps its colour so well in Vandyke’s portrait? now it is three parts grey, but curling still as strong as in youth. I look at your portrait every day and see you to the life, as you were thirty years ago! What a change should we see in each other now, and yet how soon should we find that the better part remains unchanged.

The day before yesterday I received your two volumes of ‘Malvern Hills, Poems, and Essays,’ fourth edition, forwarded to me from Sheffield, by James Montgomery. You ask my opinion on your ninth essay (on the supposed alteration in the planes of the equator and the ecliptic suggested by an hypothesis in the Quarterly). I am too ignorant to form one. The reasoning seems conclusive, taking the scientific part for granted, but of that science, or any other, I know nothing. This I can truly say, that the essays in general please me very much. That I am very glad to see those concerning Chatterton introduced there; — and very much admire, the manner, and the feeling, with which you have treated Psalmanazar’s story. You tell me things respecting Chatterton which were new to me, and of course interested me much. It may be worth while, when you prepare a copy for republication, to corroborate the proof of his insanity, by stating that there was a constitutional tendency to such a disease, which places the fact beyond all doubt….

Thank you, for the pains you have taken about ‘Bunyan.’ The first edition we cannot find, nor even ascertain its date. The first edition of the Second part we have found. An impudent assertion, I learn from ‘Montgomery’s Essay,’ was published, that the ‘Pilgrim’s Progress’ was a mere translation from the Dutch. I have had the Dutch book, and have read it, which he who made this assertion could not do. The charge of plagiarism is utterly false, not having the slightest foundation. When you and I meet in the next world, we will go and see John Bunyan, and tell him how I have tinkered the fellow, for tinker him I will, who has endeavoured to pick a hole in his reputation. God bless you, my dear old friend,

Robert Southey.

P. S. There are two dreams that may be said to haunt me, they recur so often. The one is, that of being at Westminster school again, and not having my books. The other is, that I am at Bristol, and have been there some indefinite time; and unaccountably, have never been to look for you in Brunswick Square, for which I am troubled in conscience. Come to us, and I will pledge myself to visit you in return when next I travel to the south.”

In a letter to Mr. Southey, I mentioned that a relation of Wm. Gilbert had informed me that he was hurt with Mr. S. for having named him, in his ‘Life of Wesley,’ as being tinctured with insanity; a fact notorious. Mr. G. had often affirmed that there was a nation of the Gilbertians in the centre of Africa, and expressed a determination of one day visiting them. In the year 1796, he suddenly left Bristol, without speaking to any one of his friends; and the inference drawn, was that he was about to commence his African expedition. I had also mentioned that Sir James Mackintosh had expressed an opinion that Mr. Southey had formed his style on the model of Horace Walpole. These preliminary remarks are necessary to the understanding of the following letter.

“Keswick, Feb. 26.

My dear Cottle,

What you say about poor Gilbert has surprised me. You know we lost sight of him after he left Bristol, with, according to our apprehension, the design of going to Liverpool, and from thence to procure a passage to Africa. On that occasion, after consulting with Danvers, and I think with you, I wrote to Roscoe, apologizing, as a stranger, for the liberty, requesting him to caution any captain of a ship, bound to the African coast, from taking a person in his state of mind on board. Roscoe replied very courteously, and took the desired precaution, but Gilbert never appeared at Liverpool. Some time afterward it was told me that he was dead, and believing him so to be, I mentioned him in the life of Wesley, (Vol. 2. p. 467.) speaking of him as I had ever felt, with respect and kindness, but in a way which I should not have done if I had not been fully persuaded of his death.

Mackintosh’s notice, as you inform me, that my style is founded on Horace Walpole, is ridiculous. It is founded on nobody’s. I say what I have to say as plainly as I can, without thinking of the style, and this is the whole secret. I could tell by what poets my poetry has successively been leavened, but not what prose writers have ever in the same manner influenced me. In fact, I write as you may always have remarked, such as I always converse, without effort, and without aiming at display.

… Poor Morgan, you know, was latterly supported by a subscription, which Charles Lamb set on foot, and which was to have been annual, but he died within the year.

Just now I am pressed for time to finish the ‘Life of Cowper.’ This Life will interest you, not merely because you (I know) would read with partial interest anything of mine, but because many circumstances are there stated which have never before been made public.

You may have heard that a new edition of my ‘Life of Wesley’ is promised. Such an accumulation of materials has been poured upon me by a Mr. Marriott, well known among the Methodists, that I shall have to add a fourth, or perhaps, a third part of new matter, besides making many corrections and alterations. I have also got possession of the remaining papers of Mr. Powley, who married Miss Unwin. His widow died last year; and thus they became accessible. There were in the collection a good many letters of Mr. Newton, whose letters to Mr. Thornton, I have had before, and made great use of them in the 1st vol. of Cowper. From these papers I shall learn much concerning the first proceedings of the evangelical clergy, and expect to collect some materials for the ‘Biographical Notes,’ which must accompany ‘Cowper’s Letters’; and still more for the religious history of ‘Wesley’s Times,’ as connected with the progress of Methodism. God bless you, my dear old friend,

Robert Southey.”

“Keswick, Nov. 4, 1828.

My dear Cottle,

Shame on me that your last friendly letter should have remained so long unanswered, and that the direct motive for writing now should be a selfish one; one however, in which I know you will take some interest, on more accounts than one.

Major, in Fleet Street, is about to publish an edition of the Pilgrim’s Progress, for which I have undertaken to write an introductory life of the author. You need not be told how dearly I love John Bunyan. Now he has made inquiries among public and private libraries for the first edition, and can nowhere discover a copy. It has occurred to me that it may be in the Bristol Baptist Library, and if you will make this inquiry for me, and in case it be there, ascertain whether it differs from the folio edition of Bunyan’s works, you will do me a great kindness…. That I should be somewhat the worse for the wear was to be expected, but I am not more so than you would look to see me; still active, cheerful, with a good appetite for books, and not an ill one for work. Some things I shall have to send you both in prose and verse, before the winter passes away….

Remember me in the kindest manner to —— , and to —— , and to —— . When I think of you all, old times return with the freshness of a dream. In less time than has elapsed since we were all young together, we shall be together again, and have dropped the weight of years and mortality on the way.

If my old acquaintance, Isaac James be living, remember me to him with cordial good will. God bless you, my dear old friend.

Robert Southey.”

“Keswick, March 22, 1831.

My dear Cottle,

Your package arrived safely yesterday afternoon. I shall get the books with which you presented me furbished up, and write in each that it was your gift; — a pleasant memorandum which is found in others on these shelves. I like to give books this incidental value, and write therefore, the date, and place, in every fresh acquisition. Many recollections do they call up, which otherwise would have passed away. You who have known me from the beginning of my authorial life, ought to see this library of mine. As I think no man ever made more use of his books, so I am sure that no man ever took more delight in them. They are the pride of my eyes, and the joy of my heart; an innocent pride, I trust, and a wholesome joy.”

* * * * *
 

The reader’s attention will now be directed to Mr. Coleridge, by introducing a letter from Mr. C. to Mr. Wade, who had written to him for advice respecting a meditated excursion to Germany.

“March 6, 1801.

My very dear friend,

I have even now received your letter. My habits of thinking and feeling, have not hitherto inclined me to personify commerce in any such shape, so as to tempt me to tarn pagan, and offer vows to the goddess of our isle. But when I read that sentence in your letter, ‘The time will come I trust, when I shall be able to pitch my tent in your neighbourhood,’ I was most potently commanded to a breach of the second commandment, and on my knees, to entreat the said goddess, to touch your bank notes and guineas with her magical multiplying wand. I could offer such a prayer for you, with a better conscience than for most men, because I know that you have never lost that healthy common sense, which regards money only as the means of independence, and that you would sooner than most men cry out, enough! enough! To see one’s children secured against want, is doubtless a delightful thing; but to wish to see them begin the world as rich men, is unwise to ourselves, for it permits no close of our labours, and is pernicious to them; for it leaves no motive to their exertions, none of those sympathies with the industrious and the poor, which form at once the true relish and proper antidote of wealth.

… Is not March rather a perilous month for the voyage from Yarmouth to Hamburg? danger there is very little, in the packets, but I know what inconvenience rough weather brings with it; not from my own feelings, for I am never sea-sick, but always in exceeding high spirits on board ship, but from what I see in others. But you are an old sailor. At Hamburgh I have not a shadow of acquaintance. My letters of introduction produced for me, with one exception, viz., Klopstock, the brother of the poet, no real service, but merely distant and ostentatious civility. And Klopstock will by this time have forgotten my name, which indeed he never properly knew, for I could speak only English and Latin, and he only French and German. At Ratzeburgh, 35 English miles N. E. from Hamburgh, on the road to Lubec, I resided four months; and I should hope, was not unbeloved by more than one family, but this is out of your route. At Gottingen I stayed near five months, but here I knew only students, who will have left the place by this time, and the high learned professors, only one of whom could speak English; and they are so wholly engaged in their academical occupations, that they would be of no service to you. Other acquaintance in Germany I have none, and connexion I never had any. For though I was much entreated by some of the Literati to correspond with them, yet my natural laziness, with the little value I attach to literary men, as literary men, and with my aversion from those letters which are to be made up of studied sense, and unfelt compliments, combined to prevent me from availing myself of the offer. Herein, and in similar instances, with English authors of repute, I have ill consulted the growth of my reputation and fame. But I have cheerful and confident hopes of myself. If I can hereafter do good to my fellow-creatures as a poet, and as a metaphysician, they will know it; and any other fame than this, I consider as a serious evil, that would only take me from out the number and sympathy of ordinary men, to make a coxcomb of me. As to the inns or hotels at Hamburgh, I should recommend you to some German inn. Wordsworth and I were at the ‘Der Wilde Man,’ and dirty as it was, I could not find any inn in Germany very much cleaner, except at Lubec. But if you go to an English inn, for heaven’s sake, avoid the ‘Shakspeare,’ at Altona, and the ‘King of England,’ at Hamburgh. They are houses of plunder rather than entertainment. ‘The Duke of York’ hotel, kept by Seaman, has a better reputation, and thither I would advise you to repair; and I advise you to pay your bill every morning at breakfast time: it is the only way to escape imposition. What the Hamburgh merchants may be I know not, but the tradesmen are knaves. Scoundrels, with yellow-white phizzes, that bring disgrace on the complexion of a bad tallow candle. Now as to carriage, I know scarcely what to advise; only make up your mind to the very worst vehicles, with the very worst horses, drawn by the very worst postillions, over the very worst roads, and halting two hours at each time they change horses, at the very worst inns; and you have a fair, unexaggerated picture of travelling in North Germany. The cheapest way is the best; go by the common post wagons, or stage coaches. What are called extraordinaries, or post-chaises, are little wicker carts, uncovered, with moveable benches or forms in them, execrable in every respect. And if you buy a vehicle at Hamburgh, you can get none decent under thirty or forty guineas, and very, probably it will break to pieces on the infernal roads. The canal boats are delightful, but the porters everywhere in the United Provinces, are an impudent, abominable, and dishonest race. You must carry as little luggage as you well can with you, in the canal boats, and when you land, get recommended to an inn beforehand, and bargain with the porters first of all, and never lose sight of them, or you may never see your portmanteau or baggage again.

My Sarah desires her love to you and yours. God bless your dear little ones! Make haste and get rich, dear friend! and bring up the little creatures to be playfellows and school-fellows with my little ones!

Again and again, sea serve you, wind speed you, all things turn out good to you! God bless you,

S. T. Coleridge.”

As a curious literary fact, I might mention that the sale of the first edition of the “Lyrical Ballads,” was so slow, and the severity of most of the reviews so great, that their progress to oblivion, notwithstanding the merit which I was quite sure they possessed, seemed ordained to be as rapid as it was certain. I had given thirty guineas for the copyright, as detailed in the preceding letters; but the heavy sale induced me at length, to part with, at a loss, the largest proportion of the impression of five hundred, to Mr. Arch, a London bookseller. After this transaction had occurred, I received a letter from Mr. Wordsworth, written the day before he set sail for the continent, requesting me to make over my interest in the “Lyrical Ballads” to Mr. Johnson, of St Paul’s Churchyard. This I could not have done, had I been so disposed, as the engagement had been made with Mr. Arch.

On Mr. W.’s return to England, I addressed a letter to him, explaining the reasons why I could not comply with his request, to which he thus replied:

“My dear Cottle,

I perceive that it would have been impossible for you to comply with my request, respecting the ‘Lyrical Ballads,’ as you had entered into a treaty with Arch. How is the copyright to be disposed of when you quit the bookselling business? We were much amused with the ‘Anthology,’ Your poem of the ‘Killcrop’ we liked better than any; only we regretted that you did not save the poor little innocent’s life, by some benevolent art or other. You might have managed a little pathetic incident, in which nature, appearing forcibly in the child, might have worked in some way or other, upon its superstitious destroyer.

We have spent our time pleasantly enough in Germany, but we are right glad to find ourselves in England, for we have learnt to know its value. We left Coleridge well at Gottingen, a month ago….

God bless you, my dear Cottle,

Your affectionate friend,

W. Wordsworth.”

Soon after the receipt of the above, I received another letter from Mr. W. kindly urging me to pay him a visit in the north, in which, as an inducement, he says,

“… Write to me beforehand, and I will accompany you on a tour. You will come by Greta-bridge, which is about twenty miles from this place, (Stockburn); and after we have seen all the curiosities of that neighbourhood, I will accompany you into Cumberland and Westmoreland….

God bless you, dear Cottle,

W. W.”
 

A short time after the receipt of this invitation, Mr. Coleridge arrived in Bristol from Germany, and as he was about to pay Mr. Wordsworth a visit, he pressed me to accompany him. I had intended a journey to London, and now determined on proceeding with so agreeable a companion, and on so pleasant a journey and tour; taking the metropolis on my return. To notice the complicated incidents which occurred on this tour, would occupy a large space. I therefore pass it all over, with the remark, that in this interview with Mr. Wordsworth, the subject of the “Lyrical Ballads” was mentioned but once, and that casually, and only to account for its failure! which Mr. W. ascribed to two causes; first the “Ancient Mariner,” which, he said, no one seemed to understand; and secondly, the unfavorable notice of most of the reviews.

On my reaching London, having an account to settle with Messrs. Longman and Rees, the booksellers of Paternoster Row, I sold them all my copyrights, which were valued as one lot, by a third party. On my next seeing Mr. Longman, he told me, that in estimating the value of the copyrights, Fox’s “Achmed,” and Wordsworth’s “Lyrical Ballads,” were “reckoned as nothing.” “That being the case,” I replied, “as both these authors are my personal friends, I should be obliged, if you would return me again these two copyrights, that I may have the pleasure of presenting them to the respective writers.” Mr. Longman answered, with his accustomed liberality, “You are welcome to them.” On my reaching Bristol, I gave Mr. Fox his receipt for twenty guineas; and on Mr. Coleridge’s return from the north, I gave him Mr. Wordsworth’s receipt for his thirty guineas; so that whatever advantage has arisen, subsequently, from the sale of this volume of the “Lyrical Ballads,” I am happy to say, has pertained exclusively to Mr. W.

I have been the more particular in these statements, as it furnishes, perhaps, the most remarkable instance on record, of a volume of Poems remaining for so long a time, almost totally neglected, and afterwards acquiring, and that in a rapid degree, so much deserved popularity.

A month or two after Mr. Coleridge had left Bristol for Germany, Dr. Beddoes told me of a letter he had just received from his friend, Davies Giddy, (afterward with the altered name of Gilbert, President of the Royal Society) recommending a very ingenious young chemist, of Penzance, in Cornwall, to assist him in his Pneumatic Institution, at the Hotwells. “The character is so favourable,” said the Dr. “I think I shall engage him;” handing me the letter. I read it, and replied, “You cannot err in receiving a young man thus recommended.” Two or three weeks after, Dr. B. introduced me to no other than Mr. afterwards Sir. Humphrey Davy. (Mr. Giddy little thought that this “young chemist of Penzance,” was destined to precede himself, in occupying the chair of Newton.)

This Pneumatic Institution, for ascertaining how far the different gases, received into the lungs, were favourable, or not, to certain diseases, has often been referred to; but its origin, that I am aware of, has never been stated. It has erroneously been supposed, to have depended for its establishment and support, exclusively on Dr. Beddoes. But being acquainted with the circumstances of the case, it is right to mention, that this Gaseous Institution resulted from the liberality of the late Mr. Lambton, (father of the late Earl of Durham). When Mr. L. heard from Dr. Beddoes an opinion expressed, that Medical science might be greatly assisted by a fair and full examination of the effects of factitious airs on the human constitution, particularly in reference to consumption; to obtain this “fair and full examination,” Mr. Lambton immediately presented Dr. B. with the munificent sum of fifteen hundred pounds. One other individual also, contributed handsomely toward the same object, — the late Mr. Thomas Wedgewood, who presented Dr. B. with one thousand pounds, for the furtherance of this design.

It might be here mentioned, that a few months after this, two intelligent-looking boys were often seen with Dr. B. with whom they were domesticated. The Dr. was liberally remunerated for superintending their education, (with suitable masters;) and this he did at the dying request of their father, who had recently deceased in Italy. Dr. Beddoes took great pains with these boys, so that when they entered at Eton, they were found quite equal to other boys of their own age in classical attainments, and greatly their superiors in general knowledge. The father was the above Mr. Lambton, and one of the two boys, was the late Earl of Durham. One of the precepts strongly inculcated on these youths, was, “Never be idle, boys. Let energy be apparent in all you do. If you play, play heartily, and at your book, be determined to excel. Languor is the bane of intellect.”

I remember to have seen Mr. Lambton at Dr. B.’s. He had a fine countenance, but it betrayed the hue of consumption. After having been for some time under the care of Dr. Beddoes, the Dr. recommended his patient to try a warmer climate, when Mr. L. departed for Italy. Mr. Lambton’s health still declining, and considering that his only chance for life depended on the skill of his own experienced physician, he wrote to Dr. Beddoes, urging him, without delay to set off, I think, for Naples. This I received from Dr. B. himself, who said, at the same time, “On Monday morning I shall set off for Italy.” But before Monday, the tidings arrived that Mr. Lambton was dead!

The two young Lambtons had the additional privilege of living under the same roof with Mr. Davy, and on various occasions through life, the Earl of Durham and his brother have testified a deep sense of respect and friendship for the illustrious chemist who so enlivened and edified their younger days.

When Dr. Beddoes introduced to me young Mr. Davy, (being under twenty) I was much struck with the intellectual character of his face. His eye was piercing, and when not engaged in converse, was remarkably introverted, amounting to absence, as though his mind had been pursuing some severe trains of thought, scarcely to be interrupted by external objects; and from the first interview also, his ingenuousness impressed me as much as his mental superiority. Mr. D. having no acquaintance in Bristol, I encouraged and often received his visits, and he conferred an obligation on me, by often passing his afternoons in my company. During these agreeable interviews, he occasionally amused me by relating anecdotes of himself; or detailing his numerous chemical experiments: or otherwise by repeating his poems, several of which he gave me (still retained); and it was impossible to doubt, that if he had not shone as a philosopher, he would have become conspicuous as a poet.

I must now refer again to the Pneumatic Institution, to which the medical world looked with some anxiety, and which excited much conversation in the circle where I happened to be placed. Dr. Beddoes early in the year 1798, had given an admirable course of Lectures in Bristol, on the principles and practice of Chemistry, and which were rendered popular by a great diversity of experiments; so that, with other branches of the science, the gases, had become generally familiar. The establishment of the Pneumatic Institution immediately following, the public mind was prepared, in some measure, to judge of its results; and a very considerable increase of confidence was entertained, from the acknowledged talents of the young superintendant; so that all which could be accomplished was fully calculated upon. The funds also which supported the Institution being ample, the apparatus corresponded, and a more persevering and enthusiastic experimentalist than Mr. Davy, the whole kingdom could not have produced; an admission which was made by all who knew him, before the profounder parts of his character had been developed. No personal danger restrained him from determining facts, as the data of his reasoning; and if Fluxions, or some other means, had not conveyed the information, such was his enthusiasm, he would almost have sprung from the perpendicular brow of St. Vincent to determine his precise time, in descending from the top to the bottom.

I soon learnt from Mr. D. himself the course of his experiments; many of which were in the highest degree hazardous, when, with friendly earnestness, I warned him against his imminent perils. He seemed to act, as if in case of sacrificing one life, he had two or three others in reserve on which he could fall back in case of necessity. He occasionally so excited my fears that I half despaired of seeing him alive the next morning. He has been known sometimes to breathe a deadly gas, with his finger on his pulse, to determine how much could be borne, before a serious declension occurred in the vital action. The great hazards to which he exposed himself may be estimated by the following slight detail.

Dr. Mitchell, as well as Dr. Priestley, had stated the fatal effects on animal life, of the gazeous oxide of azote; Mr. Davy, on the contrary, for reasons which satisfied himself, thought it respirable in its pure state; at least, that a single inspiration of this gas might neither destroy, nor materially injure the powers of life. He tried one inspiration. No particularly injurious effects followed. He now breathed, out of his green bag, three quarts of this nitrous oxide (gazeous oxide of azote,) when it was attended with a degree of giddiness, great fulness in the head, and with loss of distinct sensation and voluntary power, analogous to intoxication. Not being able fully to determine whether the gas was “stimulant” or “depressing,” he now breathed four quarts of it from his green bag, when an irresistible propensity to action followed, with motions, various and violent. Still, not being satisfied, he proceeded in his experiments, and at length found that he could breathe nine quarts for three minutes, and twelve quarts for rather more than four, but never for five minutes, without the danger of fatal consequences, as before five minutes had expired, the mouth-piece generally dropped from his unclosed lips. By breathing from six to seven quarts only, muscular motions were produced, and he manifested the pleasure it excited, by stamping, laughing, dancing, shouting, &c.

At another time, having ascertained that his pure nitrous oxide, was eminently stimulant, he wanted to determine whether the system, in a high state of stimulation, would then be susceptible of a proportionate accession of stimulus from his new gas; like that which would be experienced by the man, who after taking one bottle of wine, drank a second; and to acquire demonstration on this nice subject, (although he was a confirmed water-drinker) to form the basis of his experiment, he drank off with all despatch a whole bottle of wine, the consequence of which was, that he first reeled, and then fell down insensibly drunk. After lying in this state for two or three hours, he awoke with a sense of nausea, head-ache, and the usual effects of intoxication. At the first return of recollection, however, undaunted by the past, the young enthusiastic philosopher called out for the green bag, when he breathed twelve quarts of nitrous oxide, for three or four minutes. The consequence of this was, he became a second time intoxicated, though in a less degree, when he strode across the room, and by stamping, laughing, dancing, and vociferation, found that the same effects followed, which attended his former experiment, without any increase of stimulus from the wine.

All the gases that had hitherto been the subject of investigation, sunk in importance before this nitrous oxide, which the perseverance of Mr. Davy had now obtained in its pure state, in any quantity and consequently divested of that foreign admixture which rendered it usually so destructive. He had also ascertained the quantity which might safely be admitted into the lungs. Dr. Beddoes was sanguine as to its medical qualities, and conceived that, if not a specific, it might prove highly advantageous in paralysis, and pulmonary affections; and, in conjunction with these benefits he well knew it would confer importance on his own Pneumatic Institution. As Dr. B. meditated a publication expressly on this subject, he was desirous of collecting the testimony of others, for which purpose, he persuaded several of his friends to breathe this innocent, but exhilarating nitrous oxide, while they described, and he recorded their sensations.

Mr. Southey, Mr. Clayfield, Mr. Tobin, and others inhaled the new air. One, it made dance, another laugh, while a third, in his state of excitement, being pugnaciously inclined, very uncourteously, struck Mr. Davy rather violently with his fist. It became now an object with Dr. B. to witness the effect this potent gas might produce on one of the softer sex, and he prevailed on a courageous young lady, (Miss —— ) to breathe out of his pretty green bag, this delightful nitrous oxide. After a few inspirations, to the astonishment of every body, the young lady dashed out of the room and house, when, racing down Hope-square, she leaped over a great dog in her way, but being hotly pursued by the fleetest of her friends, the fair fugitive, or rather the temporary maniac, was at length overtaken and secured, without further damage.

Dr. Beddoes now expressed a wish to record my testimony also, and presented me his green bag; but being satisfied with the effects produced on others, I begged to decline the honour. The Pneumatic Institution, at this time, from the laughable and diversified effects produced by this new gas on different individuals, quite exorcised philosophical gravity, and converted the laboratory into the region of hilarity and relaxation. The young lady’s feats, in particular, produced great merriment, and so intimidated the ladies, that not one, after this time, could be prevailed upon to look at the green bag, or hear of nitrous oxide, without horror!

But more perilous experiments must now be noticed. Mr. Davy having succeeded so well with the Nitrous Oxide, determined even to hazard a trial with the deadly Nitrous Gas. For this purpose he placed in a bag, “one hundred and fourteen cubic inches of nitrous gas,” and knowing that unless he exhausted his lungs of the atmospheric air, its oxygen would unite with the nitrous gas, and produce in his lungs aqua-fortis, he wisely resolved to expel if possible, the whole of the atmospheric air from his lungs, by some contrivance of his own. For this purpose, in a second bag, he placed seven quarts of nitrous oxide, and made from it three inspirations, and three expirations, and then instantly transferred his mouth to the nitrous gas bag, and turning the stop-cock, took one inspiration. This gas, in passing through his mouth and fauces, burnt his throat, and produced such a spasm in the epiglottis, as to cause him instantly to desist, when, in breathing the common air, aqua-fortis was really formed in his mouth, which burnt his tongue, palate, and injured his teeth. Mr. D. says, “I never design again to repeat so rash an experiment.”

But though this experiment might not be repeated, there was one other nearly as dangerous, to which Mr. Davy’s love of science prompted him to resort; not by trying it on another but, generously, on himself.

Mr. Davy wished to determine whether the carburetted hydrogen gas, was so destructive to animal life as had been represented. In its pure state, one inspiration of this gas was understood to destroy life, but Mr. D. mixed three quarts of the gas, with two quarts of the atmospheric air, and then breathed the whole for nearly a minute. This produced only slight effects, (nothing to an experimental chemist;) merely “giddiness, pain in the head, loss of voluntary power,” &c.

The spirit of inquiry not being to be repressed by these trifling inconveniences, Mr. Davy was now emboldened to introduce into his green bag, four quarts of carburetted hydrogen gas, nearly pure. After exhausting his lungs in the usual way, he made two inspirations of this gas. The first inspiration produced numbness and loss of feeling in the chest. After the second, he lost all power of perceiving external things, except a terrible oppression on his chest, and he seemed sinking fast to death! He had just consciousness enough to remove the mouth-piece from his unclosed lips, when he became wholly insensible. After breathing the common air for some time, consciousness was restored, and Mr. Davy faintly uttered, as a consolation to his then attendant, Mr. John Tobin, “I do not think I shall die.”

Such are some of the appalling hazards encountered by M. Davy, in his intrepid investigation of the gases. These destructive experiments, during his residence at Bristol, probably, produced those affections of the chest, to which he was subject through life, and which, beyond all question, shortened his days. Nothing at this moment so excites my surprise, as that Mr. D.’s life should have been protracted, with all his unparalleled indifference concerning it, to the vast age, for him, of fifty years.

I cannot here withhold an ungracious piece of information. In the prospect of this establishment, great expectations had been raised, and the afflicted of all descriptions, were taught to expect a speedy cure; so that when the doors were opened, no less than seventy or eighty patients, progressively applied for the gratuitous alleviation of their maladies. But it is too great a tax on human patience, when cures are always promised, but never come. No one recovery, in an obstinate case, had occurred: in consequence of which, many patients became dissatisfied, and remitted their attendance. Independently of which, an idea had become prevalent amongst the crowd of afflicted, that they were merely made the subjects of experiment, which thinned the ranks of the old applicants, and intimidated new. It might be said, that patients after a certain period had so ominously declined, that the very fire was likely to become extinguished for want of fuel. In order that the trials might be deliberately proceeded in, a fortunate thought occurred to Dr. Beddoes; namely, not to bribe, but to reward all persevering patients; for Mr. Davy informed me, that, before the Pneumatic Institution was broken up, they allowed every patient sixpence per diem; so that when all hopes of cure had subsided, it became a mere pecuniary calculation with the sufferers, whether, for a parish allowance of three shillings a week, they should submit or not, to be drenched with these nauseous gases.

This Pneumatic Institution, though long in a declining state, protracted its existence for more than two years, till the departure from Bristol of Mr. D., and then by its failure, it established the useful negative fact, however mortifying, that medical science was not to be improved through the medium of factitious airs.

I happened to be present when Mr. W. Coates casually named to Mr. Davy, then just turned of twenty, that his boy the preceding evening, had accidentally struck one piece of cane against another, in the dark, and which produced light. It was quite impressive to notice the intense earnestness with which Mr. D. heard this fact which, by others, might have been immediately forgotten. Mr. D. on the contrary, without speaking, appeared lost in meditation. He subsequently commenced his experiments on these canes, and thus communicated the results to his friend Mr. Giddy, (now Gilbert).

“My dear friend,

… I have now just room to give you an account of the experiments I have lately been engaged in.

First. One of Mr. Coates’s children accidentally discovered that two bonnet-canes rubbed together produced a faint light. The novelty of this experiment induced me to examine it, and I found that the canes, on collision, produced sparks of light, as brilliant as those from flint and steel.

Secondly. On examining the epidermis, I found, when it was taken off, that the canes no longer gave light on collision.

Thirdly. The epidermis, subjected to chemical analysis, had all the properties of silex.

Fourthly, The similar appearance of the epidermis of reeds, corn, and grasses, induced me to suppose that they also contained silex. By burning them carefully and analyzing their ashes, I found that they contained it in rather larger proportions than the canes.

Fifthly. The corn and grasses contain sufficient potash to form glass with their flint. A very pretty experiment may be made on these plants with the blowpipe. If you take a straw of wheat, barley, or hay, and burn it, beginning at the top, and heating the ashes with a blue flame, you will obtain a perfect globule of hard glass, fit for microscopic discovery.”

The circumstance, that all canes, as well as straws and hollow grasses, have an epidermis of silex, is one of the most singular facts in nature. Mr. Davy, in another place, has stated the advantages arising to this class of vegetables, from their stony external concretion: namely, “the defence it offers from humidity; the shield which it presents to the assaults of insects; and the strength and stability that it administers to plants, which, from being hollow, without this support, would be less perfectly enabled to resist the effect of storms.

Those canes which are not hollow, are long and slender, and from wanting the power to sustain themselves, come usually in contact with the ground, when they would speedily decay, from moisture, but from the impenetrable coat of mail with which nature has furnished them. But questions still arise for future investigators. How came the matter of flint to invest those plants which most need it, and not others? Whence does this silex come? Is it derived from the air, or from water, or from the earth? That it emanates from the atmosphere is wholly inadmissible. If the silex proceed from water, where is the proof? and how is the superficial deposit effected? Also, as silex is not a constituent part of water, if incorporated at all, it can be held only in solution. By what law is this solution produced, so that the law of gravity should be suspended? If the silex be derived from the earth, by what vessels is it conveyed to the surface of the plants? and, in addition, if earth be its source, how is it that earth-seeking, and hollow plants, with their epidermis of silex, should arise in soils that are not silicious? being equally predominant, whether the soil be calcareous, argillaceous, or loamy. The decomposition of decayed animal and vegetable substances, doubtless composes the richegt superficial mould; but this soil, so favorable for vegetation, gives the reed as much silex, but no more, in proportion to the size of the stalk, than the same plants growing in mountainous districts, and primitive soils. It is to be regretted, that the solution of these questions, with others that might be enumerated, had not occupied the profoundly investigating spirit of Mr. Davy; but which subjects now offer an ample scope for other philosophical speculators.

It is a demonstrative confirmation of the accuracy of Mr. Davy’s reasoning, that a few years ago, after the burning of a large mow, in the neighbourhood of Bristol, a stratum of pure, compact, vitrified silex appeared at the bottom, forming one continuous sheet, nearly an inch in thickness. I secured a portion, which, with a steel, produced an abundance of bright sparks.

Upon Mr. Coleridge’s return from the north, to Bristol, where he meant to make some little stay, I felt peculiar pleasure in introducing him to young Mr. Davy. The interview was mutually agreeable, and that which does not often occur, notwithstanding their raised expectations, each, afterward, in referring to the other, expressed to me the opinion, that his anticipations had been surpassed. They frequently met each other under my roof, and their conversations were often brilliant; intermixed, occasionally, with references to the scenes of their past lives.

Mr. Davy told of a Cornish young man, of philosophical habits, who had adopted the opinion that a firm mind might endure in silence, any degree of pain: showing the supremacy of “mind over matter.” His theory once met with an unexpected confutation. He had gone one morning to bathe in Mount’s Bay, and as he bathed, a crab griped his toe, when the young philosopher roared loud enough to be heard at Penzance.

Mr. Coleridge related the following occurrence, which he received from his American friend, Mr. Alston, illustrating the effect produced on a young man, at Cambridge University, near Boston, from a fancied apparition. “A certain youth,” he said, “took it into his head to convert a Tom-Painish companion of his, by appearing as a ghost before him. He accordingly dressed himself in the usual way, having previously extracted the ball from the pistol which always lay near the head of his friend’s bed. Upon first awaking and seeing the apparition, A. the youth who was to be frightened, suspecting a trick, very coolly looked his companion, the ghost, in the face, and said, ‘I know you. This is a good joke, but you see I am not frightened. Now you may vanish.’ The ghost stood still. ‘Come,’ said A. ‘that is enough. I shall get angry. Away!’ Still the ghost moved not. Exclaimed A. ‘If you do not in one minute go away, I will shoot you.’ He waited the time, deliberately levelled his pistol, fired, and with a scream at the motionless immobility of the figure, was convinced it was a real ghost — became convulsed, and from the fright, afterwards died.”

Mr. Coleridge told also of his reception at an Hessian village, after his visit to the Hartz mountains, and the Brocken. Their party consisted of himself, Mr. Carlyon, and the two Mr. Parrys. (sons of Dr. Parry, of Bath — one of them the Arctic explorer). The four pedestrians entered the village late of an evening, and repaired to the chief ale-house, wearied with a hard day’s journey, in order to be refreshed and to rest for the night. The large room contained many of the neighbouring peasants. “What can we have to eat?” said Mr. Coleridge. “Nothing,” was the reply. “Can we have beds?” “No,” answered the master of the house. “Can we have some straw on which to lie?” “None, none,” was the reply. On which Mr. Coleridge cried out, “Are the Hessians Christians?” To have their Christianity doubted, was an insufferable insult, and to prove their religion, one man in a rage, hurled a log of wood at Mr. C., which, if it had struck him, would have laid him prostrate! But more effectually to prove that they were Christians, “good and true,” the men, in fierce array, now marched up, and roughly drove the saucy Englanders out of the house, to get lodgings where they could. From the extreme wrath of the insulted peasants, the travellers were apprehensive of some worse assault; and hurrying out of the village, weary, and hunger-smitten, bivouacked under a tree, determined never again to question a Hessian’s Christianity, even under the gallows.

On one occasion, Mr. Coleridge entered into some of his college scenes, to one of which I may here refer. He said that, perhaps, it was culpable in him not to have paid more attention to his dress than he did when at the University, but the great excluded the little. He said that he was once walking through a street in Cambridge, leaning on the arms of two silk gowns, when his own habiliments formed rather a ludicrous contrast. His cap had the merit of having once been new; and some untoward rents in his gown, which he had a month before intended to get mended, left a strong tendency, in some of its posterior parts, to trail along the ground in the form, commonly called “tatters.” The three friends were settling the exact site of Troy, or some other equally momentous subject, when they were passed by two spruce gownsmen, one of whom said to the other, which just caught the ear of Mr. C., “That sloven thinks he can hide his ribbons by the gowns of his companions.” Mr. C. darted an appalling glance at him, and passed on. He now learned the name, and acquired some particulars respecting the young man who had offended him, and hastened home to exercise his Juvenallian talent.

The next day he gave his satire to a friend, to show it to the young man, who became quite alarmed at the mistake he had made, and also at the ominous words, “He who wrote this can write more.” The cauldron might boil over with fresh “bubble, bubble, toil and trouble.” There was no time to lose. He therefore immediately proceeded to Mr. C.’s chambers; apologized for his inconsiderate expressions; thought him to have been some “rough colt,” from the country, again begged his pardon, and received the hand of reconciliation. This young, miscalculating Cantabrigian, now became one of Mr. C.’s warmest friends, and rose to eminence.

The satire was singularly cutting. I can recall but two unconnected lines:

 ”With eye that looks around with asking gaze,
  And tongue that traffics in the trade of praise.”
 

Mr. Coleridge now told us of the most remarkable of his Cambridge eccentricities, that of his having enlisted as a soldier. He had previously stated to me many of the following particulars, yet not the whole; but (having taken a deep interest in this singular adventure,) in addition to that which I heard from Mr. C., who never told all the incidents of his military life to any one person, but on the contrary, detailed some few to one, and some few to another, I made a point of collecting from different friends, every scattered fact I could obtain, and shall now throw the whole into one narrative.

But before I proceed, I must take some notice of a statement on this subject, communicated to the public, by Mr. Bowles, wherein his account appears to clash with mine. Of this gentleman (with whose name and writings I have connected so many pleasant remembrances, from early life,) I wish to speak with the utmost respect; but the truth Mr. B. himself will be glad to learn.

Mr. Bowles states a circumstance relating to what he calls, “The most correct, sublime, chaste, and beautiful of Mr. Coleridge’s poems; the ‘Religious Musings;’” namely, that “it was written, non inter sylvas academi, but in the tap-room at Reading.” This information could not have been received from Mr. C. but perhaps was derived from the imperfect recollection of Captain O.; but whoever the informant may have been, the assertion has not the merit of being founded on a shadow of accuracy. The poem of the “Religious Musings” was not written “in the tap-room at Reading,” nor till long after Mr. C. had quitted his military life. It was written partly at Stowey; partly on Redcliff Hill; and partly in my parlour, where both Mr. Coleridge and Mr. Southey occasionally wrote their verses. This will have sufficiently appeared by Mr. C.’s own letters; to which I could add other decisive evidence, if the subject were of more consequence.

I now proceed with the narrative of Mr. Coleridge’s military adventures, chiefly collected from himself, but not inconsiderably from the information of other of his more intimate friends; particularly R. Lovell; although I must apprise the reader that after a lapse of forty years, I cannot pledge myself for every individual word: a severity of construction which neither my memoranda nor memory would authorize. In order not to interrupt the reader, by stating that this was derived from one source, and that from another, (at this time hardly to be separated in my own mind) I shall narrate it as though Mr. Coleridge had related the whole at once, to Mr. Davy and myself.

* * * * *
 

Mr. Coleridge now told us of one of his Cambridge eccentricities which highly amused us. He said that he had paid his addresses to a Mary Evans, who, rejecting his offer, he took it so much in dudgeon, that he withdrew from the University to London, when, in a reckless state of mind, he enlisted in the 15th, Elliot’s Light Dragoons. No objection having been taken to his height or age, he was asked his name. He had previously determined to give one that was thoroughly Kamschatkian, but having noticed that morning over a door in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, (or the Temple) the name of “Cumberbatch,” (not Comberback) he thought this word sufficiently outlandish, and replied “Silas Tomken Cumberbatch,” and such was the entry in the regimental book.

Here, in his new capacity, laborious duties devolved on Mr. C. He endeavoured to think on Caesar, and Epaminondas, and Leonidas, with other ancient heroes, and composed himself to his fate; remembering, in every series, there must be a commencement: but still he found confronting him no imaginary inconveniences. Perhaps he who had most cause for dissatisfaction, was the drill sergeant, who thought his professional character endangered; for after using his utmost efforts to bring his raw recruit into something like training, he expressed the most serious fears, from his unconquerable awkwardness, that he never should be able to make a soldier of him!

Mr. C. it seemed, could not even rub down his own horse, which, however, it should be known, was rather a restive one, who, like Cowper’s hare, “would bite if he could,” and in addition, kick not a little. We could not suppose that these predispositions in the martial steed were at all aggravated by the unskilful jockeyship to which he was subjected, but the sensitive quadruped did rebel a little in the stable, and wince a little in the field! Perhaps the poor animal was something in the state of the horse that carried Mr. Wordsworth’s “Idiot Boy,” who, in his sage contemplations, “wondered”—”What he had got upon his back!” This rubbing down his horse was a constant source of annoyance to Mr. C., who thought that the most rational way was, — to let the horse rub himself down, shaking himself clean, and so to shine in all his native beauty; but on this subject there were two opinions, and his that was to decide carried most weight. If it had not been for the foolish and fastidious taste of the ultra precise sergeant, this whole mass of trouble might be avoided, but seeing the thing must be done, or punishment! he set about the herculean task with the firmness of a Wallenstein; but lo! the paroxysm was brief, in the necessity that called it forth. Mr. C. overcame this immense difficulty, by bribing a young man of the regiment to perform the achievement for him; and that on very easy terms; namely, by writing for him some “Love Stanzas,” to send to his sweetheart!

Mr. Coleridge, in the midst of all his deficiencies, it appeared, was liked by the men, although he was the butt of the whole company; being esteemed by them as next of kin to a natural, though of a peculiar kind — a talking natural. This fancy of theirs was stoutly resisted by the love-sick swain, but the regimental logic prevailed; for, whatever they could do, with masterly dexterity, he could not do at all, ergo, must he not be a natural? There was no man in the regiment who met with so many falls from his horse, as Silas Tomken Cumberbatch! He often calculated with so little precision his due equilibrium, that, in mounting on one side, (perhaps the wrong stirrup) the probability was, especially if his horse moved a little, that he lost his balance, and, if he did not roll back on this side, came down ponderously on the other! when the laugh spread amongst the men, “Silas is off again!” Mr. C. had often heard of campaigns, but he never before had so correct an idea of hard service.

Some mitigation was now in store for Mr. C. arising out of a whimsical circumstance. He had been placed as a sentinel, at the door of a ball-room, or some public place of resort, when two of his officers, passing in, stopped for a moment, near Mr. C., talking about Euripides, two lines from whom, one of them repeated. At the sound of Greek, the sentinel instinctively turned his ear, when he said, with all deference, touching his lofty cap, “I hope your honour will excuse me, but the lines you have repeated are not quite accurately cited. These are the lines,” when he gave them in their more correct form. “Besides,” said Mr. C., “instead of being in Euripides, the lines will be found in the second antistrophe of the ‘Aedipus of Sophocles.’” “Why, man, who are you?” said the officer, “old Faustus ground young again?” “I am your honour’s humble sentinel,” said Mr. C., again touching his cap.

The officers hastened into the room, and inquired of one and another, about that “odd fish,” at the door; when one of the mess, (it is believed, the surgeon) told them, that he had his eye upon him, but he would neither tell where he came from, nor anything about his family of the Cumberbatches; “but,” continued he, “instead of his being an ‘odd fish,’ I suspect he must be a ‘stray bird’ from the Oxford or Cambridge aviary.” They learned also, the laughable fact, that he was bruised all over, by frequent falls from his horse. “Ah,” said one of the officers, “we have had, at different times, two or three of these ‘University birds’ in our regiment.” This suspicion was confirmed by one of the officers, Mr. Nathaniel Ogle, who observed that he had noticed a line of Latin, chalked under one of the men’s saddles, and was told, on inquiring whose saddle it was, that it was “Cumberbatch’s.”

The officers now kindly took pity on the ‘poor scholar’ and had Mr. C. removed to the medical department, where he was appointed assistant in the regimental hospital. This change was a vast improvement in Mr. C.’s condition; and happy was the day, also, on which it took place, for the sake of the sick patients; for Silas Tomken Cumberbatch’s amusing stories, they said, did them more good than all the doctor’s physic! Many ludicrous dialogues sometimes occurred between Mr. C. and his new disciples; particularly with one who was “the geographer.” The following are some of these dialogues.

If he began talking to one or two of his comrades; for they were all on a perfect equality, except that those who went through their exercise the best, stretched their necks a little above the “awkward squad;” in which ignoble class Mr. C. was placed, as the preeminent member, almost by acclamation; if he began to speak, notwithstanding, to one or two, others drew near, increasing momently, till by-and-bye the sick-beds were deserted, and Mr. C. formed the centre of a large circle.

On one occasion, he told them of the Peloponnesian war, which lasted twenty-seven years, “There must have been famous promotion there,” said one poor fellow, haggard as a death’s head. Another, tottering with disease, ejaculated, “Can you tell, Silas, how many rose from the ranks?”

He now still more excited their wonderment, by recapitulating the feats of Archimedes. As the narrative proceeded, one restrained his scepticism, till he was almost ready to burst, and then vociferated, “Silas, that’s a lie!” “D’ye think so?” said Mr. C. smiling, and went on with his story. The idea, however, got amongst them, that Silas’s fancy was on the stretch, when Mr. C. finding that this tact would not do, changed his subject, and told them of a famous general, called Alexander the Great. As by a magic spell, the flagging attention was revived, and several, at the same moment, to testify their eagerness, called out, “The general! The general!” “I’ll tell you all about him,” said Mr. C. when impatience marked every countenance. He then told them whose son this Alexander the Great was; no less than Philip of Macedon. “I never heard of him,” said one. “I think I have,” said the “geographer,” ashamed of being thought ignorant, “Silas, was’nt he a Cornish man? I knew one of the Alexanders at Truro!”

Mr. C. now went on describing to them, in glowing colours, the valour, and the wars, and the conquests of this famous general. “Ah,” said one man, whose open mouth had complimented the speaker, for the preceding half hour; “Ah,” said he, “Silas, this Alexander must have been as great a man as our Colonel!”

Mr. C. now told them of the “Retreat of the Ten Thousand.” “I don’t like to hear of retreat,” said one. “Nor I,” said a second: “I’m for marching on.” Mr. C. now told of the incessant conflicts of these brave warriors, and of the virtues of the “square.” “They were a parcel of crack men,” said one. “Yes,” said another, “their bayonets fixed, and sleeping on their arms day and night.” “I should like to know,” said a fourth, “what rations were given with all that hard fighting;” on which an Irishman replied, “to be sure, every time the sun rose, two pounds of good ox beef, and plenty of whiskey.”

At another time he told them of the invasion of Xerxes, and his crossing the wide Hellespont. “Ah,” said a young recruit, a native of an obscure village in Kent, who had acquired a decent smattering of geography, — knowing well that the world was round, and that the earth was divided into land and water, and, furthermore, that there were more countries on the globe than England, and who now wished to raise his pretensions a little before his comrades; said this young man of Kent; “Silas, I know where that ‘Helspont’ is. I think it must be the mouth of the Thames, for ’tis very wide.”




Mr. C. now told them of the herces of Thermopylae, when the geographer interrupted him, by saying, “Silas, I think I know, too, where that ‘Thermopple’ is; isn’t it somewhere up in the north?” “You are quite right, Jack,” said Mr. C. “it is to the north of the Line.” A conscious elevation marked his countenance, and he rose at once, five degrees in the estimation of his friends.

In one of these interesting conversaziones, when Mr. C. was sitting at the foot of a bed, surrounded by his gaping comrades, who were always solicitous of, and never wearied with, his stories, the door suddenly burst open, and in came two or three gentlemen, (his friends) looking for some time, in vain, amid the uniform dresses, for their man. At length, they pitched on Mr. C. and taking him by the arm, led him, in silence, out of the room, (a picture indeed, for a Wilkie!) As the supposed deserter passed the threshold, one of the astonished auditors uttered, with a sigh, “poor Silas! I wish they may let him off with a cool five hundred!” Mr. C.’s ransom was soon joyfully adjusted by his friends, and now the wide world once more lay before him.

A very old friend of Mr. Coleridge has recently furnished me with the two following anecdotes of Mr. C. which were also new to me.

The inspecting officer of his regiment, on one occasion, was examining the guns of the men, and coming to one piece which was rusty, he called out in an authoritative tone, “Whose rusty gun is this?” when Mr. Coleridge said, “is it very rusty, Sir?” “Yes Cumberbatch, it is” said the officer, sternly. “Then, Sir,” replied Mr. C. “it must be mine!” The oddity of the reply disarmed the officer, and the poor scholar escaped without punishment.

Mr. Coleridge was a remarkably awkward horseman, so much so, as generally to attract notice. Some years after this, he was riding along the turnpike road, in the county of Durham, when a wag, approaching him, noticed his peculiarity, and (quite mistaking his man) thought the rider a fine subject for a little sport; when, as he drew near, he thus accosted Mr. C. “I say, young man, did you meet a tailor on the road?” “Yes,” replied Mr. C. (who was never at a loss for a rejoinder) “I did; and he told me, if I went a little further I should meet a goose!” The assailant was struck dumb, while the traveller jogged on.

Mr. C. gave me these, his translations from the German.

ON A BAD READER OF HIS OWN VERSES.
 

 Hoarse Maevius reads his hobbling verse
    To all, and at all times,
  And deems them both divinely smooth,
    His voice, as well as rhymes.
 

 But folks say Maevius is no ass!
    But Maevius makes it clear,
  That he’s a monster of an ass,
    An ass without an ear.
 

* * * * *
 

 If the guilt of all lying consists in deceit,
    Lie on—’tis your duty, sweet youth!
  For believe me, then only we find you a cheat,
    When you cunningly tell us the truth.
 

 ”As Dick and I at Charing Cross were walking,
    Whom should we see on t’other side pass by,
  But INFORMATOR with a stranger talking,
    So I exclaimed—”O, what a lie!”
  Quoth Dick, “What, can you hear him?” Stuff!
  I saw him open his mouth — an’t that enough?”
 

* * * * *
 

ON OBSERVING A LADY LICKING HER LAP-DOG,
 

 Thy Lap-dog Rufa, is a dainty beast;
  It don’t surprise me in the least,
    To see thee lick so dainty clean a beast,
    But that so dainty clean a beast licks thee — 
    Yes — that surprises me.
 

* * * * *
 

 Jack writes his verses with more speed
    Than the printer’s boy can set ‘em;
  Quite as fast as we can read,
    But only — not so fast as we forget ‘em.
 

Mr. Coleridge accompanied these epigrams with the translation of one of LESSING’S pieces, where the felicity of the expression, in its English form, will excite in most readers a suspicion, that no German original, could equal the poem in its new dress.

MY LOVE.
 

 I ask’d my love, one happy day,
  What I should call her in my lay!
    By what sweet name from Rome or Greece;
  Iphigenia, Clelia, Chloris,
  Laura, Lesbia, or Doris,
    Dorimene, or Lucrece?
  Ah! replied my gentle fair,
  Beloved! what are names but air!
    Take whatever suits the line:
  Call me Clelia, call me Chloris,
  Laura, Lesbia, or Doris,
    Only, only, call me thine.
 

Mr. C. told me that he intended to translate the whole of Lessing. I smiled. Mr. C. understood the symbol, and smiled in return.

The above poem is thus printed in the last edition of 1835, by which the two may be compared, and the reader will perhaps think that the alterations are not improvements.

NAMES.
 

 I asked my fair one happy day,
  What I should call her in my lay?
    By what sweet name from Rome or Greece:
  Lalage, Nesera, Chloris,
  Sappho, Lesbia, or Doris,
    Arethusa, or Lucrece.
 

 Ah, replied my gentle fair,
  Beloved, what are names but air?
    Choose thou whatever suits the line;
  Call me Sappho, call me Chloris,
  Call me Lalage, or Doris,
    Only, only, call me thine.
 

Some time after this, Mr. Coleridge being in an ill state of health, recollected that a friend of his, Sir John Stoddart, was the Judge at Malta, and he determined to repair to that island. Here he was introduced to Sir Alexander Ball, the Governor, who happened at that time to be in want of a Secretary, and being greatly pleased with Mr. Coleridge, he immediately engaged him in that capacity.

* * * * *
 

I shall here for the present leave the narrative of Mr. C. in other and better hands, and proceed to remark, that Mr. Davy and Mr. Coleridge continued their friendly feeling toward each other, through life. Mr. Davy, in a letter to Mr. Poole, (1804.) thus expresses himself:

“I have received a letter from Coleridge within the last three weeks. He writes from Malta, in good spirits, and as usual, from the depth of his being. God bless him! He was intended for a great man. I hope and trust he will, at some period, appear such.”

Mr. Davy, after a continuance in Bristol of more than two years, sent me the following letter, with a copy of “Burns’s Life and Works,” by Dr. Currie.

“Dear Cottle,

I have been for the last six weeks so much hurried by business, and the prospect of a change of situation, that I have not had time to call on you. I am now on the point of leaving the Hotwells, and had designed to see you this morning, but engagements have unluckily prevented me. I am going to the Royal Institution, where, if you come to London, it will give me much pleasure to see you.

Will you be pleased to accept the copy of ‘Burns’s Life and Poems,’ sent with this, and when you are reading with delight the effusions of your brother bard, occasionally think of one who is, with sincere regard and affection, your friend,

H. Davy.

March 9th, 1801.”

In a letter of Sir H. Davy, addressed to his friend Mr. Poole, 1803, he thus writes of S. T. C.

“Coleridge has left London for Keswick. During his stay in town, I saw him seldomer than usual; when I did see him, it was generally in the midst of large companies, where he is the image of power and activity. His eloquence is unimpaired; perhaps it is softer and stronger. His will is less than ever commensurate with his ability. Brilliant images of greatness float upon his mind, like images of the morning clouds on the waters. Their forms are changed by the motion of the waves, they are agitated by every breeze, and modified by every sun-beam. He talked in the course of an hour, of beginning three works; and he recited the poem of Christabel unfinished, and as I had before heard it. What talent does he not waste in forming visions, sublime, but unconnected with the real world! I have looked to his efforts, as to the efforts of a creating being; but as yet he has not laid the foundation for the new world of intellectual forms.”

In the following letter received by me from Sir H. Davy, so late as June, 1823, he refers to Mr. Coleridge.

“My dear Sir,

… I have often thought on the subject of the early history of our planet, and have some peculiar views, but I have some reserve in talking here about it, as all our knowledge on such matter is little more than ignorance.

What I stated to the Royal Society, in awarding the medal to Professor Buckland, has not been correctly given in the Journals. I merely said that the facts lately brought forward, proved the occurrence of that great catastrophe which had been recorded in sacred and profane history, and of which traditions were current, even amongst the most barbarous nations. I did not say they proved the truth of the Mosaic account of the deluge, that is to say, of the history of the Ark of Noah, and the preservation of animal life. This is revelation; and no facts, that I know of, have been discovered in science that bear upon this question, and the sacred history of the race of Shem. My idea was to give to Caesar what belonged to Caesar, &c. &c., and not to blend divine truths with the fancies of men.

I met Coleridge this morning, looking very well. I had not seen him for years. He has promised to dine with me on Monday….

Very sincerely yours,

H. Davy.

June 11th, 1823.”

Sir H. Davy was the chief agent in prevailing on Mr. Coleridge to give a course of lectures on Shakspeare, at the Royal Institution, which he did, eighteen in number, in the year 1808. Sir H. D. in writing to Mr. Poole, this year, thus refers to him.

“Coleridge, after disappointing his audience twice from illness, is announced to lecture again this week. He has suffered greatly from excessive sensibility, the disease of genius. His mind is a wilderness, in which the cedar and the oak, which might aspire to the skies, are stunted in their growth by underwood, thorns, briars, and parasitical plants. With the most exalted genius, enlarged views, sensitive heart, and enlightened mind, he will be the victim of want of order, precision, and regularity. I cannot think of him without experiencing the mingled feelings of admiration, regard, and pity.”

To this testimony in confirmation of Mr. Coleridge’s intellectual eminence, some high and additional authorities will be added; such as to entitle him to the name of the Great Conversationalist. Professor Wilson thus writes:

“If there be any man of great and original genius alive at this moment, in Europe, it is S. T. Coleridge. Nothing can surpass the melodious richness of words, which he heaps around his images; images that are not glaring in themselves, but which are always affecting to the very verge of tears, because they have all been formed and nourished in the recesses of one of the most deeply musing spirits, that ever breathed forth its inspirations, in the majestic language of England.”

“Not less marvellously gifted, though in a far different manner, is Coleridge, who by a strange error has usually been regarded of the same (lake) school. Instead, like Wordsworth, of seeking the sources of sublimity and beauty in the simplest elements of humanity, he ranges through all history and science, investigating all that has really existed, and all that has had foundation only in the wildest, and strangest minds, combining, condensing, developing and multiplying the rich products of his research with marvellous facility and skill; now pondering fondly over some piece of exquisite loveliness, brought from an unknown recess, now tracing out the hidden germ of the eldest, and most barbaric theories, and now calling fantastic spirits from the vasty deep, where they have slept since the dawn of reason. The term ‘myriad-minded’ which he has happily applied to Shakspeare, is truly descriptive of himself. He is not one, but legion, ‘rich with the spoils of time,’ richer in his own glorious imagination and sportive fantasy. There is nothing more wonderful than the facile majesty of his images, or rather of his world of imagery, which, whether in his poetry or his prose, start up before us, self-raised, and all perfect, like the palace of Aladdin. He ascends to the sublimest truths by a winding track of sparkling glory, which can only be described in his own language.

                       ’The spirit’s ladder
      That from this gross and visible world of dust,
      Even to the starry world, with thousand rounds
      Builds itself up; on which the unseen powers
      Move up and down on heavenly ministries — 
      The circles in the circles, that approach
      The central sun from ever narrowing orbit.’
 

In various beauty of versification he has never been exceeded. Shakspeare doubtless in liquid sweetness and exquisite continuity, and Milton in pure majesty and classic grace — but this, in one species of verse only; and taking all his trials of various metres, the swelling harmony of his blank verse, the sweet breathing of his gentle odes, and the sybil-like flutter, with the murmuring of his wizard spells, we doubt if even these great masters have so fully developed the sources of the English tongue. He has yet completed no adequate memorial of his Genius, yet it is most unjust to say he has done little or nothing.

To refute this assertion, there are his ‘Wallenstein;’ his love poems of intensest beauty; his ‘Ancient Mariner,’ with his touches of profoundest tenderness amidst the wildest and most bewildering terrors; his holy and sweet tale of ‘Christabel,’ with its enchantments, and richer humanities; the depths, the sublimities, and the pensive sweetness of his ‘Tragedy;’ the heart-dilating sentiments scattered through his ‘Friend;’ and the stately imagery which breaks upon us at every turn of the golden paths of his metaphysical labyrinth. And if he has a power within him mightier than that which even these glorious creations indicate, shall he be censured because he has deviated from the ordinary course of the age in its development, and instead of committing his imaginative wisdom to the press, has delivered it from his living lips? He has gone about in the true spirit of an old Greek bard, with a noble carelessness of self, giving fit utterance to the divine spirit within, him. Who that has ever heard can forget him? His mild benignity, the unbounded variety of his knowledge, the fast succeeding products of his imagination, the child-like simplicity with which he rises from the dryest and commonest theme into the wildest magnificence of thought, pouring on the soul a stream of beauty and wisdom to mellow and enrich it for ever? The seeds of poetry, the materials for thinking, which he has thus scattered will not perish. The records of his fame are not in books only, but on the fleshly tablets of young hearts, who will not suffer it to die even in the general ear, however base and unfeeling criticism may deride their gratitude.” — Mr. Sergeant Talfourd.

Dr. Dibdin has given an animated description of Coleridge’s lecturing and conversation, which concurs with the universal opinion.

“I once came from Kensington in a snow-storm to hear Mr. Coleridge lecture on Shakspeare, I might have sat as wisely, and more comfortably by my own fire-side — for no Coleridge appeared. —— I shall never forget the effect his conversation made upon me at the first meeting, at a dinner party. It struck me as something not only quite out of the ordinary course of things, but an intellectual exhibition altogether matchless. The viands were unusually costly, and the banquet was at once rich and varied; but there seemed to be no dish like Coleridge’s conversation to feed upon — and no information so instructive as his own. The orator rolled himself up as it were in his chair, and gave the most unrestrained indulgence to his speech; and how fraught with acuteness and originality was that speech, and in what copious and eloquent periods did it flow. The auditors seemed to be wrapt in wonder and delight, as one conversation, more profound or clothed in more forcible language than another, fell from his tongue. He spoke nearly for two hours with unhesitating and uninterrupted fluency. As I returned homewards, to Kensington, I thought a second Johnson had visited the earth, to make wise the sons of men; and regretted that I could not exercise the powers of a second Boswell to record the wisdom and the eloquence that fell from the orator’s lips.

The manner of Coleridge was emphatic rather than dogmatic, and thus he was generally and satisfactorily listened to. It might be said of Coleridge, as Cowper has so happily said of Sir Philip Sidney, that he was ‘the warbler of poetic prose.’ There was always this characteristic feature in his multifarious conversation, — it was always delicate, reverend, and courteous. The chastest ear could drink in no startling sound; the most serious believer never had his bosom ruffled by one sceptical or reckless assertion. Coleridge was eminently simple in his manner. Thinking and speaking were his delight; and he would sometimes seem, during the more fervid movements of discourse, to be abstracted from all, and everything around and about him, and to be basking in the sunny warmth of his own radiant imagination.” — Dr. Dibdin.

“Last Thursday, my Uncle, S. T. C. dined with us; and —— and —— came to meet him. I have heard him more brilliant, but he was very fine, and delighted both, —— and —— very much. It is impossible to carry off, or commit to paper, his long trains of argument; indeed it is not possible to understand them, he lays the foundation so deep, and views every question in so original a manner. Nothing can be finer than the principles which he lays down in morals and religion. His deep study of scripture is very astonishing; —— and —— were but as children in his hands, not merely in general views of theology, but in minute criticism…. Afterwards in the drawing-room, he sat down by Professor Rigaud, with whom he entered into a discussion of ‘Kant’s system of Metaphysics.’ The little knots of the company were speedily silent. Mr. Coleridge’s voice grew louder; and, abstruse as the subject was, yet his language was so ready, so energetic, and eloquent, and his illustrations so very apt and apposite, that the ladies even paid him the most solicitous, and respectful attention…. This is nearly all I recollect of our meeting with this most interesting, most wonderful man. Some of his topics and arguments I have enumerated, but the connexion and the words are lost. And nothing that I can say can give any notion of his eloquence and manner.” — Mr. Justice Coleridge. — Table Talk.

“To the honoured memory of Samuel Taylor Coleridge, the Christian Philosopher, who through dark and winding paths of speculation was led to the light, in order that others by his guidance might reach that light, without passing through the darkness, these sermons on the work of the spirit are dedicated with deep thankfulness and reverence by one of the many pupils whom his writings have helped to discern the sacred concord and unity of human and Divine truth.

“Of recent English writers, the one with whose sanction I have chiefly desired whenever I could, to strengthen my opinions, is the great religious philosopher to whom the mind of our generation in England owes more than to any other man. My gratitude to him I have endeavoured to express by dedicating the following sermons to his memory; and the offering is so far at least appropriate, in that the main work of his life was to spiritualize, not only our philosophy, but our theology; to raise them both above the empiricism into which they had long been dwindling, and to set them free from the technical trammels of logical systems. Whether he is as much studied by the genial young men of the present day, as he was twenty or thirty years ago, I have no adequate means of judging: but our theological literature teems with errors, such as could hardly have been committed by persons whose minds had been disciplined by his philosophical method, and had rightly appropriated his principles. So far too as my observation has extended, the third and fourth volumes of his ‘Remains,’ though they were hailed with delight by Arnold on their first appearance, have not yet produced their proper effect on the intellect of the age. It may be that the rich store of profound and beautiful thought contained in them has been weighed down, from being mixed with a few opinions on points of Biblical criticism, likely to be very offensive to persons who know nothing about the history of the Canon. Some of these opinions, to which Coleridge himself ascribed a good deal of importance, seem to me of little worth; some to be decidedly erroneous. Philological criticism, indeed all matters requiring a laborious and accurate investigation of details were alien from the bent and habits of his mind; and his exegetical studies, such as they were, took place at a period when he had little better than the meagre Rationalism of Eichhorn and Bertholdt to help him. Of the opinions which he imbibed from them, some abode with him through life. These however, along with everything else that can justly be objected to in the ‘Remains,’ do not form a twentieth part of the whole, and may easily be separated from the remainder. Nor do they detract in any way from the sterling sense, the clear and far-sighted discernment, the power of tracing principles in their remotest operations, and of referring all things to their first principles, which are manifested in almost every page, and from which we might learn so much. There may be some indeed, who fancy that Coleridge’s day is gone by, and that we have advanced beyond him. I have seen him numbered, along with other persons who would have been no less surprised at their position and company, among the pioneers who prepared the way for our new theological school. This fathering of Tractarianism, as it is termed, upon Coleridge, well deserves to rank beside the folly which would father Rationalism upon Luther. Coleridge’s far-reaching vision did indeed discern the best part of the speculative truths which our new school has laid hold on, and exaggerated and perverted. But in Coleridge’s field of view they were comprised along with the complimental truths which limit them, and in their conjunction and co-ordination with which alone they retain the beneficent power of truth. He saw what our modern theologians see, though it was latent from the vulgar eyes in his days; but he also saw what they do not see, what they have closed their eyes on; and he saw far beyond them, because he saw things in their universal principles and laws.” — Rev. Archdeacon Charles Hare’s “Mission of the Comforter.” — Preface, pp. 13, 15. Two Vols. 8vo.

These various testimonies to the conversational eminence of Mr. Coleridge, and from men the best qualified to decide, must satisfy every mind, that in this one quality he scarcely ever had a superior, or perhaps an equal. In the 103rd No. of the “Quarterly Review,” there is a description of his conversation, evidently written by one competent to judge, and who well knew the subject of his praise; but though the writer’s language is highly encomiastic, corresponding with his eloquence, yet to all who knew Coleridge, it will not be considered as exceeding the soberest truth. When and where are such descriptions as the preceding and the following to be found?

“Perhaps our readers may have heard repeated a saying of Mr. Wordsworth, ‘that many men of his age had done wonderful things, as Davy, Scott, Cuvier, &c.; but that Coleridge was the only wonderful man he ever knew.’ Something of course must be allowed in this, as in all other such cases, for the antithesis; but we believe the fact really to be, that the greater part of those who have occasionally visited Mr. Coleridge, have left him with the feeling akin to the judgment indicated in the above remark. They admire the man more than his works, or they forget the works in the absorbing impression made by the living author; and no wonder. Those who remember him in his more vigorous days, can bear witness to the peculiarity and transcendant power of his conversational eloquence. It was unlike anything that could be heard elsewhere; the kind was different, the degree was different, the manner was different. The boundless range of scientific knowledge, the brilliancy and exquisite nicety of illustration, the deep and ready reasoning, the strangeness and immensity of bookish lore, were not all; the dramatic story, the joke, the pun, the festivity, must be added; and with these, the clerical looking dress, the thick waving silver hair, the youthful coloured cheek, the indefinable mouth and lips, the quick yet steady and penetrating greenish grey eye, the slow and continuous enunciation, and the everlasting music of his tones, — all went to make up the image, and to constitute the living presence of the man. Even now his conversation is characterized by all the essentials of its former excellence; there is the same individuality, the same unexpectedness, the same universal grasp; nothing is too high, nothing too low for it — it glances from earth to heaven, from heaven to earth, with a speed and a splendour, an ease and a power, which almost seemed inspired.”

* * * * *
 

As a conclusion to these honourable testimonies, it may be added, the wish has often been expressed, that more were known respecting Mr. Coleridge’s school and college life, so briefly detailed in his “Biographia.” There was one friend of whom he often used to talk, and always with a kind feeling, who sat next to him at Christ Church School, and who afterwards accompanied him to Cambridge, where their friendship was renewed, and their intercourse uninterrupted. This gentleman was the Rev. C. V. Le Grice, the respected and erudite incumbent of a living near Penzance. Mr. Le G. might contribute largely toward the elucidation of Mr. Coleridge’s school and college life; but as the much has been denied, we must be thankful for the little. The following are Mr. Le Grice’s brief, but interesting notices of his friend:

“Mr. Urban,

In the various and numerous memoirs, which have been published of the late Mr. Coleridge, I have been surprised at the accuracy in many respects, and at the same time their omission of a very remarkable, and a very honourable anecdote in his history. In the memoir of him in your last number, you do not merely omit, but you give an erroneous account of this very circumstance, to which I mean to allude. You assert that he did not obtain, and indeed did riot aim to obtain, the honours of the University. So far is this from the fact, that in his Freshman’s year he won the gold medal for the Greek Ode; and in his second year he became a candidate for the Craven scholarship, a University scholarship, for which undergraduates of any standing are entitled to become candidates. This was in the winter of 1792. Out of sixteen or eighteen competitors a selection of four was made to contend for the prize, and these four were Dr. Butler, now the Head Master of Shrewsbury; Dr. Keate, the late Head Master of Eton; Mr. Bethell, the late Member for Yorkshire; and S. T. Coleridge. Dr. Butler was the successful candidate.

Pause a moment in Coleridge’s history, and think of him at this period! Butler! Keate! Bethell! and Coleridge!! How different the career of each in future life! O Coleridge; through what strange paths did the meteor of genius lead thee! Pause a moment, ye distinguished men! and deem it not the least bright spot in your happier career, that you and Coleridge were once rivals, and for a moment running abreast in the pursuit of honour. I believe that his disappointment at this crisis damped his ardour. Unfortunately, at that period there was no classical Tripos; so that if a person did not obtain the classical medal, he was thrown back among the totally undistinguished; and it was not allowable to become a candidate for the classical medal, unless you had taken a respectable degree in mathematics. Coleridge had not the least taste for these, and here his case was hopeless; so that he despaired of a Fellowship, and gave up, what in his heart he coveted, college honours, and a college life. He had seen his schoolfellow and dearest friend, Middleton, (late Bishop of Calcutta) quit Pembroke under similar circumstances. Not quite similar, because Middleton studied mathematics so as to take a respectable degree, and to enable him to try for the medal; but he failed, and therefore all hopes failed of a Fellowship — most fortunately, as it proved in after life, for Middleton, though he mourned at the time most deeply, and exclaimed, ‘I am Middleton, which is another name for Misfortune!’

     ’There is a Providence which shapes our ends,
      Rough hew them how you will.’
 

That, which Middleton deemed a misfortune, drew him from the cobwebs of a college library to the active energies of a useful and honoured life. But to return to Coleridge. When he quitted College, which he did before he had taken a degree, in a moment of mad caprice — it was indeed an inauspicious hour! ‘In an inauspicious hour I left the friendly cloisters, and the happy grove of quiet, ever honoured Jesus College, Cambridge.’ Short, but deep and heart-felt reminiscence! In a literary Life of himself this short memorial is all that Coleridge gives of his happy days at college. Say not, that he did not obtain, and did not wish to obtain classical honours! He did obtain them, and was eagerly ambitious of them; but he did not bend to that discipline which was to qualify him for the whole course. He was very studious, but his reading was desultory and capricious. He took little exercise merely for the sake of exercise; but he was ready at any time to unbend his mind in conversation, and for the sake of this, his room (the ground-floor room on the right hand of the staircase facing the great gate) was a constant rendezvous of conversation loving friends, I will not call them loungers, for they did not call to kill time, but to enjoy it. What evenings have I spent in those rooms! What little suppers, or sizing, as they were called, have I enjoyed; when Aeschylus, and Plato, and Thucydides, were pushed aside, with a pile of lexicons, &c., to discuss the pamphlets of the day. Ever and anon, a pamphlet issued from the pen of Burke. There was no need of having the book before us. Coleridge had read it in the morning; and in the evening he would repeat whole pages verbatim. Freud’s trial was then in progress. Pamphlets swarmed from the press. Coleridge had read them all; and in the evening, with our negus, we had them viva voce gloriously. O Coleridge! it was indeed an inauspicious hour, when you quitted the friendly cloisters of Jesus. The epithet ‘friendly’ implied what you were thinking of, when you thought of college. To you, Coleridge, your contemporaries were indeed friendly, and I believe, that in your literary life you have passed over your college life so briefly, because you wished to banish from your view the ‘visions of long-departed joys.’ To enter into a description of your college days would have called up too sadly to your memory ‘the hopes which once shone bright,’ and would have made your heart sink.

Yours, &c.,

C. V. Le Grice.

P. S. — I was a witness to the breathless delight with which he hastened to give his friends intelligence of his success. The following lines, in his “Verses written in Early Youth,” are a memorial of the pleasure, which he felt in the sympathy of one who was then most dear to him: — 

     ”With faery wand, O bid the maid arise,
      Chaste joyance dancing in her bright blue eyes,
      As erst, when, from the Muse’s calm abode,
      I came with learning’s meed not unbestowed.”
 

See Poems, Edit. 1805, p. 34.

He wrote, to my certain knowledge, for the prize in the ensuing year; but it was most deservedly given to Keate’s beautiful Ode. The subject Laus Astronomiae. No one was more convinced of the propriety of the decision than Coleridge himself. He used to repeat Ramsden’s Greek Ode on Gibraltar, and Smith’s Latin one on Mare Liberum, with incessant rapture. It would have been his glory to have caught their spirit, — he was absorbed in these things. A Classical Tripos would have changed Coleridge’s destiny.” — Gentleman’s Magazine, Dec. 1834.

* * * * *
 

The reader’s attention will now be directed to Mr. Coleridge, after he left Malta, when he visited Bristol, in the year 1807. I accidentally learned that Mr. C. had returned to England, not in good health, and that he was at Mr. Poole’s, when I addressed a letter to him, expressing a hope that his health would soon allow him to pay me a visit, in Bristol. To this letter he thus replied:

“Dear Cottle,

On my return to Bristol, whenever that may be, I will certainly give you the right hand of old fellowship; but, alas! you will find me the wretched wreck of what you knew me, rolling, rudderless. My health is extremely bad. Pain I have enough of, but that is indeed to me, a mere trifle, but the almost unceasing, overpowering sensations of wretchedness: achings in my limbs, with an indescribable restlessness, that makes action to any available purpose, almost impossible: and worst of all, the sense of blighted utility, regrets, not remorseless. But enough; yea, more than enough; if these things produce, or deepen the conviction of the utter powerlessness of ourselves, and that we either perish, or find aid from something that passes understanding.

Affectionately,

S. T. C.”
 

The preceding letter of Mr. Coleridge led me to anticipate a worse state of health, on his arrival in Bristol, than appearances authorized. I knew nothing of opium, and was pleased to notice the clearness of his understanding, as well as much struck with the interesting narratives he gave of Malta, Italy, and his voyage to England. I knew that Mr. C. was somewhat in the habit of accommodating his discourse to the sentiments of the persons with whom he was conversing; but his language was now so pious and orthodox, that the contrast between his past and present sentiments was most noticeable. He appeared quite an improved character, and was about, I thought, to realise the best hopes of his friends. I found him full of future activity, projecting new works, and particularly a ‘New Review,’ of which he himself was to be the Editor! At this time not one word was said about opium, Colerton, Ottery, or Mrs. Coleridge, and I thought the prospect never appeared so cheering.

In my state of exultation, I invited Mr. Foster to come to Bristol, from
Frome, to renew his acquaintance with the improved and travelled Mr.
Coleridge. Mr. Tester’s reply is here given.
 

“Frome, June, 1807.

My dear sir,

I am very unfortunate in having made an engagement, two or three weeks back, to go just at this time on a very particular occasion, to a distant place in this county, and therefore being deprived of the very high luxury to which you so kindly invite me. I shall be unavoidably detained, for a very considerable time, and my imagination will strongly represent to me the pleasure and advantage of which an inevitable necessity deprives me. But I will indulge the hope, that I shall sometime be known to Mr. Coleridge, under more favourable circumstances, in a literary respect, than I can at present, after a regular application to the severer order of studies shall in some measure have retrieved the consequences of a very loose and indolent intellectual discipline, and shall have lessened a certain feeling of imbecility which always makes me shrink from attempting to gain the notice of men whose talents I admire.

No man can feel a more animated admiration of Mr. Coleridge than I have retained ever since the two or three times that I was a little while in his company; and during his absence in the south and the east, I have very often thought with delight of the immense acquisitions which he would at length bring back to enrich the works, which I trust the public will in due time receive from him, and to which it has an imperious claim. And still I trust he will feel the solemn duty of making his very best and continued efforts to mend as well as delight mankind, now that he has attained the complete mastery and expansion of his admirable powers. You do not fail, I hope, to urge him to devote himself strenuously to literary labour. He is able to take a station amongst the most elevated ranks, either of the philosophers or the poets. Pray tell me what are his immediate intentions, and whether he has any important specific undertaking in hand. For the sake of elegant literature, one is very glad, that he has had the opportunity of visiting those most interesting scenes and objects which you mention. Will you express to him in the strongest terms, my respect and my animated wishes for his health, his happiness, and his utility. You can inform me what is the nature of that literary project to which you allude. Tell me also, what is the state and progress of your own literary projects, and, I hope I may say, labours. I behaved shabbily about some slight remarks which I was to have ventured on Mr. Southey’s ‘Madoc,’ in the ‘Eclectic Review.’ On reading the critiques in the ‘Edinburgh Review,’ on ‘Thalaba’ and ‘Madoc,’ I found what were substantially my own impressions, so much better developed than I could have done, that I instantly threw my remarks away. Let me hear from you when you have half an hour of leisure, and believe me to be, with every kind remembrance to your most excellent, family, my dear sir,

Most cordially yours,

John Foster.

To Joseph Cottle.”

Some weeks after, Mr. Coleridge called on me; when, in the course of conversation, he entered into some observations on his own character, that made him appear unusually amiable. He said that he was naturally very arrogant; that it was his easily besetting sin; a state of mind which he ascribed to the severe subjection to which he had been exposed, till he was fourteen years of age, and from which, his own consciousness of superiority made him revolt. He then stated that he had renounced all his Unitarian sentiments; that he considered Unitarianism as a heresy of the worst description; attempting in vain, to reconcile sin and holiness; the world and heaven; opposing the whole spirit of the Bible; and subversive of all that truly constituted christianity. At this interview he professed his deepest conviction of the truth of Revelation; of the Fall of Man; of the Divinity of Christ, and redemption alone through his blood. To hear these sentiments so explicitly avowed, gave me unspeakable pleasure, and formed a new, and unexpected, and stronger bond of union.

A long and highly interesting theological conversation; followed, in which Mr. C. proved, that, however weak his body, the intellectual vigour of his mind was unimpaired. He exhibited, also, more sobriety of manner than I had before noticed in him, with an improved and impressive maturity in his reflections, expressed in his happiest language; and which, could it have been accurately recorded, would have adorned the most splendid of his pages; — so rare and pre-eminent was the powerful and spontaneous utterance with which this gifted son of genius was endowed.

Mr. Coleridge, at his next visit, related to me some of his Italian adventures; one or two of which I here introduce.

After quitting Malta, he had landed in Sicily, and visited Etna; his ascent up whose side, to the crater, he graphically described, with some striking features; but as this is a subject proverbially enlarged upon by all travellers, I waive further notice, and proceed to state, that Mr. C. after leaving Sicily passed over to the south of Italy, and journeyed on to Rome.

Shortly after Mr. Coleridge had arrived in this city, he attracted some notice amongst the literati, as an English “Man of Letters.” Cardinal Fesch, in particular, was civil, and sought his company; but that which was more remarkable, Jerome Buonaparte was then a resident at Rome, and Mr. C.’s reputation becoming known to him, he sent for him, and after showing him his palace, pictures, &c. thus generously addressed him: “Sir, I have sent for you to give you a little candid advice. I do not know that you have said, or written anything against my brother Napoleon, but as an Englishman, the supposition is not unreasonable. If you have, my advice is, that you leave Italy as soon as you possibly can!”

This hint was gratefully received, and Mr. Coleridge soon after quitted Rome, in the suite of Cardinal Fesch. From his anxiety to reach England, he proceeded to Leghorn, where a circumstance occurred which will excite every reader’s sympathy. Mr. Coleridge had journeyed to this port, where he rather hoped, than expected to find some conveyance, through the medium of a neutral, that should waft him to the land, “more prised than ever.” The hope proved delusive. The war was now raging between England and France, and Buonaparte being lord of the ascendant in Italy, Mr. Coleridge’s situation became insecure, and even perilous. To obtain a passport was impossible; and as Mr. C. had formerly rendered himself obnoxious to the great Captain by some political papers, he was in daily and hourly expectation of being incarcerated in an Italian prison, which would have been the infallible road to death!

In half despair of ever again seeing his family and friends, and under the constant dread of apprehension by the emissaries of the Tuscan government, or French spies; he went out one morning to look at some ruins in the neighbourhood of Leghorn, in a state of despondency, where, certainty, however terrible, would have been almost preferable to suspense. While musing on the ravages of time, he turned his eye, and observed at a little distance, a seafaring looking man, musing in silence, like himself, on the waste around. Mr. Coleridge advanced towards him, supposing, or at least deeming it possible, that he also might be mourning his captivity, and commenced a discourse with him; when he found that the stranger was an American captain, whose ship was then in the harbour, and on the point of sailing for England.

This information sent joy into his heart; but he testified no emotion, determined to obtain the captain’s good will, by showing him all the civilities in his power, as a preliminary to any future service the captain might be disposed to render him, whether the power were united with the disposition or not. This showed adroitness, with great knowledge of human nature; and more winning and captivating manners than those of Mr. C. when called forth, were never possessed by mortal! In conformity with this almost forlorn hope, Mr. Coleridge explained to the American captain the history of the ruin; read to him some of the half defaced Latin and Italian inscriptions, and concluded with extolling General Washington, and predicting the stability of the Union. The right keys, treble and tenor, were touched at the same moment. “Pray young man,” said the captain, “who are you?” Mr. C. replied, “I am a poor unfortunate Englishman, with a wife and family at home; but I am afraid I shall never see them more! I have no passport, nor means of escape; and, to increase my sorrow, I am in daily dread of being thrown into jail, when those I love will not have the last pleasure of knowing that I am dead!” The captain’s heart was touched. He had a wife and family at a distance. “My young man,” said he, “what is your name?” The reply was, “Samuel Taylor Coleridge.” “Poor young man,” answered the captain. “You meet me at this place to-morrow morning, exactly at ten o’clock.” So saying, the captain withdrew, Mr. C. stood musing on the singular occurrence, in which there was something inexplicable. His discernment of the stranger’s character convinced him there existed no under plot, but still there was a wide space between probability and certainty. On a balance of circumstances, he still thought all fair, and, at the appointed hour, repaired to the interior of the ruins.

No captain was there; but in a few minutes he appeared, and, hastening up to Mr. Coleridge, exclaimed exultingly, “I have got your passport!” “How! What!” said Mr. C. almost overpowered by his feelings. “Ask me no questions,” replied the captain; “you are my steward, and you shall sail away with me to-morrow morning!” He continued, giving him his address, “You come to my house to-morrow early, when I will provide you with a jacket and trowsers, and you shall follow me to the ship with a basket of vegetables” In short, thus accoutred, he did follow the captain to the ship the next morning; and in three hours fairly sailed out of Leghorn harbour, triumphantly on his course to England!

As soon as the ship had cleared the port, Mr. Coleridge hastened down to the cabin, and cried, “my dear captain, tell me how you obtained my passport?” Said the captain, very gravely, “Why, I went to the authorities, and swore that you were an American, and my steward! I swore also, that I knew your father and mother; that they lived in a red-brick house, about half a mile out of New York, on the road to Boston!”

It is gratifying to add, that this benevolent little-scrupulous captain refused to accept any thing from Mr. C. for his passage to England; and, behaved in many other respects, with the same uniform kindness. During the voyage, Mr. Coleridge told me, he was attacked with a dangerous illness, when he thought he should have died, but for the “good captain,” who attended him with the solicitude of a father. Mr. C. also said, had he known what the captain was going to swear, whatever the consequences might have been, he would have prevented him.

The following long letter will be read with interest.

“Bristol, 1807.

Dear Cottle,

To pursue our last conversation. Christians expect no outward or sensible miracles from prayer. Its effects, and its fruitions are spiritual, and accompanied says that true Divine, Archbishop Leighton, ‘not by reasons and arguments, but by an inexpressible kind of evidence, which they only know who have it.’

To this I would add, that even those who, like me I fear, have not attained it, yet may presume it. First, because reason itself, or rather mere human nature, in any dispassionate moment, feels the necessity of religion, but if this be not true there is no religion, no religation, or binding over again; nothing added to reason, and therefore Socinianism, misnamed Unitarianism, is not only not Christianity, it is not even religion, it does not religate; does not bind anew. The first outward and sensible result of prayer is, a penitent resolution, joined with a consciousness of weakness in effecting it, yea even a dread, too well grounded, lest by breaking and falsifying it, the soul should add guilt to guilt; by the very means it has taken to escape from guilt; so pitiable is the state of unregenerate man.

Are you familiar with Leighton’s Works? He resigned his archbishoprick, and retired to voluntary poverty on account of the persecutions of the Presbyterians, saying, ‘I should not dare to introduce christianity itself with such cruelties, how much less for a surplice, and the name of a bishop.’ If there could be an intermediate space between inspired, and uninspired writings, that space would be occupied by Leighton. No show of learning, no appearance, or ostentatious display of eloquence, and yet both may be shown in him, conspicuously and holily. There is in him something that must be felt, even as the scriptures must be felt.

You ask me my views of the Trinity. I accept the doctrine, not as deduced from human reason, in its grovelling capacity for comprehending spiritual things, but as the clear revelation of Scripture. But perhaps it may be said, the Socinians do not admit this doctrine as being taught in the bible. I know enough of their shifts and quibbles, with their dexterity at explaining away all they dislike, and that is not a little, but though beguiled once by them, I happily for my own peace of mind, escaped from their sophistries, and now hesitate not to affirm, that Socinians would lose all character for honesty, if they were to explain their neighbour’s will with the same latitude of interpretation, which they do the Scriptures.

I have in my head some floating ideas on the Logos, which I hope, hereafter, to mould into a consistent form; but it is a gross perversion of the truth, in Socinians, to declare that we believe in three gods; and they know it to be false. They might, with equal justice affirm that we believe in three suns. The meanest peasant, who has acquired the first rudiments of christianity, would shrink back from a thing so monstrous. Still the Trinity has its difficulties. It would be strange if otherwise. A Revelation that revealed nothing, not within the grasp of human reason! — no religation, no binding over again, as before said; but these difficulties are shadows, contrasted with the substantive and insurmountable obstacles, with which they contend who admit the Divine authority of Scripture, with the superlative excellence of Christ, and yet undertake to prove that these Scriptures teach, and that Christ taught his own pure humanity.

If Jesus Christ was merely a man, if he was not God as well as man, be it considered, he could not have been even a good man. There is no medium. The SAVIOUR in that case was absolutely a deceiver! one, transcendantly unrighteous! in advancing pretensions to miracles, by the ‘Finger of God,’ which he never performed; and by asserting claims, (as a man) in the most aggravated sense, blasphemous. These consequences, Socinians, to be consistent, must allow, and which impious arrogation of Divinity in Christ, according to their faith, as well as his false assumption of a community of ‘glory’ with the Father, ‘before the world was,’ even they will be necessitated completely to admit the exoneration of the Jews, according to their law, in crucifying one, who ‘being a man,’ ‘made himself God!’ But in the Christian, rather than in the Socinian, or Pharisaic view, all these objections vanish, and harmony succeeds to inexplicable confusion. If Socinians hesitate in ascribing unrighteousness to Christ, the inevitable result of their principles, they tremble, as well they might, at their avowed creed, and virtually renounce what they profess to uphold.

The Trinity, as Bishop Leighton has well remarked, is ‘a doctrine of faith, not of demonstration,’ except in a moral sense. If the New Testament declare it, not in an insulated passage, but through the whole breadth of its pages, rendering, with any other admission, the book which is the christian’s anchor-hold of hope, dark and contradictory, then it is not to be rejected, but on a penalty that reduces to an atom, all the sufferings this earth can inflict.

Let the grand question be determined. — Is, or is not the bible inspired? No one book has ever been subjected to so rigid an investigation as the Bible, by minds the most capacious, and in the result, which has so triumphantly repelled all the assaults of infidels. In the extensive intercourse which I have had with this class of men, I have seen their prejudices surpassed only by their ignorance. This I found particularly the case in Dr. Darwin, (p. 1-85.) the prince of their fraternity. Without therefore, stopping to contend on what all dispassionate men must deem undebatable ground, I may assume inspiration as admitted; and equally so, that it would be an insult to man’s understanding, to suppose any other revelation from God than the christian scriptures. If these Scriptures, impregnable in their strength, sustained in their pretensions, by undeniable prophecies and miracles, and by the experience of the inner man, in all ages, as well as by a concatenation of arguments, all bearing upon one point, and extending with miraculous consistency, through a series of fifteen hundred years; if all this combined proof does not establish their validity, nothing can be proved under the sun; but the world and man must be abandoned, with all its consequences, to one universal scepticism! Under such sanctions, therefore, if these scriptures, as a fundamental truth, do inculcate the doctrine of the Trinity; however surpassing human comprehension; then I say, we are bound to admit it on the strength of moral demonstration.

The supreme Governor of the world and the Father of our spirits, has seen fit to disclose to us much of his will, and the whole of his natural and moral perfections. In some instances he has given his word only, and demanded our faith; while on other momentous subjects, instead of bestowing full revelation, like the Via Lactea, he has furnished a glimpse only, through either the medium of inspiration, or by the exercise of those rational faculties with which he has endowed us. I consider the Trinity as substantially resting on the first proposition, yet deriving support from the last.

I recollect when I stood on the summit of Etna, and darted my gaze down the crater; the immediate vicinity was discernible, till, lower down, obscurity gradually terminated in total darkness. Such figures exemplify many truths revealed in the Bible. We pursue them, until, from the imperfection of our faculties, we are lost in impenetrable night. All truths, however, that are essential to faith, honestly interpreted; all that are important to human conduct, under every diversity of circumstance, are manifest as a blazing star. The promises also of felicity to the righteous in the future world, though the precise nature of that felicity may not be defined, are illustrated by every image that can swell the imagination; while the misery of the lost, in its unutterable intensity, though the language that describes it is all necessarily figurative, is there exhibited as resulting chiefly, if not wholly, from the withdrawment of the light of God’s countenance, and a banishment from his presence! best comprehended in this world by reflecting on the desolations, which would instantly follow the loss of the sun’s vivifying and universally diffused warmth.

You, or rather all, should remember that some truths from their nature, surpass the scope of man’s limited powers, and stand as the criteria of faith, determining by their rejection, or admission, who among the sons of men can confide in the veracity of heaven. Those more ethereal truths, of which the Trinity is conspicuously the chief, without being circumstantially explained, may be faintly illustrated by material objects. The eye of man cannot discern the satellites of Jupiter, nor become sensible of the multitudinous stars, whose rays have never reached our planet, and consequently garnish not the canopy of night; yet are they the less real, because their existence lies beyond man’s unassisted gaze? The tube of the philosopher, and the celestial telescope, — the unclouded visions of heaven will confirm the one class of truths, and irradiate the other.

The Trinity is a subject on which analogical reasoning may advantageously be admitted, as furnishing, at least a glimpse of light, and with this, for the present, we must be satisfied. Infinite Wisdom deemed clearer manifestations inexpedient; and is man to dictate to his Maker? I may further remark, that where we cannot behold a desirable object distinctly, we must take the best view we can; and I think you, and every candid enquiring mind, may derive assistance from such reflections as the following.

Notwithstanding the arguments of Spinosa, and Des Cartes, and other advocates of the Material system, or, in more appropriate language, the Atheistical system! it is admitted by all men, not prejudiced, not biased by sceptical prepossessions, that mind is distinct from matter. The mind of man, however, is involved in inscrutable darkness, (as the profoundest metaphysicians well know) and is to be estimated, if at all, alone by an inductive process; that is, by its effects. Without entering on the question, whether an extremely circumscribed portion of the mental process, surpassing instinct, may or may not be extended to quadrupeds, it is universally acknowledged, that the mind of man alone, regulates all the actions of his corporeal frame. Mind, therefore, may be regarded as a distinct genus, in the scale ascending above brutes, and including the whole of intellectual existences; advancing from thought, that mysterious thing! in its lowest form, through all the gradations of sentient and rational beings, till it arrives at a Bacon, a Newton; and then, when unincumbered by matter, extending its illimitable sway through Seraph and Archangel, till we are lost in the GREAT INFINITE!

Is it not deserving of notice, as an especial subject of meditation, that our limbs, in all they do or can accomplish, implicitly obey the dictation of the mind? that this operating power, whatever its name, under certain limitations, exercises a sovereign dominion not only over our limbs, but over our intellectual pursuits? The mind of every man is evidently the fulcrum, the moving force, — which alike regulates all his limbs and actions: and in which example, we find a strong illustration of the subordinate nature of mere matter. That alone which gives direction to the organic parts of our nature, is wholly mind; and one mind if placed over a thousand limbs, could, with undiminished ease, control and regulate the whole.

This idea is advanced on the supposition that one mind could command an unlimited direction over any given number of limbs, provided they were all connected by joint and sinew. But suppose, through some occult and inconceivable means, these limbs were dis-associated, as to all material connexion; suppose, for instance, one mind with unlimited authority, governed the operations of two separate persons, would not this substantially, be only one person, seeing the directing principle was one? If the truth here contended for, be admitted, that two persons, governed by one mind, is incontestably one person; the same conclusion would be arrived at, and the proposition equally be justified, which affirmed that, three, or otherwise four persons, owning also necessary and essential subjection to one mind, would only be so many diversities or modifications of that one mind, and therefore, the component parts virtually collapsing into one whole, the person would be one. Let any man ask himself, whose understanding can both reason and become the depository of truth, whether, if one mind thus regulated with absolute authority, three, or otherwise four persons, with all their congeries of material parts, would not these parts inert in themselves, when subjected to one predominant mind, be in the most logical sense, one person? Are ligament and exterior combination indispensable pre-requisites to the sovereign influence of mind over mind? or mind over matter?

But perhaps it may be said, we have no instance of one mind governing more than one body. This may be, but the argument remains the same. With a proud spirit, that forgets its own contracted range of thought, and circumscribed knowledge, who is to limit the sway of Omnipotence? or presumptuously to deny the possibility of that Being, who called light out of darkness, so to exalt the dominion of one mind, as to give it absolute sway over other dependant minds, or (indifferently) over detached, or combined portions of organized matter? But if this superinduced quality be conferable on any order of created beings, it is blasphemy to limit the power of God, and to deny his capacity to transfuse his own Spirit, when and to whom he will.

This reasoning may now be applied in illustration of the Trinity. We are too much in the habit of viewing our Saviour Jesus Christ, through the medium of his body. ‘A body was prepared for him,’ but this body was mere matter; as insensible in itself as every human frame when deserted by the soul. If therefore the Spirit that was in Christ, was the Spirit of the Father; if no thought, no vibration, no spiritual communication, or miraculous display, existed in, or proceeded from Christ, not immediately and consubstantially identified with Jehovah, the Great First cause; if all these operating principles were thus derived, in consistency alone with the conjoint divine attributes; if this Spirit of the Father ruled and reigned in Christ as his own manifestation, then in the strictest sense, Christ exhibited ‘the Godhead bodily,’ and was undeniably ‘one with the Father;’ confirmatory of the Saviour’s words: ‘Of myself, (my body) I can do nothing, the Father that dwelleth in me, he doeth the works.’

But though I speak of the body as inert in itself, and necessarily allied to matter, yet this declaration must not be understood as militating against the christian doctrine of the resurrection of the body. In its grosser form, the thought is not to be admitted, for ‘flesh and blood cannot inherit the kingdom of God,’ but that the body, without losing its consciousness and individuality, may be subjected by the illimitable power of omnipotence, to a sublimating process, so as to be rendered compatible with spiritual association, is not opposed to reason, in its severe abstract exercises, while in attestation of this exhilarating belief, there are many remote analogies in nature exemplifying the same truth, while it is in the strictest accordance with that final dispensation, which must, as christians, regulate all our speculations. I proceed now to say, that

If the postulate be thus admitted, that one mind influencing two bodies, would only involve a diversity of operations, but in reality be one in essence; or otherwise as an hypothetical argument, illustrative of truth, if one preeminent mind, or spiritual subsistence, unconnected with matter, possessed an undivided and sovereign dominion over two or more disembodied minds, so as to become the exclusive source of all their subtlest volitions and exercises, the unity, however complex the modus of its manifestation, would be fully established; and this principle extends to Deity itself, and shows the true sense, as I conceive, in which Christ and the Father are one.

In continuation of this reasoning, if God who is light, the Sun of the moral world, should in his union of infinite wisdom, power, and goodness, and from all eternity, have ordained that an emanation from himself, — for aught we know, an essential emanation, as light is inseparable from the luminary of day — should not only have existed in his Son, in the fulness of time to be united to a mortal body, but that a like emanation from himself, also perhaps essential, should have constituted the Holy Spirit, who, without losing his ubiquity, was more especially sent to this lower earth, by the Son, at the impulse of the Father, then in the most comprehensive sense, God, and his Son Jesus Christ, and the Holy Ghost, are ONE. ‘Three persons in one God,’ and thus form the true Trinity in Unity.

To suppose that more than one independent power, or governing mind, exists in the whole universe, is absolute Polytheism, against which the denunciations of all the Jewish and Christian canonical books were directed. And if there be but ONE directing MIND, that mind is God! operating however, in three persons, according to the direct and uniform declarations of that inspiration which ‘brought life and immortality to light.’ Yet this divine doctrine of the Trinity is to be received, not because it is or can be clear to finite apprehension, but, in reiteration of the argument, because the Scriptures, in their unsophisticated interpretation expressly state it. The Trinity, therefore, from its important aspects, and biblical prominence, is the grand article of faith, and the foundation of the whole christian system.

Who can say, as Christ and the Holy Ghost proceeded from, and are still one with the Father, and as all the disciples of Christ derive their fulness from him, and, in spirit, are inviolately united to him as a branch is to the vine, who can say, but that in one view, what was once mysteriously separated, may as mysteriously, be re-combined, and, without interfering with the everlasting Trinity, and the individuality of the spiritual and seraphic orders, the Son at the consummation of all things, deliver up his mediatorial kingdom to the Father, and God, in some peculiar and infinitely sublime sense, become all in all! God love you,

S. T. Coleridge.”

In a former page, Mr. Coleridge has been represented as entertaining sentiments in early life, approaching to, though not identified with, those of Unitarians; on his return to Bristol, in the year 1807, a complete reverse had taken place in his theological tenets. Reflection and reading, particularly the bible, had taught him, as he said, the unstable foundation on which Unitarians grounded their faith; and in proportion as orthodox sentiments acquired an ascendancy in his mind, a love of truth compelled him to oppose his former errors, and stimulated him, by an explicit declaration of his religious views, to counteract those former impressions, which his cruder opinions had led him once so strenuously to enforce on all around.

The editor of Mr. Coleridge’s “Table Tails,” has conferred an important benefit on the public, by preserving so many of his familiar conversations, particularly those on the important subject of Unitarianism. Few men ever poured forth torrents of more happily-expressed language, the result of more matured reflection, in his social intercourse, than Mr. Coleridge; and at this time, the recollection is accompanied with serious regret, that I allowed to pass unnoticed so many of his splendid colloquies, which, could they be recalled, would exhibit his talents in a light equally favourable with his most deliberately-written productions.

I did indeed take notes of one of his conversations, on his departure from a supper party, and which I shall subjoin, because the confirmed general views, and individual opinions of so enlarged a mind must command attention; especially when exercised on subjects intrinsically important. I however observe, that my sketch of the conversation must be understood as being exceedingly far from doing justice to the original.

At this time I was invited to meet Mr. Coleridge with a zealous Unitarian minister. It was natural to conclude, that such uncongenial, and, at the same time, such inflammable materials would soon ignite. The subject of Unitarianism having been introduced soon after dinner, the minister avowed his sentiments, in language that was construed into a challenge, when Mr. Coleridge advanced at once to the charge, by saying “Sir, you give up so much, that the little you retain of Christianity is not worth keeping.” We looked in vain for a reply. After a manifest internal conflict, the Unitarian minister very prudently allowed the gauntlet to remain undisturbed. Wine he thought more pleasant than controversy.

Shortly after this occurrence, Mr. Coleridge supped with the writer, when his well known conversational talents were eminently displayed; so that what Pope affirmed of Bolingbroke, that “his usual conversation, taken down verbatim, from its coherence and accuracy, would have borne printing, without correction,” was fully, and perhaps, more justly applicable to Mr. C.

Some of his theological observations are here detailed. He said, he had recently had a long conversation with an Unitarian minister, who declared, that, he could discover nothing in the New Testament which in the least favoured the Divinity of Christ, to which Mr. C. replied that it appeared to him impossible for any man to read the New Testament, with the common exercise of an unbiassed understanding, without being convinced of the Divinity of Christ, from the testimony almost of every page.

He said it was evident that different persons might look at the same object with very opposite feelings. For instance, if Sir Isaac Newton looked at the planet Jupiter, he would view him with his revolving moons, and would be led to the contemplation of his being inhabited, which thought would open a boundless field to his imagination: whilst another person, standing perhaps at the side of the great philosopher, would look at Jupiter with the same set of feelings that he would at a silver sixpence. So some persons were wilfully blind, and did not seek for that change, that preparation of the heart and understanding, which would enable them to see clearly the gospel truth.

He said that Socinians believed no more than St. Paul did before his conversion: for the Pharisees believed in a Supreme Being, and a future state of rewards and punishments. St. Paul thought he ought to do many things contrary to the name of Jesus of Nazareth. The saints he shut up in prison, having received authority from the High Priest, and when they were put to death, he gave his voice against them. But after his conversion, writing to the Romans, he says, ‘I am not ashamed of the gospel of Christ, for it is the power of God to salvation unto every man that believeth: to the Jew first, and also to the Gentiles.’

He then referred to the dreadful state of the literati in London, as it respects religion, and of their having laughed at him, and believed him to be in jest, when he professed his belief in the Bible.

Having introduced Mr. Davy to Mr. C. some years before, I inquired for him with some anxiety, and expressed a hope that he was not tinctured with the prevailing scepticism since his removal from Bristol to London. Mr. C. assured me that he was not: that his heart and understanding were not the soil for infidelity. I then remarked, “During your stay in London, you doubtless saw a great many of what are called ‘the cleverest men,’ how do you estimate Davy, in comparison with these?” Mr. Coleridge’s reply was strong, but expressive. “Why, Davy could eat them all! There is an energy, an elasticity in his mind, which enables him to seize on, and analyze, all questions, pushing them to their legitimate consequences. Every subject in Davy’s mind has the principle of vitality. Living thoughts spring up like the turf under his feet.” With equal justice, Mr. Davy entertained the same exalted opinion of Mr. Coleridge.

Mr. C. now changed the subject, and spoke of Holcroft; who he said was a man of but small powers, with superficial, rather than solid talents, and possessing principles of the most horrible description; a man who at the very moment he denied the existence of a Deity, in his heart believed and trembled. He said that Holcroft, and other Atheists, reasoned with so much fierceness and vehemence against a God, that it plainly showed they were inwardly conscious there was a GOD to reason against; for, a nonentity would never excite passion.

He said that in one of his visits to London, he accidentally met Holcroft in a public office without knowing his name, when he began, stranger as he was, the enforcement of some of his diabolical sentiments! which, it appears, he was in the habit of doing, at all seasons, and in all companies; by which he often corrupted the principles of those simple persons who listened to his shallow, and worn-out impieties. Mr. C. declared himself to have felt indignant at conduct so infamous, and at once closed with the “prating atheist,” when they had a sharp encounter. Holcroft then abruptly addressed him, “I perceive you have mind, and know what you are talking about. It will be worth while to make a convert of you. I am engaged at present, but if you vrill call on me to-morrow morning, giving him his card, I will engage, in half an hour, to convince you there is no God!”

Mr. Coleridge called on him the next morning, when the discussion was renewed, but none being present except the disputants, no account is preserved of this important conversation; but Mr. C. affirmed that he beat all his arguments to atoms; a result that none who knew him could doubt. He also stated that instead of his being converted to atheism, the atheist himself, after his manner, was converted; for the same day he sent Mr. C. a letter, saying his reasoning was so clear and satisfactory, that he had changed his views and was now “a theist.” The next sun probably beheld him an atheist again; but whether he called himself this or that, his character was the same.

Soon after the foregoing incident, Mr. Coleridge said, he found himself in a large party, at the house of a man of letters, amongst whom to his surprise, he saw Mr. and Mrs. Holcroft, when, to incite to a renewal of their late dispute, and before witnesses, (in the full consciousness of strength) Mr. C. enforced the propriety of teaching children, as soon as they could articulate, to lisp the praises of their Maker; “for,” said he, “though they can, form no correct idea of God, yet they entertain a high opinion of their father, and it is an easy introduction to the truth, to tell them that their Heavenly Father is stronger, and wiser, and better, than their earthly father.”

The whole company looked at Mr. Holcroft, implying that now was the time for him to meet a competent opponent, and justify sentiments which he had so often triumphantly advanced. They looked in vain. He maintained, to their surprise, a total silence, well remembering the severe castigation he had so recently received. But a very different effect was produced on Mrs. Holcroft. She indignantly heard, and giving vent to her passion and her tears, said, she was quite surprised at Mr. Coleridge talking in that way before her, when he knew that both herself and Mr. Holcroft were atheists!

Mr. C. spoke of the unutterable horror he felt, when Holcroft’s son, a boy eight years of age, came up to him and said, “There is no God!” So that these wretched parents, alike father and mother, were as earnest in inculcating atheism on their children, as christian parents are in inspiring their offspring with respect for religious truth.

Actions are often the best illustration of principles. Mr. Coleridge also stated the following circumstance, notorious at the time, as an evidence of the disastrous effects of atheism. Holcroft’s tyrannical conduct toward his children was proverbial. An elder son, with a mind embued with his father’s sentiments, from extreme severity of treatment, had run away from his paternal roof, and entered on board a ship. Holcroft pursued his son, and when the fugitive youth saw his father in a boat, rowing toward the vessel, rather than endure his frown and his chastisement, he seized a pistol, and blew his brains out!

An easy transition having been made to the Bible, Mr. C. spoke of our Saviour with an utterance so sublime and reverential, that none could have heard him without experiencing an accession of love, gratitude, and adorations to the Great Author of our salvation. He referred to the Divinity of Christ, as a truth, incontestable to all who admitted the inspiration, and consequent authority of Scripture. He particularly alluded to the 6th of John, v. 15. “When Jesus perceived that they would come and take him by force to make him a king, he departed again into a mountain ‘alone.’” He said it characterized the low views, and worldly-mindedness of the Jews, that, after they had seen the miracles of Jesus Christ, and heard his heavenly doctrine, and had been told that his kingdom was not of this world, they should think of conferring additional honour on him, by making him their King! He departed from these little views and scenes, by night, to a neighbouring mountain, and there, in the spirit of prescience, meditated on his approaching crucifixion; on that attendant guilt, which would bring on the Jews, wrath to the uttermost, and terminate their impieties, by one million of their race being swept from the face of the earth.

Mr. C. noticed Doddridge’s works with great respect, particularly his “Rise and Progress of Religion.” He thought favourably of Lord Rochester’s conversion as narrated by Burnet; spoke of Jeremy Taylor in exalted terms, and thought the compass of his mind discovered itself in none of his works more than in his “Life of Christ,” extremely miscellaneous as it was. He also expressed the strongest commendation of Archbishop Leighton, whose talents were of the loftiest description, and which were, at the same time, eminently combined with humility. He thought Bishop Burnet’s high character of Leighton justly deserved, and that his whole conduct and spirit were more conformed to his Divine Master, than almost any man on record.

I now proceed to say, it was with extreme reluctance that the Unitarians in Bristol resigned their champion, especially as other defections had recently occurred in their community, and that among the more intellectual portion of their friends. Although the expectation might be extravagant, they still cherished the hope, however languid, that Mr. C. after some oscillations, would once more bestow on them his suffrage; but an occurrence took place, which dissipated the last vestige of this hope, and formed between them a permanent wall of separation.

Mr. Coleridge was lecturing in Bristol, surrounded by a numerous audience, when, in referring to the “Paradise Regained,” he said that Milton had clearly represented Satan, as a “sceptical Socinian.” This was regarded as a direct and undisguised declaration of war. It so happened that indisposition prevented me from attending that lecture, but I received from Mr. C. directly after, a letter, in which he thus writes:

“… Mr. —— I find is raising the city against me, as far as he and his friends can, for having stated a mere matter of fact; viz. that Milton had represented Satan as a sceptical Socinian; which is the case; and I could not have explained the excellence of the sublimest single passage in all his writings, had I not previously informed the audience, that Milton had represented Satan, as knowing the Prophetic and Messianic character of Christ, but was sceptical as to any higher claims. And what other definition could Mr. —— himself give of a sceptical Socinian? (with this difference indeed, that Satan’s faith somewhat exceeded that of Socinians.) Now that Satan has done so, will you consult ‘Paradise Regained,’ Book IV. from line 196, and the same Book, from line 500.”

It is of consequence that Mr. Coleridge’s later sentiments on the subject of Socinianism should be given; but as I had no opportunity of ascertaining what those sentiments were, it was satisfactory to learn from the testimony of Mr. C.’s “Table Talk,” that his last and maturest opinions were, to the fullest, confirmatory of those expressed by him in these pages.

The following letter was written by Mr. Coleridge, to Mr. George Fricker, his brother-in-law; it is believed in 1807. Mr. F. died 1828; pious and respected.

“Saturday afternoon.

My dear young friend,

I am sorry that you should have felt any delicacy in disclosing to me your religious feelings, as rendering it inconsistent with your tranquillity of mind to spend the Sunday evening with me. Though I do not find in that book, which we both equally revere, any command, either express, or which I can infer, which leads me to attach any criminality to cheerful and innocent social intercourse on the Lord’s day; though I do not find that it was in the least degree forbidden to the Jews on their Sabbath; and though I have been taught by Luther, and the great founders of the Church of England, that the Sabbath was a part of the ceremonial and transitory parts of the law given by heaven to Moses; and that our Sunday is binding on our consciences, chiefly from its manifest and most awful usefulness, and indeed moral necessity; yet I highly commend your firmness in what you think right, and assure you solemnly, that I esteem you greatly for it. I would much rather that you should have too much, than an atom too little. I am far from surprised that, having seen what you have seen, and suffered what you have suffered, you should have opened your soul to a sense of our fallen nature; and the incapability of man to heal himself. My opinions may not be in all points the same as yours; but I have experienced a similar alteration. I was for many years a Socinian; and at times almost a Naturalist, but sorrow, and ill health, and disappointment in the only deep wish I had ever cherished, forced me to look into myself; I read the New Testament again, and I became fully convinced, that Socinianism was not only not the doctrine of the New Testament, but that it scarcely deserved the name of a religion in any sense. An extract from a letter which I wrote a few months ago to a sceptical friend, who had been a Socinian, and of course rested all the evidences of christianity on miracles, to the exclusion of grace and inward faith, will perhaps, surprise you, as showing you how much nearer our opinions are than what you must have supposed. ‘I fear that the mode of defending christianity, adopted by Grotius first; and latterly, among many others, by Dr. Paley, has increased the number of infidels; — never could it have been so great, if thinking men had been habitually led to look into their own souls, instead of always looking out, both of themselves, and of their nature. If to curb attack, such as yours on miracles, it had been answered:—”Well, brother! but granting these miracles to have been in part the growth of delusion at the time, and of exaggeration afterward, yet still all the doctrines will remain untouched by this circumstance, and binding on thee. Still mast thou repent and be regenerated, and be crucified to the flesh; and this not by thy own mere power; but by a mysterious action of the moral Governor on thee; of the Ordo-ordinians, the Logos, or Word. Still will the eternal filiation, or Sonship of the Word from the Father; still will the Trinity of the Deity, the redemption, and the thereto necessary assumption of humanity by the Word, ‘who is with God, and is God,’ remain truths: and still will the vital head-and-heart FAITH in these truths, be the living and only fountain of all true virtue. Believe all these, and with the grace of the spirit consult your own heart, in quietness and humility, they will furnish you with proofs, that surpass all understanding, because they are felt and known; believe all these I say, so as that thy faith shall be not merely real in the acquiescence of the intellect; but actual, in the thereto assimilated affections; then shalt thou KNOW from God, whether or not Christ be of God. But take notice, I only say, the miracles are extra essential; I by no means deny their importance, much less hold them useless, or superfluous. Even as Christ did, so would I teach; that is, build the miracle on the faith, not the faith on the miracle.”

May heaven bless you, my dear George, and

Your affectionate friend,

S. T. C.”
 

In the intervening time, between the receipt of Mr. C.’s last letter, and his calling on me, I received a note from a lady, an old friend, begging permission to introduce to me, a clever young man of her acquaintance, whom she even so honoured as to call “A little John Henderson;” concerning whom, this young man wished to make inquiries. An invitation immediately followed, and the lady introduced to me, young Mr. De Quincey. Several interviews followed, each exhibiting his talents in a more favourable view, till I was satisfied he would either shine in literature, or, with steady perseverance, acquire eminence in either of the professions.

He made many inquiries respecting John Henderson, of whose learning, and surprising attainments, he had heard much. After conversing long on this subject, Mr. De Q. asked me if I knew any thing of Mr. Coleridge’s pecuniary affairs. I replied, “I am afraid he is a legitimate son of genius.” He asked if I thought he would accept a hundred or two pounds. I answered, I could not tell, but that I expected shortly to see him, when, if he seriously desired to learn, I would ascertain what the state of his finances was, and let him know. This he said, was his particular wish.

When Mr. Coleridge called on me, and the extended conversation had occurred, before stated, I asked him concerning his circumstances. He confessed that he had some present difficulties, which oppressed his mind. He said that all the money he had received from his office in Malta, as secretary to Sir Alexander Ball, had been expended in Italy, and on his way home. I then told him, that a young man of fortune, who admired his talents, had inquired of me, if I thought he would accept the present of a hundred or two pounds, “and I now ask you,” said I, “that question, that I may return an answer.” Mr. Coleridge rose from his seat. He appeared much oppressed, and agitated, and, after a short silence, he turned to me, and said. “Cottle I will write to you. We will change the subject.” The next day I received from Mr. C. the following letter.

“My dear Cottle,

Independent of letter-writing, and a dinner engagement with C. Danvers, I was the whole of yesterday till evening, in a most wretched restlessness of body and limbs, having imprudently discontinued some medicines, which are now my anchor of hope. This morning I dedicate to certain distant calls on Dr. Beddoes and Colston, at Clifton, not so much for the calls themselves, as for the necessity of taking brisk exercise.

But no unforeseen accident intervening, I shall spend the evening with you from seven o’clock.

I will now express my sentiments on the important subject communicated to you. I need not say it has been the cause of serious meditation. Undoubtedly, calamities have so thickened on me for the last two years, that the pecuniary pressures of the moment, are the only serious obstacles at present to my completion of those works, which, if completed, would make me easy. Besides these, I have reason for belief that a Tragedy of mine will be brought on the stage this season, the result of which is of course only one of the possibilities of life, on which I am not fool enough to calculate.

Finally therefore, if you know that any unknown benefactor is in such circumstances, that, in doing what he offers to do, he transgresses no duty of morals, or of moral prudence, and does not do that from feeling, which after reflection might perhaps discountenance, I shall gratefully accept it, as an unconditional loan, which I trust I shall be able to restore at the close of two years. This however, I shall be able to know at the expiration of one year, and shall then beg to know the name of my benefactor, which I should then only feel delight in knowing, when I could present to him some substantial proof, that I have employed the tranquillity of mind, which his kindness has enabled me to enjoy, in sincere desires to benefit my fellow men. May God bless you.

S. T. C.”
 

Soon after the receipt of this letter, (on my invitation) Mr. De Quincey called on me. I said, I understood from Mr. Coleridge himself, that he laboured under embarrassments. “Then” said he, “I will give him five hundred pounds.” “Are you serious?” I said. He replied, “I am.” I then inquired, “Are you of age?” He said “I am.” I then asked, “Can you afford it?” He answered, “I can,” and continued, “I shall not feel it.” I paused. “Well” I said, “I can know nothing of your circumstances but from your own statement, and not doubting its accuracy, I am willing to become an agent, in any way you prescribe.” Mr. De Quincey then said, “I authorise you, to ask Mr. Coleridge, if he will accept from a gentleman, who admires his genius, the sum of five hundred pounds, but remember, he continued, I absolutely prohibit you from naming to him, the source whence it was derived.” I remarked; “To the latter part of your injunction, if you require it, I will accede, but although I am deeply interested in Mr. Coleridge’s welfare, yet a spirit of equity compels me to recommend you, in the first instance, to present Mr. C. with a smaller sum, and which, if you see it right, you can at any time, augment.” Mr. De Quincey then replied, “Three hundred pounds, I will give him, and you will oblige me by making this offer of mine to Mr. Coleridge.” I replied, “I will.” I then gave him Mr. Coleridge’s letter, requesting him to put it in his pocket, and read it at his leisure. Soon after, I received the following communication from Mr. De Quincey.

“My dear Sir,

I will write for the three hundred pounds to-morrow. I am not able to say anything farther at present, but will endeavour to call on you in a day or two. I am very sincerely, and with many thanks for your trouble in this affair,

Yours,

Thomas De Quincey.”

In a day or two, Mr. De Quincey enclosed me the three hundred pounds, when I received from Mr. Coleridge, the following receipt, which I still retain.

“November 12, 1807. Received from Mr. Joseph Cottle, the sum of three hundred pounds, presented to me, through him, by an unknown friend.

Bristol.

S. T. Coleridge.”

I have been thus particular in detailing the whole of this affair, so honourable to Mr. De Quincey; and, as I was the communicating agent, I thought it right, on this occasion, to give publicity to the transaction, on the principle of doing justice to all. Notwithstanding the prohibition, some indirect notices from myself, could have left no doubt with Mr. C. of the source of this handsome gift.

It is singular, that a little before this time, (1807) Mr. Coleridge had written to his friend Mr. Wade a melancholy letter, detailing his embarrassed circumstances; so that Mr. De Quincey’s £300 must have been received at an acceptable time!

* * * * *
 

No date determines when the following letter was written: supposed, 1807.

“My dear Cottle,

… The common end of all narrative, nay, of all poems is, to convert a series into a whole, to make those events, which, in real or imagined history, move on in a straight line, assume to our understandings a circular motion — the snake with its tail in its mouth. Hence, indeed, the almost flattering and yet appropriate term, Poesy, i. e. Poieses — making. Doubtless, to His eye, which alone comprehends all past and all future, in one eternal, what to our short sight appears straight, is but a part of the great cycle, just as the calm sea to us appears level, though it be indeed only a part of the globe. Now what the globe is in geography, miniaturing in order to manifest the truth, such is a poem to that image of God, which we were created into, and which still seeking that unity, or revelation of the one, in and by the many, which reminds it, that though in order to be an individual being, it must go farther from God; yet as the receding from him, is to proceed toward nothingness and privation, it must still at every step turn back toward him, in order to be at all. A straight line continually retracted, forms of necessity a circular orbit. Now God’s will and word CANNOT be frustrated. His fiat was, with ineffable awfulness, applied to man, when all things, and all living things, and man himself, (as a mere animal) included, were called forth by the Universal, ‘Let there be,’ and then the breath of the Eternal superadded, to make an immortal spirit — immortality being, as the author of the ‘Wisdom of Soloman’ profoundly expresses it, ‘the only possible reflex, or image of eternity.’ The immortal finite is the contracted shadow of the eternal Infinite. Therefore nothingness, or death, to which we move, as we recede from God and from the Word, cannot be nothing; but that tremendous medium between nothing and true being, which Scripture and inmost reason present as most, most horrible!

Affectionately,

S. T. C.”
 

The following letter to Mr. Wade has no date.

“Tuesday night, i. e. Wednesday morning.

My best and dearest friend,

I have barely time to scribble a few lines, so as not to miss the post, for here as every where, there are charitable people, who, taking for granted that you have no business of your own, would save from the pain of vacancy, by employing you in theirs.

As to the letter you propose to write to a man who is unworthy even of a rebuke from you, I might most unfeignedly object to some parts of it, from a pang of conscience forbidding me to allow, even from a dear friend, words of admiration, which are inapplicable in exact proportion to the power given to me of having deserved them, if I had done my duty.

It is not of comparative utility I speak: for as to what has been actually done, and in relation to useful effects produced, whether on the minds of individuals, or of the public, I dare boldly stand forward, and (let every man have his own, and that be counted mine which, but for, and through me, would not have existed) will challenge the proudest of my literary contemporaries to compare proofs with me, of usefulness in the excitement of reflection, and the diffusion of original or forgotten, yet necessary and important truths and knowledge; and this is not the less true, because I have suffered others to reap all the advantages. But, O dear friend, this consciousness, raised by insult of enemies, and alienated friends, stands me in little stead to my own soul, in how little then, before the all-righteous Judge! who, requiring back the talents he had entrusted, will, if the mercies of Christ do not intervene, not demand of me what I have done, but why I did not do more; why, with powers above so many, I had sunk in many things below most! But this is too painful, and in remorse we often waste the energy which should be better employed in reformation — that essential part, and only possible proof, of sincere repentance….

May God bless you, and your affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.”

Toward the end of 1807, Mr. Coleridge left Bristol, and I saw nothing more of him for another seven years, that is, till 1814. All the leading features in Mr. Coleridge’s life, during these two septennial periods, will no doubt, be detailed by others. My undertaking recommences in 1814. Some preliminary remarks must precede the narrative, which has now arrived at an important part.

Neither to clothe the subject of biography with undeserved applause, nor unmerited censure, but to present an exact portraiture, is the object which ought scrupulously to be aimed at by every impartial writer. Is it expedient; is it lawful; to give publicity to Mr. Coleridge’s practice of inordinately taking opium? which, to a certain extent, at one part of his life, inflicted on a heart naturally cheerful, the stings of conscience, and sometimes almost the horrors of despair? Is it right, in reference to one who has passed his ordeal, to exhibit sound principles, habitually warring with inveterate and injurious habits; producing for many years, an accumulation of bodily suffering, that wasted the frame; poisoned the sources of enjoyment; entailed, in the long retinue of ills, dependence and poverty, and with all these, associated that which was far less bearable, an intolerable mental load, that scarcely knew cessation?

In the year 1814, all this, I am afflicted to say, applied to Mr. Coleridge. The question to be determined is, whether it be best or not, to obey the first impulse of benevolence, and to throw a mantle over these dark and appalling occurrences, and, since the sufferer has left this stage of existence, to mourn in secret, and consign to oblivion the aberrations of a frail mortal? This was my first design, but other thoughts arose. If the individual were alone concerned, the question would be decided; but it might almost be said, that the world is interested in the disclosures connected with this part of Mr. Coleridge’s life. His example forms one of the most impressive memorials the pen ever recorded; so that thousands hereafter, may derive instruction from viewing in Mr. C. much to approve, and in other features of his character, much also to regret and deplore. Once Mr. Coleridge expressed to me, with indescribable emotion, the joy he should feel, if he could collect around him all who were “beginning to tamper with the lulling, but fatal draught;” so that he might proclaim as with a trumpet, “the worse than death that opium entailed.” I must add, if he could now speak from his grave, retaining his earthly, benevolent solicitude for the good of others, with an emphasis that penetrated the heart, he would doubtless utter, “Let my example be a warning!”

This being my settled conviction, it becomes in me a duty, with all practicable mildness, to give publicity to the following facts; in which censure will often be suspended by compassion, and every feeling be absorbed in that of pity; in which, if the veil be removed, it will only be, to present a clear and practical exemplification of the consequences that progressively follow indulgences in, what Mr. Coleridge latterly denominated, “the accursed drug!”

To soften the repugnance which might, pardonably, arise in the minds of some of Mr. G.’s friends, it is asked, whether it be not enough to move a breast of adamant, to behold a man of Mr. Coleridge’s genius, spell-bound by his narcotic draughts? deploring, as he has done, in his letters to myself, the destructive consequences of opium; writhing under its effects, — so injurious to mind, body, and estate; submitting to the depths of humiliation and poverty, and all this for a season at least, accompanied with no effectual effort to burst his fetters, and assume the station in society which became his talents; but on the contrary, submitting patiently to dependence, and grovelling where he ought to soar!

Another powerful reason, which should reconcile the friends of Mr. Coleridge to this detail of his destructive habits, arises from the recollection that the pain given to their minds, is present and temporary. They should wisely consider that, though they regret, their regrets, like themselves, as time rolls on, are passing away! but the example, — this clear, full, incontestable example, remains! And who can estimate the beneficial consequences of this undisguised statement to numerous succeeding individuals? It is consolatory to believe, that had I written nothing else, this humble but unflinching narrative would be an evidence that I had not lived in vain.

When it is considered also, how many men of high mental endowments, have shrouded their lustre, by a passion for this stimulus, and thereby, prematurely, become fallen spirits: would it not be a criminal concession to unauthorized feelings, to allow so impressive an exhibition of this subtle species of intemperance to escape from public notice; and, that no discredit might attach to the memory of the individual we love, to conceal an example, fraught with so much instruction, brought out into full display? In the exhibition here made, the inexperienced, in future, may learn a memorable lesson, and be taught to shrink from opium, as they would from a scorpion; which, before it destroys, invariably expels peace from the mind, and excites the worst species of conflict, that of setting a man at war with himself.

The most expressive and pungent of all Mr. Coleridge’s self-upbraidings, is that, in which he thrills the inmost heart, by saying, with a sepulchral solemnity, “I have learned what a sin is against an infinite, imperishable being, such as is the soul of man!” And yet, is this, and such as this, to be devoted to forgetfulness, and all be sacrificed, lest some friend, disdaining utility, should prefer flattery to truth? A concession to such advice would be treachery and pusillanimity combined, at which none would so exult as the spirits of darkness.

If some of the preceding language should be deemed too strong, by those who take but a contracted view of the subject, and who would wish to screen the dead, rather than to improve the living, let them judge what their impressions would be, in receiving, like myself, at this time, the communications from Mr. C. which will subsequently appear, and then dispassionately ask themselves, whether such impressive lessons of instruction ought to be doomed to oblivion.

* * * * *
 

The following letter to Mr. Wade, has no date, but the post-mark determines it to have been Dec. 8, 1813.

“… Since my arrival at the Greyhound, Bath, I have been confined to my bed-room, almost to my bed. Pray for my recovery, and request Mr. Roberts’s prayers, for my infirm, wicked heart; that Christ may mediate to the Father, to lead me to Christ, and give me a living instead of a reasoning faith! and for my health, so far only as it may be the condition of my improvement, and final redemption.

My dear affectionate friend, I am your obliged, and grateful, and affectionate, friend,

S. T. Coleridge.”

I now proceed further to notice Mr. Coleridge’s reappearance in Bristol.

Mr. C. had written from London in the year 1814, to a friend in Bristol, to announce that he was coming down to give a course of Lectures on Shakspeare, such as he had delivered at the Royal Institution, London, and expressing a hope that his friends would obtain for him as many subscribers as they could. Great efforts were made to obtain these subscribers, and the lectures were accordingly advertised, to commence at the time appointed by the lecturer, and the place specified with the day and hour; of the whole of which arrangement Mr. C. had received due notice, and expressed his approval.

On the morning on which the lectures were to begin, a brother of Mr. George Cumberland, (a gentleman well known in the literary world, residing in Bristol,) arrived in this city from London, on a visit to his brother, and casually said to him, “I came as far as Bath with one of the most amusing men I ever met with. At the White Horse, Piccadilly, he entered the coach, when a jew boy came up with pencils to sell. This amusing gentleman asked the boy a few questions, when his answers being what he thought unusually acute, the gentleman said, ‘that boy is not where he ought to be. He has talent, and if I had not an important engagement at Bristol to-morrow, I would not mind the loss of my fare, but would stay a day or two in London to provide some better condition for him.’ He then called the waiter; wrote to a gentleman in the neighbourhood, with a pencil, urging him to patronize the bearer; gave the boy five shillings, and sent him, with the waiter, according to the address of the note.”

This same gentleman, he said, talked incessantly for thirty miles out of London, in the most entertaining way, and afterwards, with little intermission, till they arrived about Marlborough, when he discovered that the lady who was in the coach with them, was the sister of a particular friend of his. “On our arrival at Bath,” said the brother, “this entertaining gentleman observed to me, ‘I must here quit you, as I am determined not to leave this lady, who is going into North Wales, till I have seen her safe at her brother’s door;’ so here the amusing gentleman left us.”

“Why” said Mr. Cumberland, “I should not be surprised if that were Coleridge, and yet that cannot be, for he has an appointment this day in Bristol.” “That is the very name,” said his brother. Mr. G. C. remarked, “This Mr. Coleridge is coming to Bristol, to give us a course of lectures on Shakspeare, and this evening he has appointed for his first lecture, at the Great Boom, White Lion.” “Whatever the engagement may be,” replied the brother, “rely upon it you will have no lecture this evening. Mr. C. at the present moment is posting hard towards North Wales!” The great business now was for those who had interested themselves in the sale of tickets for the course, to hasten round to the purchasers, to announce that Mr. C. would be prevented from giving the lectures till further notice.

In two or three days, Mr. Coleridge presented himself in Bristol, after a right true journey into North Wales; and then, another day was appointed to begin the course. The day arrived. His friends met in the afternoon, full of anxiety, lest a second disappointment should take place. Not one of them had seen Mr. C. in the course of that day, and they could not tell where he had dined. They then set off, to find out this intricate point, and having discovered him, after some difficulty, hurried him from the bottle, and the argument, to fulfil his less important, or at least, his less pleasing engagement.

He arrived at the lecture-room, just one hour after all the company had impatiently awaited him. Apologizing for an unavoidable interruption! Mr. C. commenced his lecture on Hamlet. The intention is not entertained of pursuing this subject, except to remark, that no other important delay arose, and that the lectures gave great satisfaction. I forbear to make further remarks, because these lectures will form part of the London narrative.

After this course had been terminated, and one or more friends had given him five pounds for his ticket, so rich a mine was not to be abandoned. Another printed proposal was sent round for a course of six lectures, which was well attended. After this, a proposal came for four lectures, which were but indifferently attended. Not discouraged, Mr. C. now issued proposals on a new subject, which he hoped would attract the many; but alas, although the subject of the lectures was on no less a theme than that of Homer, only a few of his old staunch friends attended; the public were wearied out, and the plan of lecturing now ceased, for these latter lectures scarcely paid the expenses.

I should here mention, that Mr. Coleridge’s lectures bore but a small resemblance to the polished compositions of Sir James Mackintosh. They were all of a conversational character, and were little other than the earnest harangues, with which on all possible occasions, he indulged his friends, so that there was little of the toil of preparation with him, and if the demand had been equal to the supply, he might have lectured continuously. But if there was little of formal and finished composition in Mr. C.’s lectures, there were always racy and felicitous passages, indicating deep thought, and indicative of the man of genius; so that if polish was not always attained, as one mark of excellence, the attention of his hearers never flagged, and his large dark eyes, and his countenance, in an excited state, glowing with intellect, predisposed his audience in his favor.

It may here be mentioned, that in the year 1814, when Buonaparte was captured and sent to Elba, the public, expression of joy burst forth in a general illumination; when Mr. Josiah Wade, wishing to display a large transparency, applied to his friend Mr. Coleridge, then residing with him, for a subject, as a guide to his ingenious painter, of which the following is a copy, from Mr. C.’s original.

The four lines were chosen, of which the two last have something of a prophetic aspect.

“On the right side of the transparency, a rock with the word Elba on it: chained to this by one leg, put a vulture with the head of Napoleon Buonaparte; then a female genius, representing BRITANNIA, in a bending posture, with one hand holding out one wing of the vulture, and with the other clipping it with a large pair of shears; on the one half of which appears either the word ‘WELLINGTON,’ or the word ‘ARMY,’ and on the other, either ‘NELSON,’ or else ‘NAVY;’ I should prefer WELLINGTON and NELSON, but that I fear Wellington may be a word of too many letters. Behind Britannia, and occupying the right side of the transparency, a slender gilded column, with ‘TRADE’ on its base, and the cap of liberty on its top; and on one side, leaning against it, a trident laurelled, and on the other a laurelled sword.

   At the top of the transparency, and quite central, a dove, with an
    olive branch, may be hovering over the bending figure of Britannia.
 

   N. B. — The trident to be placed with the points upwards, the sword
    with its hilt upwards.
 

     We’ve conquer’d us a PEACE, like lads true metall’d:
      And bankrupt NAP.’S accompts seem all now settled.
 

OR THUS.
 

     We’ve fought for peace, and conquer’d it at last,
      The rav’ning vulture’s leg seems fetter’d fast!
      Britons, rejoice! and yet be wary too;
      The chain may break, the clipt wing sprout anew.”
 

Returning now to the lectures. During their delivery it was remarked by many of Mr. C.’s friends, with great pain, that there was something unusual and strange in his look and deportment. The true cause was known to few, and least of all to myself. At one of the lectures, meeting Mr. Coleridge at the inn door, he said, grasping my hand with great solemnity, “Cottle, this day week I shall not be alive!” I was alarmed, and speaking to another friend, he replied, “Do not be afraid. It is only one of Mr. C.’s odd fancies.” After another of the lectures, he called me on one side, and said, “My dear friend, a dirty fellow has threatened to arrest me for ten pounds.” Shocked at the idea, I said, “Coleridge, you shall not go to gaol while I can help it,” and immediately gave him the ten pounds.

The following two letters were sent me, I believe, at or about this time.
They have no date.
 

“My dear Cottle,

An erysipelatous complaint, of all alarming nature, has rendered me barely able to attend and go through with my lectures, the receipts of which, have almost paid the expenses of the room, advertisements, &c. Whether this be to my discredit, or that of the good citizens of Bristol, it is not for me to judge. I have been persuaded to make another trial, by advertising three lectures, on the rise, and progress, and conclusion of the French Revolution, with a critique on the proposed constitution, but unless fifty names are procured, not a lecture give I.

Even so the two far, far more important lectures, for which I have long been preparing myself, and have given more thought to, than to any other subject, viz.: those on female education, from infancy to womanhood practically systematized, I shall be (God permitting) ready to give the latter end of the week after next, but upon condition that I am assured of sixty names. Why as these are lectures that I must write down, I could sell them as a recipe for twice the sum at least.

If I can walk out, I will be with you on Sunday. Has Mr. Wade called on you? Mr. Le Breton, a near neighbour of your’s, in Portland Square, would, if you sent a note to him, converse with you on any subject relative to my interest, with congenial sympathy; but indeed I think your idea one of those Chimeras, which kindness begets upon an unacquaintance with mankind.

‘Harry! thy wish was father to that thought.’

God bless you,

S. T. C.”
 

“My dear Cottle,

I have been engaged three days past, to dine with the sheriff, at Merchant’s Hall to-morrow. As they will not wield knife and fork till near six, I cannot of course attend the meeting, [for the establishment of an Infant School] but should it be put off, and you will give me a little longer notice, I will do my best to make my humble talents serviceable in their proportion to a cause in which I take no common interest, which has always my best wishes, and not seldom my prayers. God bless you, and your affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.

P. S. To you who know I prefer a roast potatoe and salt to the most splendid public dinner, the very sight of which always offends my infant appetite, I need not say that I am actuated solely by my pre-engagement, and by the impropriety of disappointing the friend whom I am to accompany, and to whom probably I owe the unexpected compliment of the sheriff’s invitation.

I have read two-thirds of Dr. Pole’s pamphlet on Infant Schools, with great interest. Thoughts on thoughts, feelings on feelings, crowded upon my mind and heart during the perusal, and which I would fain, God willing, give vent to! I truly honor and love the orthodox dissenters, and appreciate with heart-esteem their works of love. I have read, with much pleasure, the second preface to the second edition of your ‘Alfred.’ It is well written.”

Mr. Coleridge’s health appeared, at this time, increasingly precarious; one complaint rapidly succeeding another; as will appear by the three following notes.

“1814.

My dear Cottle,

On my return home yesterday, I continued unwell, so as to be obliged to lie down for the greater part of the evening, and my indisposition keeping me awake during the whole night, I found it necessary to take some magnesia and calomel, and I am at present very sick. I have little chance of being able to stir out this morning, but if I am better I will see you in the evening. God bless you,

Mr. Wade’s, Queen Square.

S. T. Coleridge.”

Written on a card.

“1814.

My dear Cottle,

The first time I have been out of the house, save once at meeting; and the very first call I have made. I will be with you to-morrow by noon, if I have no relapse. This is the third morning, that, thank heaven, I have been free from vomiting….”

Mr. Coleridge having designed to attend Broadmead meeting, I sent him a note to inquire if he would allow me to call and take him up; he sent me the following reply.

“1814.

My dear Cottle,

It was near ten before the maid got up, or waked a soul in the house. We are all in a hurry, for we had all meant to go to Broadmead. As to dining, I have not five minutes to spare to the family below, at meals. Do not call, for, if possible, I shall meet you at the Meeting.

S. T. Coleridge.

Mr. Wade’s, Queen Square.”

I must now enter on a subject of profound interest. I had often spoken to Hannah More of S. T. Coleridge, and proceeded with him, one morning to Barley Wood, her residence, eleven miles from Bristol. The interview was mutually agreeable, nor was there any lack of conversation; but I was struck with something singular in Mr. Coleridge’s eye. I expressed to a friend, the next day, my concern at having beheld him, during his visit to Hannah More, so extremely paralytic, his hands shaking to an alarming degree, so that he could not take a glass of wine without spilling it, though one hand supported the other! “That,” said he, “arises from the immoderate quantity of OPIUM he takes.”

It is remarkable, that this was the first time the melancholy fact of Mr. Coleridge’s excessive indulgence in opium had come to my knowledge. It astonished and afflicted me. Now the cause of his ailments became manifest. On this subject, Mr. C. may have been communicative to others, but to me he was silent. I now saw it was mistaken kindness to give him money, as I had learned that he indulged in his potions according to the extent of his means, so that to be temperate, it was expedient that he should be poor.

I ruminated long upon this subject, with indescribable sorrow; and having ascertained from others, not only the existence of the evil, but its extent, so as to render doubt impossible, such was the impression of duty on my mind, I determined, however hazardous, to write to Mr. Coleridge, and that faithfully, otherwise, I considered myself not a friend, but an enemy. At the end of his course, therefore, I addressed to him the following letter, under the full impression that it was a case of “life and death,” and that if some strong effort were not made to arouse him from his insensibility, speedy destruction must inevitably follow.. Nothing but so extreme a case, could have prompted, or could justify, such a letter as the following.

“Bristol, April 25, 1814.

Dear Coleridge,

I am conscious of being influenced by the purest motives in addressing to you the following letter. Permit me to remind you that I am the oldest friend you have in Bristol, that I was such when my friendship was of more consequence to you than it is at present, and that at that time, you were neither insensible of my kindnesses, nor backward to acknowledge them. I bring these things to your remembrance, to impress on your mind, that it is still a friend who is writing to you; one who ever has been such, and who is now going to give you the most decisive evidence of his sincerity.

When I think of Coleridge, I wish to recall the image, of him, such as he appeared in past years; now, how has the baneful use of opium thrown a dark cloud over you and your prospects. I would not say anything needlessly harsh or unkind, but I must be faithful. It is the irresistible voice of conscience. Others may still flatter you, and hang upon your words, but I have another, though a less gracious duty to perform. I see a brother sinning a sin unto death, and shall I not warn him? I see him perhaps on the borders of eternity, in effect, despising his Maker’s law, and yet indifferent to his perilous state!

In recalling what the expectations concerning you once were, and the excellency with which, seven years ago, you wrote and spoke on religious truth, my heart bleeds to see how you are now fallen; and thus to notice, how many exhilarating hopes are almost blasted by your present habits. This is said, not to wound, but to arouse you to reflection.

I know full well the evidences of the pernicious drug! You cannot be unconscious of the effects, though you may wish to forget the cause. All around you behold the wild eye! the sallow countenance! the tottering step! the trembling hand! the disordered frame! and yet will you not be awakened to a sense of your danger, and I must add, your guilt? Is it a small thing, that one of the finest of human understandings should be lost! That your talents should be buried! That most of the influences to be derived from your present example, should be in direct opposition to right and virtue! It is true you still talk of religion, and profess the warmest admiration of the church and her doctrines, in which it would not be lawful to doubt your sincerity; but can you be unaware, that by your unguarded and inconsistent conduct, you are furnishing arguments to the infidel; giving occasion for the enemy to blaspheme; and (amongst those who imperfectly know you) throwing suspicion over your religious profession! Is not the great test in some measure against you, ‘By their fruits ye shall know them?’ Are there never any calm moments, when you impartially judge of your own actions by their consequences?

Not to reflect on you; not to give you a moment’s needless pain, but, in the spirit of friendship, suffer me to bring to your recollection, some of the sad effects of your undeniable intemperance.

I know you have a correct love of honest independence, without which, there can be no true nobility of mind; and yet for opium, you will sell this treasure, and expose yourself to the liability of arrest, by some ‘dirty fellow,’ to whom you choose to be indebted for ‘ten pounds!’ You had, and still have, an acute sense of moral right and wrong, but is not the feeling sometimes overpowered by self-indulgence? Permit me to remind you, that you are not more suffering in your mind than you are in your body, while you are squandering largely your money in the purchase of opium, which, in the strictest equity, should receive a different direction.

I will not again refer to the mournful effects produced on your own health from this indulgence in opium, by which you have undermined your strong constitution; but I must notice the injurious consequences which this passion for the narcotic drug has on your literary efforts. What you have already done, excellent as it is, is considered by your friends and the world, as the bloom, the mere promise of the harvest. Will you suffer the fatal draught, which is ever accompanied by sloth, to rob you of your fame, and, what to you is a higher motive, of your power of doing good; of giving fragrance to your memory, amongst the worthies of future years, when you are numbered with the dead?

[And now I would wish in the most delicate manner, to remind you of the injurious effects which these habits of yours produce on your family. From the estimation in which, you are held by the public, I am clear in stating, that a small daily exertion on your part, would be sufficient to obtain for you and them, honour, happiness, and independence. You are still comparatively, a young man, and in such a cause, labour is sweet. Can you withhold so small a sacrifice? Let me sincerely advise you to return home, and live in the circle once more, of your wife and family. There may have been faults on one, possibly on both sides; but calumny itself has never charged criminality. Let all be forgotten, a small effort for the Christian. If I can become a mediator, command me. If you could be prevailed on to adopt this plan, I will gladly defray your expenses to Keswick, and I am sure, with better habits, you would be hailed by your family, I was almost going to say, as an angel from heaven. It will also look better in the eyes of the world, who are always prompt with their own constructions, and these constructions are rarely the most charitable. It would also powerfully promote your own peace of mind.

There is this additional view, which ought to influence you, as it would every generous mind. Your wife and children are domesticated with Southey. He has a family of his own, which by his literary labour, he supports, to his great honour; and to the extra provision required of him on your account, he cheerfully submits; still, will you not divide with him the honour? You have not extinguished in your heart the Father’s feelings. Your daughter is a sweet girl. Your two boys are promising; and Hartley, concerning whom you once so affectionately wrote, is eminently clever. These want only a father’s assistance to give them credit and honourable stations in life. Will you withhold so equitable and small a boon. Your eldest son will soon be qualified for the university, where your name would inevitably secure him patronage, but without your aid, how is he to arrive there; and afterward, how is he to be supported? Revolve on these things, I entreat you, calmly, on your pillow.]

And now let me conjure you, alike by the voice of friendship, and the duty you owe yourself and family: above all, by the reverence you feel for the cause of Christianity; by the fear of God, and the awfulness of eternity, to renounce from this moment opium and spirits, as your bane! Frustrate not the great end of your existence. Exert the ample abilities which God has given you, as a faithful steward; so will you secure your rightful pre-eminence amongst the sons of genius; recover your cheerfulness; your health; I trust it is not too late! become reconciled to yourself; and through the merits of that Saviour, in whom you profess to trust, obtain, at last, the approbation of your Maker! My dear Coleridge, be wise before it be too late! I do hope to see you a renovated man! and that you will still burst your inglorious fetters, and justify the best hopes of your friends.

Excuse the freedom with which I write. If at the first moment it should offend, on reflection, you will approve at least of the motive, and, perhaps, in a better state of mind, thank and bless me. If all the good which I have prayed for, should not be effected by this letter, I have at least discharged an imperious sense of duty. I wish my manner were less exceptionable, as I do that the advice through the blessing of the Almighty, might prove effectual. The tear which bedims my eye, is an evidence of the sincerity with which I subscribe myself

Your affectionate friend,

Joseph Cottle.”

The following is Mr. Coleridge’s reply.

“April 26th, 1814.

You have poured oil in the raw and festering wound of an old friend’s conscience, Cottle! but it is oil of vitriol! I but barely glanced at the middle of the first page of your letter, and have seen no more of it — not from resentment, God forbid! but from the state of my bodily and mental sufferings, that scarcely permitted human fortitude to let in a new visitor of affliction.

The object of my present reply, is, to state the case just as it is — first, that for ten years the anguish of my spirit has been indescribable, the sense of my danger staring, but the consciousness of my GUILT worse — far worse than all! I have prayed, with drops of agony on my brow; trembling, not only before the justice of my Maker, but even before the mercy of my Redeemer. ‘I gave thee so many talents, what hast thou done with them?’ Secondly overwhelmed as I am with a sense of my direful infirmity, I have never attempted to disguise or conceal the cause. On the contrary, not only to friends, have I stated the whole case with tears, and the very bitterness of shame; but in two instances, I have warned young men, mere acquaintances, who had spoken of having taken laudanum, of the direful consequences, by an awful exposition of its tremendous effects on myself.

Thirdly, though before God I cannot lift up my eyelids, and only do not despair of his mercy, because to despair would be adding crime to crime, yet to my fellow-men, I may say, that I was seduced into the ACCURSED habit ignorantly. I had been almost bed-ridden for many months, with swellings in my knees. In a medical Journal, I unhappily met with an account of a cure performed in a similar case, or what appeared to me so, by rubbing in of Laudanum, at the same time taking a given dose internally. It acted like a charm, like a miracle! I recovered the use of my limbs, of my appetite, of my spirits, and this continued for near a fortnight. At length the unusual stimulus subsided, the complaint returned, — the supposed remedy was recurred to — but I cannot go through the dreary history.

Suffice it to say, that effects were produced which acted on me by terror and cowardice, of pain and sudden death, not (so help me God!) by any temptation of pleasure, or expectation, or desire of exciting pleasurable sensations. On the very contrary, Mrs. Morgan and her sister will bear witness so far, as to say, that the longer I abstained, the higher my spirits were, the keener my enjoyments — till the moment, the direful moment arrived, when my pulse began to fluctuate, my heart to palpitate, and such falling abroad, as it were, of my whole frame, such intolerable restlessness, and incipient bewilderment, that in the last of my several attempts to abandon the dire poison, I exclaimed in agony, which I now repeat in seriousness and solemnity, ‘I am too poor to hazard this.’ Had I but a few hundred pounds, but £200, — half to send to Mrs. Coleridge, and half to place myself in a private mad house, where I could procure nothing but what a physician thought proper, and where a medical attendant could be constantly with me for two or three months, (in less than that time, life or death would be determined) then there might be hope. Now there is none!! O God! how willingly would I place myself under Dr. Fox, in his establishment; for my case is a species of madness, only that it is a derangement, an utter impotence of the volition, and not of the intellectual faculties. You bid me rouse myself: go bid a man paralytic in both arms, to rub them briskly together, and that will cure him. ‘Alas!’ he would reply, ‘that I cannot move my arms, is my complaint and my misery.’ May God bless you, and

Your affectionate, but most afflicted,

S. T. Coleridge.”

On receiving this full and mournful disclosure, I felt the deepest compassion for Mr. C.’s state, and sent him the following letter. (Necessary to be given, to understand Mr. Coleridge’s reply.)

“Dear Coleridge,

I am afflicted to perceive that Satan is so busy with you, but God is greater than Satan. Did you ever hear of Jesus Christ? That he came into the world to save sinners? He does not demand, as a condition, any merit of your own, he only says, ‘Come and be healed!’ Leave your idle speculations: forget your vain philosophy. Come as you are. Come and be healed. He only requires you to be sensible of your need of him, to give him your heart, to abandon with penitence, every evil practice, and he has promised that whosoever thus comes, he will in no wise cast out. To such as you Christ ought to be precious, for you see the hopelessness of every other refuge. He will add strength to your own ineffectual efforts.

For your encouragement, I express the conviction, that such exercises as yours, are a conflict that must ultimately prove successful. You do not cloak your sins. You confess and deplore them. I believe that you will still be as ‘a brand plucked from the burning,’ and that you (with all your wanderings) will be restored, and raised up, as a chosen instrument, to spread a Saviour’s name. Many a ‘chief of sinners,’ has been brought, since the days of ‘Saul of Tarsus,’ to sit as a little child, at the Redeemer’s feet. To this state you, I am assured, will come. Pray! Pray earnestly, and you will be heard by your Father, which is in Heaven. I could say many things of duty and virtue, but I wish to direct your views at once to Christ, in whom is the alone balm for afflicted souls.

May God ever bless you,

Joseph Cottle.

P. S. If my former letter appeared unkind, pardon me! It was not intended. Shall I breathe in your ear? — I know one, who is a stranger to these throes and conflicts, and who finds ‘Wisdom’s ways to be ways of pleasantness, and her paths, paths of peace.”

To this letter I received the following reply.

“O dear friend! I have too much to be forgiven, to feel any difficulty in forgiving the cruellest enemy that ever trampled on me: and you I have only to thank! You have no conception of the dreadful hell of my mind, and conscience, and body. You bid me pray. O, I do pray inwardly to be able to pray; but indeed to pray, to pray with a faith to which a blessing is promised, this is the reward of faith, this is the gift of God to the elect. Oh! if to feel how infinitely worthless I am, how poor a wretch, with just free-will enough to be deserving of wrath, and of my own contempt, and of none to merit a moment’s peace, can make a part of a Christian’s creed; so far I am a Christian.

April 26, 1814.”

S. T. C.
 

At this time Mr. Coleridge was indeed in a pitiable condition. His passion for opium had so completely subdued his will, that he seemed carried away, without resistance, by an overwhelming flood. The impression was fixed on his mind, that he should inevitably die, unless he were placed under constraint, and that constraint he thought could be alone effected in an asylum! Dr. Fox, who presided over an establishment of this description in the neighbourhood of Bristol, appeared to Mr. C. the individual, to whose subjection he would most like to submit. This idea still impressing his imagination, he addressed to me the following letter.

“Dear Cottle,

I have resolved to place myself in any situation, in which I can remain for a month or two, as a child, wholly in the power of others. But, alas! I have no money! Will you invite Mr. Hood, a most dear and affectionate friend to worthless me; and Mr. Le Breton, my old school-fellow, and, likewise, a most affectionate friend: and Mr. Wade, who will return in a few days: desire them to call on you, any evening after seven o’clock, that they can make convenient, and consult with them whether any thing of this kind can be done. Do you know Dr. Fox?

Affectionately,

S. T. C.
 

I have to prepare my lecture. Oh! with how blank a spirit!”

I did know the late Dr. Fox, who was an opulent and liberal-minded man; and if I had applied to him, or any friend had so done, I cannot doubt but that he would instantly have received Mr. Coleridge gratuitously; but nothing could have induced me to make the application, but that extreme case, which did not then appear fully to exist. My sympathy for Mr. C. at this time, was so excited, that I should have withheld no effort, within my power, to reclaim, or to cheer him; but this recurrence to an asylum, I strenuously opposed.

Mr. Coleridge knew Dr. Fox himself, eighteen years before, and to the honour of Dr. E. I think it right to name, that, to my knowledge, in the year 1796, Dr. Fox, in admiration of Mr. C.’s talents, presented him with FIFTY POUNDS!

It must here be, noticed, that, fearing I might have exceeded the point of discretion, in my letter to Mr. C. and becoming alarmed, lest I had raised a spirit that I could not lay, as well as to avoid an unnecessary weight of responsibility, I thought it best to consult Mr. Southey, and ask him, in these harassing circumstances, what I was to do; especially as he knew more of Mr. C.’s latter habits than myself, and had proved his friendship by evidences the most substantial.

The years 1814 and 1815, were the darkest periods in Mr. Coleridge’s life. However painful the detail, it is presumed that the reader would desire a knowledge of the undisguised truth. This cannot be obtained without introducing the following letters of Mr. Southey, received from him, after having sent him copies of the letters which passed between Mr. Coleridge and myself.

“Keswick, April, 1814.

My dear Cottle,

You may imagine with what feelings I have read your correspondence with Coleridge. Shocking as his letters are, perhaps the most mournful thing they discover is, that while acknowledging the guilt of the habit, he imputes it still to morbid bodily causes, whereas after every possible allowance is made for these, every person who has witnessed his habits, knows that for the greater, infinitely the greater part, inclination and indulgence are its motives.

It seems dreadful to say this, with his expressions before me, but it is so, and I know it to be so, from my own observation, and that of all with whom he has lived. The Morgans, with great difficulty and perseverance, did break him of the habit, at a time when his ordinary consumption of laudanum was, from two quarts a week, to a pint a day! He suffered dreadfully during the first abstinence, so much so, as to say it was better for him to die than to endure his present feelings. Mrs. Morgan resolutely replied, it was indeed better that he should die, than that he should continue to live as he had been living. It angered him at the time, but the effort was persevered in.

To what then was the relapse owing? I believe to this cause — that no use was made of renewed health and spirits; that time passed on in idleness, till the lapse of time brought with it a sense of neglected duties, and then relief was again sought for a self-accusing mind; — in bodily feelings, which when the stimulus ceased to act, added only to the load of self-accusation. This Cottle, is an insanity which none but the soul’s physician can cure. Unquestionably, restraint would do as much for him as it did when the Morgans tried it, but I do not see the slightest reason for believing it would be more permanent. This too I ought to say, that all the medical men to whom Coleridge has made his confession, have uniformly ascribed the evil, not to bodily disease, but indulgence. The restraint which alone could effectually cure, is that which no person can impose upon him. Could he be compelled to a certain quantity of labour every day, for his family, the pleasure of having done it would make his heart glad, and the sane mind would make the body whole.

I see nothing so advisable for him, as that he should come here to Greta Hall. My advice is, that he should visit T. Poole for two or three weeks, to freshen himself and recover spirits, which new scenes never fail to give him. When there, he may consult his friends at Birmingham and Liverpool, on the fitness of lecturing at those two places, at each of which he has friends, and would, I should think beyond all doubt be successful. He must be very unfortunate if he did not raise from fifty to one hundred pounds at the two places. But whether he can do this or not, here it is that he ought to be. He knows in what manner he would be received; — by his children with joy; by his wife, not with tears, if she can control them — certainly not with reproaches; — by myself only with encouragement.

He has sources of direct emolument open to him in the ‘Courier,’ and in the ‘Eclectic Review.’ — These for his immediate wants, and for everything else, his pen is more rapid than mine, and would be paid as well. If you agree with me, you had better write to Poole, that he may press him to make a visit, which I know he has promised. His great object should be, to get out a play, and appropriate the whole produce to the support of his son Hartley, at College. Three months’ pleasurable exertion would effect this. Of some such fit of industry I by no means despair; of any thing more than fits, I am afraid I do. But this of course I shall never say to him. From me he shall never hear ought but cheerful encouragement, and the language of hope.

You ask me if you did wrong in writing to him. A man with your feelings and principles never does wrong. There are parts which would have been expunged had I been at your elbow, but in all, and in every part it is strictly applicable.

I hope your next will tell me that he is going to T. Poole’s — I have communicated none of your letters to Mrs. Coleridge, who you know resides with us. Her spirits and health are beginning to sink under it. God bless you.

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

After anxious consideration, I thought the only effectual way of benefitting Mr. Coleridge, would be, to renew the object of an annuity, by raising for him, amongst his friends, one hundred, or, if possible, one hundred and fifty pounds a year; purposing through a committee of three, to pay for his comfortable board, and all necessaries, but not of giving him the disposition of any part, till it was hoped, the correction of his bad habits, and the establishment of his better principles, might qualify him for receiving it for his own distribution. It was difficult to believe that his subjection to opium could much longer resist the stings of his own conscience, and the solicitations of his friends, as well as the pecuniary destitution to which his opium habits had reduced him. The proposed object was named to Mr. C. who reluctantly gave his consent.

I now drew up a letter, intending to send a copy to all Mr. Coleridge’s old and steady friends, (several of whom approved of the design) but before any commencement was made, I transmitted a copy of my proposed letter to Mr. Southey, to obtain his sanction. The following is his reply.

“April 17, 1814.

Dear Cottle,

I have seldom in the course of my life felt it so difficult to answer a letter, as on the present occasion. There is however no alternative. I must sincerely express what I think, and be thankful that I am writing to one who knows me thoroughly.

Of sorrow and humiliation I will say nothing. Let me come at once to the point. On what grounds can such a subscription as you propose raising for Coleridge be solicited? The annuity to which your intended letter refers, (£150) was given him by the Wedgewoods. Thomas, by his will, settled his portion on Coleridge, for his life. Josiah withdrew his about three years ago. The half still remaining amounts, when the Income Tax is deducted, to £67 10s. That sum Mrs. C. receives at present, and it is all which she receives for supporting herself, her daughter, and the two boys at school: — the boys’ expenses amounting to the whole. No part of Coleridge’s embarrassment arises from his wife and children, — except that he has insured his life for a thousand pounds, and pays the annual premium. He never writes to them, and never opens a letter from them!

In truth, Cottle, his embarrassments, and his miseries, of body and mind, all arise from one accursed cause — excess in opium, of which he habitually takes more than was ever known to be taken by any person before him. The Morgans, with great effort, succeeded in making him leave it off for a time, and he recovered in consequence health and spirits. He has now taken to it again. Of this indeed I was too sure before I heard from you — that his looks bore testimony to it. Perhaps you are not aware of the costliness of this drug. In the quantity which C. takes, it would consume more than the whole which you propose to raise. A frightful consumption of spirits is added. In this way bodily ailments are produced; and the wonder is that he is still alive.

There are but two grounds on which a subscription of this nature can proceed: either when the, object is disabled from exerting himself; or when his exertions are unproductive. Coleridge is in neither of these predicaments. Proposals after proposals have been made to him by the booksellers, and he repeatedly closed with them. He is at this moment as capable of exertion as I am, and would be paid as well for whatever he might be pleased to do. There are two Reviews, — the ‘Quarterly,’ and the ‘Eclectic,’ in both of which he might have employment at ten guineas a sheet. As to the former I could obtain it for him; in the latter, they are urgently desirous of his assistance. He promises, and does nothing.

I need not pursue this subject. What more can I say? He may have new friends who would subscribe to this plan, but they cannot be many; but among all those who know him, his habits are known also.

Do you as you think best. My own opinion is, that Coleridge ought to come here, and employ himself, collecting money by the way by lecturing at Birmingham and Liverpool. Should you proceed in your intention, my name must not be mentioned. I subscribe enough. Here he may employ himself without any disquietude about immediate subsistence. Nothing is wanting to make him easy in circumstances, and happy in himself, but to leave off opium, and to direct a certain portion of his time to the discharge of his duties. Four hours a day would suffice. Believe me, my dear Cottle, very affectionately

Your old friend,

Robert Southey.”

The succeeding post brought me the following letter.

“Keswick, April 18, 1814.

My dear Cottle,

I ought to have slept upon your letter before I answered it. In thinking over the subject (for you may be assured it was not in my power to get rid of the thought) the exceeding probability occurred to me….

When you talked, in the proposed letter you sent me, of Coleridge producing valuable works if his mind were relieved by the certainty of a present income, you suffered your feelings to overpower your memory. Coleridge had that income for many years. It was given him expressly that he might have leisure for literary productions; and to hold out the expectation that he would perform the same conditions, if a like contract were renewed, is what experience will not warrant.

You will probably write to Poole on this subject. In that case, state to him distinctly what my opinion is: that Coleridge should return home to Keswick, raising a supply for his present exigencies, by lecturing at Birmingham, and Liverpool, and then, if there be a necessity, as I fear there will be (arising solely and wholly from his own most culpable habits of sloth and self-indulgence) of calling on his friends to do that which he can and ought to do, — for that time the humiliating solicitation should be reserved….

God bless you,

Robert Southey.”

No advantage would arise from recording dialogues with Mr. Coleridge, it is sufficient to state that Mr. C.’s repugnance to visit Greta Hall, and to apply his talents in the way suggested by Mr. Southey, was invincible; neither would he visit T. Poole, nor lecture at Birmingham nor Liverpool.

Just at this time I was afflicted with the bursting of a blood vessel, occasioned, probably, by present agitations of mind, which reduced me to the point of death; when the intercourse of friends, and even speaking, were wholly prohibited.

During my illness, Mr. Coleridge sent my sister the following letter; and the succeeding one to myself.

“13th May, 1814.

Dear Madam,

I am uneasy to know how my friend, J. Cottle, goes on. The walk I took last Monday to enquire, in person, proved too much for my strength, and shortly after my return, I was in such a swooning way, that I was directed to go to bed, and orders were given that no one should interrupt me. Indeed I cannot be sufficiently grateful for the skill with which the surgeon treats me. But it must be a slow, and occasionally, an interrupted progress, after a sad retrogress of nearly twelve years. To God all things are possible. I intreat your prayers, your brother has a share in mine.

What an astonishing privilege, that a sinner should be permitted to cry, ‘Our Father!’ Oh, still more stupendous mercy, that this poor ungrateful sinner should be exhorted, invited, nay, commanded, to pray — to pray importunately. That which great men most detest, namely, importunacy; to this the GIVER and the FORGIVER ENCOURAGES his sick petitioners!

I will not trouble you except for one verbal answer to this note. How is your brother?

With affectionate respects to yourself and your sister,

S. T. Coleridge.

To Miss Cottle, Brunswick Square.”

“Friday, 27th May, 1814.

My dear Cottle,

Gladness be with you, for your convalescence, and equally so, at the hope which has sustained and tranquillized you through your imminent peril. Far otherwise is, and hath been, my state; yet I too am grateful; yet I cannot rejoice. I feel, with an intensity, unfathomable by words, my utter nothingness, impotence, and worthlessness, in and for myself. I have learned what a sin is, against an infinite imperishable being, such as is the soul of man.

I have had more than a glimpse of what is meant by death and outer darkness, and the worm that dieth not — and that all the hell of the reprobate, is no more inconsistent with the love of God, than the blindness of one who has occasioned loathsome and guilty diseases to eat out his eyes, is inconsistent with the light of the sun. But the consolations, at least, the sensible sweetness of hope, I do not possess. On the contrary, the temptation which I have constantly to fight up against, is a fear, that if annihilation and the possibility of heaven, were offered to my choice, I should choose the former.

This is, perhaps, in part, a constitutional idiosyncracy, for when a mere boy, I wrote these lines:

 Oh, what a wonder seems the fear of death,
  Seeing how gladly we all sink to sleep;
  Babes, children, youths and men,
  Night following night, for three-score years and ten.
 

And in my early manhood, in lines descriptive of a gloomy solitude, I disguised my own sensations in the following words:

 Here wisdom might abide, and here remorse!
  Here too, the woe-worn man, who weak in soul,
  And of this busy human heart aweary,
  Worships the spirit of unconscious life,
  In tree, or wild-flower. Gentle lunatic!
  If so he might not wholly cease to BE,
  He would far rather not be that he is;
  But would be something that he knows not of,
  In woods, or waters, or among the rocks.’
 

My main comfort, therefore, consists in what the divines call the faith of adherence, and no spiritual effort appears to benefit me so much as the one earnest, importunate, and often, for hours, momently repeated prayer: ‘I believe, Lord help my unbelief! Give me faith, but as a mustard seed, and I shall remove this mountain! Faith, faith, faith! I believe, O give me faith! O, for my Redeemer’s sake, give me faith in my Redeemer.’

In all this I justify God, for I was accustomed to oppose the preaching of the terrors of the gospel, and to represent it as debasing virtue, by the admixture of slaving selfishness.

I now see that what is spiritual, can only be spiritually apprehended.
Comprehended it cannot.
 

Mr. Eden gave you a too flattering account of me. It is true, I am restored, as much beyond my expectations almost, as my deserts; but I am exceedingly weak. I need for myself, solace and refocillation of animal spirits, instead of being in a condition of offering it to others. Yet, as soon as I may see you, I will call on you.

S. T. Coleridge.

P. S. It is no small gratification to me, that I have seen and conversed with Mrs. Hannah More. She is, indisputably, the first literary female I ever met with. In part, no doubt, because she is a Christian. Make my best respects when you write.”

The serious expenditure of money, resulting from Mr. C.’s consumption of opium, was the least evil, though very great, and which must have absorbed all the produce of Mr. C.’s lectures, and all the liberalities of his friends. It is painful to record such circumstances as the following, but the picture would be incomplete without it.

Mr. Coleridge, in a late letter, with something it is feared, if not of duplicity, of self-deception, extols the skill of his surgeon, in having gradually lessened his consumption of laudanum, it was understood, to twenty drops a day. With this diminution, the habit was considered as subdued, and at which result, no one appeared to rejoice more than Mr. Coleridge himself. The reader will be surprised to learn, that, notwithstanding this flattering exterior, Mr. C. while apparently submitting to the directions of his medical adviser, was secretly indulging in his usual overwhelming quantities of opium! Heedless of his health, and every honourable consideration, he contrived to obtain surreptitiously, the fatal drug, and, thus to baffle the hopes of his warmest friends.

Mr. Coleridge had resided, at this time, for several months, with his kind friend, Mr. Josiah Wade, of Bristol, who, in his solicitude for his benefit, had procured for him, so long as it was deemed necessary, the professional assistance, stated above. The surgeon on taking leave, after the cure had been effected, well knowing the expedients to which opium patients would often recur, to obtain their proscribed draughts; at least, till the habit of temperance was fully established, cautioned Mr. W. to prevent Mr. Coleridge, by all possible means, from obtaining that by stealth, from which he was openly debarred. It reflects great credit on Mr. Wade’s humanity, that to prevent all access to opium, and thus, if possible, to rescue his friend from destruction, he engaged a respectable old decayed tradesman, constantly to attend Mr. C. and, to make that which was sure, doubly certain, placed him even in his bed-room; and this man always accompanied him whenever he went out. To such surveillance Mr. Coleridge cheerfully acceded, in order to show the promptitude with which he seconded the efforts of his friends. It has been stated that every precaution was unavailing. By some unknown means and dexterous contrivances, Mr. C. afterward confessed that he still obtained his usual lulling potions.

As an example, amongst others of a similar nature, one ingenious expedient, to which he resorted, to cheat the doctor, he thus disclosed to Mr. Wade, from whom I received it. He said, in passing along the quay, where the ships were moored, he noticed, by a side glance, a druggist’s shop, probably an old resort, and standing near the door, he looked toward the ships, and pointing to one at some distance, he said to his attendant, “I think that’s an American.” “Oh, no, that I am sure it is not,” said the man. “I think it is,” replied Mr. C. “I wish you would step over and ask, and bring me the particulars.” The man accordingly went; when as soon as his back was turned, Mr. C. stepped into the shop, had his portly bottle filled with laudanum, which he always carried in his pocket, and then expeditiously placed himself in the spot where he was left. The man now returned with the particulars, beginning, “I told you, sir, it was not an American, but I have learned all about her.” “As I am mistaken, never mind the rest,” said Mr. C. and walked on.

Every bad course of conduct (happily for the good of social order) leads to perplexing, and generally, to disastrous results. The reader will soon have a practical illustration, that Mr. Coleridge was not exempt from the general law.

A common impression prevailed on the minds of his friends, that it was a desperate case, that paralyzed all their efforts: that to assist Mr. C. with money, which, under favourable circumstances, would have been most promptly advanced, would now only enlarge his capacity to obtain the opium which was consuming him. We at length learnt that Mr. Coleridge was gone to reside with his friend Mr. John Morgan, in a small house, at Calne, in Wiltshire. So gloomy were our apprehensions, that even the death of Mr. C. was mournfully expected at no distant period! for his actions at this time, were, we feared, all indirectly of a suicidal description.

In a letter from Mr. Southey, dated Oct. 27, 1814, he thus writes: — 

“My dear Cottle,

It is not long since I heard of you from Mr. De Quincey: but I wish you would sometimes let me hear from you. There was a time when scarcely a day passed without my seeing you, and in all that time, I do not remember that there was a passing cloud of coolness between us. The feeling I am sure continues: do not then let us be so entirely separated by distance, which in cases of correspondence may almost be considered as a mere abstraction….

Can you tell me anything of Coleridge? We know that he is with the Morgans at Calne. What is to become of him? He may find men who will give him board and lodging for the sake of his conversation, but who will pay his other expenses? He leaves his family to chance, and charity. With good feelings, good principles, as far as the understanding is concerned, and an intellect as clear, and as powerful, as was ever vouchsafed to man, he is the slave of degrading sensuality, and sacrifices everything to it. The case is equally deplorable and monstrous….

Believe me, my dear Cottle,

Ever your affectionate old friend,

Robert Southey.”

Of Mr. Coleridge, I now heard nothing, but, in common with all his friends, felt deep solicitude concerning his future course; when, in March, 1815, I received from him the following letter: — 

“Calne, March 7, 1815.

Dear Cottle, You will wish to know something of myself. In health, I am not worse than when at Bristol I was best; yet fluctuating, yet unhappy! in circumstances ‘poor indeed!’ I have collected my scattered, and my manuscript poems, sufficient to make one volume. Enough I have to make another. But till the latter is finished, I cannot without great loss of character, publish the former on account of the arrangement, besides the necessity of correction. For instance, I earnestly wish to begin the volumes, with what has never been seen by any, however few, such as a series of Odes on the different sentences of the Lord’s Prayer, and more than all this, to finish my greater work on ‘Christianity, considered as Philosophy, and as the only Philosophy.’ All the materials I have in no small part, reduced to form, and written, but, oh me! what can I do, when I am so poor, that in having to turn off every week, from these to some mean subject for the newspapers, I distress myself, and at last neglect the greater, wholly to do little of the less. If it were in your power to receive my manuscripts, (for instance what I have ready for the press of my poems) and by setting me forward with thirty or forty pounds, taking care that what I send, and would make over to you, would more than secure you from loss, I am sure you would do it. And I would die (after my recent experience of the cruel and insolent spirit of calumny,) rather than subject myself, as a slave, to a club of subscribers to my poverty.

If I were to say I am easy in my conscience, I should add to its pains by a lie; but this I can truly say, that my embarrassments have not been occasioned by the bad parts, or selfish indulgences of my nature. I am at present five and twenty pounds in arrear, my expenses being at £2 10s. per week. You will say I ought to live for less, and doubtless I might, if I were to alienate myself from all social affections, and from all conversation with persons of the same education. Those who severely blame me, never ask, whether at any time in my life, I had for myself and my family’s wants, £50 beforehand.

Heaven knows of the £300 received, through you, what went to myself. No! bowed down under manifold infirmities, I yet dare to appeal to God for the truth of what I say; I have remained poor by always having been poor, and incapable of pursuing any one great work, for want of a competence beforehand.

S. T. Coleridge.”

This was precisely the termination I was prepared to expect. I had never before, through my whole life refused Mr. C. an application for money; yet I now hesitated: assured that the sum required, was not meant for the discharge of board, (for which he paid nothing) but for the purchase of opium, the expense of which, for years, had amounted nearly to the two pounds ten shillings per week. Under this conviction, and after a painful conflict, I sent Mr. C. on the next day, a friendly letter, declining his request in the kindest manner I could, but enclosing a five pound note. It happened that my letter to Mr. Coleridge passed on the road, another letter from him to myself, far more harrowing than the first. This was the last letter ever received from Mr. C.

The following is Mr. Coleridge’s second letter.

“Calne, Wiltshire, March 10, 1815.

My dear Cottle,

I have been waiting with the greatest uneasiness for a letter from you. My distresses are impatient rather than myself: inasmuch as for the last five weeks, I know myself to be a burden on those to whom I am under great obligations: who would gladly do all for me; but who have done all they can! Incapable of any exertion in this state of mind, I have now written to Mr. Hood, and have at length bowed my heart down, to beg that four or five of those, who I had reason to believe, were interested in my welfare, would raise the sum I mentioned, between them, should you not find it convenient to do it. Manuscript poems, equal to one volume of 230 to 300 pages, being sent to them immediately. If not, I must instantly dispose of all my poems, fragments and all, for whatever I can get from the first rapacious bookseller, that will give anything — and then try to get my livelihood where I am, by receiving, or waiting on day-pupils, children, or adults, but even this I am unable to wait for without some assistance: for I cannot but with consummate baseness, throw the expenses of my lodging and boarding for the last five or six weeks on those, who must injure and embarrass themselves in order to pay them. The ‘Friend’ has been long out of print, and its re-publication has been called for by numbers.

Indeed from the manner in which it was first circulated, it is little less than a new work. To make it a complete and circular work, it needs but about eight or ten papers. This I could, and would make over to you at once in full copy-right, and finish it outright, with no other delay than that of finishing a short and temperate Treatise on the Corn Laws, and their national and moral effects; which had I even twenty pounds only to procure myself a week’s ease of mind, I could have printed before the bill had passed the Lords. At all events let me hear by return of post. I am confident that whether you take the property of my Poems, or of my Prose Essays, in pledge, you cannot eventually lose the money.

As soon as I can, I shall leave Calne for Bristol, and if I can procure any day pupils, shall immediately take cheap lodgings near you. My plan is to have twenty pupils, ten youths or adults, and ten boys. To give the latter three hours daily, from eleven o’clock to two, with exception of the usual school vacations, in the Elements of English, Greek, and Latin, presenting them exercises for their employment during the rest of the day, and two hours every evening to the adults (that is from sixteen and older) on a systematic plan of general knowledge; and I should hope that £15 a year, would not be too much to ask from each, which excluding Sundays and two vacations, would be little more than a shilling a day, or six shillings a week, for forty-two weeks.

To this I am certain I could attend with strictest regularity, or indeed to any thing mechanical.

But composition is no voluntary business. The very necessity of doing it robs me of the power of doing it. Had I been possessed of a tolerable competency, I should have been a voluminous writer. But I cannot, as is feigned of the Nightingale, sing with my breast against a thorn. God bless you,

Saturday, Midnight.

S. T. Coleridge.”

The receipt of this letter filled me with the most poignant grief; much for the difficulties to which Mr. C. was reduced, but still more for the cause. In one letter, indignantly spurning the contributions of his “club of subscribers to his poverty;” and in his next, (three days afterwards) earnestly soliciting this assistance! The victorious bearer away of University prizes, now bent down to the humiliating desire of keeping a day school, for a morsel of bread! The man, whose genius has scarcely been surpassed, proposing to “attend” scholars, “children or adults,” and to bolster up his head, at night, in “cheap lodgings!” Oppressed with debt, contracted by expending that money on opium, which should have been paid to his impoverished friend; and this, at a moment, when, for the preceding dozen years, if he had called his mighty intellect into exercise, the “world” would have been “all before him, where to choose his place of rest.” But at this time he preferred, to all things else, the Circean chalice!

These remarks have reluctantly been forced from me; and never would they have passed the sanctuary of my own breast, but to call on every consumer of the narcotic poison, who fancies, perchance, that in the taking of opium there is pleasure only and no pain, to behold in this memorable example, the inevitable consequences, which follow that “accursed practice!” Property consumed! health destroyed! independence bartered; respectability undermined; family concord subverted! that peace sacrificed, which forms so primary an ingredient in man’s cup of happiness! — a deadly war with conscience! and the very mind of the unhappy votary, (whilst the ethereal spirit of natural affection generally escapes! despoiled of its best energies).

I venture the more readily on these reflections, from the hope of impressing some young delinquents, who are beginning to sip the “deadly poison;” little aware that no habit is so progressive, and that he who begins with the little, will rapidly pass on to the much! I am also additionally urged to these mournful disclosures, from their forming one portion only, of Mr. Coleridge’s life. It has been my unenviable lot, to exhibit my friend in his lowest points of depression; conflicting with unhallowed practices, and, as the certain consequence, with an accusing conscience.

Most rejoiced should I have been, had my opportunities and acquaintance with Mr. Coleridge continued, to have traced the gradual development into action, of those better principles which were inherent in his mind. This privilege is reserved for a more favoured biographer; and it now remains only for me, in a closing remark, to state, that, had I been satisfied that the money Mr. C. required, would have been expended in lawful purposes, I would have supplied him, (without being an affluent man) to the utmost of his requirements, and not by dividing the honour with others, or receiving his writings in pledge! But, knowing that whatever monies he received would, assuredly, be expended in opium, COMPASSION STAYED MY HAND.

In my reply to his second letter, by “return of post,” I enclosed Mr. C. another five pounds: urged him in a kind letter, to come immediately to Bristol, where myself and others, would do all that could be done, to advise and assist him. I told him at the same time, that, when I declined the business of a bookseller, I for ever quitted publishing, so that I could not receive his MSS. valuable as they doubtless were; but I reminded him, that as his merits were now appreciated by the public, the London booksellers would readily enter into a treaty, and remunerate him liberally. Mr. Coleridge returned no answer to my letter; came not to Bristol, but went in the next spring to London, as I learned indirectly: and I now await a narrative of the latter periods of Mr. C.’s life, and particularly the perusal of his “posthumous works,” with a solicitude surpassed by none.

I mentioned before that from my intimate knowledge of Mr. Coleridge’s sentiments and character, no doubt could be entertained by me, of its being Mr. C.’s earnest wish, in order to exhibit to his successors the pernicious consequences of opium, that, when called from this world, the fullest publicity should be given to its disastrous effects on himself. But whatever confidence existed in my own mind, it might be, I well knew, no easy task, to inspire, with the same assurance, some of his surviving friends; so that I have been compelled to argue the point, and to show, to those who shrunk from such disclosures, that Mr. Coleridge’s example was intimately combined with general utility, and that none ought to regret a faithful narration of, (unquestionably) the great bane of his life, since it presented a conspicuous example, which might arrest the attention, and operate as a warning to many others.

From a conviction of the tender ground on which I stood, and entertaining a latent suspicion that some, whom I could wish to have pleased, would still censure, as unjustifiable exposure, what with me was the result of conscience; I repeat, with all these searching apprehensions, the reader will judge what my complicated feelings must have been, of joy and sorrow; a momentary satisfaction, succeeded by the deepest pungency of affliction, when, (after all the preceding was written) Mr. Josiah Wade, presented to me the following mournful and touching letter, addressed to him by Mr. Coleridge, in the year 1814, which, whilst it relieved my mind from so onerous a burden, fully corroborated all that I had presumed, and all that I had affirmed. Mr. W. handed this letter to me, that it might be made public, in conformity with his departed friend’s injunction.

“Bristol, June 26th, 1814.

Dear sir,

For I am unworthy to call any good man friend — much less you, whose hospitality and love I have abused; accept, however, my intreaties for your forgiveness, and for your prayers.

Conceive a poor miserable wretch, who for many years has been attempting to beat off pain, by a constant recurrence to the vice that reproduces it. Conceive a spirit in bell, employed in tracing out for others the road to that heaven, from which his crimes exclude him! In short, conceive whatever is most wretched, helpless, and hopeless, and you will form as tolerable a notion of my state, as it is possible for a good man to have.

I used to think the text in St. James that ‘he who offended in one point, offends in all,’ very harsh: but I now feel the awful, the tremendous truth of it. In the one crime of OPIUM, what crime have I not made myself guilty of! — Ingratitude to my Maker! and to my benefactors — injustice! and unnatural cruelty to my poor children! — self-contempt for my repeated promise — breach, nay, too often, actual falsehood!

After my death, I earnestly entreat, that a full and unqualified narration of my wretchedness, and of its guilty cause, may be made public, that at least, some little good may be effected by the direful example.

May God Almighty bless you, and have mercy on your still affectionate, and in his heart, grateful — 

S. T. Coleridge.”

This is indeed a redeeming letter. We here behold Mr. Coleridge in the lowest state of human depression, but his condition is not hopeless. It is not the insensibility of final impenitence; it is not the slumber of the grave. A gleam of sunshine bursts through the almost impenetrable gloom; and the virtue of that prayer “May God Almighty have mercy!” in a penitent heart, like his, combined as we know it was, with the recognition of Him, who is “the Way, the Truth, and the Life,” authorizes the belief, that a spirit thus exercised, had joys in reserve, and was to become the recipient of the best influences that can illumine regenerate man.

No individual ever effected great good in the moral world, who had not been subjected to a long preliminary discipline; and he who knows what is in man; who often educes good from evil, can best apportion the exact kind and degree, indispensable to each separate heart. Mr. Coleridge, after this time, lived twenty years. A merciful providence, though with many mementos of decay, preserved his body, and in all its vigor sustained his mind. Power was given him, it is presumed, and fervently hoped, to subdue his former pernicious practices. The season of solemn reflection it is hoped arrived, that his ten talents were no longer partially buried, but that the lengthened space extended to him, was consecrated by deep reflection, and consequent qualification, to elucidate and establish the everlasting principles of Christian truth.

Under such advantages, we are authorized in forming the highest expectations from his Great Posthumous Work. Nothing which I have narrated of Mr. Coleridge, will in the least subtract from the merit, or the impression of that production, effected in his mature manhood, when his renovated faculties sent forth new corruscations, and concentrated the results of all his profound meditations. The very process to which he had been exposed, so unpropitious as it appeared, may have been the most favourable for giving consistency to his intellectual researches. He may have thought in channels the more refined, varied, and luminous, from the ample experience he had acquired, that the only real evil in this world, was the frown of the Almighty, and His favor the only real good; so that the grand work, about to appear, may add strength to the strong, and give endurance to the finished pediment of his usefulness and his fame.

But although all these cheering anticipations should be fully realized, regrets will still exist. It will ever be deplored, that Mr. Coleridge’s system of Christian Ethics, had not yet been deliberately recorded by himself. This feeling, however natural, is still considerably moderated, by reflecting on the ample competence of the individual on whom the distinction of preparing this system has devolved; a security that it will be both well and faithfully executed, and which, in the same proportion that it reflects credit on the editor, will embalm with additional honours, the memory of SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE; a genius, who in the opulence of his imagination, and his rich and inexhaustible capabilities, as a poet, a logician, and a metaphysician, has not perhaps been surpassed since the days of Milton.

The following letter of Mr. Coleridge, was written a short time before his death, to a young friend. This deliberate exposition of his faith, and at such a season, cancels every random word or sentence, Mr. C. may ever have expressed or written, of an opposing tendency. In thoughtless moments Mr. C. may sometimes have expressed himself unguardedly, attended, on reflection, no doubt with self-accusation, but here in the full prospect of dissolution, he pours forth the genuine and ulterior feelings of his soul.

“To Adam Steinmetz Kinnaird,

My dear godchild, — I offer up the same fervent prayer for you now, as I did kneeling before the altar, when you were baptized into Christ, and solemnly received as a living member of his spiritual body, the church. Years must, pass before you will be able to read with an understanding heart what I now write. But I trust that the all-gracious God, the Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of mercies, who, by his only-begotten Son, (all mercies in one sovereign mercy!) has redeemed you from evil ground, and willed you to be born out of darkness, but into light; out of death, but into life; out of sin, but into righteousness; even into ‘the Lord our righteousness;’ I trust that he will graciously hear the prayers of your dear parents, and be with you as the spirit of health and growth, in body and in mind. My dear godchild, you received from Christ’s minister, at the baptismal font, as your Christian name, the name of a most dear friend of your father’s, and who was to me even as a son, the late Adam Steinmetz, whose fervent aspirations, and paramount aim, even from early youth, was to be a Christian in thought, word, and deed; in will, mind, and affections. I too, your godfather, have known what the enjoyment and advantages of this life are, and what the more refined pleasures which learning and intellectual power can give; I now, on the eve of my departure, declare to you, and earnestly pray that you may hereafter live and act on the conviction, that health is a great blessing; competence, obtained by honourable industry, a great blessing; and a great blessing it is, to have kind, faithful, and loving friends and relatives; but that the greatest of all blessings, as it is the most ennobling of all privileges, is to be indeed a Christian. But I have been likewise, through a large portion of my later life, a sufferer, sorely affected with bodily pains, languor, and manifold infirmities, and for the last three or four years have, with few and brief intervals, been confined to a sick room, and at this moment, in great weakness and heaviness, write from a sick bed, hopeless of recovery, yet without prospect of a speedy removal. And I thus, on the brink of the grave, solemnly bear witness to you, that the Almighty Redeemer, most gracious in his promises to them that truly seek him, is faithful to perform what he has promised; and has reserved, under all pains and infirmities, the peace that passeth all understanding, with the supporting assurance of a reconciled God, who will not withdraw his spirit from me in the conflict, and in his own time will deliver me from the evil one. O my dear godchild! eminently blessed are they who begin early to seek, fear, and love, their God, trusting wholly in the righteousness and mediation of their Lord, Redeemer, Saviour, and everlasting High Priest, Jesus Christ. Oh, preserve this as a legacy and bequest from your unseen godfather and friend,

S. T. Coleridge.

July 13th, 1834, Grove, Highgate.”

Is the writer of this epistle the man, who twenty years before, even coveted annihilation! Is this the man, who so long preferred, to all things else, the “Circean chalice!” Is this he, who at one time, learned to his unutterable dismay, what a sin was, “against an imperishable being, such as is the soul of man.” Is this he, whose will was once extinguished by an unhallowed passion, and he himself borne along toward perdition by a flood of intemperance! Is this the man who resisted the light, till darkness entered his mind, and with it a “glimpse of outer darkness!” Is this he, who feared that his own inveterate and aggravated crimes would exclude him, from that heaven, the road to which he was tracing out for others! Is this he, that through successive years, contended with the severest mental and bodily afflictions; who knew the cause, but rejected the remedy? — who, in 1807, declared himself “rolling rudderless,” “the wreck of what he once was,” “with an unceasing overwhelming sensation of wretchedness?” and in 1814, who still pronounced himself the endurer of all that was “wretched, helpless, and hopeless?” Samuel Taylor Coleridge is the man on whom all these charges and fearful anticipations once rested: but he it is fervently hoped, was changed; that he was renovated; that, when refuge failed, an unseen power subdued the rebellious, and softened the hard; and that he approached the verge of life in the serenity of faith and hope.

Before the effect of this letter, the eccentricities of S. T. Coleridge — his indiscretions, his frailties, vanish away. There is in it a mellowed character, accordant with a proximity to the eternal state, when alone the objects of time assume their true dimensions; when, earth receding; eternity opening; the spirit, called to launch its untried bark on the dark and stormy waters that separate both worlds, descries light afar, and leans, as its only solace, on the hope of the christian.

Checkered indeed was the life of this great but imperfect man. His dawn was not without promise. Hopes and blessings attended him in his course, but mists obscured his noon, and tempests long followed him; yet he set, it is hoped, serene and in splendor, looking on, through faith in his Redeemer, to that cloudless morning, where his sun shall no more go down.

* * * * *
 

The attention of the reader will now be directed to letters of Mr.
Southey, briefly relating to Mr. Coleridge, and to circumstances
connected with the publication of the “Early Recollections of S. T.
Coleridge,” 1837; — with a reference to the distressing malady with which
Mrs. Southey was afflicted.
 

“Keswick, Feb. 26, 1836.

My dear Cottle,

… I never go out but for regular exercise. Constant occupation; a daily walk whatever the weather may be; constitutional buoyancy of spirits; the comfort I have in my daughters and son; the satisfaction of knowing that nothing is neglected for my dear Edith, which can be done by human care and dutiful attention; above all, a constant trust in God’s mercy, and the certainty that whatever he appoints for us is best; these are my supports, and I have as much cause to be thankful for present consolation, as for past happiness.

… If this domestic affliction had not fallen upon us, it was my intention to have seen you in October 1834, and have brought my son Cuthbert with me; and if it please God that I should ever be able to leave home for a distant journey, this I still hope to do, and if you are not then in a better place than Bedminster, I am selfish enough to wish you may stay there till we meet; and indeed for the sake of others, that it may be to the utmost limits which may be assigned us. I would give a great deal to pass a week with you in this world. When I called on your brother Robert, in London, four years ago, he did not recollect me, and yet I was the least changed of the two.

I should very much like to show you the correspondence which once passed between Shelley and myself. Perhaps you are not acquainted with half of his execrable history. I know the whole, and as he gave me a fit opportunity, I read him such a lecture upon it as he deserved.

God bless you, my dear old friend,

Robert Southey.”

I shall now refer to some incidental subjects relating to Mr. Southey, which could not be well introduced in an earlier stage.

In drawing up my “Early Recollections of S. T. Coleridge,” so many references had been made to Mr. Southey, that, notwithstanding his general permission, I deemed it proper to transmit him the MS., with a request that he would, without hesitation, draw his pen across any portions to which he either objected, or thought it might be better to omit. A further benefit also was anticipated by such inspection, as any error which might inadvertently have crept in, as to facts and dates, would infallibly be detected by Mr. Southey’s more retentive memory. Mr. S. thus replied:

“Keswick, March 6, 1836.

My dear Cottle,

You will see that I have drawn my pen across several passages in your MS. of “Early Recollections.” The easiest way of showing you those small inaccuracies, will be by giving you a slight summary of the facts, most of them antecedent to my introduction to you.

Since your manuscript has arrived, I have received from London, two volumes of ‘Letters and Conversations of S. T. Coleridge,’ published anonymously by one of his later friends, Mr. Alsop, by name, a person of whom I never heard before. Mr. Moxon, the publisher, writes to me thus concerning it: ‘In many respects I regret that I undertook the publication of the work, for though at my earnest solicitation, many objectionable passages respecting both yourself and Mr. Wordsworth were left out, yet much I fear still remains that ought not to have been published; and yet if I had refused the work, it would most likely have been published by some other bookseller, with more in it to offend than there is at present.’

Now there is nothing in this work relating to myself of the slightest consequence, but the worst enemy of S. T. C. could not have done so much injury to his character as this injudicious friend has done; who, be it observed, was also a friend of Cobbet’s. He calls on Mr. Green, his presumed editor, not to conceal Coleridge’s real opinions from the public, and certainly represents those opinions as being upon most, if not all subjects, as lax as his own. Coleridge’s nephews, — the Bishop and Judge — are wantonly insulted by this person, and contemptuous speeches of his are reported concerning dead and living individuals, for whom he professed friendship, and from whom he had received substantial proofs of kindness. Heaven preserve me from such a friend as Mr. Alsop! But I never could have admitted such a person to my friendship, nor, if I had, would he have any such traits of character to record….

Now then to your narrative, or rather to mine; referring to incidents which took place before Coleridge’s and my own acquaintance with yourself; by which you will perceive on what small points you were misinformed, and in what your memory has deceived you.

In the summer of 1794, S. T. Coleridge and Hucks came to Oxford, on their way into Wales on a pedestrian tour. Allen introduced them to me, and the scheme of Pantisocracy was introduced by them; talked of, by no means determined on. It was subsequently talked into shape by Burnet and myself, at the commencement of the long vacation. We separated from Coleridge and Hucks: they making for Gloucester; Burnet and I proceeding on foot to Bath.

After some weeks, Coleridge returning from his tour, came to Bristol on his way, and stopped there. (I being there.) Then it was that we resolved on going to America, and S. T. C., and I walked into Somersetshire to see Burnet, and on that journey it was that we first saw Poole. Coleridge made his engagement with Miss Fricker, on our return from this journey, at my mother’s house in Bath; — not a little to my astonishment, for he had talked of being deeply in love with a certain Mary Evans. I had been previously engaged to her sister, my poor Edith! — whom it would make your heart ache to see at this time!

We remained at Bristol till the close of the vacation; several weeks. During that time we again talked of America. The funds were to be what each could raise. Coleridge, by his projected work, ‘Specimens of Modern Latin Poems,’ for which he had printed proposals, and obtained a respectable list of Cambridge subscribers, before I knew him: I by ‘Joan of Arc,’ and what else I might publish. I had no rich relations, except one, my uncle, John Southey, of Taunton, who took no notice of his brother’s family; nor any other expectation. He hoped to find companions with money.

Coleridge returned to Cambridge, and then published ‘The Fall of Robespierre;’ while Lovell (who had married one of the Miss Frickers) and I, published a thin volume of poems at Bath. My first transaction with you was for ‘Joan of Arc,’ and this was before Coleridge’s arrival at Bristol, and soon after Lovell had introduced me to you. Coleridge did not come back again to Bristol till January 1795, nor would he I believe have come back at all, if I had not gone to London to look for him, for having got there from Cambridge at the beginning of winter, there he remained without writing either to Miss Fricker or myself.

At last I wrote to Favell (a Christ’s Hospital boy, whose name I knew as one of his friends, and whom he had set down as one of our companions) to inquire concerning him, and learnt in reply, that S. T. Coleridge was at ‘The Cat and Salutation,’ in Newgate Street.  Thither I wrote. He answered my letter, and said, that on such a day he should set off for Bath by the waggon. Lovell and I walked from Bath to meet him. Near Marlborough we met with the appointed waggon; but no S. T. Coleridge was therein! A little while afterward, I went to London, and not finding him at ‘The Cat and Salutation,’ called at Christ’s Hospital, and was conducted by Favell to ‘The Angel Inn, Butcher Hall street,’ whither Coleridge had shifted his quarters. I brought him then to Bath, and in a few days to Bristol.

In the intermediate time between his leaving Bristol, and returning to it, the difficulties of getting to America became more and more apparent. Wynne wrote to press upon me the expedience of trying our scheme of Pantisocracy in Wales, knowing how impracticable it would be any where; knowing also, that there was no hope of convincing me of its impracticability, at that time. In our former plan we were all agreed, and expected that what the earth failed to produce for us, the pen would supply. Such were our views in January 1795; when S. T. Coleridge gave his first and second lectures in the Corn Market, and his third in a vacant house in Castle Green. These were followed by my lectures, and you know the course of our lives till the October following, when we parted.

By that time I had seen that no dependence could be placed on Coleridge. No difference took place between us when I communicated to him my intention of going with my uncle to Lisbon, nor even a remonstrance on his part; nor had I the slightest suspicion that he intended to quarrel with me, till — —’s insolence made it apparent; and I then learnt from Mrs. Morgan (poor John Morgan’s mother) in what manner he was speaking of me. This was in October. From that time to my departure for Lisbon you know my history. Lovell did not die till six months afterward. The ‘Watchman’ was not projected till I was on my way to Lisbon.

Poor Burnet’s history would require a letter of itself. He became deranged on one point, which was that of hatred to me, whom he accused of having jealously endeavoured to suppress his talents! This lasted about six months, in the year 1802, and it returned again in the last year of his life. The scheme of Pantisocracy proved his ruin; but he was twice placed in situations where he was well provided for. I had the greatest regard for him, and would have done, and indeed, as far as was in my power, did my utmost to serve him God bless you, my dear old friend,

Yours most affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

“Keswick, 14 April, 1836.

My dear Cottle,

If you are drawing up your ‘Recollections of Coleridge,’ for separate publication, you are most welcome to insert anything of mine which you might think proper; but it is my wish that nothing of mine may go into the hands of any person concerned in bringing forward Coleridge’s MSS.

I know that Coleridge at different times of his life never let pass an opportunity of speaking ill of me. Both Wordsworth and myself have often lamented the exposure of duplicity which must result from the publication of his letters, and by what he has delivered by word of mouth to the worshippers by whom he was always surrounded. To Wordsworth and to me, it matters little. Coleridge received from us such substantial services as few men have received from those whose friendship they had forfeited. This indeed was not the case with Wordsworth, as it was with me, for he knew not in what manner Coleridge had latterly spoken of him. But I continued all possible offices of kindness to his children, long after I regarded his own conduct with that utter disapprobation which alone it can call forth from all who had any sense of duty and moral obligation.

Poole from whom I had a letter by the same post with yours, thinks, from what you have said concerning Coleridge’s habit of taking opium, that it would operate less to deter others from the practice, than it would lead them to flatter themselves in indulging in it, by the example of so great a man. That there is some probability in this I happen to know from the effect of Mr. De Quincey’s book; one who had never taken a drop of opium before, but took so large a dose, for the sake of experiencing the sensations which had been described, that a very little addition to the dose might have proved fatal. There, however, the mischief ended, for he never repeated the experiment. But I apprehend if you send what you have written, about Coleridge and opium, it will not be made use of, and that Coleridge’s biographer will seek to find excuses for his abuse of that drug. Indeed in Mr. Alsop’s book, it is affirmed that the state of his heart, and other appearances in his chest, showed the habit to have been brought on by the pressure of disease in those parts: — the more likely inference is, that the excess brought on the disease.

I am much pleased with your “Predictions.” Those who will not be convinced by such scriptural proofs, if they pretend to admit any authority in the Scriptures, would not, though one rose from the dead.

God bless you, my dear old friend. Whenever I can take a journey, I will, if you are living, come to Bedminster. There is no other place in the world which I remember with such feelings as that village.

Believe me always yours most affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

In answer to an invitation, Mr. Southey thus replied.

“Keswick, August 16, 1836.

My dear Cottle,

… Be assured, whenever it may seem fitting for me to take so long a journey, I shall come to you with as cordial a feeling of unchanged and unabated friendship as that with which you I know will receive me. It is very much my wish to do so, to show Cuthbert my son (who will accompany me) the scenes of my boyhood and youth, and the few friends who are left to me in the West of England. There is an urgent reason why I should go to London before the last volume of Cowper is brought forth, if domestic circumstances can be so arranged as to admit of this, and I would fain hope it may be; I shall then certainly proceed to the West.

Longman has determined to print my poetical works in ten monthly parts, and I have to prepare accordingly for the press. No one will take more interest than yourself in this arrangement. I have much to correct, much to alter, and not a little to add: among other things, a general preface, tracing the circumstances which contributed to determine my course as a poet.

I can say nothing which would give you pleasure to hear on a subject which concerns me so nearly. We have continued variations of better and worse, with no tendency to amendment; and according to all human foresight, no hope of recovery. We entertain no guests, and admit no company whom it is possible to exclude. God bless you, my dear old friend, and believe me always

Yours most affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

I now refer to an occurrence that gave me some uneasiness. It appears, from the following letter that the family of Mr. Coleridge felt uneasy at learning that I intended to disclose to the public, the full extent of Mr. C.’s subjection to opium.

“September 30, 1836.

My dear Cottle,

… Coleridge’s relations are uneasy at what they hear of your intention to publish an account of him. Yesterday I learnt personally, from an influential member of the family, what their objections particularly were. He specified as points on which they were uncomfortable, Coleridge’s own letter, or letters, respecting opium, and the circumstances of a gift of three hundred pounds from Mr. De Quincey.

The truth is, that Coleridge’s relations are placed in a most uncomfortable position. They cannot say that any one of themselves will bring out a full and authentic account of C. because they know how much there is, which all who have any regard for Coleridge’s memory, would wish to be buried with him. But we will talk over the subject when we meet. Meantime I have assured —— that your feelings toward Coleridge are, what they have ever been, friendly in the highest degree.

How like a dream does the past appear! through the last years of my life more than any other part. All hope of recovery, or even of amendment, is over! In all reason I am convinced of this; and yet at times when Edith speaks and looks like herself, I am almost ready to look for what, if it occurred, would be a miracle. It is quite necessary that I should be weaned from this constant object of solicitude; so far at least as to refresh myself, and recruit for another period of confinement. Like all other duties, it brings with it its reward: and when I consider with how many mercies this affliction has been tempered, I have cause indeed to be thankful. Believe me always, my dear Cottle,

Yours most affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

A few days after I received the following letter from Mr. Southey: — 

“Keswick, Oct. 10, 1836.

My dear Cottle,

I have long foreseen that poor S. T. Coleridge would leave a large inheritance of uneasiness to his surviving friends, and those who were the most nearly connected with him.

The Head of the Family being in these parts, I have heard more concerning the affair of your Memoir, as it respects the feelings of that family than I should otherwise. He is a thoroughly good man; mild, unassuming, amiable, and judicious beyond most men. This matter interests him greatly, on account of his brother having married Mr. S. T. Coleridge’s daughter. Indeed it is in consequence of a letter from the —— that I am now writing. He cared nothing when a gross and wanton insult was offered to him in that … book, but on this occasion he is much concerned.

A few omissions (one letter in particular, respecting the habit of taking opium,) would spare them great pain, and leave your book little the poorer, rich as your materials are. Wilfully I am sure you never gave pain to any human being, nor any living creature…. You are not like a witness who is required to tell all which he knows. In those cases the moral law requires us to tell nothing but the truth, but does not demand the whole truth, unless the suppression of any part of it should be tantamount to falsehood.

Of this indeed you are fully aware. You have enough to tell that is harmless as well as interesting, and not only harmless, but valuable and instructive, and that ought to be told, and which no one but yourself can tell. Strike out only…. I will read over the Memoir when we meet. You have abundance of materials; and many things may come to mind which may supply the place of what should be withdrawn. You will understand my motive in pressing this upon you. God bless you, my dear old friend.

Your’s most affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

As I determined to publish nothing relating to Mr. Coleridge, without Mr. Southey’s sanction, my first impression, on the receipt of this letter, was, wholly to withdraw the work; — but as I expected soon to see Mr. S., I resolved to suspend my determination till he had an opportunity of inspecting the MS. once more, when his specific objections might be better understood.

Two or three weeks after receiving the former letter, Mr. S. addressed to me the following hasty line: — 

“Friday, Nov. 1, 1836, Pipe Hayes.

My dear Cottle,

Here we are, six miles from Birmingham. Our places are taken for Thursday morning, in the coach which starts from the Hen and Chickens, Birmingham. To what Inn it comes in Bristol, I forgot to ask. So, if on our arrival, we do not find your vehicle, we shall pack ourselves, and our luggage, in a hackney-coach, without delay, and drive to Carlton Villa. So on Thursday evening I hope to see you.

God bless you, my dear old friend,

Robert Southey.”

P.S. “I saw Wordsworth on my way, and mentioned your wish about engraving his portrait. He referred it entirely to my opinion of its likeness.”

On his arrival, Mr. Southey deliberately re-read the whole of my MS., and objected alone to a few trifles, which were expunged. He read the series of opium letters with a mind evidently affected, but no part did he interdict. He now arrived at, and read the solemn Testamentary Letter,(p. 394 [Letter dating “Bristol, June 26th, 1814. Transcriber.]). I said to him, “Southey shall I, or shall I not, omit this letter.” He paused for a few moments, and then distinctly said. “You must print it. It is your authority for what you have done.” He then continued, “You must print it also, for the sake of faithful biography, and for the beneficial effect this, and the other opium letters must inevitably produce.” This unqualified approval determined me to publish the whole of the opium letters.

I here give the next letter I received from Mr. Southey, when he had returned home, after his long excursion to Bristol, and the West of England, by which it will be perceived that no after inclination existed in Mr. S.’s mind to alter the opinion he had given.

“Keswick, May 9, 1837.

My dear Cottle,

It is scarcely possible that a day should pass, in which some circumstance, some object, or train of recollection, does not bring you to my mind. You may suppose then how much I thought of you during the employment I recently got through of correcting “Joan of Arc” for the last time….

Our journey, after we left your comfortable house, was as prosperous as it could be at that time of the year. We have reason, indeed, to be thankful, that travelling so many hundred miles, in all sorts of ways, and over all kinds of roads, we met with no mischief of any kind; nor any difficulties greater than what served for matter of amusement. During the great hurricane, we were at Dawlish, in a house on the beach, from which we saw the full effect of its force on the sea.

The great snow-storm caught us at Tavistock, and rendered it impossible for us to make our intended excursion on Dartmoor. Cuthbert and I parted company at my friend, Miss Caroline Bowles’s, near Lymington, he going to his brother-in-law, (at Terring, where he is preparing for the University,) I, the next day, to London. I joined him again at Terring, three weeks afterward; and, after a week, made the best of my way home.

The objects of my journey were fully accomplished. Cuthbert has seen most of the spots which I desired to show him, and has been introduced to the few old friends whom I have left in the West of England. I had much pleasure, but not unmingled with pain, in visiting many places which brought back vividly the remembrance of former days; but to Cuthbert, all was pure pleasure.

God bless you, my dear old friend,

Yours affectionately,

Robert Southey.”

In a previous letter Mr. Southey had said in a contemplative mood,

“… Little progress is made in my ‘Life of George Fox’ but considerable preparation. This, and some sketches of Monastic history, will probably complete the ecclesiastical portion of my labours. Alas! I have undertaken more than there is any reasonable likelihood of completing. My head will soon be white, and I feel a disposition to take more thought for the morrow than I was wont to do; not as if distrusting providence, which has hitherto supported me, but my own powers of exertion!”

I pass over the intervening period between this, and my old friend’s mental affliction, as more properly belonging to Mr. Southey’s regular biographer, but this much I may observe.

Having heard, with the deepest concern, that Mr. Southey’s mind was affected, I addressed a kind letter to him, to inquire after his health, and requested only one line from him, to relieve my anxiety, if only the signing of his name. I received a letter in reply, from his kindest friend, of which the following is an extract.

“… With deep and affectionate interest he read and re-read your letter, and many times in the course of the evening he received it I observed tears in his eyes. ‘I will write to Cottle,’ he has often repeated since, but alas! the purpose remains unfulfilled, and from me, dear sir, you must receive the explanation of his silence….”

On communicating this melancholy intelligence to my old and valued friend, Mr. Foster, he thus replied.

“My dear sir,

I am obliged for your kind note, and the letter, which I here return. I can well believe that you must feel it a mournful communication. A friend in early life: a friend ever since; a man highly, and in considerable part, meritoriously conspicuous in the literature of the age; and now at length prostrated, and on the borders of the grave; for there can be no doubt the bodily catastrophe will soon follow the mental one. It is a most wonderful career that he has run in literary achievement, and it is striking to see such a man disabled at last, even to write a letter to an old friend! It is interesting to myself, as it must be to every one accustomed to contemplate the labours and productions of mind, to see such a spirit finally resigning its favourite occupations, and retiring from its fame!…”

Mr. Foster, referring to the death of his friends, thus afterwards wrote.

“Stapleton, June 22, 1842.

My dear sir,

… How our old circle is narrowing around us. Going back just three years and a-half, I was recounting yesterday eleven persons departed within that space of time; three-fourths of those who had formed, till then, the list of my old friends and acquaintance, leaving just a few, how few, of those who are my coevals, or approaching to that standard. You are within one, and he at a great distance, whom I may never see again, the oldest in both senses, of the almost solitary remainder. Our day is not far off. Oh, may we be prepared to welcome its arrival….”

The following is an extract from another letter of Mr. Foster’s containing the same train of thought.

“My dear sir,

… My thoughts are often pensively turning on the enumeration of those I may call my coevals; and many of them of long acquaintance who have been called away within these few years. An old, and much valued friend at Worcester, Mr. Stokes, from whose funeral I returned little more than in time to attend that of our estimable friend, your brother-in-law, Mr. Hare; since then, your excellent sister Mary. Mr. Coles, of Bourton, known and esteemed almost forty years. Mr. Addington. Lately in Scotland, the worthy Mr. Dove; and now last of all, so unexpectedly, Mr. Roberts. I dined with him at Mr. Wade’s, perhaps not more than ten days before his death….

With friendly regards, I remain, my dear sir,

Most truly yours,

John Foster.”

A letter of mine to Mr. Foster, referring chiefly to Mr. Southey, may not inappropriately be here introduced.

“July 6, 1842.

To the Rev. John Foster,

My dear Sir, — I sympathize with you on the comparatively recent loss of so large a proportion of your early friends and acquaintance. I can, to a great extent, participate in similar feelings. Yourself and Mr. Wordsworth are the only two survivors, of all with whom in early life I joined in familiar intercourse, for poor dear Southey since I last wrote to you concerning him, is worse than dead. Mr. W., who dined with me last summer, told me that he does not now know his own children. He said, he had a short time previously called upon him, and he fancied that a slight glimpse of remembrance crossed his mind, when, in a moment, he silently passed to his library, and taking down a book, (from mechanical habit) turned over the pages, without reading, or the power of reading. Pardon prolixity, where the heart is so full. Surely the world does not present a more melancholy, or a more humiliating sight, than the prostration of so noble a mind as that of my old and highly-prized friend, Robert Southey. When I first knew him, he had all that Westminster and Oxford could give him. He was, as the Mores said, to whom I had introduced him, ‘brimfull of literature:’ decisive and enthusiastic in all his sentiments, and impetuous in all his feelings, whether of approval or dislike. I never knew one more uncompromising in what he believed either to be right, or wrong; thereby marking the integrity of his mind, which ever shrunk from the most distant approximation to duplicity or meanness.

This disposition manifested itself almost in infancy, for his mother, an acute and very worthy woman, told me, in the year 1798, that whenever any mischief or accident occurred amongst the children, which some might wish to conceal, she always applied to Robert, who never hesitated, or deviated from the truth, though he himself might have been implicated. And in after life, whatever sentiments he avowed, none who knew the confirmed fidelity of his mind, could possibly doubt that they were the genuine dictates of his heart.

There was in Southey, alas! his sun is set! — I must, write in the third person! — one other quality which commands admiration; an habitual delicacy in his conversation, evidencing that cheerfulness and wit might exist without ribaldry, grossness, or profanation. He neither violated decorum himself, nor tolerated it in others. I have been present when a trespasser of the looser class, has received, a rebuke, I might say a castigation, well deserved, and not readily forgotten. His abhorrence also of injustice, or unworthy conduct, in its diversified shapes, had all the decision of a Roman censor; while this apparent austerity was associated, when in the society he liked, with so bland and playful a spirit, that it abolished all constraint, and rendered him one of the most agreeable, as well as the most intelligent of companions.




It must occasionally have been exemplified in your experience, that some writers who have acquired a transient popularity, perchance, more from adventitious causes, than sterling merit, appear at once to occupy an increased space, and fancy that he who fills his own field of vision, occupies the same space in the view of others. This disposition will almost invariably be found in those who most readily depreciate those whom they cannot excel; as if every concession to the merits of another subtracted from their own claims. Southey was eminently exempt from this little feeling. He heartily encouraged genius, wherever it was discoverable; whether, ‘with all appliances,’ the jewel shone forth from academic bowers, or whether the gem was incrusted with extraneous matter, and required the toil of polishing; indifferent to him, it met with the encouraging smile, and the fostering care.

It may be truly said, Mr. Southey exacted nothing, and consequently his excellencies were the more readily allowed; and this merit was the greater, since, as Mr. Coleridge remarked, “he had written on so many subjects, and so well on all.” Although his company was sought by men of the first rank and talent, from whom he always received that acknowledgment, if not deference, which is due to great attainments and indisputable genius, yet such honours excited no plebeian pride. It produced none of that morbid inflation, which, wherever found, instinctively excites a repulsive feeling. It was this unassuming air, this suavity of deportment, which so attached Southey to his friends, and gave such permanence to their regard.

It seems almost invidious to single out one distinguishing quality in his mind, when so many deserve notice, but I have often been struck with the quickness of his perception; the promptitude with which he discovered whatever was good or bad in composition, either in prose or verse. When reading the production of another, the tones of his voice became a merit-thermometer, a sort of Aeolian-harp-test; in the flat parts his voice was unimpassioned, but if the gust of genius swept over the wires, his tones rose in intensity, till his own energy of feeling and expression kindled in others a sympathetic impulse, which the dull were forced to feel, whilst his animated recitations threw fresh meaning into the minds of the more discerning.

What an emblem of human instability! The idea of Robert Southey’s altered state can hardly force itself on my imagination. The image of one lately in full vigour, who appeared, but as yesterday, all thought and animation, whose mind exhibited a sort of rocky firmness, and seemed made almost for perpetuity; I say it is hard to conceive of faculties so strong and richly matured, reduced now even to imbecility! The image of death I could withstand, for it is the lot of mortals, but the spectacle of such a mind associated with living extinction, appears incongruous, and to exceed the power of possible combination. Those who witnessed the progressive advances of this mournful condition were prepared for the event by successive changes, but with my anterior impressions, if in his present state I were to be abruptly presented to Robert Southey, and met the vacant and cold glance of indifference, the concussion to my feelings would so overwhelm, that — merciful indeed would be the power which shielded me from a like calamity.

Southey spent a week with me, four or five years ago, when he manifested the same kind and cordial behaviour, which he had uniformly displayed for nearly half a century, and which had never during that long period been interrupted for a moment. Nor was steadfastness in friendship one of his least excellencies. From the kindliness of his spirit, he excited an affectionate esteem in his friends, which they well knew no capriciousness on his part would interrupt: to which, it might be added, his mind was well balanced, presenting no unfavourable eccentricities, and but few demands for the exercise of charity. Justly also, may it be affirmed, that he was distinguished for the exemplary discharge of all the social and relative virtues; disinterestedly generous, and scrupulously conscientious, presenting in his general deportment, courteousness without servility, and dignity without pride. There was in him so much kindliness and sincerity, so much of upright purpose, and generous feeling, that the belief is forced on the mind, that, through the whole range of biographical annals, few men, endowed with the higher order of intellect, have possessed more qualities commanding esteem than Robert Southey; who so happily blended the great with the amiable, or whose memory will become more permanently fragrant to the lovers of genius, or the friends of virtue. Nor would Southey receive a fair measure of justice by any display of personal worth, without noticing the application of his talents. His multifarious writings, whilst they embody such varied excellence, display wherever the exhibition was demanded, or admissible, a moral grandeur, and reverence of religion, which indirectly reflects on some, less prodigally endowed, who do, and have, corrupted by their prose, or disseminated their pollutions through the sacred, but desecrated medium of song.

It was always a luxury with Southey to talk of old times, places, and persons; and Bristol, with its vicinities, he thought the most beautiful city he had ever seen. When a boy he was almost a resident among St. Vincent’s rocks, and Leigh Woods. The view, from the Coronation Road, of the Hotwells, with Clifton, and its triple crescents, he thought surpassed any view of the kind in Europe. He loved also to extol his own mountain scenery, and, at his last visit, upbraided me for not paying him a visit at Greta Hall, where, he said, he would have shown me the glories of the district, and also have given me a sail on the lake, in his own boat, ‘The Royal Noah.’ After dwelling on his entrancing water-scenes, and misty eminences, he wanted much, he said to show me his library, which at that time consisted of fourteen thousand volumes, which he had been accumulating all his life, from the rare catalogues of all nations: but still, he remarked, he had a list of five hundred other volumes to obtain, and after possessing these, he said, he should be satisfied. Alas! he little knew, how soon the whole would appear to him — less than the herbage of the desert!

At this time, Mr. S. mentioned a trifling occurrence, arising out of what happened to be the nature of our conversation, although it is hardly worth naming to you, who so lightly esteem human honours. He said, some years before, when he chanced to be in London, he accepted an invitation to dine with the Archbishop of Canterbury but, subsequently, he received an invitation for the same day, from the Duchess of Kent, to dine at Kensington Palace; and as invitations from Royalty supersede all others, he sent an apology to the Archbishop, and dined with more Lords and Ladies than he could remember. At the conclusion of the repast, before the Ladies retired, she who was destined to receive homage, on proper occasions, had learnt to pay respect, for the young Princess (our present gracious Queen Victoria) came up to him, and curtseying, very prettily said, ‘Mr. Southey, I thank you for the pleasure I have received in reading your Life of Lord Nelson.’

I must mention one other trait in Southey, which did him peculiar honour, I allude to the readiness with which he alluded to any little acts of kindness which he might have received from any of his friends, in past years. To the discredit of human nature, there is in general a laborious endeavour to bury all such remembrances in the waters of Lethe: Southey’s mind was formed on a different model.

The tear which dims my eye, attests the affection which I still bear to poor dear Southey. Few knew him better than myself, or more highly estimated the fine qualities of his head and heart; and still fewer can be oppressed with deeper commiseration for his present forlorn and hopeless condition…. My dear sir,

Most truly yours,

Joseph Cottle.

Rev. John Foster.”

I have now to present the Reader with a series of letters from Mr.
Coleridge to the late Josiah and Thomas Wedgewood, Esqrs.; obligingly
communicated to me by Francis Wedgewood, Esq., of Etruria, son of Mr.
Josiah Wedgewood.
 

“May 21st, 1799. Gottingen.

My dear sir,

I have lying by my side six huge letters, with your name on each of them, and all, excepting one, have been written for these three months. About this time Mr. Hamilton, by whom I send this and the little parcel for my wife, was, as it were, setting off for England; and I seized the opportunity of sending them by him, as without any mock-modesty I really thought that the expense of the postage to me and to you would be more than their worth. Day after day, and week after week, was Hamilton going, and still delayed. And now that it is absolutely settled that he goes to-morrow, it is likewise absolutely settled that I shall go this day three weeks, and I have therefore sent only this and the picture by him, but the letters I will now take myself, for I should not like them to be lost, as they comprize the only subject on which I have had an opportunity of making myself thoroughly informed, and if I carry them myself, I can carry them without danger of their being seized at Yarmouth, as all my letters were, yours to —— excepted, which were, luckily, not sealed. Before I left England, I had read the book of which you speak. I must confess that it appeared to me exceedingly illogical. Godwin’s and Condorcet’s extravagancies were not worth confuting; and yet I thought that the Essay on ‘Population’ had not confuted them. Professor Wallace, Derham, and a number of German statistic, and physico-theological writers had taken the same ground, namely, that population increases in a geometrical, but the accessional nutriment only in arithmetical ratio — and that vice and misery, the natural consequences of this order of things, were intended by providence as the counterpoise. I have here no means of procuring so obscure a book, as Rudgard’s; but to the best of my recollection, at the time that the Fifth Monarchy enthusiasts created so great a sensation in England, under the Protectorate, and the beginning of Charles the Second’s reign, Rudgard, or Rutgard (I am not positive even of the name) wrote an Essay to the same purpose, in which he asserted, that if war, pestilence, vice, and poverty, were wholly removed, the world could not exist two hundred years, &c. Seiffmilts, in his great work concerning the divine order and regularity in the destiny of the human race, has a chapter entitled a confutation of this idea; I read it with great eagerness, and found therein that this idea militated against the glory and goodness of God, and must therefore be false, — but further confutation found I none! — This book of Seiffmilts has a prodigious character throughout Germany; and never methinks did a work less deserve it. It is in three huge octavos, and wholly on the general laws that regulate the population of the human species — but is throughout most unphilosophical, and the tables, which he has collected with great industry, prove nothing. My objections to the Essay on Population you will find in my sixth letter at large — but do not, my dear sir, suppose that because unconvinced by this essay, I am therefore convinced of the contrary. No, God knows, I am sufficiently sceptical, and in truth more than sceptical, concerning the possibility of universal plenty and wisdom; but my doubts rest on other grounds. I had some conversation with you before I left England, on this subject; and from that time I had purposed to myself to examine as thoroughly as it was possible for me, the important question. Is the march of the human race progressive, or in cycles? But more of this when we meet.

What have I done in Germany? I have learned the language, both high and low German, I can read both, and speak the former so fluently, that it must be a fortune for a German to be in my company, that is, I have words enough and phrases enough, and I arrange them tolerably; but my pronunciation is hideous. 2ndly, I can read the oldest German, the Frankish, and the Swabian. 3rdly, I have attended the lectures on Physiology, Anatomy, and Natural History, with regularity, and have endeavoured to understand these subjects. 4thly, I have read and made collections for a history of the. ‘Belles Lettres,’ in Germany, before the time of Lessing: and 5thly, very large collections for a ‘Life of Lessing;’ to which I was led by the miserably bad and unsatisfactory biographies that have been hitherto given, and by my personal acquaintance with two of Lessing’s friends. Soon after I came into Germany, I made up my mind fully not to publish anything concerning my travels, as people call them; yet I soon perceived that with all possible economy, my expenses would be greater than I could justify, unless I did something that would to a moral certainty repay them. I chose the ‘Life of Lessing’ for the reasons above assigned, and because it would give me an opportunity of conveying under a better name than my own ever will be, opinions which I deem of the highest importance. Accordingly, my main business at Gottingen, has been to read all the numerous controversies in which Lessing was engaged, and the works of all those German poets before the time of Lessing, which I could not afford to buy. For these last four months, with the exception of last week, in which I visited the Hartz, I have worked harder than I trust in God Almighty, I shall ever have occasion to work again: this endless transcription is such a body-and-soul-wearying purgatory. I shall have bought thirty pounds’ worth of books, chiefly metaphysics, and with a view to the one work, to which I hope to dedicate in silence, the prime of my life; but I believe and indeed doubt not, that before Christmas I shall have repaid myself.

I never, to the best of my recollection, felt the fear of death but once; that was yesterday when I delivered the picture to Hamilton. I felt, and shivered as I felt it, that I should not like to die by land or water before I see my wife and the little one; that I hope yet remains to me. But it was an idle sort of feeling, and I should not like to have it again. Poole half mentioned, in a hasty way, a circumstance that depressed my spirits for many days: — that you and Thomas were on the point of settling near Stowey, but had abandoned it. “God Almighty! what a dream of happiness it held out to me!” writes Poole. I felt disappointment without having had hope.

In about a month I hope to see you. Till then may heaven bless and preserve us! Believe me, my dear sir, with every feeling of love, esteem, and gratitude,

Your affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.

Josiah Wedgewood, Esq.”

“21, Buckingham Street, Strand, January, 1800.

My dear sir,

I am sitting by a fire in a rug great coat. Your room is doubtless to a greater degree air tight than mine, or your notions of Tartarus would veer round to the Greenlander’s creed. It is most barbarously cold, and you, I fear, can shield yourself from it, only by perpetual imprisonment. If any place in the southern climates were in a state of real quiet, and likely to continue so, should you feel no inclination to migrate? Poor Southey, from over great industry, as I suspect, the industry too of solitary composition, has reduced himself to a terrible state of weakness, and is determined to leave this country as soon as he has finished the poem on which he is now employed. ’Tis a melancholy thing that so young a man, and one whose life has ever been so simple and self-denying….

O, for a peace, and the south of France! I could almost wish for a Bourbon king, if it were only that Sieyes and Buonaparte might finish their career in the old orthodox way of hanging. Thank God, I have my health perfectly, and I am working hard; yet the present state of human affairs presses on me for days together, so as to deprive me of all my cheerfulness. It is probable that a man’s private and personal connexions and interests ought to be uppermost in his daily and hourly thoughts, and that the dedication of much hope and fear to subjects which are perhaps disproportionate to our faculties and powers, is a disease. But I have had this disease so long, and my early education was so undomestic, that I know not how to get rid of it; or even to wish to get rid of it. Life were so flat a thing without enthusiasm, that if for a moment it leaves me, I have a sort of stomach sensation attached to all my thoughts, like those which succeed to the pleasurable operations of a dose of opium.

Now I make up my mind to a sort of heroism in believing the progressiveness of all nature, during the present melancholy state of humanity, and on this subject I am now writing; and no work on which I ever employed myself makes me so happy while I am writing.

I shall remain in London till April. The expenses of my last year made it necessary for me to exert my industry, and many other good ends are answered at the same time. Where I next settle I shall, continue, and that must be in a state of retirement and rustication. It is therefore good for me to have a run of society, and that, various, and consisting of marked characters. Likewise, by being obliged to write without much elaboration, I shall greatly improve myself in naturalness and facility of style, and the particular subjects on which I write for money are nearly connected with my future schemes. My mornings I give to compilations which I am sure cannot be wholly useless, and for which, by the beginning of April I shall have earned nearly £150. My evenings to the Theatres, as I am to conduct a sort of Dramaterye or series of Essays on the Drama, both its general principles, and likewise in reference to the present state of the English Theatres. This I shall publish in the ‘Morning Post.’ My attendance on the theatres costs me nothing, and Stuart, the Editor, covers my expenses in London. Two mornings, and one whole day, I dedicate to these Essays on the possible progressiveness of man, and on the principles of population. In April I retire to my greater works,—’The Life of Lessing.’ My German chests are arrived, but I have them not yet, but expect them from Stowey daily; when they come I shall send a letter.

I have seen a good deal of Godwin, who has just published a Novel. I like him for thinking so well of Davy. He talks of him every where as the most extraordinary of human beings he had ever met with. I cannot say that, for I know one whom I feel to be the superior, but I never met with so extraordinary a young man. I have likewise dined with Horne Tooke. He is a clear-headed old man, as every man must needs be who attends to the real import of words, but there is a sort of charlatanry in his manner that did not please me. He makes such a mystery out of plain and palpable things, and never tells you any thing without first exciting, and detaining your curiosity. But it were a bad heart that could not pardon worse faults than these in the author of ‘The Diversions of Purley.’

Believe me, my dear sir, with much affection

Yours,

S. T. Coleridge.

Thomas Wedgewood, Esq.”

“21, Buckingham Street, Feb. 1800.

My dear sir,

Your brother’s health [Mr. Thomas Wedgewood] outweighs all other considerations. Beyond a doubt he has made himself acquainted with the degree of heat which he is to experience there [the West Indies]. The only objections that I see are so obvious, that it is idle in me to mention them: the total want of men with whose pursuits your brother can have a fellow feeling: the length and difficulty of the return, in case of a disappointment; and the necessity of sea-voyages to almost every change of scenery. I will not think of the yellow fever; that I hope is quite out of all probability. Believe me, my dear friend, I have some difficulty in suppressing all that is within me of affection and grief. God knows my heart, wherever your brother is, I shall follow him in spirit; follow him with my thoughts and most affectionate wishes.

I read your letter, and did as you desired me. —— is very cool to me. Whether I have still any of the leaven of the Citizen, and visionary about me — too much for his present zeal, or whether he is incapable of attending…. As to his views, he is now gone to Cambridge to canvass for a Fellowship in Trinity Hall. Mackintosh has kindly written to Dr. Lawrence, who is very intimate with the Master, and he has other interest. He is also trying hard, and in expectation of a Commissionership of Bankruptcy, and means to pursue the law with all ardour and steadiness. As to the state of his mind, it is that which it was and will be. God love him! He has a most incurable forehead. —— called on him and looking on his table, saw by accident a letter directed to himself. Said he, ‘Why —— what letter is this for me? and from —— ,’ ‘Yes I have had it some time.’ ‘Why did you not give it me?’ ‘Oh, it wants some explanation first. You must not read it now, for I can’t give you the explanation now.’ And —— , who you know is a right easy-natured man, has not been able to get his own letter from him to this hour! Of his success at Cambridge, Caldwell, is doubtful, or more than doubtful….

So much of —— . All that I know, and all I suspect that is to be known. A kind, gentlemanly, affectionate hearted man, possessed of an absolute talent for industry. Would to God, he had never heard of Philosophy!

I have been three times to the House of Commons; each time earlier than the former; and each time hideously crowded. The two first days the debate was put off. Yesterday I went at a quarter before eight, and remained till three this morning, and then sat writing and correcting other men’s writing till eight — a good twenty four hours of unpleasant activity! I have not felt myself sleepy yet. Pitt and Fox completely answered my pre-formed ideas of them. The elegance and high finish of Pitt’s periods, even in the most sudden replies, is curious, but that is all. He argues but so so, and does not reason at all. Nothing is rememberable of what he says. Fox possesses all the full and overflowing eloquence of a man of clear head, clear heart, and impetuous feelings. He is to my mind a great orator; all the rest that spoke were mere creatures. I could make a better speech myself than any that I heard, except Pitt and Fox. I reported that part of Pitt’s which I have enclosed in brackets, not that I report ex-officio, but my curiosity having led me there, I did Stuart a service by taking a few notes.

I work from morning to night, but in a few weeks I shall have completed my purpose, and then adieu to London for ever. We newspaper scribes are true galley-slaves. When the high winds of events blow loud and frequent then the sails are hoisted, or the ship drives on of itself. When all is calm and sunshine then to our oars. Yet it is not unflattering to a man’s vanity to reflect that what he writes at twelve at night, will before twelve hours are over, have perhaps, five or six thousand readers! To trace a happy phrase, good image, or new argument, running through the town and sliding into all the papers. Few wine merchants can boast of creating more sensation. Then to hear a favorite and often-urged argument, repeated almost in your own particular phrases, in the House of Commons; and, quietly in the silent self-complacence of your own heart, chuckle over the plagiarism, as if you were monopolist of all good reasons. But seriously, considering that I have newspapered it merely as means of subsistence, while I was doing other things, I have been very lucky. ‘The New Constitution’; ‘The Proposal for Peace’; ‘The Irish Union’; &c. &c.; they are important in themselves, and excellent vehicles for general truths. I am not ashamed of what I have written.

I desired Poole to send you all the papers antecedent to your own; I think you will like the different analyses of the French constitution. I have attended Mackintosh’s lectures regularly; he was so kind as to send me a ticket, and I have not failed to profit by it.

I remain, with grateful and most affectionate esteem,

Your faithful friend

S. T. Coleridge.

Josiah Wedgewood, Esq.”

“July 24, 1800.

My dear sir,

I find your letter on my arrival at Grasmere, namely, dated on the 29th of June, since which time to the present, with the exception of the last few days, I have been more unwell than I have ever been since I left school. For many days I was forced to keep my bed, and when released from that incarceration, I suffered most grievously from a brace of swollen eyelids, and a head into which, on the least agitation, the blood was felt as rushing in and flowing back again, like the raking of the tide on a coast of loose stones. However, thank God, I am now coming about again.

That Tom receives such pleasure from natural scenery strikes me as it does you. The total incapability which I have found in myself to associate any but the most languid feelings, with the God-like objects which have surrounded me, and the nauseous efforts to impress my admiration into the service of nature, has given me a sympathy with his former state of health, which I never before could have had. I wish, from the bottom of my soul, that he may be enjoying similar pleasures with those which I am now enjoying with all that newness of sensation; that voluptuous correspondence of the blood and flesh about me with breeze and sun-heat, which makes convalescence more than repay one for disease.

I parted from Poole with pain and dejection, for him, and for myself in him. I should have given Stowey a decided preference for a residence. It was likewise so conveniently situated, that I was in the way of almost all whom I love and esteem. But there was no suitable house, and no prospect of a suitable house.

… These things would have weighed as nothing, could I have remained at Stowey, but now they come upon me to diminish my regret. Add to this, Poole’s determination to spend a year or two on the continent, in case of a peace and his mother’s death. God in heaven bless her! I am sure she will not live long. This is the first day of my arrival at Keswick. My house is roomy, situated on an eminence, a furlong from the town; before it an enormous garden, more than two-thirds of which is rented is a garden for sale articles; but the walks are ours. Completely behind the house are shrubberies, and a declivity planted with flourishing trees of ten or fifteen years’ growth, at the bottom of which is a most delightful shaded walk, by the river Greta, a quarter of a mile in length. The room in which I sit commands from one window the Bassenthwaite lake, woods, and mountains. From the opposite, the Derwentwater and fantastic mountains of Borrowdale. Straight before is a wilderness of mountains, catching and streaming lights and shadows at all times. Behind the house, and entering into all our views, is Skiddaw.

My acquaintances here are pleasant, and at some distance is Sir Guilfred Lawson’s seat, with a very large and expensive library, to which I have every reason to hope that I shall have free access. But when I have been settled here a few days longer, I will write you a minute account of my situation. Wordsworth lives twelve miles distant. In about a year’s time he will probably settle at Keswick likewise. It is no small advantage here, that for two-thirds of the year we are in complete retirement. The other third is alive and swarms with tourists of all shapes, and sizes, and characters. It is the very place I would recommend to a novelist or farce writer. Besides, at that time of the year there is always hope that a friend may be among the number and miscellaneous crowd, whom this place attracts. So much for Keswick.

Have you seen my translation of Wallenstein. It is a dull heavy play, but I entertain hopes that you will think the language for the greater part, natural, and good common sense English; to which excellence, if I can lay fair claim in any work of poetry or prose, I shall be a very singular writer, at least. I am now working at my ‘Introduction of the Life of Lessing,’ which I trust will be in the press before Christmas, that is, the ‘Introduction,’ which will be published first. God bless you,

S. T. Coleridge.

Josiah Wedgewood, Esq.”

“Keswick, Nov. 1, 1800.

My dear Sir,

I would fain believe that the experiment which your brother has made in the West Indies is not wholly a discouraging one. If a warm climate did nothing but only prevented him from getting worse, it surely evidenced some power; and perhaps a climate equally favorable in a country of more various interest, Italy, or the South of France, may tempt your brother to make a longer trial. If (disciplining myself into silent cheerfulness) I could be of any comfort to him by being his companion and attendant, for two or three months, on the supposition that he should wish to travel, and was at a loss for a companion more fit, I would go with him with a willing affection. You will easily see, my dear friend, that I say this only to increase the range of your brother’s choice — for even in choosing there is some pleasure.

There happen frequently little odd coincidences in time, that recall momentary faith in the notion of sympathies acting in absence. I heard of your brother’s return, for the first time, on Monday last, the day on which your letter is dated, from Stoddart. Had it rained on my naked skin I could not have felt more strangely. The 300 or 400 miles that are between us seemed converted into a moral distance; and I knew that the whole of this silence I was myself accountable for; for I ended my last letter by promising to follow it with a second and longer one, before you could answer the first. But immediately on my arrival in this country I undertook to finish a poem which I had begun, entitled ‘Christabel,’ for a second volume of the ‘Lyrical Ballads.’ I tried to perform my promise, but the deep unutterable disgust which I had suffered in the translation of the accursed Wallenstein, seemed to have stricken me with barrenness; for I tried and tried, and nothing would come of it. I desisted with a deeper dejection than I am willing to remember. The wind from the Skiddaw and Borrowdale was often as loud as wind need be, and many a walk in the clouds in the mountains did I take; but all would not do, till one day I dined out at the house of a neighbouring clergyman, and some how or other drank so much wine, that I found some effort and dexterity requisite to balance myself on the hither edge of sobriety. The next day my verse-making faculties returned to me, and I proceeded successfully, till my poem grew so long, and in Wordsworth’s opinion so impressive, that he rejected it from his volume, as disproportionate both in size and merit, and as discordant in its character. In the mean time I had gotten myself entangled in the old sorites of the old sophist, — procrastination. I had suffered my necessary businesses to accumulate so terribly, that I neglected to write to any one, till the pain I suffered from not writing made me waste as many hours in dreaming about it as would have sufficed for the letter writing of half a life. But there is something beside time requisite for the writing of a letter — at least with me. My situation here is indeed a delightful situation; but I feel what I have lost — feel it deeply — it recurs more often and more painfully than I had anticipated, indeed so much so, that I scarcely ever feel myself impelled, that is to say, pleasurably impelled to write to Poole. I used to feel myself more at home in his great windy parlour than in my own cottage. We were well suited to each other — my animal spirits corrected his inclination to melancholy; and there was something both in his understanding and in his affections, so healthy and manly, that my mind freshened in his company, and my ideas and habits of thinking acquired day after day more of substance and reality. Indeed, indeed, my dear sir, with tears in my eyes, and with all my heart and soul, I wish it were as easy for us all to meet as it was when you lived at Upcott. Yet when I revise the step I have taken, I know not how I could have acted otherwise than I did act. Everything I promised myself in this country has answered far beyond my expectation. The room in which I write commands six distinct landscapes — the two lakes, the vale, the river and mountains, and mists, and clouds and sunshine, make endless combinations, as if heaven and earth were for ever talking to each other. Often when in a deep study, I have walked to the window and remained there looking without seeing; all at once the lake of Keswick and the fantastic mountains of Borrowdale, at the head of it, have entered into my mind, with a suddenness as if I had been snatched out of Cheapside and placed for the first time, in the spot where I stood — and that is a delightful feeling — these fits and trances of novelty received from a long known object. The river Greta flows behind our house, roaring like an untamed son of the hills, then winds round and glides away in the front, so that we live in a peninsula. But besides this etherial eye-feeding we have very substantial conveniences. We are close to the town, where we have respectable and neighbourly acquaintance, and a most sensible and truly excellent medical man. Our garden is part of a large nursery garden, which is the same to us and as private as if the whole had been our own, and thus too we have delightful walks without passing our garden gates. My landlord who lives in the sister house, for the two houses are built so as to look like one great one, is a modest and kind man, of a singular character. By the severest economy he raised himself from a carrier into the possession of a comfortable independence. He was always very fond of reading, and has collected nearly 500 volumes, of our most esteemed modern writers, such as Gibbon, Hume, Johnson, &c. &c. His habits of economy and simplicity, remain with him, and yet so very disinterested a man I scarcely ever knew. Lately, when I wished to settle with him about the rent of our house, he appeared much affected, told me that my living near him, and the having so much of Hartley’s company were great comforts to him and his housekeeper, that he had no children to provide for, and did not mean to marry; and in short, that he did not want any rent at all from me. This of course I laughed him out of; but he absolutely refused to receive any rent for the first half-year, under the pretext that the house was not completely furnished. Hartley quite lives at the house, and it is as you may suppose, no small joy to my wife to have a good affectionate motherly woman divided from her only by a wall. Eighteen miles from our house lives Sir Guilfred Lawson, who has a princely library, chiefly of natural history — a kind and generous, but weak and ostentatious sort of man, who has been abundantly civil to me. Among other raree shows, he keeps a wild beast or two, with some eagles, &c. The master of the beasts at the Exeter ’Change, sent him down a large bear, — with it a long letter of directions, concerning the food &c. of the animal, and many solicitations respecting the agreeable quadrupeds which he was desirous to send to the baronet, at a moderate price, and concluding in this manner: ‘and remain your honour’s most devoted humble servant, J. P. Permit me, sir Guilfred, to send you a buffalo and a rhinoceros.’ As neat a postscript as I ever heard — the tradesmanlike coolness with which these pretty little animals occurred to him just at the finishing of his letter! You will in three weeks see the letters on the ‘Rise and Condition of the German Boors.’ I found it convenient to make up a volume out of my journey, &c. in North Germany — and the letters (your name of course erased) are in the printer’s hands. I was so weary of transcribing and composing, that when I found those more carefully written than the rest, I even sent them off as they were….

My littlest one is a very stout boy indeed. He is christened by the name of ‘Derwent,’ — a sort of sneaking affection you see for the poetical and novelist, which I disguised to myself under the show, that my brothers had so many children Johns, Jameses, Georges, &c. &c., that a handsome christian-like name was not to be had except by encroaching on the names of my little nephews. If you are at Gunville at Christmas, I hold out hopes to myself that I shall be able to pass a week with you there. I mentioned to you at Upcott a kind of comedy that I had committed to writing in part. This is in the wind.

Wordsworth’s second vol. of the ‘Lyrical Ballads’ will I hope, and almost believe, afford you as unmingled pleasure as is in the nature of a collection of very various poems to afford to one individual mind. Sheridan has sent to him too — requests him to write a tragedy for Drury Lane. But W. will not be diverted by any thing from the prosecution of his great work.

Southey’s ‘Thalaba,’ in twelve books, is going to the press.

Remember me with great affection to your brother, and present my kindest respects to Mrs. Wedgwood. Your late governess wanted one thing, which where there is health is I think indispensable in the moral character of a young person — a light and cheerful heart. She interested me a good deal. She appears to me to have been injured by going out of the common way without any of that imagination, which if it be a Jack o’ Lanthern to lead us that out way, is however, at the same time a torch to light us whither we are going. A whole essay might be written on the danger of thinking without images. God bless you, my dear sir, and him who is with grateful and affectionate esteem,

Yours ever,

S. T. Coleridge.

Josiah Wedgewood.”

“Keswick, Oct. 20, 1802.

My dear sir,

This is my birthday, my thirtieth. It will not appear wonderful to you, when I tell you, that before the arrival of your letter, I had been thinking with a great weight of different feelings, concerning you, and your dear brother, for I have good reason to believe, that I should not now have been alive, if in addition to other miseries, I had had immediate poverty pressing upon me. I will never again remain silent so long. It has not been altogether indolence, or my habit of procrastination which have kept me from writing, but an eager wish, — I may truly say, a thirst of spirit, to have something honourable to tell you of myself.

At present I must be content to tell you something cheerful. My health is very much better. I am stronger in every respect, and am not injured by study, or the act of sitting at my writing desk; but my eyes suffer if at any time I have been intemperate in the use of candle light. This account supposes another, namely, that my mind is calm, and more at ease. My dear sir, when I was last with you at Stowey, my heart was often full, and I could scarcely keep from communicating to you the tale of my distresses, but could I add to your depression, when you were low? or how interrupt, or cast a shade on your good spirits, that were so rare, and so precious to you?

* * * * *
 

I found no comfort but in the direct speculations; — in the ‘Ode to Dejection,’ which you were pleased with. These lines, in the original, followed the line ‘My shaping spirit of imagination,’ — 

 ’For not to think of what I needs must feel,
  But to be still and patient, all I can,
  And haply by abstruse research to steal
  From my own nature all the natural man;
  This was my sole resource, my only plan
  And that which suits a part infests the whole,
  And now is almost grown the temple of my soul.’
 

I give you these lines for the spirit, and not for the poetry.

* * * * *
 

But better days are arrived, and are still to come, I have had visitations of — that I may yet be something of which those who love me may be proud.

I cannot write that without recalling dear Poole. I have heard twice, and written twice, and I fear by a strange fatality, one of the letters will have missed him. Leslie was here some time ago. I was very much pleased with him. And now I will tell you what I am doing. I dedicate three days in the week to the ‘Morning Post,’ and shall hereafter write, for the far greater part, such things as will be of a permanent interest as any thing I can hope to write; and you will shortly see a little essay of mine, justifying the writing in a newspaper.

My comparison of the French with the Roman Empire was very favourably received. The poetry which I have sent is merely the emptying out of my desk. The epigrams are wretched indeed, but they answered Stewart’s purpose, better than better things. I ought not to have given any signature to them whatsoever. I never dreamt of acknowledging, either them, or the Ode to the ‘Rain.’ As to feeble expressions, and unpolished lines — there is the rub! Indeed, my dear sir, I do value your opinion very highly. I think your judgment in the sentiment, the imagery, the flow of a poem, decisive; at least, if it differed from my own, and if after frequent consideration mine remained different, it would leave me at least perplexed. For you are a perfect electrometer in these things — but in point of poetic diction, I am not so well satisfied that you do not require a certain aloofness from the language of real life, which I think deadly to poetry.

Very soon however I shall present you from the press with my opinions full on the subject of style, both in prose and verse; and I am confident of one thing, that I shall convince you that I have thought much and patiently on the subject, and that I understand the whole strength of my antagonist’s cause. For I am now busy on the subject, and shall in a very few weeks go to press with a volume on the prose writings of Hall, Milton, and Taylor; and shall immediately follow it up with an essay on the writings of Dr. Johnson and Gibbon, and in these two volumes I flatter myself I shall present a fair history of English Prose. If my life and health remain, and I do but write half as much, and as regularly as I have done during the last six weeks, this will be finished by January next; and I shall then put together my memorandum-book on the subject of Poetry. In both I have endeavoured sedulously to state the facts and the differences clearly and accurately; and my reasons for the preference of one style to another are secondary to this.

Of this be assured, that I will never give any thing to the world in propriae personae in my own name which I have not tormented with the file. I sometimes suspect that my foul copy would often appear to general readers more polished than my fair copy. Many of the feeble and colloquial expressions have been industriously substituted for others which struck me as artificial, and not standing the test; as being neither the language of passion, nor distinct conceptions. Dear sir, indulge me with looking still further on in my literary life.

1 have, since my twentieth year, meditated an heroic poem on the ‘Siege of Jerusalem,’ by Titus. This is the pride and the stronghold of my hope, but I never think of it except in my best moods. The work to which I dedicate the ensuing years of my life, is one which highly pleased Leslie, in prospective, and my paper will not let me prattle to you about it. I have written what you more wished me to write, all about myself.

Our climate (in the north) is inclement, and our houses not as compact as they might be, but it is a stirring climate, and the worse the weather, the more unceasingly entertaining are my study windows, and the month that is to come is the glory of the year with us. A very warm bedroom I can promise you, and one at the same time which commands the finest lake and mountain view. If Leslie could not go abroad with you, and I could in any way mould my manners and habits to suit you, I should of all things like to be your companion. Good nature, an affectionate disposition, and so thorough a sympathy with the nature of your complaint, that I should feel no pain, not the most momentary, at being told by you what your feelings require at the time in which they required it; this I should bring with me. But I need not say that you may say to me,—’You don’t suit me,’ without inflicting the least mortification. Of course this letter is for your brother, as for you; but I shall write to him soon. God bless you,

S. T. Coleridge.

Thomas Wedgewood, Esq.”

“Keswick, November 3, 1802.

Dear Wedgewood,

It is now two hours since I received your letter; and after the necessary consultation, Mrs. Coleridge herself is fully of opinion that to lose time is merely to lose spirits. Accordingly I have resolved not to look the children in the face, (the parting from whom is the downright bitter in the thing) but to go to London by to-morrow’s mail. Of course I shall be in London, God permitting, on Saturday morning. I shall rest that day, and the next, and proceed to Bristol by the Monday night’s mail. At Bristol I will go to Cote-House. At all events, barring serious illness, serious fractures, and the et cetera of serious unforeseens, I shall be at Bristol, Tuesday noon, November 9.

You are aware that my whole knowledge of French does not extend beyond the power of limping slowly, not without a dictionary crutch, or an easy French book: and that as to pronunciation, all my organs of speech, from the bottom of the Larynx to the edge of my lips, are utterly and naturally anti-Gallican. If only I shall have been any comfort, any alleviation to you I shall feel myself at ease — and whether you go abroad or no, while I remain with you, it will greatly contribute to my comfort, if I know you will have no hesitation, nor pain, in telling me what you wish me to do, or not to do.

I regard it among the blessings of my life, that I have, never lived among men whom I regarded as my artificial superiors: that all the respect I have at any time paid, has been wholly to supposed goodness, or talent. The consequence has been that I have no alarms of pride; no cheval de frise of independence. I have always lived among equals. It never occurs to me, even for a moment, that I am otherwise. If I have quarrelled with men, it has been as brothers, or as school-fellows quarrel. How little any man can give me, or take from me, save in matters of kindness and esteem, is not so much a thought or conviction with me, or even a distinct feeling, as it is my very nature. Much as I dislike all formal declarations of this kind, I have deemed it well to say this. I have as strong feelings of gratitude as any man. Shame upon me if in the sickness and the sorrow which I have had, and which have been kept unaggravated and supportable by your kindness, and your brother’s (Mr. Josiah Wedgewood) shame upon me if I did not feel a kindness, not unmixed with reverence towards you both. But yet I never should have had my present impulses to be with you, and this confidence, that I may become an occasional comfort to you, if, independently of all gratitude, I did not thoroughly esteem you; and if I did not appear to myself to understand the nature of your sufferings; and within the last year, in some slight degree to have felt myself, something of the same.

Forgive me, my dear sir, if I have said too much. It is better to write it than to say it, and I am anxious in the event of our travelling together that you should yourself be at ease with me, even as you would with a younger brother, to whom, from his childhood you had been in the habit of saying, ‘Do this Col.’ or ‘don’t do that.’

All good be with you,

S. T. Coleridge.

Thomas Wedgewood. Esq.”

“Keswick, January 9, 1803.

My dear Wedgewood,

I send you two letters, one from your dear sister, the second from Sharp, by which you will see at what short notice I must be off, if I go to the Canaries. If your last plan continue in full force, I have not even the phantom of a wish thitherward struggling, but if aught have happened to you, in the things without, or in the world within, to induce you to change the place, or the plan, relatively to me, I think I could raise the money. But I would a thousand-fold rather go with you whithersoever you go. I shall be anxious to hear how you have gone on since I left you. You should decide in favour of a better climate somewhere or other. The best scheme I can think of, is to go to some part of Italy or Sicily, which we both liked. I would look out for two houses. Wordsworth and his family would take the one, and I the other, and then you might have a home either with me, or if you thought of Mr. and Mrs. Luff, under this modification, one of your own; and in either case you would have neighbours, and so return to England when the home sickness pressed heavy upon you, and back to Italy when it was abated, and the climate of England began to poison your comforts. So you would have abroad in a genial climate, certain comforts of society among simple and enlightened men and women; and I should be an alleviation of the pang which you will necessarily feel, as often as you quit your own family.

I know no better plan: for travelling in search of objects is at best a dreary business, and whatever excitement it might have had, you must have exhausted it. God bless you, my dear friend. I write with dim eyes, for indeed, indeed, my heart is very full of affectionate sorrowful thoughts toward you.

I write with difficulty, with all the fingers but one of my right hand very much swollen. Before I was half up the Kirkstone mountain, the storm had wetted me through and through, and before I reached the top it was so wild and outrageous, that it would have been unmanly to have suffered the poor woman (guide) to continue pushing on, up against such a torrent of wind and rain: so I dismounted and sent her home with the storm in her back. I am no novice in mountain mischiefs, but such a storm as this was, I never witnessed, combining the intensity of the cold, with the violence of the wind and rain. The rain drops were pelted or slung against my face by the gusts, just like splinters of flint, and I felt as if every drop cut my flesh. My hands were all shrivelled up like a washerwoman’s, and so benumbed that I was obliged to carry my stick under my arm. O, it was a wild business! Such hurry skurry of clouds, such volleys of sound! In spite of the wet and the cold, I should have had some pleasure in it, but for two vexations; first, an almost intolerable pain came into my right eye, a smarting and burning pain; and secondly, in consequence of riding with such cold water under my seat, extremely uneasy and burthensome feelings attacked my groin, so that, what with the pain from the one, and the alarm from the other, I had no enjoyment at all!

Just at the brow of the hill I met a man dismounted, who could not sit on horse-back. He seemed quite scared by the uproar, and said to me, with much feeling, ‘O sir, it is a perilous buffeting, but it is worse for you than for me, for I have it at my back.’ However I got safely over, and immediately all was calm and breathless, as if it was some mighty fountain put on the summit of Kirkstone, that shot forth its volcano of air, and precipitated huge streams of invisible lava down the road to Patterdale.

I went on to Grasmere. I was not at all unwell, when I arrived there, though wet of course to the skin. My right eye had nothing the matter with it, either to the sight of others, or to my own feelings, but I had a bad night, with distressful dreams, chiefly about my eye; and waking often in the dark I thought it was the effect of mere recollection, but it appeared in the morning that my right eye was blood-shot, and the lid swollen. That morning however I walked home, and before I reached Keswick, my eye was quite well, but I felt unwell all over. Yesterday I continued unusually unwell all over me till eight o’clock in the evening. I took no laudanum or opium, but at eight o’clock, unable to bear the stomach uneasiness, and achings of my limbs, I took two large tea-spoons full of Ether in a wine-glass of camphorated gum-water, and a third tea-spoon full at ten o’clock, and I received complete relief; my body calmed; my sleep placid; but when I awoke in the morning, my right hand, with three of the fingers was swollen and inflamed. The swelling in the hand is gone down, and of two of the fingers somewhat abated, but the middle finger is still twice its natural size, so that I write with difficulty. This has been a very rough attack, but though I am much weakened by it, and look sickly and haggard, yet I am not out of heart. Such a bout; such a ‘periless buffetting’ was enough to have hurt the health of a strong man. Few constitutions can bear to be long wet through in intense cold I fear it will tire you to death to read this prolix scrawled story.

Affectionately dear friend, Yours ever,

S. T. Coleridge.”

“November 12,1800.

My dear sir,

I received your kind letter, with the £20. My eyes are in such a state of inflammation that I might as well write blindfold, they are so blood-red. I have had leeches twice, and have now a blister behind my right ear. How I caught the cold, in the first instance, I can scarcely guess; but I improved it to its present glorious state, by taking long walks all the mornings, spite of the wind, and writing late at night, while my eyes were weak.

I have made some rather curious observations on the rising up of spectra in the eye, in its inflamed state, and their influence on ideas, &c., but I cannot see to make myself intelligible to you. Present my kindest remembrance to Mrs. W. and your brother. Pray did you ever pay any particular attention to the first time of your little ones smiling and laughing? Both I and Mrs. C. have carefully watched our little one, and noticed down all the circumstances, under which he smiled, and under which he laughed, for the first six times, nor have we remitted our attention; but I have not been able to derive the least confirmation of Hartley’s or Darwin’s Theory. You say most truly, my dear sir, that a pursuit is necessary. Pursuit, for even praiseworthy employment, merely for good, or general good, is not sufficient for happiness, nor fit for man.

I have not at present made out how I stand in pecuniary ways, but I believe that I have anticipated on the next year to the amount of Thirty or Forty pounds, probably more. God bless you, my dear sir, and your sincerely

Affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.

Josiah Wedgewood, Esq.”

“Friday night, Jan. 14, 1803.

Dear Friend,

I was glad at heart to receive your letter, and still more gladdened by the reading of it. The exceeding kindness which it breathed was literally medicinal to me, and I firmly believe, cured me of a nervous rheumatic affection, the acid and the oil, very completely at Patterdale; but by the time it came to Keswick, the oil was all atop.

You ask me, ‘Why, in the name of goodness, I did not return when I saw the state of the weather?’ The true reason is simple, though it may be somewhat strange. The thought never once entered my head. The cause of this I suppose to be, that (I do not remember it at least) I never once in my whole life turned back in fear of the weather. Prudence is a plant, of which I no doubt, possess some valuable specimens, but they are always in my hothouse, never out of the glasses, and least of all things would endure the climate of the mountains. In simple earnestness, I never find myself alone, within the embracement of rocks and hills, a traveller up an alpine road, but my spirit careers, drives, and eddies, like a leaf in autumn; a wild activity of thoughts, imaginations, feelings, and impulses of motion rises up from within me; a sort of bottom wind, that blows to no point of the compass, comes from I know not whence, but agitates the whole of me; my whole being is filled with waves that roll and stumble, one this way, and one that way, like things that have no common master. I think that my soul must have pre-existed in the body of a chamois chaser. The simple image of the old object has been obliterated, but the feelings, and impulsive habits, and incipient actions, are in me, and the old scenery awakens them.

The further I ascend from animated nature, from men, and cattle, and the common birds of the woods and fields, the greater becomes in me the intensity of the feeling of life. Life seems to me then an universal spirit, that neither has, nor can have an opposite. ‘God is everywhere’ I have exclaimed, and works everywhere, and where is there room for death? In these moments it has been my creed, that death exists only because ideas exist; that life is limitless sensation; that death is a child of the organic senses, chiefly of the sight; that feelings die by flowing into the mould of the intellect becoming ideas, and that ideas passing forth into action, reinstate themselves again in the world of life. And I do believe that truth lies in these loose generalizations. I do not think it possible that any bodily pains could eat out the love of joy, that is so substantially part of me, towards hills, and rocks, and steep waters; and I have had some trial.

On Monday night I had an attack in my stomach and right side, which in pain, and the length of its continuance, appeared to me by far the severest I ever had. About one o’clock the pain passed out of my stomach, like lightning from a cloud, into the extremities of my right foot. My toe swelled and throbbed, and I was in a state of delicious ease, which the pain in my toe did not seem at all to interfere with. On Tuesday I was uncommonly well all the morning, and ate an excellent dinner; but playing too long and, too rompingly with Hartley and Derwent, I was very unwell that evening. On Wednesday I was well, and after dinner wrapped myself up warm, and walked with Sarah Hutchinson, to Lodore. I never beheld anything more impressive than the wild outline of the black masses of mountain over Lodore, and so on to the gorge of Borrowdale. Even through the bare twigs of a grove of birch trees, through which the road passes; and on emerging from the grove a red planet, so very red that I never saw a star so red, being clear and bright at the same time. It seemed to have sky behind it. It started, as it were from the heavens, like an eye-ball of fire. I wished aloud at that moment that you had been with me.

The walk appears to have done me good, but I had a wretched night; shocking pains in my head, occiput, and teeth, and found in the morning that I had two blood-shot eyes. But almost immediately after the receipt and perusal of your letter the pains left me, and I am bettered to this hour; and am now indeed as well as usual saving that my left eye is very much blood-shot. It is a sort of duty with me, to be particular respecting parts that relate to my health. I have retained a good sound appetite through the whole of it, without any craving after exhilarants or narcotics, and I have got well as in a moment. Rapid recovery is constitutional with me; but the former circumstances, I can with certainty refer to the system of diet, abstinence from vegetables, wine, spirits, and beer, which I have adopted by your advice.

I have no dread or anxiety respecting any fatigue which either of us is likely to undergo, even in continental travelling. Many a healthy man would have been laid up with such a bout of thorough wet, and intense cold at the same time, as I had at Kirkstone. Would to God that also for your sake I were a stronger man, but I have strong wishes to be with you. I love your society, and receiving much comfort from you, and believing likewise that I receive much improvement, I find a delight very great, my dear friend! indeed it is, when I have reason to imagine that I am in return an alleviation to your destinies, and a comfort to you. I have no fears and am ready to leave home at a two days’ warning. For myself I should say two hours, but bustle and hurry might disorder Mrs. Coleridge. She and the three children are quite well.

I grieve that there is a lowering in politics. The ‘Moniteur’ contains almost daily some bitter abuse of our minister and parliament, and in London there is great anxiety and omening. I have dreaded war from the time that the disastrous fortunes of the expedition to Saint Domingo, under Le Clerc, was known in France. Write me one or two lines, as few as you like.

I remain, my dear Wedgewood, with most affectionate esteem, and grateful attachment,

Your sincere friend,

S. T. Coleridge.

Thomas Wedgewood, Esq.”

“Nether Stowey, Feb. 10, 1803.

Dear Wedgewood,

Last night Poole and I fully expected a few lines from you. When the newspaper came in, without your letter, we felt as if a dull neighbour had been ushered in after a knock at the door which had made us rise up and start forward to welcome some long absent friend. Indeed in Poole’s case, this simile is less over-swollen than in mine, for in contempt of my convictions and assurance to the contrary, Poole, passing off the Brummagem coin of his wishes for sterling reasons, had persuaded himself fully that he should see you in propria persona. The truth is, we had no right to expect a letter from you, and I should have attributed your not writing to your having nothing to write, to your bodily dislike of writing, or, though with reluctance, to low spirits, but that I have been haunted with the fear that your sister is worse, and that you are at Cote-House, in the mournful office of comforter to your brother. God keep us from idle dreams. Life has enough of real pains.

I wrote to Captain Wordsworth to get me some Bang. The captain in an affectionate letter answers me: ‘The Bang if possible shall be sent. If any country ship arrives I shall certainly get it. We have not got anything of the kind in our China ships.’ If you would rather wait till it can be brought by Captain Wordsworth himself from China, give me a line that I may write and tell him. We shall hope for a letter from you to-night. I need not say, dear Wedgewood, how anxious I am to hear the particulars of your health and spirits.

Poole’s account of his conversations, &c., in Prance, are very interesting and instructive. If your inclination lead you hither you would be very comfortable here. But I am ready at an hour’s warning; ready in heart and mind, as well as in body and moveables.

I am, dear Wedgewood, most truly yours,

S. T. Coleridge.

Thomas Wedgewood, Esq.”

“Stowey, Feb. 10, 1803.

My dear Wedgewood,

With regard to myself and my accompanying you, let me say thus much. My health is not worse than it was in the North; indeed it is much better. I have no fears. But if you fear that, my health being what you know it to be, the inconveniences of my being with you will be greater than the advantages; (I feel no reluctance in telling you so) it is so entirely an affair of spirits and feeling that the conclusion must be made by you, not in your reason, but purely in your spirit and feeling. Sorry indeed should I be to know that you had gone abroad with one, to whom you were comparatively indifferent. Sorry if there should be no one with you, who could with fellow-feeling and general like-mindedness, yield you sympathy in your sunshiny moments. Dear Wedgewood, my heart swells within me as it were. I have no other wish to accompany you than what arises immediately from my personal attachment, and a deep sense in my own heart, that let us be as dejected as we will, a week together cannot pass in which a mind like yours would not feel the want of affection, or be wholly torpid to its pleasurable influences. I cannot bear to think of your going abroad with a mere travelling companion; with one at all influenced by salary, or personal conveniences. You will not suspect me of flattering you, but indeed dear Wedgewood, you are too good and too valuable a man to deserve to receive attendance from a hireling, even for a month together, in your present state.

If I do not go with you, I shall stay in England only such time as may be necessary for me to raise the travelling money, and go immediately to the south of France. I shall probably cross the Pyrennees to Bilboa, see the country of Biscay, and cross the north of Spain to Perpignan, and so on to the north of Italy, and pass my next winter at Nice. I have every reason to believe that I can live, even as a traveller, as cheap as I can in England. God bless you. I will repeat no professions, even in the superscription of a letter. You know me, and that it is my serious, simple wish, that in everything respecting me, you would think altogether of yourself, and nothing of me, and be assured that no resolve of yours, however suddenly adopted, or however nakedly communicated, will give me any pain, any at least arising from my own bearings. Yours ever,

S. T. Coleridge.

Thomas Wedgewood, Esq.

P. S. Perhaps Leslie will go with you.”

“Poole’s, Feb. 17, 1803.

My dear Wedgewood,

I do not know that I have anything to say that justifies me in troubling you with the postage and perusal of this scrawl. I received a short and kind letter from Josiah last night. He is named the sheriff. Poole, who has received a very kind invitation from your brother John, in a letter of last Monday, and which was repeated in last night’s letter, goes with me, I hope in the full persuasion that you will be there (at Cote-House) before he be under the necessity of returning home. Poole is a very, very good man, I like even his incorrigibility in little faults and deficiencies. It looks like a wise determination of nature to let well alone.

Are you not laying out a scheme which will throw your travelling in Italy, into an unpleasant and unwholesome part of the year? From all I can gather, you ought to leave this country at the first of April at the latest. But no doubt you know these things better than I. If I do not go with you, it is very probable we shall meet somewhere or other. At all events you will know where I am, and I can come to you if you wish it. And if I go with you, there will be this advantage, that you may drop me where you like, if you should meet any Frenchman, Italian, or Swiss, whom you liked, and who would be pleasant and profitable to you. But this we can discuss at Gunville.

As to —— , I never doubted that he means to fulfil his engagements with you, but he is one of those weak moralled men, with whom the meaning to do a thing means nothing. He promises with ninety parts out of a hundred of his whole heart, but there is always a stock of cold at the core that transubstantiates the whole resolve into a lie.

I remain in comfortable health, — warm rooms, an old friend, and tranquillity, are specifics for my complaints. With all my ups and downs I have a deal of joyous feeling, and I would with gladness give a good part of it to you, my dear friend. God grant that spring may come to you with healing on her wings.

God bless you, my dear Wedgewood. I remain with most affectionate esteem, and regular attachment, and good wishes. Yours ever,

S. T. Coleridge.

Thomas Wedgewood, Esq.

P. S. If Southey should send a couple of bottles, one of the red sulphate, and one of the compound acids for me, will you be so good as to bring them with you?”

“Stowey, Feb. 17, 1803.

My dear Wedgewood,

Last night I received a four ounce parcel letter, by the post, which Poole and I concluded was the mistake or carelessness of the servant, who had put the letter into the post office, instead of the coach office. I should have been indignant, if dear Poole had not set me laughing. On opening it, it contained my letter from Gunville, and a small parcel of ‘Bang,’ from Purkis. I will transcribe the parts of his letter which relate to it.

‘Brentford, Feb. 7, 1803.

My dear Coleridge,

I thank you for your letter, and am happy to be the means of obliging you. Immediately on the receipt of yours, I wrote to Sir Joseph Banks, who I verily believe is one of the most excellent and useful men of this country, requesting a small quantity of Bang, and saying it was for the use of Mr. T. Wedgewood. I yesterday received the parcel which I now send, accompanied with a very kind letter, and as part of it will be interesting to you and your friend, I will transcribe it. ‘The Bang you ask for is the powder of the leaves of a kind of hemp that grows in the hot climates. It is prepared, and I believe used, in all parts of the east, from Morocco to China. In Europe it is found to act very differently on different constitutions. Some it elevates in the extreme; others it renders torpid, and scarcely observant of any evil that may befall them. In Barbary it is always taken, if it can be procured, by criminals condemned to suffer amputation, and it is said, to enable those miserables to bear the rough operations of an unfeeling executioner, more than we Europeans can the keen knife of our most skilful chirurgeons. This it may be necessary to have said to my friend Mr. T. Wedgewood, whom I respect much, as his virtues deserve, and I know them well. I send a small quantity only as I possess but little. If however, it is found to agree, I will instantly forward the whole of my stock, and write without delay to Barbary, from whence it came, for more.

Sir Joseph adds, in a postscript: ‘It seems almost beyond a doubt, that the Nepenthe was a preparation of the Bang, known to the Ancients’

* * * * *
 

Now I had better take the small parcel with me to Gunville; if I send it by the post, besides the heavy expense, I cannot rely on the Stowey carriers, who are a brace of as careless and dishonest rogues as ever had claims on that article of the hemp and timber trade, called the gallows. Indeed I verily believe that if all Stowey, Ward excepted, does not go to hell, it will be by the supererogation of Poole’s sense of honesty. — Charitable!

We will have a fair trial of Bang. Do bring down some of the Hyoscyamine pills, and I will give a fair trial of Opium, Henbane, and Nepenthe. By-the-by I always considered Homer’s account of the Nepenthe as a Banging lie.

God bless you, my dear friend, and

S. T. Coleridge.”

“Keswick, September 16, 1803.

My dear Wedgewood,

I reached home on yesterday noon. William Hazlitt, is a thinking, observant, original man; of great power as a painter of character-portraits, and far more in the manner of the old painters than any living artist, but the objects must be before him. He has no imaginative memory; so much for his intellectuals. His manners are to ninety nine in one hundred singularly repulsive; brow-hanging; shoe-contemplating — strange. Sharp seemed to like him, but Sharp saw him only for half an hour, and that walking. He is, I verily believe, kindly-natured: is very fond of, attentive to, and patient with children, but he is jealous, gloomy, and of an irritable pride. With all this there is much good in him. He is disinterested; an enthusiastic lover of the great men who have been before us. He says things that are his own, in a way of his own: and though from habitual shyness, and the outside of bear skin, at least of misanthropy, he is strangely confused and dark in his conversation, and delivers himself of almost all his conceptions with a Forceps, yet he says more than any man I ever knew (you yourself only excepted) of that which is his own, in a way of his own: and often times when he has wearied his mind, and the juice is come out, and spread over his spirits, he will gallop for half an hour together, with real eloquence. He sends well-feathered thoughts straight forward to the mark with a twang of the bow-string. If you could recommend him as a portrait painter, I should be glad. To be your companion, he is, in my opinion utterly unfit. His own health is fitful.

I have written as I ought to do: to you most freely. You know me, both head and heart, and I will make what deductions your reasons may dictate to me. I can think of no other person [for your travelling companion] — what wonder? For the last years, I have been shy of all new acquaintance.

 ’To live beloved is all I need,
  And when I love, I love indeed.’
 

I never had any ambition, and now, I trust I have almost as little vanity.

For five months past my mind has been strangely shut up. I have taken the paper with the intention to write to you many times, but it has been one blank feeling; — one blank idealess feeling. I had nothing to say; — could say nothing. How dearly I love you, my very dreams make known to me. I will not trouble you with the gloomy tale of my health. When I am awake, by patience, employment, effort of mind, and walking, I can keep the Fiend at arm’s length, but the night is my Hell! — sleep my tormenting Angel. Three nights out of four, I fall asleep, struggling to lie awake, and my frequent night-screams have almost made me a nuisance in my own house. Dreams with me are no shadows, but the very calamities of my life….

In the hope of drawing the gout, if gout it should be, into my feet, I walked previously to my getting into the coach at Perth, 263 miles, in eight days, with no unpleasant fatigue; and if I could do you any service by coming to town, and there were no coaches, I would undertake to be with you, on foot in seven days. I must have strength somewhere. My head is equally strong: my limbs too are strong: but acid or not acid, gout or not gout, something there is in my stomach….

To diversify this dusky letter, I will write an Epitaph, which I composed in my sleep for myself while dreaming that I was dying. To the best of my recollection I have not altered a word.

 ’Here sleeps at length poor Col. and without screaming
  Who died, as he had always lived, a dreaming:
  Shot dead, while sleeping, by the gout within,
  Alone, and all unknown, at E’nbro’ in an Inn.’
 

It was Tuesday night last, at the ‘Black Bull,’ Edinburgh. Yours, dear
Wedgewood, gratefully, and
 

Most affectionately,

S. T. Coleridge.

Thomas Wedgewood, Esq.”

“16, Abingdon Street, Westminster, Jan. 1804.

My dear friend,

Some divines hold, that with God to think, and to create, are one and the same act. If to think, and even to compose had been the same as to write with me, I should have written as much too much as I have written too little. The whole truth of the matter is, that I have been very, very ill. Your letter remained four days unread, I was so ill. What effect it had upon me I cannot express by words. It lay under my pillow day after day. I should have written forty times, but as it often and often happens with me, my heart was too full, and I had so much to say that I said nothing. I never received a delight that lasted longer upon me—’Brooded on my mind and made it pregnant,’ than (from) the six last sentences of your last letter, — which I cannot apologize for not having answered, for I should be casting calumnies against myself; for the last six or seven weeks, I have both thought and felt more concerning you, and relating to you, than of all other men put together.

Somehow or other, whatever plan I determined to adopt, my fancy, good-natured pander of our wishes, always linked you on to it; or I made it your plan, and linked myself on. I left my home, December 20, 1803, intending to stay a day and a half at Grasmere, and then to walk to Kendal, whither I had sent all my clothes and viatica; from thence to go to London, and to see whether or no I could arrange my pecuniary matters, so as leaving Mrs. Coleridge all that was necessary to her comforts, to go myself to Madeira, having a persuasion, strong as the life within me, that one winter spent in a really warm, genial climate, would completely restore me. Wordsworth had, as I may truly say, forced on me a hundred pounds, in the event of my going to Madeira; and Stewart had kindly offered to befriend me. During the days and affrightful nights of my disease, when my limbs were swollen, and my stomach refused to retain the food — taken in in sorrow, then I looked with pleasure on the scheme: but as soon as dry frosty weather came, or the rains and damps passed off, and I was filled with elastic health, from crown to sole, then the thought of the weight of pecuniary obligation from so many people reconciled me; but I have broken off my story.

I stayed at Grasmere (Mr. Wordsworth’s) a month; three fourths of the time bed-ridden; — and deeply do I feel the enthusiastic kindness of Wordsworth’s wife and sister, who sat up by me, one or the other, in order to awaken me at the first symptoms of distressful feeling; and even when they went to rest, continued often and often to weep and watch for me even in their dreams. I left them January the 14th, and have spent a very pleasant week at Dr. Crompton’s, at Liverpool, and arrived in London, at Poole’s lodgings, last night at eight o’clock.

Though my right hand is so much swollen that I can scarcely keep my pen steady between my thumb and finger, yet my stomach is easy, and my breathing comfortable, and I am eager to hope all good things of my health. That gained, I have a cheering, and I trust prideless confidence that I shall make an active, and perseverant use of the faculties and requirements that have been entrusted to my keeping, and a fair trial of their height, depth, and width. Indeed I look back on the last four months with honest pride, seeing how much I have done, with what steady attachment of mind to the same subject, and under what vexations and sorrows, from without, and amid what incessant sufferings. So much of myself. When I know more, I will tell you more.

I find you are still at Cote-house. Poole tells me you talk of Jamaica as a summer excursion. If it were not for the voyage, I would that you would go to Madeira, for from the hour I get on board the vessel, to the time that I once more feel England beneath my feet, I am as certain as past and present experience can make me, that I shall be in health, in high health; and then I am sure, not only that I should be a comfort to you, but that I should be so without diminution of my activity, or professional usefulness. Briefly, dear Wedgewood! I truly and at heart love you, and of course it must add to my deeper and moral happiness to be with you, if I can be either assistance or alleviation. If I find myself so well that I defer my Madeira plan, I shall then go forthwith to Devonshire to see my aged mother, once more before she dies, and stay two or three months with my brothers. But, wherever I am, I never suffer a day, (except when I am travelling) to pass without doing something.

Poole made me promise that I would leave one side for him. God bless him! He looks so worshipful in his office, among his clerks, that it would give you a few minutes’ good spirits to look in upon him. Pray you as soon as you can command your pen, give me half a score lines, and now that I am loose, say whether or no I can be any good to you.

S. T. Coleridge.”

“16, Abingdon Street, Westminster, Jan. 28, 1804.

My dear friend,

It is idle for me to say to you, that my heart and very soul ache with the dull pain of one struck down and stunned. I write to you, for my letter cannot give you unmixed pain, and I would fain say a few words to dissuade you. What good can possibly come of your plan? Will not the very chairs and furniture of your room be shortly more, far more intolerable to you than new and changing objects! more insufferable reflectors of pain and weariness of spirit? Oh, most certainly they will! You must hope, my dearest Wedgewood; you must act as if you hoped. Despair itself has but that advice to give you. Have you ever thought of trying large doses of opium, a hot climate, keeping your body open by grapes, and the fruits of the climate?

Is it possible that by drinking freely, you might at last produce the gout, and that a violent pain and inflammation in the extremities might produce new trains of motion and feeling in your stomach, and the organs connected with the stomach, known and unknown? Worse than what you have decreed for yourself cannot well happen. Say but a word and I will come to you, will be with you, will go with you to Malta, to Madeira, to Jamaica, or (if the climate, of which, and its strange effects, I have heard wonders, true or not) to Egypt.

At all events, and at the worst even, if you do attempt to realize the scheme of going to and remaining at Gunville, for God’s sake, my dear dear friend, do keep up a correspondence with one or more; or if it were possible for you, with several. I know by a little what your sufferings are, and that to shut the eyes, and stop up the ears, is to give one’s self up to storm and darkness, and the lurid forms and horrors of a dream. I scarce know why it is; a feeling I have, and which I can hardly understand. I could not endure to live if I had not a firm faith that the life within you will pass forth out of the furnace, for that you have borne what you have borne, and so acted beneath such pressure — constitutes you an awful moral being. I am not ashamed to pray aloud for you.

Your most affectionate friend,

S. T. Coleridge.”

“March, 1804.

My dear friend,

Though fearful of breaking in upon you after what you have written to me, I could not have left England without having written both to you and your brother, at the very moment I received a note from Sharp, informing me that I must instantly secure a place in the Portsmouth mail for Tuesday, and if I could not, that I must do so in the light coach for Tuesday’s early coach.

I am agitated by many things, and only write now because you desired an answer by return of post. I have been dangerously ill, but the illness is going about, and not connected with my immediate ill health, however it may be with my general constitution. It was the cholera-morbus. But for a series of the merest accidents I should have been seized in the streets, in a bitter east wind, with cold rain; at all events have walked through it struggling. It was Sunday-night.

I have suffered it at Tobin’s; Tobin sleeping out at Woolwich. No fire, no wine or spirits, or medicine of any kind, and no person being within a call, but luckily, perhaps the occasion would better suit the word providentially, Tuffin, calling, took me home with him…. I tremble at every loud sound I myself utter. But this is rather a history of the past than of the present. I have only enough for memento, and already on Wednesday I consider myself in clear sunshine, without the shadow of the wings of the destroying angel.

What else relates to myself, I will write on Monday. Would to heaven you were going with me to Malta, if it were but for the voyage! With all other things I could make the passage with an unwavering mind. But without cheerings of hope, let me mention one thing; Lord Cadogan was brought to absolute despair, and hatred of life, by a stomach complaint, being now an old man. The symptoms, as stated to me, were strikingly like yours, excepting the nervous difference of the two characters; the flittering fever, &c. He was advised to reduce lean beef to a pure jelly, by Papin’s digester, with as little water as could secure it from burning, and of this to take half a wine glass 10 or 14 times a day. This and nothing else. He did so. Sir George Beaumont saw, within a few weeks a letter from himself to Lord St. Asaph, in which he relates the circumstance of his perseverance in it, and rapid amelioration, and final recovery. ‘I am now,’ he says, ‘in real good health; as good, and in as cheerful spirits as I ever was when a young man.’

May God bless you, even here,

S. T. Coleridge.”

Mr. Coleridge, in the preceding letters, refers to the different states of his health. In the letter dated January, 1800, he observed, “I have my health perfectly;” and in the same letter he clearly indicates that he was no stranger to opium, by remarking, “I have a stomach sensation attached to all my thoughts, like those which succeed to the pleasurable operations of a dose of opium.” I can testify, that during the four or five years in which Mr. C. resided in or near Bristol, no young man could enjoy more robust health. Dr. Carlyon also, verbally stated that Mr. C; both at Cambridge, and at Gottingen, “possessed sound health.” From these premises the conclusion is fair, that Mr. Coleridge’s unhappy use of narcotics, which commenced thus early, was the true cause of all his maladies, his languor, his acute and chronic pains, his indigestion, his swellings, the disturbances of his general corporeal system, his sleepless nights, and his terrific dreams!

* * * * *
 

Extracts, concerning Mr. Coleridge, from letters of the late Thomas
Poole, Esq., to the late Thomas Wedgewood, Esq.
 

“Stowey, Nov. 14, 1801.

… I expect Coleridge here in a week or ten days. He has promised to spend two or three months with me. I trust this air will re-establish his health, and that I shall restore him to his family and his friends a perfect man.”

“Stowey, Nov. 24, 1801.

I now expect daily to see Coleridge. He is detained I fear, by a thorn, which he unfortunately took in his heel a day or two before he wrote to me his last letter. He comes alone. As soon as he is here he shall write to you.”

“Stowey, Nov. 27, 1799.

… Coleridge went hence to Bristol as you know, to collect material for his ‘School-book.’ (Qy.) There he received a letter concerning Wordsworth’s health, which he said agitated him deeply. He set off immediately for Yorkshire. He has since been to the lakes. I suppose we shall soon see him.

T. P.”
 

“Stowey, March 15, 1804.

… Coleridge is still here with Tobin. He has taken his passage for Malta and paid half the money, so I conclude his going is fixed. They are waiting for convoy — the ‘Lapwing’ frigate.

T. P.”
 

“16, Abingdon Street, April 3, 1804.

My dear Sir,

… Poor Col. left London, as I suppose you know, and is now at Portsmouth, waiting for convoy. He was in a miserable state of health when he left town. Heaven grant that this expedition may establish him, body and mind. Northcote has been painting his picture for Sir George Beaumont. I am told it is a great likeness. Davy is gone to Hungerford for the holiday’s fishing….

T. Poole.

T. Wedgewood, Esq.”

Mr. Coleridge remarks, in his letter to Mr. T. Wedgewood, dated “16, Abingdon Street, London:” “Poole looks so worshipful in his office among his clerks, that it would give you a few minutes’ good spirits to look in upon him.” The following letter will explain this allusion.

“Stowey, Sept. 14, 1803.

My dear Sir,

… I thank you heartily for your kindness, and I will tell you all about my going to London. I became acquainted with Rickman, whom you saw, when you set off from Cote-house with Coleridge and myself, to London, to hear Davy’s lectures at the Royal Institution. It was last January twelvemonths. I liked Rickman, and if I may judge from his conduct since, he liked me. I saw him frequently when I was in London in May and June last. We often talked about the poor laws, the sin of their first principle, their restraints, their contradictions, their abuses, their encouragement to idleness, their immense burdens to those who pay, and their degradation to those who receive. On this subject also some letters have passed between us.

I have long imagined that the principles of benefit societies may be extended and modified, so as to remedy the greater part of those evils, and I have long had a plan in my mind which attempted something of this sort, and which as soon as I had leisure I meant to detail in writing, and perhaps to publish. I mentioned this to Coleridge when he was last with me. He mentioned it to Rickman, who wrote to me on the subject.

Soon after this Sir George Eose introduced a bill into parliament for obtaining information from the overseers of every parish, concerning the poor, benefit societies, &c. He applied to Rickman to assist him in framing the bill; and finally requested him to get some one to make an abstract, to present to parliament, of the returns made by the overseers. This office Rickman has desired me to undertake. He states to me a variety of inducements; such as my being in London, getting much information on a subject which interests me; and in short, I have agreed to undertake it. Rickman says it will take me three months. I am to have eight clerks under me, or more if I can employ them. He says there will be twenty thousand returns. He proposes that my expenses should be paid with a douceur of three or otherwise four hundred pounds. I stipulated for the former, but told him the douceur would be the pleasure, I trusted, of being useful to the poor….

T. P.”
 

This was a rare instance of noble disinterestedness, especially in respect of government transactions.

“London, 16, Abingdon Street, May 24, 1804.

I saw a letter this morning from Coleridge. It was written to Lamb, from Gibraltar. He says his health and spirits are much improved, yet still he feels alarming symptoms about him. He made the passage from England in eleven days. If the wind permitted, they were to sail in two days for Malta. He says he is determined to observe a strict regimen, as to eating and drinking. He has drunk lately only lemonade, with a very small quantity of bottled porter. He anticipates better health than he has enjoyed for many years.

I heard by accident that Giddy was at Davy’s. I have not seen Davy for some time.

T. P.”
 

* * * * *
 

* * * * *
 

If the public “bide their time,” there is one memorial, resembling the following, which will infallibly, if not soon, be attached to the busiest and the most celebrated name.

“On Sept. 8, 1837, died at Nether Stowey, Somersetshire, Thomas Poole, Esq. He was one of the magistrates for that county, the duties of which station he discharged through a long course of years with distinguished reputation. In early life the deceased was intimately associated with Coleridge, Lamb, Sir H. Davy, Wordsworth, Southey, and other men of literary endowments, who occasionally made long sojournments at his hospitable residence, and in whose erudite and philosophical pursuits he felt a kindred delight. His usefulness and benevolence have been long recognized, and his loss will be deplored.” — Exeter Paper.

It appears that in the spring of 1816, Mr. Coleridge left Mr. Morgan’s house at Calne, and, in a desolate state of mind, repaired to London; when the belief remaining strong on his mind, that his opium habits would never be effectually subdued till he had subjected himself to medical restraint, he called on Dr. Adams, an eminent physician, and disclosed to him the whole of his painful circumstances, stating what he conceived to be his only remedy. The doctor being a humane man, sympathized with his patient, and knowing a medical gentleman who resided three or four miles from town, who would be likely to undertake the charge, he addressed the following letter to Mr. Gillman.

“Hatton Garden, April 9, 1816.

Dear sir,

A very learned, but in one respect an unfortunate gentleman, has applied to me on a singular occasion. He has for several years been in the habit of taking large quantities of opium. For some time past he has been endeavouring to break himself of it. It is apprehended his friends are not firm enough, from a dread, lest he should suffer by suddenly leaving it off, though he is conscious of the contrary; and has proposed to me to submit himself to any regimen, however severe. With this view he wishes to fix himself in the house of some medical gentleman, who will have courage to refuse him any laudanum, and under whose assistance, should he be the worse for it, he may be relieved. As he is desirous of retirement, and a garden, I could think of no one so readily as yourself. Be so good as to inform me whether such a proposal is inconsistent with your family arrangements. I should not have proposed it, but on account of the great importance of the character, as a literary man. His communicative temper will make his society very interesting, as well as useful. Have the goodness to favor me with an immediate answer, and believe me, dear sir,

Your faithful humble servant,

Joseph Adams.”

The next day Mr. Coleridge called on Mr. Gillman, who was so much pleased with his visitor, that it was agreed he should come to Highgate the following day. A few hours before his arrival, he sent Mr. G. a long letter; the part relating to pecuniary affairs was the following: “With respect to pecuniary remuneration, allow me to say, I must not at least be suffered to make any addition to your family expenses, though I cannot offer anything that would be in any way adequate to my sense of the service; for that indeed there could not be a compensation, as it must be returned in kind by esteem and grateful affection.”

This return of esteem and grateful affection for his lodging and board, was generously understood and acceded to, by Mr. Gillman, which, to a medical man in large practice, was a small consideration. Mr. G.’s admiration of Mr. Coleridge’s talents soon became so enthusiastic, equally creditable to both parties, that he provided Mr. Coleridge with a comfortable home for nineteen years, even unto his death.

My original intention was, to prepare a memoir as a contribution to Mr. Gillman’s “Life of Mr. Coleridge.” On my sending the MS. to Mr. Southey, he observed, in his reply, “I apprehend if you send what you have written about Coleridge and opium, it will not be made use of, and that Coleridge’s biographer will seek to find excuse for the abuse of that drug.”

I afterwards sent the MS. to my friend Mr. Foster, who had ever taken a deep interest in all that concerns Mr. Coleridge. On returning it he thus wrote.

“Stapleton, Dec. 19, 1835.

My dear sir,

I have read through your MS. volume, very much to the cost of my eyes, but it was impossible to help going on, and I am exceedingly obliged to you for favouring me with it; — the more so as there is no prospect of seeing any large proportion of it in print. It is I think about as melancholy an exhibition as I ever contemplated. Why was such a sad phenomenon to come in sight on earth? Was it to abase the pride of human intellect and genius?

You have done excellently well to collect into a permanent substance what must else have gone into oblivion, for no one else could have exhibited even a shadow of it. But now, my dear sir, I hope you are prepared with the philosophy, or by whatever name I should designate the fortitude, — that can patiently bear the frustration of the main immediate purpose of your long and earnest labour. — For you may lay your account that the compiler of the proposed life of Coleridge will admit but a very minor part of what you have thus furnished at his request: — that especially he will not admit what you feel to be the most important, as an emphatic moral lesson, and what it has cost you the most painful resolution to set faithfully forth.

No, my dear sir, the operator of the work will not, will not, will not, let the illustrious philosopher, genius, and poet, so appear. He will get over that stage with a few general expressions, and a few indistinctly presented facts. And then as to the dreadful tragical parts, he will promptly decide that it would be utter profanation to expose them to view in any such unveiled prominence as you have exhibited in your narrative. And then the solemn warning and example will be nearly kept out of sight. Quite naturally that this would be the course adopted, unless the compiler were, like yourself, intent, as his first and highest obligation, on doing faithful homage to truth, virtue, and religion. How I despise biography, as the business is commonly managed. I cannot believe that Coleridge’s dreadful letters of confession will be admitted in their own unmodified form; though they ought to be. Most truly yours,

John Foster.”

These combined intimations led me to stipulate that, whatever else was omitted, the opium letters should be printed verbatim. But this being promptly refused, I determined to throw my materials into a separate work.

As this is the last time in which Mr. Southey’s name will be mentioned, it is a debt of justice to subjoin the following honourable testimonials.

As an evidence of the estimation in which Mr. Southey was held, — the distinctions awarded to his memory have had few parallels. His friends at Keswick, among whom he resided for thirty years, erected to him in their Church a noble monument, as a permanent memorial of their respect. His friends, in London, placed his bust in Westminster Abbey. Whilst another set of his friends in Bristol (his native city) from respect to his genius, and in admiration of his character, placed a bust of him in their own Cathedral.

PRAYER OF S. T. COLERIDGE, WRITTEN IN 1831.
 

Almighty God, by thy eternal Word, my Creator, Redeemer, and Preserver! who hast in thy communicative goodness glorified me with the capability of knowing thee, the only one absolute God, the eternal I Am, as the author of my being, and of desiring and seeking thee as its ultimate end; — who when I fell from thee into the mystery of the false and evil will, didst not abandon me, poor self-lost creature, but in thy condescending mercy didst provide an access and a return to thyself, even to the Holy One, in thine only begotten Son, the way and the truth from everlasting, and who took on himself humanity, yea, became flesh, even the man Christ Jesus, that for man he might be the life and resurrection! — O, Giver of all good gifts, who art thyself the only absolute Good, from whom I have received whatever good I have; whatever capability of good there is in me, and from thee good alone, — from myself and my own corrupted will all evil, and the consequences of evil, — with inward prostration of will, mind, and affections I adore thy infinite majesty; I aspire to love thy transcendant goodness!

In a deep sense of my unworthiness, and my unfitness to present myself before thee, of eyes too pure to behold iniquity, and whose light, the beatitude of spirits conformed to thy will, is a consuming fire to all vanity and corruptions; — but in the name of the Lord Jesus, of the dear Son of thy love, in whose perfect obedience thou deignest to behold as many as have received the seed of Christ into the body of this death; — I offer this my bounden nightly sacrifice of praise and thanksgiving, in humble trust that the fragrance of my Saviour’s righteousness may remove from it the taint of my mortal corruption. Thy mercies have followed me through all the hours and moments of my life; and now I lift up my heart in awe and thankfulness for the preservation of my life through the past day, for the alleviation of my bodily sufferings and languors, for the manifold comforts which thou hast reserved for me, yea, in thy fatherly compassion hast rescued from the wreck of my own sins or sinful infirmities; — for the kind and affectionate friends thou hast raised up for me, especially for those of this household, for the mother and mistress of this family, whose love to me has been great and faithful, and for the dear friend, the supporter and sharer of my studies and researches; but above all for the heavenly Friend, the crucified Saviour, the glorified Mediator, Christ Jesus, and for the heavenly Comforter, source of all abiding comforts, thy Holy Spirit! that I may with a deeper faith, a more enkindled love, bless thee, who through thy Son hast privileged me to call thee Abba Father! O thou who hast revealed thyself in thy word as a God that hearest prayer; before whose infinitude all differences cease, of great and small; who like a tender parent foreknowest all our wants, yet listenest, well-pleased, to the humble petitions of thy children; who hast not alone permitted, but taught us to call on thee in all our needs, — earnestly I implore the continuance of thy free mercy, of thy protecting providence through the coming night.

Thou hearest every prayer offered to thee believingly with a penitent and sincere heart. For thou in withholding grantest, healest in inflicting the wound, yea, turnest all to good for as many as truly seek thee through Christ the Mediator! Thy will be done! But if it be according to thy wise and righteous ordinances, O shield me this night from the assaults of disease, grant me refreshment of sleep, unvexed by evil and distempered dreams; and if the purpose and aspiration of my heart be upright before thee who alone knowest the heart of man, O, in thy mercy, vouchsafe me yet in this my decay of life, an interval of ease and strength, if so, — thy grace disposing and assisting — I may make compensation to thy church for the unused talents thou hast entrusted to me, for the neglected opportunities which thy loving-kindness had provided. O let me be found a labourer in thy vineyard, though of the late hour, when the Lord and Heir of the vintage, Christ Jesus calleth for his servant. — Lit. Rem.

S. T. C.”
 

Mr. Coleridge wrote, in his life-time, his own epitaph, as follows: — 

 ”Stop, Christian passer-by: stop, child of God,
  And read, with gentle breast. Beneath this sod
  A poet lies, or that which once seemed he — 
  O, lift a thought in prayer for S. T. C.
  That he who many a year with toil of breath
  Found death in life, may here find life in death;
  Mercy for praise-to be forgiven for fame
  He asked, and hoped through Christ. Do thou the same.”
 

A handsome tablet, erected in Highgate New Church, to his memory, bears the following inscription: — 

“Sacred to the Memory of

SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE,
 

   Poet, Philosopher, Theologian.
This truly great and good man resided for
    The last nineteen years of his life,
             In this Hamlet.
     He quitted ‘the body of his death,’
             July 25th, 1834,
     In the sixty-second year of his age.
Of his profound learning and discursive genius,
 His literary works are an imperishable record.
          To his private worth,
     His social and Christian virtues,
 

JAMES AND ANN GILLMAN,
 

    The friends with whom he resided
During the above period, dedicate this tablet.
       Under the pressure of a long
         And most painful disease,
His disposition was unalterably sweet and angelic.
  He was an ever-enduring, ever-loving friend,
     The gentlest and kindest teacher,
     The most engaging home-companion.
 

 ’Oh, framed for calmer times and nobler hearts;
  O studious poet, eloquent for truth!
  Philosopher contemning wealth and death,
  Yet docile, child-like, full of life and love.’
 

HERE,
 

On this monumental stone, thy friends inscribe thy worth,
        Reader, for the world mourn.
   A Light has passed away from the earth!
   But for this pious and exalted Christian,
 ’Rejoice, and again I say unto you, rejoice!’”
                   Ubi
                Thesaurus
                   ibi
                   Cor.
                 S. T. C.
 

APPENDIX
 

* * * * *
 

JOHN HENDERSON.
 

The name of John Henderson having appeared in several parts of the preceding memoir, and as, from his early death, he is not known in the Literary World, I here present a brief notice of this extraordinary man, reduced from the longer account which appeared in my “Malvern Hills,” &c.

John Henderson, was born at Limerick, but came to England early in life with his parents. From the age of three years, he discovered the presages of a great mind. Without retracing the steps of his progression, a general idea may be formed of them, from the circumstance of his having professionally TAUGHT GREEK and LATIN in a public Seminary at the age of twelve years.

Some time after, his father commencing a Boarding-school in the neighbourhood of Bristol, young HENDERSON undertook to teach the classics; which he did with much reputation, extending, at the same time, his own knowledge in the sciences and general literature, to a degree that rendered him a prodigy of intelligence.

At the age of eighteen, by an intensity of application, of which few persons can conceive, he had not only thoughtfully perused all the popular English authors, of later date, but taken an extensive survey of foreign literature. He had also waded through the folios of the SCHOOLMEN, as well as scrutinized, with the minutest attention, the more obsolete writers of the last three centuries; preserving, at the same time, a distinguishing sense of their respective merits, particular sentiments, and characteristic traits; which, on proper occasions, he commented upon, in a manner that astonished the learned listener, not more by his profound remarks, than by his cool and sententious eloquence.

So surprisingly retentive was his memory, that he never forgot what he had once learned; nor did it appear that he ever suffered even an Image to be effaced from his mind; whilst the ideas which he had so rapidly accumulated, existed in his brain, not as a huge chaos, but in clear and well-organized systems, illustrative of every subject, and subservient to every call. It was this quality which made him so superior a disputant; for as his mind had investigated the various sentiments and hypotheses of men, so had his almost intuitive discrimination stripped them of their deceptive appendages, and separated fallacies from truth, marshalling their arguments, so as to elucidate or detect each other. But in all his disputations, it was an invariable maxim with him never to interrupt the most tedious or confused opponents, though, from his pithy questions, he made it evident, that, from the first, he anticipated the train and consequences of their reasonings.

His favourite studies were, Philology, History, Astronomy, Medicine, Theology, Logic, and Metaphysics, with all the branches of Natural and Experimental Philosophy; and that his attainments were not superficial, will be readily admitted by those who knew him best. — As a Linguist, he was acquainted with the Persian, Arabic, Hebrew, Greek, and Latin languages; together with the French, Spanish, Italian, and German; and he not only knew their ruling principles and predominant distinctions, so as to read them with facility, but in the greater part conversed fluently.

About the age of twenty-two, he accidentally met with the acute and learned Dr. Tucker, Dean of Gloucester, in a stage coach, who soon discovered the superiority of his companion, and after a reasonable acquaintance, in which the opinion he had at first entertained of John Henderson’s surprising genius was amply confirmed, he wrote to his father, urging him to send a young man of such distinguished talents to an UNIVERSITY, where only they could expand, or be rightly appreciated; and, in the most handsome way, he accompanied this request with a present of TWO HUNDRED POUNDS. Such an instance of generosity, will confer lasting credit on the name of DEAN TUCKER.

On John Henderson’s arrival at Oxford, he excited no small degree of surprise among his tutors, who very naturally inquired his reason for appearing at that place, and, as might be supposed, were soon contented to learn, where they had been accustomed to teach.

It might be stated also, the late Edmund Rack, a gentleman possessed of much general knowledge, and antiquarian research, and whose materials for the “History of Somersetshire,” formed the acknowledged basis of Collinson’s valuable History of that county, thus expressed himself, in writing to a friend in London.

“My friend, Henderson, has lately paid me a visit, and stayed with me three weeks. I never spent a three weeks so happily, or so profitably. He is the only person I ever knew who seems to be a complete master of every subject in literature, arts, sciences, natural philosophy, divinity; and of all the books, ancient and modern, that engage the attention of the learned; but it is still more wonderful, that at the age of twelve, he should have been master of the Latin and Greek; to which he subsequently added, the Hebrew, Italian, Spanish, German, Persian, and Syriac languages; and also, all the ancient rabbinical learning of the Jews, and the divinity of the fathers; this was, however, the case. The learned DR. KENNICOTT told me, four years since, ‘That the greatest men he ever knew were mere CHILDREN, compared to HENDERSON.’ In company he is ever new. You never hear a repetition of what he has said before. His memory never fails, and his fund of knowledge is inexhaustible.”

Dr. Kennicott, (before whom nothing superficial could have stood for a moment,) died in the year 1783, and John Henderson, at the time Dr. K, passed on him this eulogium, could have been only twenty-three years of age! One year after he had entered at Oxford.

Though not of the higher order of attainments, it may not be improper to mention his singular talent for IMITATION. He could not only assume the dialect of every foreign country, but the particular tone of every district of England so perfectly, that he might have passed for a native of either: and of the variations of the human accent in different individuals his recollection was so acute, and the modulation of his voice so varied, that, having once conversed with a person, he could most accurately imitate his gestures and articulation for ever after.

No man had more profoundly traced the workings of the human heart than himself. A long observation on the causes and effects of moral action, with their external symbols, had matured his judgment in estimating the characters of men, and from the fullest evidence, confirmed him in a belief of the Science of PHYSIOGNOMY.

Though the “Physiognomical Sensation,” in a greater or less degree, may exist in all, yet the data which support it are so obscure, and at all times so difficult to be defined, that if nature does not make the Physiognomist, study never will: and to be skilled in this science requires the combination of such rare talents, that it cannot excite wonder, either that the unskilful should frequently err, or that the multitude should despise, what they know they can never attain.

But John Henderson’s discrimination qualified him to speak of all persons, in judging from their countenances, with an almost infallible certainty: he discovered, in his frequent decisions, not an occasional development of character, but a clear perception of the secondary as well as predominant tendencies, of the mind.

 ”Making his eye the inmate of each bosom.”
  COLERIDGE.
 

It would appear like divination, if John Henderson’s friends were to state the various instances they have known of that quick discernment which he possessed, that, as it were, penetrated the veil of sense, and unfolded to him the naked and unsophisticated qualities of the soul. There are many who will cordially admit the fact, when it is said, that, his eye was scarcely the eye of a man. There was a luminousness in it — a calm but piercing character, which seemed to partake more of the nature of spirit than of humanity.

His conversation was such as might have been expected from a man whose fancy was so creative, whose knowledge omnifarious, and whose recollection so unbounded. He combined scholastic accuracy with unaffected ease; condensed and pointed, yet rich and perspicuous. Were it possible for his numerous friends, by any energy of reminiscence, to collect his discourse, John Henderson would be distinguished as a voluminous author, who yet preserved a Spartan frugality of words.

His contemporaries at Oxford well remember, the enthusiasm with which every company received him; and his friends, in that University, consisted of all who were eminent for either talent or virtue.

It would be injustice to his memory not to mention the great marks of attention which were paid him, and the high estimation in which he was held by the late Edmund Burke and Dr. Johnson; the former of whom strenuously urged him either to apply to the bar, or to the church, and told him, that, in that case, it was impossible to doubt, but that he would become either a judge or a bishop. Such was the great lexicographer’s admiration, also, of John Henderson, that in his annual visits to Oxford, to whatever company he was invited, he always stipulated for the introduction of his young friend, John Henderson, which, in the result, converted a favour into an obligation. It might be named also, that many of the heads of colleges and other eminent characters, habitually attended his evening parties; an honour unknown to have been conferred before on any other under-graduate.

So great was John Henderson’s regard for truth, that he considered it a crime, of no ordinary magnitude, to confound in any one, even for a moment, the perceptions of right and wrong; of truth and falsehood; he therefore never argued in defence of a position which his understanding did not cordially approve, unless, in some unbending moment, he intimated to those around him, that he wished to see how far error could be supported, in which case he would adopt the weakest side of any question, and there, intrenched, like an intellectual veteran, bid defiance to the separate or combined attacks of all who approached him.

On these occasions it was highly interesting to remark the felicity of his illustration, together with his profound logical acuteness, that knew how to grant or deny, and both, it may be, with reference to some distant stage of the argument, when the application was made with an unexpected, but conclusive effect.

From possessing this rare faculty of distinguishing the immediate, as well as of tracing the remote consequences of every acknowledgment; and, by his peculiar talent at casuistic subtleties, he has been frequently known to extort the most erroneous concessions, from men distinguished for erudition and a knowledge of polemic niceties, necessarily resulting from premises unguardedly admitted.

Henderson’s chief strength in disputation seemed to consist in this clear view in which he beheld the diversified bearings of every argument, with its precise congruity to the question in debate; and which, whilst it demonstrated the capacity of his own mind, conferred on him, on all occasions, a decided and systematic superiority. It must, however, be granted, that when contending for victory, or rather for the mere sharpening of his faculties, instead of convincing, he not unfrequently confounded his opponent; but whenever he had thus casually argued, and had obtained an acknowledged confutation, like an ingenious mechanic, he never failed to organize the discordant materials and to do homage to truth, by pointing out his own fallacies, or otherwise, by formally re-confuting his antagonist.

It might be expected that, by such a conduct, an unpleasant impression would sometimes be left on the mind of an unsuccessful disputant, but this effect is chiefly produced when the power of the combatants is held nearly in equilibrium; no one, however, considered it a degradation to yield to John Henderson, and the peculiar delicacy of his mind was manifested in nothing more than in the graceful manner with which he indulged in these coruscations of argument. He obtained a victory without being vain, or even, from his perfect command of countenance, appearing sensible of it; and, unless he happened to be disputing with pedantry and conceit, with a dignified consciousness of strength, he never pursued an enemy who was contented to fly, by which means a defeat was often perceived rather than felt, and the vanquished forgot his own humiliation in applauding the generosity of the conqueror.

In all companies he led the conversation; yet though he was perpetually encircled by admirers, his steady mind decreased not its charms, by a supercilious self-opinion of them; nor did he assume that as a right, which the wishes of his friends rendered a duty. He led the conversation; for silence or diminished discourse, in him, would have been deservedly deemed vanity, as though he had desired to make his friends feel the value of his instructions from the temporary loss of them. But in no instance was his superiority oppressive; calm, attentive, and cheerful, he confuted more gracefully than others compliment; the tone of dogmatism and the smile of contempt were equally unknown to him. Sometimes indeed he raised himself stronger and more lofty in his eloquence, then chiefly, when, fearful for his weaker brethren, he opposed the arrogance of the illiterate deist, or the worse jargon of sensual and cold-blooded atheism. He knew that the clouds of ignorance which enveloped their understandings, steamed up from the pollutions of their hearts, and, crowding his sails, he bore down upon them with salutary violence.

But the qualities which most exalted John Henderson in the estimation of his friends, were, his high sense of honour, and the great benevolence of his heart; not that honour which originates in a jealous love of the world’s praise, nor that benevolence which delights only in publicity of well-doing. His honour was the anxious delicacy of a christian, who regarded his soul as a sacred pledge, that must some time be re-delivered to the Almighty lender; his benevolence, a circle, in which self indeed might be the centre, but, all that lives was the circumference. This tribute of respect to thy name and virtues, my beloved Henderson! is paid by one, who was once proud to call thee tutor and friend, and who will do honour to thy memory, till his spirit rests with thine.

Those who were unacquainted with John Henderson’s character, may naturally ask, “What test has he left the world of the distinguished talents thus ascribed to him?” — None! — He cherished a sentiment, which, whilst it teaches humility to the proud, explains the cause of that silence so generally regretted. Upon the writer of this brief notice once expressing to him some regret at his not having benefited mankind by the result of his deep and varied investigations — he replied, “More men become writers from ignorance, than from knowledge, not knowing that they have been anticipated by others. Let us decide with caution, and write late.” Thus the vastness and variety of his acquirements, and the diffidence of his own mental maturity alike prevented him from illuminating mankind, till death called him to graduate in a sphere more favourable to the range of his soaring and comprehensive mind. — He died on a visit to Oxford, in November, 1788, in the 32nd year of his age.

Few will doubt but that the possession of pre-eminent colloquial talents, to a man like John Henderson, in whom so amply dwelt the spirit of originality, must be considered, on the whole, as a misfortune, and as tending to subtract from the permanency of his reputation; he wisely considered posthumous fame as a vain and undesirable bubble, unless founded on utility, but when it is considered that no man was better qualified than himself to confound vice and ennoble virtue; to unravel the mazes of error, or vindicate the pretensions of truth, it must generally excite a poignant regret, that abilities like his should have been dissipated on one generation, which, by a different application, might have charmed and enlightened futurity.

It is however by no means to be concluded that he would not have written, and written extensively, if he had attained the ordinary age of man, but he whose sentiments are considered as oracular, whose company is incessantly sought by the wise and honourable, and who never speaks but to obtain immediate applause, often sacrifices the future to the present, and evaporates his distinguished talents in the single morning of life.

But whilst we ascribe attributes to John Henderson, which designate the genius, or illustrate the scholar, we must not forget another quality which he eminently possessed, which so fundamentally contributes to give stability to friendship, and to smooth the current of social life. A suavity of manner, connected with a gracefulness of deportment, which distinguished him on all occasions.

His participation of the feelings of others, resulting from great native sensibility, although it never produced in his conduct undue complacency, yet invariably suggested to him that nice point of propriety in behaviour which was suitable to different characters, and appropriate to the various situations in which he might be placed. Nor was his sense of right a barren perception. What the soundness of his understanding instructed him to approve, the benevolence of his heart taught him to practise. In his respectful approaches to the peer, he sustained his dignity; and in addressing the beggar, he remembered he was speaking to a man.

It would be wrong to close this brief account of John Henderson, without naming two other excellencies with which he was eminently endowed. First, the ascendancy he had acquired over his temper. There are moments, in which most persons are susceptible of a transient irritability; but the oldest of his friends never beheld him otherwise than calm and collected. It was a condition he retained under all circumstances, and which, to those over whom he had any influence, he never failed forcibly to inculcate, together with that unshaken firmness of mind which encounters the unavoidable misfortunes of life without repining, and that from the noblest principle, a conviction that they are regulated by Him who cannot err, and who in his severest allotments designs only our ultimate good. In a letter from Oxford, to my brother Amos, his late pupil, for whom John Henderson always entertained the highest esteem, he thus expresses himself: “See that you govern your passions. What should grieve us, but our infirmities? What make us angry, but our own faults? A man who knows he is mortal, and that all the world will pass away, and by-and-by, seem only like a tale — a sinner who knows his sufferings are all less than his sins, and designed to break him from them — one who knows that everything in this world is a seed that will have its fruit in eternity — that GOD is the best, the only good friend — that in him is all we want — that everything is ordered for the best — so that it could not be better, however we take it; he who believes this in his heart is happy. Such be you — may you always fare well, my dear Amos, — be the friend of GOD! again, farewell.”

The other excellence referred to, was the simplicity and condescension of his manners. From the gigantic stature of his understanding, he was prepared to trample down his pigmy competitors, and qualified at all times to enforce his unquestioned pre-eminence; but his mind was conciliating, his behaviour unassuming, and his bosom the receptacle of all the social affections.

It is these virtues alone which can disarm superiority of its terrors, and make the eye which is raised in wonder, beam at the same moment with affection. There have been intellectual, as well as civil despots, whose motto seems to have been, “Let them hate, provided they fear.” Such men may triumph in their fancied distinctions; but they will never, as was John Henderson, be followed by the child, loved by the ignorant, and yet emulated by the wise….

J. C.
 

ROWLEY AND CHATTERTON
 

The following is an extract from the extended view of the question between Rowley and Chatterton, which appeared in my “Malvern Hills,” &c. (Vol. 1. p. 273.)

“… Whoever examines the conduct of Chatterton, will find that he was pre-eminently influenced by one particular disposition of mind, which was, through an excess of ingenuity, to impose on the credulity of others. This predominant quality elucidates his character, and is deserving of minute regard by all who wish to form a correct estimate of the Rowleian controversy. A few instances of it are here recapitulated.

1st. The Rev. Mr. Catcott once noticed to Chatterton the inclined position of Temple church, in the city of Bristol. A few days after, the blue-coat boy brought him an old poem, transcribed, as he declared, from Rowley, who had noticed the same peculiarity in his day, and had moreover written a few stanzas on the very subject.

2ndly. A new bridge is just completed over the river Avon, at Bristol, when Chatterton sends to the printer a genuine description, in antiquated language, of the passing over the old bridge, for the first time, in the thirteenth century, on which occasion two songs are chanted, by two saints, of whom nothing was known, and expressed in language precisely the same as Rowley’s, though he lived two hundred years after this event.

3rdly. Mr. Burgham, the pewterer, is credulous, and, from some whimsical caprice in his nature, is attached to heraldic honours. Chatterton, who approaches every man on his blind side, presents him with his pedigree, consecutively traced from the time of William the Conqueror, and coolly allies him to some of the noblest houses in the kingdom!

4thly. Mr. Burgham, with little less than intuitive discernment, is one of the first persons who expresses a firm opinion of the authenticity and excellence of Rowley’s Poems. Chatterton, pleased with this first blossom of success, and from which he presaged an abundant harvest, with an elated and grateful heart, presents him (together with other testimonials,) with the ‘Romaunte of the Cnyghte,’ a poem written by John De Burgham, one of his own illustrious ancestors, who was the great ornament of a period, four hundred and fifty years antecedent; and the more effectually to exclude suspicion, he accompanies it with the same poem, modernized by himself!

5thly. Chatterton wishes to obtain the good opinion of his relation, Mr. Stephens, leather-breeches maker of Salisbury, and, from some quality, which it is possible his keen observation had noticed in this Mr. Stephens, he deems it the most effectual way, to flatter his vanity, and accordingly tells him, with great gravity, that he traces his descent from Fitz-Stephen, son of Stephen, Earl of Ammerle, who was son of Od, Earl of Bloys, and Lord of Holderness, who flourished about A.D. 1095!

6thly. The late Mr. George Catcott, (to whom the public are so much indebted for the preservation of Rowley,) is a very worthy and religious man, when Chatterton, who has implements for all work, and commodities for all customers, like a skilful engineer, adapts the style of his attack to the nature of the fortress, and presents him with the fragment of a sermon, on the divinity of the Holy Spirit, as ‘wroten by Thomas Rowley.’

7thly. Mr. Barrett is zealous to establish the antiquity of Bristol. As a demonstrable evidence, Chatterton presents him with an escutcheon (on the authority of the same Thomas Rowley) borne by a Saxon, of the name of Ailward, who resided in Bristow, A.D. 718!

8thly. Mr. Barrett is also writing a comprehensive History of Bristol, and is solicitous to obtain every scrap of information relating to so important a subject. In the ear of Chatterton he expressed his anxiety, and suggested to him the propriety of his examining all Rowley’s multifarious manuscripts with great care for an object of such weight.

Soon after this, the blue-coat boy came breathless to Mr. Barrett, uttering, like one of old, ‘I have found it!’ He now presented the historian with two or three notices, (in his own hand-writing, copied, as he declared, faithfully from the originals,) of some of the ancient Bristol churches; of course, wholly above suspicion, for they were in the true old English style. These communications were regarded as of inestimable value, and the lucky finder promised to increase his vigilance, in ransacking the whole mass of antique documents for fresh disclosures. It was not long before other important scraps were discovered, conveying just the kind of information which Mr. Barrett wanted, till, ultimately, Chatterton furnished him with many curious particulars concerning the castle, and every church and chapel in the city of Bristol! and these are some of the choicest materials of Mr. Barrett’s otherwise, valuable history!

9thly. Public curiosity and general admiration are excited by poems, affirmed to be from the Erse of Ossian. Chatterton, with characteristic promptitude, instantly publishes, not imitations, but a succession of genuine translations from the Saxon and Welsh, with precisely the same language and imagery, though the Saxon and Welsh were derived from different origins, the Teutonic and Celtic; (which bishop Percy has most satisfactorily shown in his able and elaborate preface to ‘Mallet’s Northern Antiquities,’) and whose poetry, of all their writings, was the most dissimilar; as will instantly appear to all who compare Taliessin, and the other Welsh bards, with the Scandinavian Edda of Saemond.

10thly. Mr. Walpole is writing the history of British painters; Chatterton, (who, to a confidential friend, had expressed an opinion that it was possible, by dexterous management, to deceive even this master in antiquities,) with full confidence of success, transmits to him ‘An Account of eminent Carvellers and Peyncters who flourished in Bristol, and other parts of England, three hundred years ago, collected for Master Canynge, by Thomas Rowley!’

Chatterton’s communication furnishes an amusing specimen of the quaint language with which this beardless boy deceived the old antiquarian. It commences thus:

‘Peyncteynge ynn Englande, haveth of ould tyme bin in use; for sayeth the Roman wryters, the Brytonnes dyd depycte themselves yn soundry wyse, of the fourmes of the sonne and moone, wythe the hearbe woade: albeytte I doubt theie were no skylled carvellers,’ &c. &c.

Mr. Walpole was so completely imposed upon, that, in his reply, without entertaining the slightest suspicion of the authenticity of the document, he reasons upon it as valid, and says, ‘You do not point out the exact time when Rowley lived, which I wish to know, as I suppose it was long before John al Ectry’s discovery of oil painting; if so, it confirms what I have guessed, and have hinted in my anecdotes, that oil painting was known here much earlier than that discovery, or revival.’

Another important argument, may be adduced from the following reflection: all the poets who thus owe their existence to Chatterton, write in the same harmonious style, and display the same tact and superiority of genius. Other poets living in the same, or different ages, exhibit a wide diversity in judgment, fancy, and the higher creative faculty of imagination, so that a discriminating mind can distinguish an individual character in almost every separate writer; but here are persons living in different ages; moving in different stations; exposed to different circumstances; and expressing different sentiments; yet all of whom betray the same peculiar habits, with the same talents and facilities of composition. This is evidenced, whether it be — 

   The Abbatte John, living in the year - - 1186
    Seyncte Baldwin - - - - - - 1247
    Seyncte Warburgie - - - - - - 1247
    John De Burgham - - - - - - 1320
    The Rawfe Cheddar Chappmanne - - - - 1356
    Syr Thybbot Gorges - - - - - - 1440
    Syr Wm. Canynge - - - - - - 1469
    Thomas Rowley - - - - - - 1479
    Carpenter, Bishoppe of Worcester
    Ecca, Bishoppe of Hereforde
    Elmar, Bishoppe of Selseie
    John Ladgate, or,
    Mayster John à Iscam.
 

And the whole of these poets, with the exception of Ladgate, completely unknown to the world, till called from their dormitory by Chatterton! Such a fact would be a phenomenon unspeakably more inexplicable than that of ascribing Rowley to a youth of less than sixteen, who had made ‘Antique Lore’ his peculiar study, and who was endued with precocious, and almost unlimited genius.

Those who are aware of the transitions and fluctuation, which our language experienced in the intermediate space comprised between Chaucer and Sir Thomas More; and still greater between Robert of Gloucester, 1278, and John Trevisa, or his contemporary Wickliffe, who died 1384, know, to a certainty, that the writers enumerated by Chatterton, without surmounting a physical impossibility, could not have written in the same undeviating style.

Perhaps it may be affirmed that numerous old parchments were obtained from the Muniment Room or elsewhere. This fact is undeniable; but they are understood to consist of ancient ecclesiastical deeds, as unconnected with poetry, as they were with galvanism.

Let the dispassionate enquirer ask himself, whether he thinks it possible for men, living in distant ages, when our language was unformed, and therefore its variations the greater, to write in the same style? Whether it was possible for the Abbatte John, composing in the year 1186, when the amalgamation of the Saxon and the Norman formed an almost inexplicable jargon, to write in a manner, as to its construction, intimately resembling that now in vogue. On the contrary, how easy is the solution, when we admit that the person who wrote the first part of the “Battle of Hastings,” and the death of “Syr Charles Bawdin,” wrote also the rest.

Does it not appear marvellous, that the learned advocates of Rowley should not have regarded the ground on which they stood as somewhat unstable, when they found Chatterton readily avow that he wrote the first part of the “Battle of Hastings,” and discovered the second, as composed three hundred years before, by Thomas Rowley? This was indeed an unparalleled coincidence. A boy writes the commencement of a narrative poem, and then finds in the Muniment-Room, the second part, or a continuation, by an old secular priest, with the same, characters, written in the same style, and even in the same metre!

Another extraordinary feature in the question, is the following; there are preserved in the British Museum, numerous deeds and proclamations, by Thomas Rowley, in Chatterton’s writing, relating to the antiquities of Bristol, all in modern English, designed no doubt, by the young bard, for his friend Mr. Barrett; but the chrysalis had not yet advanced to its winged state.

One of the proclamations begins thus:

“To all Christian people to whom this indented writing shall come, William Canynge, of Bristol, merchant, and Thomas Rowley, priest, send greeting: Whereas certain disputes have arisen between,” &c., &c.

Who does not perceive that these were the first rough sketches of genuine old documents that were to be?

In an account of “St. Marie Magdalene’s Chapele, by Thomas Rowley,” deposited also in the British Museum, there is the following sentence, which implies much: “Aelle, the founder thereof, was a manne myckle stronge yn vanquysheynge the Danes, as yee maie see ynne mie unwordie Entyrlude of Ella!”

It is Rome or Carthage. It is Rowley or Chatterton: and a hope is cherished that the public, from this moment, will concur in averring that there is neither internal nor external evidence, to authorize the belief that a single line of either the prose or the verse, attributed to Rowley, or the rest of his apocryphal characters, was written by any other than that prodigy of the eighteenth century, Thomas Chatterton.

The opinion entertained by many, that Chatterton found part of Rowley, and invented the rest, is attended with insurmountable objections, and is never advanced but in the deficiency of better argument; for in the first place, those who favor this supposition, have never supported it by the shadow of proof, or the semblance even of fair inferential reasoning; and in the second place, he who wrote half, could have written the whole; and in the third, and principal place, there are no inequalities in the poems; no dissimilar and incongruous parts, but all is regular and consistent, and without, in the strict sense of the word, bearing any resemblance to the writers of the period when Rowley is stated to have lived.

Whoever examines the beautiful tragedy of Ella, will find an accurate adjustment of plan, which precludes the possibility of its having been conjointly written by different persons, at the distance of centuries. With respect, also, to the structure of the language, it is incontrovertibly modern, as well as uniform with itself, and exhibits the most perfect specimens of harmony; which cannot be interrupted by slight orthographical redundancies, nor by the sprinkling of a few uncouth and antiquated words.

The structure of Rowley’s verse is so unequivocally modern, that by substituting the present orthography for the past, and changing two or three of the old words, the fact must become obvious, even to those who are wholly unacquainted with the barbarisms of the “olden time.” As a corroboration of this remark, the first verse of the song to Aella may be adduced.

 ”O thou, or what remains of thee,
  Aella, thou darling of futurity.
  Let this, my song, bold as thy courage be,
  As everlasting — to posterity.”
 

But, perhaps, the most convincing proof of this modern character of
Rowley’s verse, may be derived from the commencement of the chorus in
Godwin.
 

 ”When Freedom, dress’d in blood-stain’d vest,
    To every knight her war-song sung,
  Upon her head wild weeds were spread,
    A gory anlace by her hung.
      She danced on the heath;
      She heard the voice of death;
  Pale-eyed Affright, his heart of silver hue,
    In vain essay’d his bosom to acale, [freeze]
  She heard, enflamed, the shivering voice of woe,
    And sadness in the owlet shake the dale.
      She shook the pointed spear;
        On high she raised her shield;
      Her foemen all appear,
        And fly along the field.
 

 Power, with his head exalted to the skies,
    His spear a sun-beam, and his shield a star,
  Round, like two flaming meteors, rolls his eyes,
    Stamps with his iron foot, and sounds to war:
      She sits upon a rock,
        She bends before his spear;
      She rises from the shock,
        Wielding her own in air.
  Hard as the thunder doth she drive it on,
    And, closely mantled, guides it to his crown,
  His long sharp spear, his spreading shield, is gone;
    He falls, and falling, rolleth thousands down.”
 

Every reader must be struck with the modern character of these extracts, nor can he fail to have noticed the lyrical measure, so eminently felicitous, with which the preceding ode commences; together with the bold image of freedom triumphing over power. If the merits of the Rowleian Controversy rented solely on this one piece, it would be decisive; for no man, in the least degree familiar with our earlier metrical compositions, and especially if he were a poet, could hesitate a moment in assigning this chorus to a recent period.

It is impossible not to believe that the whole of Rowley was written at first in modern English, and then the orthographical metamorphose commenced; and to one who had prepared himself, like Chatterton, with a dictionary, alternately modern and old, and old and modern, the task of transformation was not difficult, even to an ordinary mind. It should be remembered also, that Chatterton furnished a complete glossary to the whole of Rowley. Had he assumed ignorance, it might have checked, without removing suspicion, but at present it appears inexplicable, that our sage predecessors should not have been convinced that one who could write, in his own person, with such superiority as Chatterton indisputably did, would be quite competent to give words to another, the meaning of which he so well understood himself.

But the thought will naturally arise, what could have prompted Chatterton, endued as he was, with so much original talent, to renounce his own personal aggrandizement, and to transfer the credit of his opulence to another. It is admitted to be an improvident expenditure of reputation, but no inference advantageous to Rowley can be deduced from this circumstance. The eccentricities and aberrations of genius, have rarely been restricted by line and plummet, and the present is a memorable example of perverted talent; but all this may be conceded, without shaking the argument here contended for.

There is a process in all our pursuits, and the nice inspector of associations can almost uniformly trace his predilections to some definite cause. This, doubtless, was the case with Chatterton. He found old parchments early in life. In the first instance, it became an object of ambition to decipher the obscure. One difficulty surmounted, strengthened the capacity for conquering others; perseverance gave facility, till at length his vigorous attention was effectually directed to what he called “antique lore:” and this confirmed bias of his mind, connected as it was, with his inveterate proneness to impose on others, and supported by talents which have scarcely been equalled, reduces the magnified wonder of Rowley, to a plain, comprehensible question.

Dean Milles, in his admiration of Rowley, appeared to derive pleasure from depreciating Chatterton, who had avowed himself the writer of that inimitable poem, “The Death of Syr Charles Bawdin,” but well knowing the consequences which would follow on this admission, he laboured hard to impeach the veracity of our bard, and represented him as one who, from vanity, assumed to himself the writing of another! Dean Milles affirms, that of this “Death of Syr Charles Bawdin,” “A greater variety of internal proofs may be produced, for its authenticity, than for that of any other piece in the whole collection!” This virtually, was abandoning the question; for since we know that Chatterton did write “The Death of Syr Charles Bawdin,” we know that he wrote that which had stronger proofs of the authenticity of Rowley than all the other pieces in the collection!

The numerous proofs adduced of Chatterton’s passion for fictitious statements; of his intimate acquaintance with antiquated language; of the almost preternatural maturity of his mind; of the dissimilitude of Rowley’s language to contemporaneous writers; and of the obviously modern structure of all the compositions which the young bard produced, as the writings of Rowley and others, form, it is presumed, a mass of Anti-Rowleian evidence, which proves that Chatterton possessed that peculiar disposition, as well as those pre-eminent talents, the union of which was both necessary and equal to the great production of Rowley….”

J. C.
 

THE WEARY PILGRIM
 

 Weary Pilgrim, dry thy tear,
    Look beyond these realms of night;
  Mourn not, with redemption near,
    Faint not, with the goal in sight.
 

 Grief and pain are needful things,
    Sent to chasten, not to slay;
  And if pleasures have their wings,
    Sorrows quickly pass away.
 

 Where are childhood’s sighs and throes?
    Where are youth’s tumultuous fears?
  Where are manhood’s thousand woes?
    Lost amidst the lapse of years!
 

 There are treasures which to gain,
    Might a seraph’s heart inspire;
  There are joys which will remain
    When the world is wrapt in fire.
 

 Hope, with her expiring beam,
    May illume our last delight;
  But our trouble soon will seem,
    Like the visions of the night.
 

 We too oft remit our pace,
    And at ease in slumbers dwell;
  We are loiterers in our race,
    And afflictions break the spell.
 

 Woe to him, whoe’er he be,
    Should (severest test below!)
  All around him like a sea,
    Health, and wealth, and honors, flow!
 

 When unclouded suns we hail,
    And our cedars proudly wave;
  We forget their tenure frail,
    With the bounteous hand that gave.
 

 We on dangerous paths are bound,
    Call’d to battle and to bleed;
  We have hostile spirits round,
    And the warrior’s armour need.
 

 We, within, have deadlier foes,
    Wills rebellious, hearts impure;
  God, the best physician, knows
    What the malady will cure.
 

 Earth is lovely! dress’d in flowers!
    O’er her form luxuriant thrown,
  But a lovelier world is ours,
    Visible to faith alone.
 

 Here the balm and spicy gales,
    For a moment fill the air;
  Here the mutable prevails,
    Permanence alone is there.
 

 Heaven to gain is worth our toil!
    Angels call us to their sphere;
  But to time’s ignoble soil
    We are bound, and will not hear.
 

 Heaven attracts not! On we dream;
    Cast like wrecks upon the shore
  Where perfection reigns supreme,
    And adieus are heard no more.
 

 What is life? a tale! a span!
    Swifter than the eagle’s flight;
  What the boasted age of man?
    Vanishing beneath the sight.
 

 Yet, our ardours and desires
    Centred, circumscribed by earth;
  Whilst eternity retires — 
    As an object nothing worth!
 

 Oh, the folly of the proud!
    Oh, the madness of the vain!
  After every toy to crowd,
    And unwithering crowns disdain!
 

 Mighty men in grand array,
    Magnates of the ages past,
  Kings and conquerors, where are they?
    Once whose frown a world o’ercast?
 

 Faded! yet by fame enroll’d,
    With their busts entwined with bays;
  But if God his smile withhold,
    Pitiful is human praise.
 

 With what sadness and surprise,
    Must Immortals view our lot; — 
  Eager for the flower that dies,
    And the Amaranth heeding not.
 

 May we from our dreams awake,
    Love the truth, the truth obey;
  On our night let morning break — 
    Prelude of a nobler day.
 

 Harmony prevails above,
    Where all hearts together blend;
  Let the concords sweet of love,
    Now begin and never end.
 

 Have we not one common sire?
    Have we not one home in sight?
  Let the sons of peace conspire
    Not to sever, but unite.
 

 Hence, forgetful of the past,
    May we all as brethren own,
  Whom we hope to meet at last — 
    Round the everlasting throne.
 

 Father! source of blessedness,
    In thy strength triumphant ride;
  Let the world thy Son confess,
    And thy name be magnified!
 

 Let thy word of truth prevail,
    Scattering darkness, errors, lies;
  Let all lands the treasure hail — 
    Link that binds us to the skies.
 

 Let thy spirit, rich and free,
    Copious shed his power divine,
  Till (Creation’s Jubilee!)
    All Earth’s jarring realms are thine!
 

 Saints who once on earth endured — 
    Beating storm and thorny way,
  Have the prize they sought secured,
    And have enter’d perfect day.
 

 Wiser taught, — with vision clear,
    (Kindled from the light above)
  Now their bitterest woes appear — 
    Charged with blessings, fraught with love: — 
 

 For, as earthly scenes withdrew,
    In their false, but flattering guise,
  They, rejoicing, fix’d their view — 
    On the mansions in the skies.
 

 Art thou fearful of the end?
    Dread not Jordan’s swelling tide;
  With the Saviour for thy friend!
    With the Spirit for thy guide!
 

 Why these half subdued alarms — 
    At the prospect of thy flight?
  Has thy Father’s house no charms? — 
    There to join the Saints in Light?
 

 Terrors banish from thy breast,
    Hope must solace, faith sustain;
  Thou art journeying on to rest,
    And with God shalt live and reign.
 

 Then, fruition, like the morn,
    Will unlock her boundless store; — 
  Roses bloom without a thorn,
    And the day-star set no more.
 

 But, an ocean lies between — 
    Stormy, to be cross’d alone;
  With no ray to intervene — 
    O’er the cold and dark unknown!
 

 Lo! a soft and soothing voice
    Steals like music on my ears; — 
  ”Let the drooping heart rejoice;
    See! a glorious dawn appears!”
 

 ”When thy parting hours draw near,
    And thou trembling view’st the last;
  Christ and only Christ can cheer,
    And o’er death a radiance cast!”
 

 Weary Pilgrim, dry thy tear,
    Look beyond these shades of night;
  Mourn not with Redemption near,
    Faint not with the goal in sight.
 

J. C.
 

Bristol, March 9, 1846.
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St Kentigern’s Parish Church, Crosthwaite, Keswick — Southey’s final resting place
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A memorial to the poet in the church
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The inscription on the memorial
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Southey’s grave
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