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Eros aei lalhdros etairos

In many ways doth the full heart reveal

The presence of the love it would conceal;

But in far more th' estranged heart lets know

The absence of the love, which yet it fain would show.

[1826]

 

 

Alice Du Clos:

Or the Forked Tongue. A Ballad

»One word with two meanings is the traitor's shield and shaft: and a slit tongue be his blazon!«

Caucasian Proverb.

 

»The Sun is not yet risen,

But the dawn lies red on the dew:

Lord Julian has stolen from the hunters away,

Is seeking, Lady, for you.

Put on your dress of green,

Your buskins and your quiver;

Lord Julian is a hasty man,

Long waiting brook'd he never.

I dare not doubt him, that he means

To wed you on a day,

Your lord and master for to be,

And you his lady gay.

O Lady! throw your book aside!

I would not that my Lord should chide.«

 

Thus spake Sir Hugh the vassal knight

To Alice, child of old Du Clos,

As spotless fair, as airy light

As that moon-shiny doe,

The gold star on its brow, her sire's ancestral crest!

For ere the lark had left his nest,

She in the garden bower below

Sate loosely wrapt in maiden white,

Her face half drooping from the sight,

A snow-drop on a tuft of snow!

O close your eyes, and strive to see

The studious maid, with book on knee, –

Ah! earliest-open'd flower;

While yet with keen unblunted light

The morning star shone opposite

The lattice of her bower –

Alone of all the starry host,

As if in prideful scorn

Of flight and fear he stay'd behind,

To brave th' advancing morn.

 

O! Alice could read passing well,

And she was conning then

Dan Ovid's mazy tale of loves,

And gods, and beasts, and men.

 

The vassal's speech, his taunting vein,

It thrill'd like venom thro' her brain;

Yet never from the book

She rais'd her head, nor did she deign

The knight a single look.

 

»Off, traitor friend! how dar'st thou fix

Thy wanton gaze on me?

And why, against my earnest suit,

Does Julian send by thee?

 

Go, tell thy Lord, that slow is sure:

Fair speed his shafts to-day!

I follow here a stronger lure,

And chase a gentler prey.«

 

She said: and with a baleful smile

The vassal knight reel'd off –

Like a huge billow from a bark

Toil'd in the deep sea-trough,

That shouldering sideways in mid plunge,

Is travers'd by a flash.

And staggering onward, leaves the ear

With dull and distant crash.

 

And Alice sate with troubled mien

A moment; for the scoff was keen,

And thro' her veins did shiver!

Then rose and donn'd her dress of green,

Her buskins and her quiver.

 

There stands the flow'ring may-thorn tree!

From thro' the veiling mist you see

The black and shadowy stem; –

Smit by the sun the mist in glee

Dissolves to lightsome jewelry –

Each blossom hath its gem!

 

With tear-drop glittering to a smile,

The gay maid on the garden-stile

Mimics the hunter's shout.

»Hip! Florian, hip! To horse, to horse!

Go, bring the palfrey out.

 

My Julian's out with all his clan,

And, bonny boy, you wis,

Lord Julian is a hasty man,

Who comes late, comes amiss.«

 

Now Florian was a stripling squire,

A gallant boy of Spain,

That toss'd his head in joy and pride,

Behind his Lady fair to ride,

But blush'd to hold her train.

 

The huntress is in her dress of green, –

And forth they go; she with her bow,

Her buskins and her quiver! –

The squire – no younger e'er was seen –

With restless arm and laughing een,

He makes his javelin quiver.

 

And had not Alice stay'd the race,

And stopp'd to see, a moment's space,

The whole great globe of light

Give the last parting kiss-like touch

To the eastern ridge, it lack'd not much,

They had o'erta'en the knight.

 

It chanced that up the covert lane,

Where Julian waiting stood,

A neighbour knight prick'd on to join

The huntsmen in the wood.

 

And with him must Lord Julian go,

Tho' with an anger'd mind:

Betroth'd not wedded to his bride,

In vain he sought, twixt shame and pride,

Excuse to stay behind.

 

He bit his lip, he wrung his glove,

He look'd around, he look'd above,

But pretext none could find or frame!

Alas! alas! and well-a-day!

It grieves me sore to think, to say,

That names so seldom meet with Love,

Yet Love wants courage without a name!

 

Straight from the forest's skirt the trees

O'er-branching, made an aisle,

Where hermit old might pace and chaunt

As in a minister's pile.

 

From underneath its leafy screen,

And from the twilight shade,

You pass at once into a green,

A green and lightsome glade.

 

And there Lord Julian sate on steed;

Behind him, in a round,

Stood knight and squire, and menial train;

Against the leash the greyhounds strain;

The horses paw'd the ground.

 

When up the alley green, Sir Hugh

Spurr'd in upon the sward,

And mute, without a word, did he

Fall in behind his lord.

 

Lord Julian turn'd his steed half round. –

»What! doth not Alice deign

To accept your loving convoy, knight?

Or doth she fear our woodland sleight,

And joins us on the plain?«

 

With stifled tones the knight replied,

And look'd askance on either side, –

»Nay, let the hunt proceed! –

The Lady's message that I bear,

I guess would scantly please your ear,

And less deserves your heed.

 

You sent betimes. Not yet unbarr'd

I found the middle door; –

Two stirrers only met my eyes,

Fair Alice, and one more.

 

I came unlook'd for: and, it seem'd,

In an unwelcome hour;

And found the daughter of Du Clos

Within the lattic'd bower.

 

But hush! the rest may wait. If lost,

No great loss, I divine;

And idle words will better suit

A fair maid's lips than mine.«

 

»God's wrath! speak out, man,« Julian cried,

O'ermaster'd by the sudden smart; –

And feigning wrath, sharp, blunt, and rude,

The knight his subtle shift pursued. –

»Scowl not at me; command my skill,

To lure your hawk back, if you will,

But not a woman's heart.

 

›Go! (said she) tell him, – slow is sure;

Fair speed his shafts to-day!

I follow here a stronger lure,

And chase a gentler prey.‹

 

The game, pardie, was full in sight,

That then did, if I saw aright,

The fair dame's eyes engage;

For turning, as I took my ways,

I saw them fix'd with steadfast gaze

Full on her wanton page.«

 

The last word of the traitor knight

It had but entered Julian's ear, –

From two o'erarching oaks between,

With glist'ning helm-like cap is seen,

Borne on in giddy cheer,

 

A youth, that ill his steed can guide;

Yet with reverted face doth ride,

As answering to a voice,

That seems at once to laugh and chide –

»Not mine, dear mistress,« still he cried,

»'Tis this mad filly's choice.«

 

With sudden bound, beyond the boy,

See! see! that face of hope and joy,

That regal front! those cheeks aglow!

Thou needed'st but the crescent sheen,

A quiver'd Dian to have been,

Thou lovely child of old Du Clos!

 

Dark as a dream Lord Julian stood,

Swift as a dream, from forth the wood,

Sprang on the plighted Maid!

With fatal aim, and frantic force,

The shaft was hurl'd! – a lifeless corse,

Fair Alice from her vaulting horse,

Lies bleeding on the glade.

[1828?]

 

 

The Knight's Tomb

Where is the grave of Sir Arthur O'Kellyn?

Where may the grave of that good man be? –

By the side of a spring, on the breast of Helvellyn,

Under the twigs of a young birch tree!

The oak that in summer was sweet to hear,

And rustled its leaves in the fall of the year,

And whistled and roared in the winter alone,

Is gone, – and the birch in its stead is grown. –

The Knight's bones are dust,

And his good sword rust; –

His soul is with the saints, I trust.

[1817?]

 

 

Hymn to the Earth

Hexameters

Earth! thou mother of numberless children, the nurse and the mother,

Hail! O Goddess, thrice hail! Blest be thou! and, blessing, I hymn thee!

Forth, ye sweet sounds! from my harp, and my voice shall float on your surges –

Soar thou aloft, O my soul! and bear up my song on thy pinions.

 

Travelling the vale with mine eyes – green meadows and lake with green island,

Dark in its basin of rock, and the bare stream flowing in brightness,

Thrilled with thy beauty and love in the wooded slope of the mountain,

Here, great mother, I lie, thy child, with his head on thy bosom!

Playful the spirits of noon, that rushing soft through thy tresses,

Green-haired goddess! refresh me; and hark! as they hurry or linger,

Fill the pause of my harp, or sustain it with musical murmurs.

Into my being thou murmurest joy, and tenderest sadness

Shedd'st thou, like dew, on my heart, till the joy and the heavenly sadness

Pour themselves forth from my heart in tears, and the hymn of thanksgiving.

Earth! thou mother of numberless children, the nurse and the mother,

Sister thou of the stars, and beloved by the sun, the rejoicer!

Guardian and friend of the moon, O Earth, whom the comets forget not,

Yea, in the measureless distance wheel round and again they behold thee!

Fadeless and young (and what if the latest birth of creation?)

Bride and consort of Heaven, that looks down upon thee enamoured!

Say, mysterious Earth! O say, great mother and goddess,

Was it not well with thee then, when first thy lap was ungirdled,

Thy lap to the genial Heaven, the day that he wooed thee and won thee!

Fair was thy blush, the fairest and first of the blushes of morning!

Deep was the shudder, O Earth! the throe of thy selfretention:

Inly thou strovest to flee, and didst seek thyself at thy centre!

Mightier far was the joy of thy sudden resilience; and forthwith

Myriad myriads of lives teemed forth from the mighty embracement.

Thousand-fold tribes of dwellers, impelled by thousand-fold instincts,

Filled, as a dream, the wide waters; the rivers sang on their channels;

Laughed on their shores the hoarse seas; the yearning ocean swelled upward;

Young life lowed through the meadows, the woods, and the echoing mountains,

Wandered bleating in valleys, and warbled on blossoming branches.

[1799]

 





Written During a Temporary Blindness, in the Year 1799

 

O, what a life is the eye! what a strange and inscrutable essence!

Him, that is utterly blind, nor glimpses the fire that warms him;

Him that never beheld the swelling breast of his mother;

Him that smiled in his gladness as a babe that smiles in its slumber;

Even for him it exists! It moves and stirs in its prison!

Lives with a separate life: and – »Is it a spirit?« he murmurs:

»Sure, it has thoughts of its own, and to see is only a language!«

 

Mahomet

Utter the song, O my soul! the flight and return of Mohammed,

Prophet and priest, who scatter'd abroad both evil and blessing,

Huge wasteful empires founded and hallow'd slow persecution,

Soul-withering, but crush'd the blasphemous rites of the Pagan

And idolatrous Christians. – For veiling the Gospel of Jesus,

They, the best corrupting, had made it worse than the vilest.

Wherefore Heaven decreed th' enthusiast warrior of Mecca,

Choosing good from iniquity rather than evil from goodness.

Loud the tumult in Mecca surrounding the fane of the idol; –

Naked and prostrate the priesthood were laid – the people with mad shouts

Thundering now, and now with saddest ululation

Flew, as over the channel of rock-stone the ruinous river

Shatters its waters abreast, and in mazy uproar bewilder'd,

Rushes dividuous all – all rushing impetuous onward.

[1799?]

 

 

Catullian Hendecasyllables

Hear, my beloved, an old Milesian story! –

High, and embosom'd in congregated laurels,

Glimmer'd a temple upon a breezy headland;

In the dim distance amid the skiey billows

Rose a fair island; the god of flocks had blest it.

From the far shores of the bleak resounding island

Oft by the moonlight a little boat came floating,

Came to the sea-cave beneath the breezy headland,

Where amid myrtles a pathway stole in mazes

Up to the groves of the high embosom'd temple.

There in a thicket of dedicated roses,

Oft did a priestess, as lovely as a vision,

Pouring her soul to the son of Cytherea,

Pray him to hover around the slight canoe-boat,

And with invisible pilotage to guide it

Over the dusk wave, until the nightly sailor

Shivering with ecstasy sank upon her bosom.

[1799?]

 

 

Duty Surviving Self-Love,

The Only Sure Friend of Declining Life. A Soliloquy

Unchanged within to see all changed without

Is a blank lot and hard to bear, no doubt.

Yet why at others' wanings should'st thou fret?

Then only might'st thou feel a just regret,

Hadst thou withheld thy love or hid thy light

In selfish forethought of neglect and slight.

O wiselier then, from feeble yearnings freed,

While, and on whom, thou may'st – shine on! nor heed

Whether the object by reflected light

Return thy radiance or absorb it quite:

And though thou notest from thy safe recess

Old friends burn dim, like lamps in noisome air,

Love them for what they are; nor love them less,

Because to thee they are not what they were.

[1826]

 

 

Phantom or Fact?

A Dialogue in Verse

Author

 

A lovely form there sate beside my bed,

And such a feeding calm its presence shed,

A tender love so pure from earthly leaven

That I unnethe the fancy might control,

'Twas my own spirit newly come from heaven,

Wooing its gentle way into my soul!

But ah! the change – It had not stirr'd, and yet –

Alas! that change how fain would I forget!

That shrinking back, like one that had mistook!

That weary, wandering, disavowing look!

'Twas all another, feature, look, and frame,

And still, methought, I knew, it was the same!

 

Friend

 

This riddling tale, to what does it belong?

Is't history? vision? or an idle song?

Or rather say at once, within what space

Of time this wild disastrous change took place?

 

Author

Call it a moment's work (and such it seems)

This tale's a fragment from the life of dreams;

But say, that years matur'd the silent strife,

And 'tis a record from the dream of life.

[1830?]

 

 

Phantom

All look and likeness caught from earth,

All accident of kin and birth,

Had pass'd away. There was no trace

Of aught on that illumined face,

Uprais'd beneath the rifted stone

But of one spirit all her own; –

She, she herself, and only she,

Shone thro' her body visibly.

[1805]

 

 

Work Without Hope

Lines Composed 21st February, 1827

All Nature seems at work. Slugs leave their lair –

The bees are stirring – birds are on the wing –

And Winter slumbering in the open air,

Wears on his smiling face a dream of Spring!

And I, the while, the sole unbusy thing,

Nor honey make, nor pair, nor build, nor sing.

 

Yet well I ken the banks where amaranths blow,

Have traced the fount whence streams of nectar flow.

Bloom, O ye amaranths! bloom for whom ye may,

For me ye bloom not! Glide, rich streams, away!

With lips unbrightened, wreathless brow, I stroll:

And would you learn the spells that drowse my soul?

Work without hope draws nectar in a sieve,

And hope without an object cannot live.

 

Youth and Age

Verse, a breeze mid blossoms straying,

Where Hope clung feeding, like a bee –

Both were mine! Life went a maying

With Nature, Hope, and Poesy,

When I was young!

When I was young? – Ah, woful when!

Ah! for the change 'twixt Now and Then!

This breathing house not built with hands,

This body that does me grievous wrong,

O'er aery cliffs and glittering sands,

How lightly then it flashed along: –

Like those trim skiffs, unknown of yore,

On winding lakes and rivers wide,

That ask no aid of sail or oar,

That fear no spite of wind or tide!

Nought cared this body for wind or weather

When Youth and I liv'd in't together.

 

Flowers are lovely; Love is flower-like;

Friendship is a sheltering tree;

O! the joys, that came down shower-like,

Of Friendship, Love, and Liberty, 

Ere I was old!

Ere I was old? Ah woful Ere,

Which tells me, Youth's no longer here!

O Youth! for years so many and sweet,

'Tis known, that Thou and I were one,

I'll think it but a fond conceit –

It cannot be, that Thou art gone!

Thy vesper-bell hath not yet toll'd: –

And thou wert aye a masker bold!

What strange disguise hast now put on,

To make believe, that Thou art gone?

I see these locks in silvery slips,

This drooping gait, this altered size:

But springtide blossoms on thy lips,

And tears take sunshine from thine eyes!

Life is but thought: so think I will

That Youth and I are house-mates still.

 

Dew-drops are the gems of morning,

But the tears of mournful eve!

Where no hope is, life's a warning

That only serves to make us grieve,

When we are old:

That only serves to make us grieve

With oft and tedious taking-leave,

Like some poor nigh-related guest,

That may not rudely be dismist;

Yet hath outstay'd his welcome while,

And tells the jest without the smile.

[1823-32]

 

 

A Day Dream

My eyes make pictures, when they are shut: –

I see a fountain, large and fair,

A willow and a ruined hut,

And thee, and me and Mary there.

O Mary! make thy gentle lap our pillow!

Bend o'er us, like a bower, my beautiful green willow!

 

A wild-rose roofs the ruined shed,

And that and summer well agree:

And lo! where Mary leans her head,

Two dear names carved upon the tree!

And Mary's tears, they are not tears of sorrow:

Our sister and our friend will both be here to-morrow.

 

'Twas day! But now few, large, and bright

The stars are round the crescent moon!

And now it is a dark warm night,

The balmiest of the month of June!

A glow-worm fallen, and on the marge remounting

Shines and its shadow shines, fit stars for our sweet fountain.

 

O ever – ever be thou blest!

For dearly, Asra, love I thee!

This brooding warmth across my breast,

This depth of tranquil bliss – ah me!

Fount, tree and shed are gone, I know not whither,

But in one quiet room we three are still together.

 

The shadows dance upon the wall,

By the still dancing fire-flames made;

And now they slumber, moveless all!

And now they melt to one deep shade!

But not from me shall this mild darkness steal thee:

I dream thee with mine eyes, and at my heart I feel thee!

 

Thine eyelash on my cheek doth play –

'Tis Mary's hand upon my brow!

But let me check this tender lay

 

Which none may hear but she and thou!

Like the still hive at quiet midnight humming,

Murmur it to yourselves, ye two beloved women!

[1802]

 

 

First Advent of Love

O fair is Love's first hope to gentle mind!

As Eve's first star thro' fleecy cloudlet peeping;

And sweeter than the gentle south-west wind,

O'er willowy meads and shadow'd waters creeping,

And Ceres' golden fields; – the sultry hind

Meets it with brow uplift, and stays his reaping.

[1824?]

 

 

Names

I asked my fair one happy day,

What I should call her in my lay;

By what sweet name from Rome or Greece;

Lalage, Neæra, Chloris,

Sappho, Lesbia, or Doris,

Arethusa or Lucrece.

 

»Ah!« replied my gentle fair,

»Beloved, what are names but air?

Choose thou whatever suits the line;

Call me Sappho, call me Chloris,

Call me Lalage or Doris,

Only, only call me Thine.«

[1799]

 

 

Desire

Where true Love burns Desire is Love's pure flame;

It is the reflex of our earthly frame,

That takes its meaning from the nobler part,

And but translates the language of the heart.

[1830?]

 

 

Love and Friendship Opposite

Her attachment may differ from yours in degree,

Provided they are both of one kind;

But Friendship how tender so ever it be

Gives no accord to Love, however refin'd.

 

Love, that meets not with Love, its true nature revealing,

Grows asham'd of itself, and demurs:

If you cannot lift hers up to your state of feeling,

You must lower down your state to hers.

[1830?]

 

 

Not at Home

That Jealousy may rule a mind

Where Love could never be

I know; but ne'er expect to find

Love without Jealousy.

 

She has a strange cast in her ee,

A swart sour-visaged maid –

But yet Love's own twin-sister she

His house-mate and his shade.

 

Ask for her and she'll be denied: –

What then? they only mean

Their mistress has lain down to sleep,

And can't just then be seen.

[1830?]

 

 

To a Lady,

Offended by a Sportive Observation that Women Have No Souls

Nay, dearest Anna! why so grave?

I said, you had no soul, 'tis true!

For what you are, you cannot have:

'Tis I, that have one since I first had you!

[1811?]

 

 

[I Have Heard of Reasons Manifold]

I have heard of reasons manifold

Why Love must needs be blind,

But this the best of all I hold –

His eyes are in his mind.

 

What outward form and feature are

He guesseth but in part;

But what within is good and fair

He seeth with the heart.

[1811?]

 

 

Lines

Suggested by the Last Words of Berengarius.37 Ob. Anno Dom. 1088

No more 'twixt conscience staggering and the Pope

Soon shall I now before my God appear,

By him to be acquitted, as I hope;

By him to be condemned, as I fear. –

 

Reflection on the Above

Lynx amid moles! had I stood by thy bed,

Be of good cheer, meek soul! I would have said:

I see a hope spring from that humble fear.

All are not strong alike through storms to steer

Right onward. What? though dread of threaten'd death

And dungeon torture made thy hand and breath

Inconstant to the truth within thy heart?

That truth, from which, through fear, thou twice didst start,

Fear haply told thee, was a learned strife,

Or not so vital as to claim thy life:

And myriads had reached Heaven, who never knew

Where lay the difference 'twixt the false and true!

 

Ye, who secure 'mid trophies not your own,

Judge him who won them when he stood alone,

And proudly talk of recreant Berengare –

O first the age, and then the man compare!

That age how dark! congenial minds how rare!

No host of friends with kindred zeal did burn!

No throbbing hearts awaited his return!

Prostrate alike when prince and peasant fell,

He only disenchanted from the spell,

Like the weak worm that gems the starless night,

Moved in the scanty circlet of his light:

And was it strange if he withdrew the ray

That did but guide the night-birds to their prey?

The ascending day-star with a bolder eye

Hath lit each dew-drop on our trimmer lawn!

Yet not for this, if wise, shall we decry

The spots and struggles of the timid dawn;

Lest so we tempt th' approaching noon to scorn

The mists and painted vapours of our morn.

[1826?]

 

 

Sancti Dominici Pallium;

A Dialogue Between Poet and Friend,



Found Written on the Blank Leaf at the Beginning of Butler's Book of the Church

Poet

 

I note the moods and feelings men betray,

And heed them more than aught they do or say;

The lingering ghosts of many a secret deed

Still-born or haply strangled in its birth;

These best reveal the smooth man's inward creed!

These mark the spot where lies the treasure Worth!

 

[Milner] made up of impudence and trick,

With cloven tongue prepared to hiss and lick,

Rome's brazen serpent – boldly dares discuss

The roasting of thy heart, O brave John Huss!

And with grim triumph and truculent glee

Absolves anew the Pope-wrought perfidy,

That made an empire's plighted faith a lie,

And fix'd a broad stare on the Devil's eye –

(Pleas'd with the guilt, yet envy-stung at heart

To stand outmaster'd in his own black art!)

Yet [Milner] –– 

 

Friend

 

Enough of [Milner]! we're agreed,

Who now defends would then have done the deed.

But who not feels persuasion's gentle sway,

Who but must meet the proffered hand half way

When courteous [Butler] –– 

 

Poet (aside)

 

(Rome's smooth go-between!)

 

Friend

 

Laments the advice that soured a milky queen –

(For ›bloody‹ all enlighten'd men confess

An antiquated error of the press:)

Who rapt by zeal beyond her sex's bounds,

With actual cautery staunched the church's wounds!

And tho' he deems, that with too broad a blur

We damn the French and Irish massacre,

Yet blames them both – and thinks the Pope might err!

What think you now? Boots it with spear and shield

Against such gentle foes to take the field

Whose beck'ning hands the mild Caduceus wield?

 

Poet

What think I now? Ev'n what I thought before; –

What [Milner] boasts tho' [Butler] may deplore,

Still I repeat, words lead me not astray

When the shown feeling points a different way.

Smooth [Butler] can say grace at slander's feast,

And bless each haut-gout cook'd by monk or priest;

Leaves the full lie on [Milner's] gong to swell,

Content with half-truths that do just as well;

But duly decks his mitred comrade's flanks,

And with him shares the Irish nation's thanks!

So much for you, my Friend! who own a Church,

And would not leave your mother in the lurch!

But when a Liberal asks me what I think –

Scar'd by the blood and soot of Cobbett's ink,

And Jeffrey's glairy phlegm and Connor's foam,

 

In search of some safe parable I roam –

An emblem sometimes may comprise a tome!

 

Disclaimant of his uncaught grandsire's mood,

I see a tiger lapping kitten's food:

And who shall blame him that he purrs applause,

When brother Brindle pleads the good old cause;

And frisks his pretty tail, and half unsheathes his claws!

Yet not the less, for modern lights unapt,

I trust the bolts and cross-bars of the laws

More than the Protestant milk all newly lapt,

Impearling a tame wild-cat's whisker'd jaws!

[1825 or 1826]

 

 

The Devil's Thoughts

I

 

From his brimstone bed at break of day

A walking the Devil is gone,

To visit his snug little farm the Earth,

And see how his stock goes on.

 

II

 

Over the hill and over the dale,

And he went over the plain,

And backward and forward he switched his long tail

As a gentleman switches his cane.

 

III

 

And how then was the Devil drest?

Oh! he was in his Sunday's best:

His jacket was red and his breeches were blue,

And there was a hole where the tail came through.

 

IV

 

He saw a Lawyer killing a viper

 

On a dung hill hard by his own stable;

And the Devil smiled, for it put him in mind

Of Cain and his brother Abel.

 

V

 

He saw an Apothecary on a white horse

Ride by on his vocations;

And the Devil thought of his old friend

Death in the Revelations.

 

VI

 

He saw a cottage with a double coach-house,

A cottage of gentility;

And the Devil did grin, for his darling sin

Is pride that apes humility.

 

VII

 

He peep'd into a rich bookseller's shop,

Quoth he! »We are both of one college!

For I sate myself, like a cormorant, once

Hard by the tree of knowledge.«38

 

VIII

 

Down the river did glide, with wind and with tide,

A pig with vast celerity;

And the Devil look'd wise as he saw how the while,

It cut its own throat. »There!« quoth he with a smile,

»Goes England's commercial prosperity.«

 

IX

 

As he went through Cold-Bath Fields he saw

A solitary cell;

And the Devil was pleased, for it gave him a hint

For improving his prisons in Hell.

 

X

 

He saw a Turnkey in a trice

Fetter a troublesome blade;

»Nimbly« quoth he, »do the fingers move

If a man be but used to his trade.«

 

XI

 

He saw the same Turnkey unfetter a man

With but little expedition,

Which put him in mind of the long debate

On the Slave-trade abolition.

 

XII

 

He saw an old acquaintance

As he pass'd by a Methodist meeting; –

She holds a consecrated key,

And the Devil nods her a greeting.

 

XIII

 

She turned up her nose, and said,

»Avaunt! my name's Religion,«

And she looked to Mr. ––

And leered like a love-sick pigeon.

 

XIV

 

He saw a certain minister

(A minister to his mind)

Go up into a certain House,

With a majority behind.

 

XV

 

The Devil quoted Genesis,

Like a very learned clerk,

How »Noah and his creeping things

Went up into the Ark.«

 

XVI

 

He took from the poor,

And he gave to the rich,

And he shook hands with a Scotchman,

For he was not afraid of the ––

 

* * * * *

 

XVII

 

General –– burning face

He saw with consternation,

And back to hell his way did he take,

For the Devil thought by a slight mistake

It was general conflagration.

[1799]

 

 

The Two Round Spaces on the Tombstone

See the apology for the »Fire, Famine, and Slaughter« [pp. 338-351]. This is the first time the author ever published these lines. He would have been glad, had they perished; but they have now been printed repeatedly in magazines, and he is told that the verses will not perish. Here, therefore, they are owned, with a hope that they will be taken – as assuredly they were composed – in mere sport.

 

The Devil believes that the Lord will come,

Stealing a march without beat of drum,

About the same time that he came last,

On an old Christmas-day in a snowy blast:

Till he bids the trump sound, neither body nor soul stirs,

For the dead men's heads have slipt under their bolsters.

 

Oh! ho! brother Bard, in our church-yard,

Both beds and bolsters are soft and green;

Save one alone, and that's of stone,

And under it lies a Counsellor keen.

'Twould be a square tomb, if it were not too long,

And 'tis fenced round with irons sharp, spearlike, and strong.

 

This fellow from Aberdeen hither did skip,

With a waxy face, and a blubber lip,

And a black tooth in front, to show in part

What was the colour of his whole heart.

This Counsellor sweet,

This Scotchman complete,

(The Devil scotch him for a snake)

I trust he lies in his grave awake.

 

On the sixth of January,

When all around is white with snow,

As a Cheshire yeoman's dairy;

Brother Bard, ho! ho!

Believe it, or no,

On that stone tomb to you I'll show

Two round spaces void of snow.

I swear by our Knight, and his forefathers' souls,

That in size and shape they are just like the holes

In the house of privity

Of that ancient family.

On those two places void of snow,

There have sate in the night for an hour or so,

Before sunrise, and after cock-crow,

He kicking his heels, she cursing her corns,

All to the tune of the wind in their horns,

The Devil, and his Grannam,

With a snow-blast to fan 'em;

Expecting and hoping the trumpet to blow,

For they are cock-sure of the fellow below.

[1800]

 

 

Lines

To a Comic Author, on an Abusive Review

What though the chilly wide-mouth'd quacking chorus

From the rank swamps of murk Review-land croak:

So was it, neighbour, in the times before us,

When Momus, throwing on his Attic cloak,

Romped with the Graces; and each tickled Muse

(That Turk, Dan Phœbus, whom bards call divine,

Was married to – at least, he kept – all nine)

Fled, but still with reverted faces ran;

Yet, somewhat the broad freedoms to excuse,

They had allur'd the audacious Greek to use,

Swore they mistook him for their own good man.

This Momus – Aristophanes on earth

Men called him – maugre all his wit and worth

Was croaked and gabbled at. How, then, should you,

Or I, friend, hope to 'scape the skulking crew?

No! laugh, and say aloud, in tones of glee,

»I hate the quacking tribe, and they hate me!«

[1830?]

 

 

Constancy to an Ideal Object

Since all that beat about in Nature's range,

Or veer or vanish; why shouldst thou remain

The only constant in a world of change,

O yearning thought! that liv'st but in the brain?

Call to the hours, that in the distance play,

The faery people of the future day –

Fond thought! not one of all that shining swarm

Will breathe on thee with life-enkindling breath,

Till when, like strangers shelt'ring from a storm,

Hope and Despair meet in the porch of Death!

Yet still thou haunt'st me; and though well I see,

She is not thou, and only thou art she,

Still, still as though some dear embodied good,

Some living love before my eyes there stood

With answering look a ready ear to lend,

I mourn to thee and say – »Ah! loveliest friend!

That this the meed of all my toils might be,

To have a home, an English home, and thee!«

Vain repetition! Home and Thou are one.

The peacefull'st cot, the moon shall shine upon,

Lulled by the thrush and wakened by the lark,

Without thee were but a becalmed bark,

Whose helmsman on an ocean waste and wide

Sits mute and pale his mouldering helm beside.

And art thou nothing? Such thou art, as when

The woodman winding westward up the glen

At wintry dawn, where o'er the sheep-track's maze

The viewless snow-mist weaves a glist'ning haze,

Sees full before him, gliding without tread,

An image39 with a glory round its head;

The enamoured rustic worships its fair hues,

Nor knows he makes the shadow he pursues!

[1826?]

 

 

The Suicide's Argument

Ere the birth of my life, if I wished it or no,

No question was asked me – it could not be so!

If the life was the question, a thing sent to try,

And to live on be Yes; what can No be? to die.

 

Nature's Answer

 

Is't returned, as 'twas sent? Is't no worse for the wear?

Think first, what you are! Call to mind what you were!

 

I gave you innocence, I gave you hope,

Gave health, and genius, and an ample scope.

Return you me guilt, lethargy, despair?

Make out the invent'ry; inspect, compare!

Then die – if die you dare!

[1811?]

 

 

The Blossoming of the Solitary Date-Tree.

A Lament

I seem to have an indistinct recollection of having read either in one of the ponderous tomes of George of Venice, or in some other compilation from the uninspired Hebrew writers, an apologue or Rabbinical tradition to the following purpose:

While our first parents stood before their offended Maker, and the last words of the sentence were yet sounding in Adam's ear, the guileful false serpent, a counterfeit and a usurper from the beginning, presumptuously took on himself the character of advocate or mediator, and pretending to intercede for Adam, exclaimed: »Nay, Lord, in thy justice, not so! for the Man was the least in fault. Rather let the Woman return at once to the dust, and let Adam remain in this thy Paradise.« And the word of the Most High answered Satan: »The tender mercies of the wicked are cruel. Treacherous Fiend! if with guilt like thine, it had been possible for thee to have the heart of a Man, and to feel the yearning of a human soul for its counterpart, the sentence, which thou now counsellest, should have been inflicted on thyself.«

 The title of the following poem was suggested by a fact mentioned by Linnæus, of a date-tree in a nobleman's garden which year after year had put forth a full show of blossoms, but never produced fruit, till a branch from another date-tree had been conveyed from a distance of some hundred leagues. The first leaf of the MS. from which the poem has been transcribed, and which contained the two or three introductory stanzas, is wanting: and the author has in vain taxed his memory to repair the loss. But a rude draught of the poem contains the substance of the stanzas, and the reader is requested to receive it as the substitute. It is not impossible, that some congenial spirit, whose years do not exceed those of the author, at the time the poem was written, may find a pleasure in restoring the Lament to its original integrity by a reduction of the thoughts to the requisite metre.

 

I

 

Beneath the blaze of a tropical sun the mountain peaks are the thrones of frost, through the absence of objects to reflect the rays. »What no one with us shares, seems scarce our own.« The presence of a one,

 

The best belov'd, who loveth me the best,

 

is for the heart, what the supporting air from within is for the hollow globe with its suspended car. Deprive it of this, and all without, that would have buoyed it aloft even to the seat of the gods, becomes a burthen and crushes it into flatness.

 

 

II

 

The finer the sense for the beautiful and the lovely, and the fairer and lovelier the object presented to the sense; the more exquisite the individual's capacity of joy, and the more ample his means and opportunities of enjoyment, the more heavily will he feel the ache of solitariness, the more unsubstantial becomes the feast spread around him. What matters it, whether in fact the viands and the ministering graces are shadowy or real, to him who has not hand to grasp nor arms to embrance them?

 

III

 

Imagination; honourable aims;

Free commune with the choir that cannot die;

Science and song; delight in little things,

The buoyant child surviving in the man;

Fields, forests, ancient mountains, ocean, sky,

With all their voices – O dare I accuse

My earthly lot as guilty of my spleen,

Or call my destiny niggard! O no! no!

It is her largeness, and her overflow,

Which being incomplete, disquieteth me so!

 

IV

 

For never touch of gladness stirs my heart,

But tim'rously beginning to rejoice

Like a blind Arab, that from sleep doth start

In lonesome tent, I listen for thy voice.

Beloved! 'tis not thine; thou art not there!

Then melts the bubble into idle air,

And wishing without hope I restlessly despair.

 

V

 

The mother with anticipated glee

Smiles o'er the child, that, standing by her chair

And flatt'ning its round cheek upon her knee,

Looks up, and doth its rosy lips prepare

To mock the coming sounds. At that sweet sight

She hears her own voice with a new delight;

And if the babe perchance should lisp the notes aright,

 

VI

 

Then is she tenfold gladder than before!

But should disease or chance the darling take,

What then avail those songs, which sweet of yore

Were only sweet for their sweet echo's sake?

Dear maid! no prattler at a mother's knee

Was e'er so dearly prized as I prize thee:

Why was I made for Love and Love denied to me?

[1805]

 

 

From the German

Know'st thou the land where the pale citrons grow,

The golden fruits in darker foliage glow?

Soft blows the wind that breathes from that blue sky!

Still stands the myrtle and the laurel high!

Know'st thou it well that land, beloved Friend?

Thither with thee, O, thither would I wend!

[1799?]

 

 

Fancy in Nubibus

Or the Poet in the Clouds

O! it is pleasant, with a heart at ease,

Just after sunset, or by moonlight skies,

To make the shifting clouds be what you please,

Or let the easily persuaded eyes

Own each quaint likeness issuing from the mould

Of a friend's fancy; or with head bent low

And cheek aslant see rivers flow of gold

'Twixt crimson banks; and then, a traveller, go

From mount to mount through Cloudland, gorgeous land!

Or list'ning to the tide, with closed sight,

Be that blind bard, who on the Chian strand

By those deep sounds possessed with inward light,

Beheld the Iliad and the Odyssee

Rise to the swelling of the voiceful sea.

[1817]

 

 

The Two Founts

Stanzas Addressed to a Lady on Her Recovery with Unblemished Looks, from a Severe Attack of Pain

'Twas my last waking thought, how it could be,

That thou, sweet friend, such anguish shouldst endure;

When straight from Dreamland came a Dwarf, and he

Could tell the cause, forsooth, and knew the cure.

 

Methought he fronted me with peering look

Fix'd on my heart; and read aloud in game

The loves and griefs therein, as from a book;

And uttered praise like one who wished to blame.

 

In every heart (quoth he) since Adam's sin

Two Founts there are, of suffering and of cheer!

That to let forth, and this to keep within!

But she, whose aspect I find imaged here,

 

Of Pleasure only will to all dispense,

That Fount alone unlock, by no distress

Choked or turned inward, but still issue thence

Unconquered cheer, persistent loveliness.

 

As on the driving cloud the shiny bow,

That gracious thing made up of tears and light,

Mid the wild rack and rain that slants below

Stands smiling forth, unmoved and freshly bright; –

 

As though the spirits of all lovely flowers,

Inweaving each its wreath and dewy crown,

Or ere they sank to earth in vernal showers,

Had built a bridge to tempt the angels down.

 

Ev'n so, Eliza! on that face of thine,

On that benignant face, whose look alone

(The soul's translucence thro' her crystal shrine!)

Has power to soothe all anguish but thine own,

 

The beauty hovers still, and ne'er takes wing,

But with a silent charm compels the stern

And tort'ring Genius of the bitter spring,

To shrink aback, and cower upon his urn.

 

Who then needs wonder, if (no outlet found

In passion, spleen, or strife,) the fount of pain

O'erflowing beats against its lovely mound,

And in wild flashes shoots from heart to brain?

 

Sleep, and the Dwarf with that unsteady gleam

On his raised lip, that aped a critic smile,

Had passed: yet I, my sad thoughts to beguile,

Lay weaving on the tissue of my dream;

 

Till audibly at length I cried, as though

Thou had'st indeed been present to my eyes,

O sweet, sweet sufferer; if the case be so,

I pray thee, be less good, less sweet, less wise!

 

In every look a barbed arrow send,

On those soft lips let scorn and anger live!

Do any thing, rather than thus, sweet friend!

Hoard for thyself the pain, thou wilt not give!

[1826]

 

 

The Wanderings of Cain

Prefatory Note

A prose composition, one not in metre at least, seems prima facie to require explanation or apology. It was written in the year 1798, near Nether Stowey, in Somersetshire, at which place (sanctum et amabile nomen! rich by so many associations and recollections) the author had taken up his residence in order to enjoy the society and close neighbourhood of a dear and honoured friend, T. Poole, Esq. The work was to have been written in concert with another, whose name is too venerable within the precincts of genius to be unnecessarily brought into connection with such a trifle, and who was then residing at a small distance from Nether Stowey. The title and subject were suggested by myself, who likewise drew out the scheme and the contents for each of the three books or cantos, of which the work was to consist, and which, the reader is to be informed, was to have been finished in one night! My partner undertook the first canto: I the second: and which ever had done first, was to set about the third. Almost thirty years have passed by; yet at this moment I cannot without something more than a smile moot the question which of the two things was the more impracticable, for a mind so eminently original to compose another man's thoughts and fancies, or for a taste so austerely pure and simple to imitate the Death of Abel? Methinks I see his grand and noble countenance as at the moment when having despatched my own portion of the task at full finger-speed, I hastened to him with my manuscript – that look of humorous despondency fixed on his almost blank sheet of paper, and then its silent mock-piteous admission of failure struggling with the sense of the exceeding ridiculousness of the whole scheme – which broke up in a laugh: and the Ancient Mariner was written instead.

Years afterward, however, the draft of the plan and proposed incidents, and the portion executed, obtained favour in the eyes of more than one person, whose judgment on a poetic work could not but have weighed with me, even though no parental partiality had been thrown into the same scale, as a make-weight: and I determined on commencing anew, and composing the whole in stanzas, and made some progress in realizing this intention, when adverse gales drove my bark off the »Fortunate Isles« of the Muses: and then other and more momentous interests prompted a different voyage, to firmer anchorage and a securer port. I have in vain tried to recover the lines from the palimpsest tablet of my memory: and I can only offer the introductory stanza, which had been committed to writing for the purpose of procuring a friend's judgment on the metre, as a specimen.

 

Encinctured with a twine of leaves,

That leafy twine his only dress!

A lovely Boy was plucking fruits,

By moonlight, in a wilderness.

The moon was bright, the air was free,

And fruits and flowers together grew

On many a shrub and many a tree:

 

And all put on a gentle hue,

Hanging in the shadowy air

Like a picture rich and rare.

It was a climate where, they say,

The night is more belov'd than day.

But who that beauteous Boy beguil'd,

That beauteous Boy to linger here?

Alone, by night, a little child,

In place so silent and so wild –

Has he no friend, no loving mother near?

 

Canto II

»A little further, O my father, yet a little further, and we shall come into the open moonlight.« Their road was through a forest of fir-trees; at its entrance the trees stood at distances from each other, and the path was broad, and the moonlight and the moonlight shadows reposed upon it, and appeared quietly to inhabit that solitude. But soon the path winded and became narrow; the sun at high noon sometimes speckled, but never illumined it, and now it was dark as a cavern.

»It is dark, O my father!« said Enos, »but the path under our feet is smooth and soft, and we shall soon come out into the open moonlight.«

»Lead on, my child!« said Cain: »guide me, little child!« And the innocent little child clasped a finger of the hand which had murdered the righteous Abel, and he guided his father. »The fir branches drip upon thee, my son.« »Yea, pleasantly, father, for I ran fast and eagerly to bring thee the pitcher and the cake, and my body is not yet cool. How happy the squirrels are that feed on these fir-trees! they leap from bough to bough, and the old squirrels play round their young ones in the nest. I clomb a tree yesterday at noon, O my father, that I might play with them, but they leaped away from the branches, even to the slender twigs did they leap, and in a moment I beheld them on another tree. Why, O my father, would they not play with me? I would be good to them as thou art good to me: and I groaned to them even as thou groanest when thou givest me to eat, and when thou coverest me at evening, and as often as I stand at thy knee and thine eyes look at me?« Then Cain stopped, and stifling his groans he sank to the earth, and the child Enos stood in the darkness beside him.

And Cain lifted up his voice and cried bitterly, and said, »The Mighty One that persecuteth me is on this side and on that; he pursueth my soul like the wind, like the sand-blast he passeth through me; he is around me even as the air! O that I might be utterly no more! I desire to die – yea, the things that never had life, neither move they upon the earth – behold! they seem precious to mine eyes. O that a man might live without the breath of his nostrils. So I might abide in darkness, and blackness, and an empty space! Yea, I would lie down, I would not rise, neither would I stir my limbs till I became as the rock in the den of the lion, on which the young lion resteth his head whilst he sleepeth. For the torrent that roareth far off hath a voice: and the clouds in heaven look terribly on me; the Mighty One who is against me speaketh in the wind of the cedar grove; and in silence am I dried up.« Then Enos spake to his father, »Arise, my father, arise, we are but a little way from the place where I found the cake and the pitcher.« And Cain said, »How knowest thou?« and the child answered – »Behold the bare rocks are a few of thy strides distant from the forest; and while even now thou wert lifting up thy voice, I heard the echo.« Then the child took hold of his father, as if he would raise him: and Cain being faint and feeble rose slowly on his knees and pressed himself against the trunk of a fir, and stood upright and followed the child.

The path was dark till within three strides' length of its termination, when it turned suddenly; the thick black trees formed a low arch, and the moonlight appeared for a moment like a dazzling portal. Enos ran before and stood in the open air; and when Cain, his father, emerged from the darkness, the child was affrighted. For the mighty limbs of Cain were wasted as by fire; his hair was as the matted curls on the bison's forehead, and so glared his fierce and sullen eye beneath: and the black abundant locks on either side, a rank and tangled mass, were stained and scorched, as though the grasp of a burning iron hand had striven to rend them; and his countenance told in a strange and terrible language of agonies that had been, and were, and were still to continue to be.

The scene around was desolate; as far as the eye could reach it was desolate: the bare rocks faced each other, and left a long and wide interval of thin white sand. You might wander on and look round and round, and peep into the crevices of the rocks and discover nothing that acknowledged the influence of the seasons. There was no spring, no summer, no autumn: and the winter's snow, that would have been lovely, fell not on these hot rocks and scorching sands. Never morning lark had poised himself over this desert; but the huge serpent often hissed there beneath the talons of the vulture, and the vulture screamed, his wings imprisoned within the coils of the serpent. The pointed and shattered summits of the ridges of the rocks made a rude mimicry of human concerns, and seemed to prophesy mutely of things that then were not; steeples, and battlements, and ships with naked masts. As far from the wood as a boy might sling a pebble of the brook, there was one rock by itself at a small distance from the main ridge. It had been precipitated there perhaps by the groan which the Earth uttered when our first father fell. Before you approached, it appeared to lie flat on the ground, but its base slanted from its point, and between its point and the sands a tall man might stand upright. It was here that Enos had found the pitcher and cake, and to this place he led his father. But ere they had reached the rock they beheld a human shape: his back was towards them, and they were advancing unperceived, when they heard him smite his breast and cry aloud, »Woe is me! woe is me! I must never die again, and yet I am perishing with thirst and hunger.«

Pallid, as the reflection of the sheeted lightning on the heavy-sailing night-cloud, became the face of Cain; but the child Enos took hold of the shaggy skin, his father's robe, and raised his eyes to his father, and listening whispered, »Ere yet I could speak, I am sure, O my father, that I heard that voice. Have not I often said that I remembered a sweet voice? O my father! this is it:« and Cain trembled exceedingly. The voice was sweet indeed, but it was thin and querulous, like that of a feeble slave in misery, who despairs altogether, yet can not refrain himself from weeping and lamentation. And, behold! Enos glided forward, and creeping softly round the base of the rock, stood before the stranger, and looked up into his face. And the Shape shrieked, and turned round, and Cain beheld him, that his limbs and his face were those of his brother Abel whom he had killed! And Cain stood like one who struggles in his sleep because of the exceeding terribleness of a dream.

Thus as he stood in silence and darkness of soul, the Shape fell at his feet, and embraced his knees, and cried out with a bitter outcry, »Thou eldest born of Adam, whom Eve, my mother, brought forth, cease to torment me! I was feeding my flocks in green pastures by the side of quiet rivers, and thou killedst me; and now I am in misery.« Then Cain closed his eyes, and hid them with his hands; and again he opened his eyes, and looked around him, and said to Enos, »What beholdest thou? Didst thou hear a voice, my son?« »Yes, my father, I beheld a man in unclean garments, and he uttered a sweet voice, full of lamentation.« Then Cain raised up the Shape that was like Abel, and said: – »The Creator of our father, who had respect unto thee, and unto thy offering, wherefore hath he forsaken thee?« Then the Shape shrieked a second time, and rent his garment, and his naked skin was like the white sands beneath their feet; and he shrieked yet a third time, and threw himself on his face upon the sand that was black with the shadow of the rock, and Cain and Enos sate beside him; the child by his right hand, and Cain by his left. They were all three under the rock, and within the shadow. The Shape that was like Abel raised himself up, and spake to the child: »I know where the cold waters are, but I may not drink, wherefore didst thou then take away my pitcher?« But Cain said, »Didst thou not find favour in the sight of the Lord thy God?« The Shape answered, »The Lord is God of the living only, the dead have another God.« Then the child Enos lifted up his eyes and prayed; but Cain rejoiced secretly in his heart. »Wretched shall they be all the days of their mortal life,« exclaimed the Shape, »who sacrifice worthy and acceptable sacrifices to the God of the dead; but after death their toil ceaseth. Woe is me, for I was well beloved by the God of the living, and cruel wert thou, O my brother, who didst snatch me away from his power and his dominion.« Having uttered these words, he rose suddenly, and fled over the sands: and Cain said in his heart, »The curse of the Lord is on me; but who is the God of the dead?« and he ran after the Shape, and the Shape fled shrieking over the sands, and the sands rose like white mists behind the steps of Cain, but the feet of him that was like Abel disturbed not the sands. He greatly outrun Cain, and turning short, he wheeled round, and came again to the rock where they had been sitting, and where Enos still stood; and the child caught hold of his garment as he passed by, and he fell upon the ground. And Cain stopped, and beholding him not, said, »he has passed into the dark woods,« and he walked slowly back to the rock; and when he reached it the child told him that he had caught hold of his garment as he passed by, and that the man had fallen upon the ground: and Cain once more sate beside him, and said, »Abel, my brother, I would lament for thee, but that the spirit within me is withered, and burnt up with extreme agony. Now, I pray thee, by thy flocks, and by thy pastures, and by the quiet rivers which thou lovedst, that thou tell me all that thou knowest. Who is the God of the dead? where doth he make his dwelling? what sacrifices are acceptable unto him? for I have offered, but have not been received; I have prayed, and have not been heard; and how can I be afflicted more than I already am?« The Shape arose and answered, »O that thou hadst had pity on me as I will have pity on thee. Follow me, Son of Adam! and bring thy child with thee!«

And they three passed over the white sands between the rocks, silent as the shadows.

[1798]

 

 

Allegoric Vision

A feeling of sadness, a peculiar melancholy, is wont to take possession of me alike in spring and in autumn. But in spring it is the melancholy of hope: in autumn it is the melancholy of resignation. As I was journeying on foot through the Appennine, I fell in with a pilgrim in whom the spring and the autumn and the melancholy of both seemed to have combined. In his discourse there were the freshness and the colors of April:

 

Qual ramicel a ramo,

Tal da pensier pensiero

In lui germogliava.

 

But as I gazed on his whole form and figure, I bethought me of the not unlovely decays, both of age and of the late season, in the stately elm, after the clusters have been plucked from its entwining vines, and the vines are as bands of dried withies around its trunk and branches. Even so there was a memory on his smooth and ample forehead, which blended with the dedication of his steady eyes, that still looked – I know not, whether upward, or far onward, or rather to the line of meeting where the sky rests upon the distance. But how may I express that dimness of abstraction which lay on the lustre of the pilgrim's eyes like the flitting tarnish from the breath of a sigh on a silver mirror! and which accorded with their slow and reluctant movement, whenever he turned them to any object on the right hand or on the left? It seemed, methought, as if there lay upon the brightness a shadowy presence of disappointments now unfelt, but never forgotten. It was at once the melancholy of hope and of resignation.

We had not long been fellow-travellers, ere a sudden tempest of wind and rain forced us to seek protection in the vaulted door-way of a lone chapelry; and we sate face to face each on the stone bench along-side the low, weather-stained wall, and as close as possible to the massy door.

After a pause of silence: even thus, said he, like two strangers that have fled to the same shelter from the same storm, not seldom do Despair and Hope meet for the first time in the porch of Death! All extremes meet, I answered; but yours was a strange and visionary thought. The better then doth it beseem both the place and me, he replied. From a Visionary wilt thou hear a Vision? Mark that vivid flash through this torrent of rain! Fire and water. Even here thy adage holds true, and its truth is the moral of my Vision. I entreated him to proceed. Sloping his face toward the arch and yet averting his eye from it, he seemed to seek and prepare his words: till listening to the wind that echoed within the hollow edifice, and to the rain without,

 

Which stole on his thoughts with its two-fold sound,

The clash hard by and the murmur all round,

 

he gradually sank away, alike from me and from his own purpose, and amid the gloom of the storm and in the duskiness of that place, he sate like an emblem on a rich man's sepulchre, or like a mourner on the sodded grave of an only one – an aged mourner, who is watching the waned moon and sorroweth not. Starting at length from his brief trance of abstraction, with courtesy and an atoning smile he renewed his discourse, and commenced his parable.

During one of those short furloughs from the service of the body, which the soul may sometimes obtain even in this its militant state, I found myself in a vast plain, which I immediately knew to be the Valley of Life. It possessed an astonishing diversity of soils: here was a sunny spot, and there a dark one, forming just such a mixture of sunshine and shade, as we may have observed on the mountains' side in an April day, when the thin broken clouds are scattered over heaven. Almost in the very entrance of the valley stood a large and gloomy pile, into which I seemed constrained to enter. Every part of the building was crowded with tawdry ornaments and fantastic deformity. On every window was portrayed, in glaring and inelegant colors, some horrible tale, or preternatural incident, so that not a ray of light could enter, untinged by the medium through which it passed. The body of the building was full of people, some of them dancing, in and out, in unintelligible figures, with strange ceremonies and antic merriment, while others seemed convulsed with horror, or pining in mad melancholy. Intermingled with these, I observed a number of men, clothed in ceremonial robes, who appeared now to marshal the various groups, and to direct their movements; and now with menacing countenances, to drag some reluctant victim to a vast idol, framed of iron bars intercrossed, which formed at the same time an immense cage, and the shape of a human Colossus.

I stood for a while lost in wonder what these things might mean; when lo! one of the directors came up to me, and with a stern and reproachful look bade me uncover my head, for that the place into which I had entered was the temple of the only true Religion, in the holier recesses of which the great Goddess personally resided. Himself too he bade me reverence, as the consecrated minister of her rites. Awe-struck by the name of Religion, I bowed before the priest, and humbly and earnestly intreated him to conduct me into her presence. He assented. Offerings he took from me, with mystic sprinklings of water and with salt he purified, and with strange sufflations he exorcised me; and then led me through many a dark and winding alley, the dew-damps of which chilled my flesh, and the hollow echoes under my feet, mingled, methought, with moanings, affrighted me. At length we entered a large hall, without window, or spiracle, or lamp. The asylum and dormitory it seemed of perennial night – only that the walls were brought to the eye by a number of self luminous inscriptions in letters of a pale sepulchral light, which held strange neutrality with the darkness, on the verge of which it kept its rayless vigil. I could read them, methought; but though each of the words taken separately I seemed to understand, yet when I took them in sentences, they were riddles and incomprehensible. As I stood meditating on these hard sayings, my guide thus addressed me – »Read and believe: these are mysteries!« – At the extremity of the vast hall the Goddess was placed. Her features, blended with darkness, rose out to my view, terrible, yet vacant. I prostrated myself before her, and then retired with my guide, soul-withered, and wondering, and dissatisfied.

As I re-entered the body of the temple, I heard a deep buzz as of discontent. A few whose eyes were bright, and either piercing or steady, and whose ample foreheads, with the weighty bar, ridge-like, above the eyebrows, bespoke observation followed by meditative thought; and a much larger number, who were enraged by the severity and insolence of the priests in exacting their offerings, had collected in one tumultuous group, and with a confused outcry of »This is the Temple of Superstition!« after much contumely, and turmoil, and cruel mal-treatment on all sides, rushed out of the pile: and I, methought, joined them.

We speeded from the Temple with hasty steps, and had now nearly gone round half the valley, when we were addressed by a woman, tall beyond the stature of mortals, and with a something more than human in her countenance and mien, which yet could by mortals be only felt, not conveyed by words or intelligibly distinguished. Deep reflection, animated by ardent feelings, was displayed in them: and hope, without its uncertainty, and a something more than all these, which I understood not, but which yet seemed to blend all these into a divine unity of expression. Her garments were white and matronly, and of the simplest texture. We inquired her name. »My name,« she replied, »is Religion.«

The more numerous part of our company, affrighted by the very sound, and sore from recent impostures or sorceries, hurried onwards and examined no farther. A few of us, struck by the manifest opposition of her form and manners to those of the living Idol, whom we had so recently abjured, agreed to follow her, though with cautious circumspection. She led us to an eminence in the midst of the valley, from the top of which we could command the whole plain, and observe the relation of the different parts to each other, and of each to the whole, and of all to each. She then gave us an optic glass which assisted without contradicting our natural vision, and enabled us to see far beyond the limits of the Valley of Life; though our eye even thus assisted permitted us only to behold a light and a glory, but what we could not descry, save only that it was, and that it was most glorious.

And now with the rapid transition of a dream, I had overtaken and rejoined the more numerous party, who had abruptly left us, indignant at the very name of religion. They journied on, goading each other with remembrances of past oppressions, and never looking back, till in the eagerness to recede from the Temple of Superstition they had rounded the whole circle of the valley. And lo! there faced us the mouth of a vast cavern, at the base of a lofty and almost perpendicular rock, the interior side of which, unknown to them, and unsuspected, formed the extreme and backward wall of the Temple. An impatient crowd, we entered the vast and dusky cave, which was the only perforation of the precipice. At the mouth of the cave sate two figures; the first, by her dress and gestures, I knew to be Sensuality; the second form, from the fierceness of his demeanour, and the brutal scornfulness of his looks, declared himself to be the monster Blasphemy. He uttered big words, and yet ever and anon I observed that he turned pale at his own courage. We entered. Some remained in the opening of the cave, with the one or the other of its guardians. The rest, and I among them, pressed on, till we reached an ample chamber, that seemed the centre of the rock. The climate of the place was unnaturally cold.

In the furthest distance of the chamber sate an old dim-eyed man, poring with a microscope over the torso of a statue which had neither basis, nor feet, nor head; but on its breast was carved Nature! To this he continually applied his glass, and seemed enraptured with the various inequalities which it rendered visible on the seemingly polished surface of the marble. – Yet evermore was this delight and triumph followed by expressions of hatred, and vehement railing against a Being, who yet, he assured us, had no existence. This mystery suddenly recalled to me what I had read in the holiest recess of the temple of Superstition. The old man spake in divers tongues, and continued to utter other and most strange mysteries. Among the rest he talked much and vehemently concerning an infinite series of causes and effects, which he explained to be – a string of blind men, the last of whom caught hold of the skirt of the one before him, he of the next, and so on till they were all out of sight; and that they all walked infallibly straight, without making one false step, though all were alike blind. Methought I borrowed courage from surprise, and asked him – Who then is at the head to guide them? He looked at me with ineffable contempt, not unmixed with an angry suspicion, and then replied, »No one.« The string of blind men went on for ever without any beginning; for although one blind man could not move without stumbling, yet infinite blindness supplied the want of sight. I burst into laughter, which instantly turned to terror – for as he started forward in rage, I caught a glimpse of him from behind; and lo! I beheld a monster bi-form and Janus-headed, in the hinder face and shape of which I instantly recognised the dread countenance of Superstition – and in the terror I awoke.

[1795-1817]

 

 

The Improvisatore;

Or »John Anderson, My Jo, John«

Scene – A spacious drawing-room, with music-room adjoining.

 

Katharine. What are the words?

Eliza. Ask our friend, the Improvisatore; here he comes. Kate has a favor to ask of you, Sir; it is that you will repeat the ballad that Mr. –– sang so sweetly.

Friend. It is in Moore's Irish Melodies; but I do not recollect the words distinctly. The moral of them, however, I take to be this: –

 

Love would remain the same if true,

When we were neither young nor new;

Yea, and in all within the will that came,

By the same proofs would show itself the same.

 

Eliz.What are the lines you repeated from Beaumont and Fletcher, which my mother admired so much? It begins with something about two vines so close that their tendrils intermingle.

Fri.You mean Charles' speech to Angelina, in ›The Elder Brother.‹

 

We'll live together, like two neighbour vines,

Circling our souls and loves in one another!

We'll spring together, and we'll bear one fruit;

One joy shall make us smile, and one grief mourn;

One age go with us, and one hour of death

Shall close our eyes, and one grave make us happy.

 

Kath. A precious boon, that would go far to reconcile one to old age – this love – if true! But is there any such true love?

Fri. I hope so.

Kath. But do you believe it?

Eliz. (eagerly). I am sure he does.

Fri. From a man turned of fifty, Katharine, I imagine, expects a less confident answer.

Kath. A more sincere one, perhaps.

Fri. Even though he should have obtained the nick-name of Improvisatore, by perpetrating charades and extempore verses at Christmas times?

Eliz. Nay, but be serious.

Fri. Serious! Doubtless. A grave personage of my years giving a love-lecture to two young ladies, cannot well be otherwise. The difficulty, I suspect, would be for them to remain so. It will be asked whether I am not the ›elderly gentleman‹ who sate ›despairing beside a clear stream,‹ with a willow for his wig-block.

Eliz. Say another word, and we will call it downright affectation.

Kath. No! we will be affronted, drop a courtesy, and ask pardon for our presumption in expecting that Mr. –– would waste his sense on two insignificant girls.

Fri. Well, well, I will be serious. Hem! Now then commences the discourse; Mr. Moore's song being the text. Love, as distinguished from Friendship, on the one hand, and from the passion that too often usurps its name, on the other –

Lucius (Eliza's brother, who had just joined the trio, in a whisper to the Friend). But is not Love the union of both?

Fri. (aside to Lucius). He never loved who thinks so.

Eliz. Brother, we don't want you. There! Mrs. H. cannot arrange the flower-vase without you. Thank you, Mrs. Hartman.

Luc. I'll have my revenge! I know what I will say!

Eliz. Off! off! Now, dear sir, – Love, you were saying –

Fri. Hush! Preaching, you mean, Eliza.

Eliz. (impatiently). Pshaw!

Fri. Well then, I was saying that love, truly such, is itself not the most common thing in the world: and mutual love still less so. But that enduring personal attachment, so beautifully delineated by Erin's sweet melodist, and still more touchingly, perhaps, in the well-known ballad, ›John Anderson, my Jo, John,‹ in addition to a depth and constancy of character of no every-day occurrence, supposes a peculiar sensibility and tenderness of nature; a constitutional communicativeness and utterancy of heart and soul; a delight in the detail of sympathy, in the outward and visible signs of the sacrament within – to count, as it were, the pulses of the life of love. But above all, it supposes a soul which, even in the pride and summer-tide of life – even in the lustihood of health and strength, had felt oftenest and prized highest that which age cannot take away, and which, in all our lovings, is the Love; ––

Eliz. There is something here (pointing to her heart) that seems to understand you, but wants the word that would make it understand itself.

Kath. I, too, seem to feel what you mean. Interpret the feeling for us.

Fri. –– I mean that willing sense of the unsufficingness of the self for itself, which predisposes a generous nature to see, in the total being of another, the supplement and completion of its own; – that quiet perpetual seeking which the presence of the beloved object modulates, not suspends, where the heart momently finds, and, finding, again seeks on; – lastly, when ›life's changeful orb has pass'd the full,‹ a confirmed faith in the nobleness of humanity, thus brought home and pressed, as it were, to the very bosom of hourly experience; it supposes, I say, a heartfelt reverence for worth, not the less deep because divested of its solemnity by habit, by familiarity, by mutual infirmities, and even by a feeling of modesty which will arise in delicate minds, when they are conscious of possessing the same or the correspondent excellence in their own characters. In short, there must be a mind, which, while it feels the beautiful and the excellent in the beloved as its own, and by right of love appropriates it, can call Goodness its playfellow; and dares make sport of time and infirmity, while, in the person of a thousand-foldly endeared partner, we feel for aged virtue the caressing fondness that belongs to the innocence of childhood, and repeat the same attentions and tender courtesies which had been dictated by the same affection to the same object when attired in feminine loveliness or in manly beauty.

Eliz. What a soothing – what an elevating thought!

Kath. If it be not only a mere fancy.

Fri. At all events, these qualities which I have enumerated, are rarely found united in a single individual. How much more rare must it be, that two such individuals should meet together in this wide world under circumstances that admit of their union as Husband and Wife. A person may be highly estimable on the whole, nay, amiable as neighbour, friend, housemate – in short, in all the concentric circles of attachment save only the last and inmost; and yet from how many causes be estranged from the highest perfection in this! Pride, coldness, or fastidiousness of nature, worldly cares, an anxious or ambitious disposition, a passion for display, a sullen temper, – one or the other – too often proves ›the dead fly in the compost of spices,‹ and any one is enough to unfit it for the precious balm of unction. For some mighty good sort of people, too, there is not seldom a sort of solemn saturnine, or, if you will, ursine vanity, that keeps itself alive by sucking the paws of its own self-importance. And as this high sense, or rather sensation of their own value is, for the most part, grounded on negative qualities, so they have no better means of preserving the same but by negatives – that is, by not doing or saying any thing, that might be put down for fond, silly, or nonsensical; – or (to use their own phrase) by never forgetting themselves, which some of their acquaintance are uncharitable enough to think the most worthless object they could be employed in remembering.

Eliz. (in answer to a whisper from Katharine). To a hair! He must have sate for it himself. Save me from such folks! But they are out of the question.

Fri. True! but the same effect is produced in thousands by the too general insensibility to a very important truth; this, namely, that the misery of human life is made up of large masses, each separated from the other by certain intervals. One year, the death of a child; years after, a failure in trade; after another longer or shorter interval, a daughter may have married unhappily; – in all but the singularly unfortunate, the integral parts that compose the sum total of the unhappiness of a man's life, are easily counted, and distinctly remembered. The happiness of life, on the contrary, is made up of minute fractions – the little, soon-forgotten charities of a kiss, a smile, a kind look, a heartfelt compliment in the disguise of playful raillery, and the countless other infinitesimals of pleasurable thought and genial feeling.

Kath. Well, Sir; you have said quite enough to make me despair of finding a ›John Anderson, my Jo, John,‹ with whom to totter down the hill of life.

Fri. Not so! Good men are not, I trust, so much scarcer than good women, but that what another would find in you, you may hope to find in another. But well, however, may that boon be rare, the possession of which would be more than an adequate reward for the rarest virtue.

Eliz. Surely, he, who has described it so well, must have possessed it?

Fri. If he were worthy to have possessed it, and had believingly anticipated and not found it, how bitter the disappointment! (Then, after a pause of a few minutes),

 

Answer, ex improviso

 

Yes, yes! that boon, life's richest treat,

He had, or fancied that he had;

Say, 'twas but in his own conceit –

The fancy made him glad!

Crown of his cup, and garnish of his dish,

The boon, prefigured in his earliest wish,

The fair fulfilment of his poesy,

When his young heart first yearn'd for sympathy!

 

But e'en the meteor offspring of the brain

Unnourished wane;

Faith asks her daily bread,

And Fancy must be fed.

Now so it chanced – from wet or dry,

It boots not how – I know not why –

She missed her wonted food; and quickly

Poor Fancy stagger'd and grew sickly.

Then came a restless state, 'twixt yea and nay,

His faith was fix'd, his heart all ebb and flow;

Or like a bark, in some half-shelter'd bay,

Above its anchor driving to and fro.

 

That boon, which but to have possest

In a belief, gave life a zest –

Uncertain both what it had been,

And if by error lost, or luck;

And what it was; – an evergreen

Which some insidious blight had struck,

Or annual flower, which, past its blow,

No vernal spell shall e'er revive;

Uncertain, and afraid to know,

Doubts toss'd him to and fro:

Hope keeping Love, Love Hope alive,

Like babes bewildered in the snow,

That cling and huddle from the cold

In hollow tree or ruin'd fold.

 

Those sparkling colours, once his boast

Fading, one by one away,

Thin and hueless as a ghost,

Poor Fancy on her sick bed lay;

Ill at distance, worse when near,

Telling her dreams to jealous Fear!

Where was it then, the sociable sprite

That crown'd the Poet's cup and deck'd his dish!

Poor shadow cast from an unsteady wish,

Itself a substance by no other right

But that it intercepted Reason's light;

It dimm'd his eye, it darken'd on his brow,

A peevish mood, a tedious time, I trow!

Thank Heaven! 'tis not so now.

 

O bliss of blissful hours!

The boon of Heaven's decreeing,

While yet in Eden's bowers

Dwelt the first husband and his sinless mate!

The one sweet plant, which, piteous Heaven agreeing,

They bore with them thro' Eden's closing gate!

Of life's gay summer tide the sovran rose!

Late autumn's amaranth, that more fragrant blows

When passion's flowers all fall or fade;

If this were ever his, in outward being,

Or but his own true love's projected shade,

Now that at length by certain proof he knows.

That whether real or a magic show,

Whate'er it was, it is no longer so;

Though heart be lonesome, hope laid low,

Yet, Lady! deem him not unblest:

The certainty that struck hope dead,

Hath left contentment in her stead:

And that is next to best!

[1827]

 


 

The Garden of Boccaccio

Of late, in one of those most weary hours,

When life seems emptied of all genial powers,

A dreary mood, which he who ne'er has known

May bless his happy lot, I sate alone;

And, from the numbing spell to win relief,

Call'd on the past for thought of glee or grief.

In vain! bereft alike of grief and glee,

I sate and cow'r'd o'er my own vacancy!

And as I watch'd the dull continuous ache,

Which, all else slumb'ring, seem'd alone to wake;

O Friend! long wont to notice yet conceal,

And soothe by silence what words cannot heal,

I but half saw that quiet hand of thine

Place on my desk this exquisite design,

Boccaccio's Garden and its faery,

The love, the joyaunce, and the gallantry!

An Idyll, with Boccaccio's spirit warm,

Framed in the silent poesy of form.

Like flocks adown a newly-bathed steep

Emerging from a mist; or like a stream

Of music soft that not dispels the sleep,

But casts in happier moulds the slumberer's dream,

Gazed by an idle eye with silent might

The picture stole upon my inward sight.

A tremulous warmth crept gradual o'er my chest,

As though an infant's finger touch'd my breast.

And one by one (I know not whence) were brought

All spirits of power that most had stirr'd my thought

In selfless boyhood, on a new world tost

Of wonder, and in its own fancies lost;

Or charm'd my youth, that, kindled from above,

Loved ere it loved, and sought a form for love;

Or lent a lustre to the earnest scan

Of manhood, musing what and whence is man!

Wild strain of Scalds, that in the sea-worn caves

Rehearsed their war-spell to the winds and waves;

Or fateful hymn of those prophetic maids,

That call'd on Hertha in deep forest glades;

Or minstrel lay, that cheer'd the baron's feast;

Or rhyme of city pomp, of monk and priest,

Judge, mayor, and many a guild in long array,

To high-church pacing on the great saint's day.

And many a verse which to myself I sang,

That woke the tear yet stole away the pang,

Of hopes which in lamenting I renew'd.

And last, a matron now, of sober mien,

Yet radiant still and with no earthly sheen,

Whom as a faery child my childhood woo'd

Even in my dawn of thought – Philosophy;

Though then unconscious of herself, pardie,

She bore no other name than Poesy;

And, like a gift from heaven, in lifeful glee,

That had but newly left a mother's knee,

Prattled and play'd with bird and flower, and stone,

As if with elfin playfellows well known,

And life reveal'd to innocence alone.

Thanks, gentle artist! now I can descry

Thy fair creation with a mastering eye,

And all awake! And now in fix'd gaze stand,

Now wander through the Eden of thy hand;

Praise the green arches, on the fountain clear

See fragment shadows of the crossing deer;

And with that serviceable nymph I stoop

The crystal from its restless pool to scoop.

I see no longer! I myself am there,

Sit on the ground-sward, and the banquet share.

'Tis I, that sweep that lute's love-echoing strings,

And gaze upon the maid who gazing sings:

Or pause and listen to the tinkling bells

From the high tower, and think that there she dwells.

With old Boccaccio's soul I stand possest,

And breathe an air like life, that swells my chest.

 

The brightness of the world, O thou once free,

And always fair, rare land of courtesy!

O Florence! with the Tuscan fields and hills,

And famous Arno, fed with all their rills;

Thou brightest star of star-bright Italy!

Rich, ornate, populous, all treasures thine,

The golden corn, the olive, and the vine.

Fair cities, gallant mansions, castles old,

And forests, where beside his leafy hold

The sullen boar hath heard the distant horn,

And whets his tusks against the gnarled thorn;

Palladian palace with its storied halls;

Fountains, where Love lies listening to their falls;

Gardens, where flings the bridge its airy span,

And Nature makes her happy home with man;

Where many a gorgeous flower is duly fed

With its own rill, on its own spangled bed,

And wreathes the marble urn, or leans its head,

A mimic mourner, that with veil withdrawn

Weeps liquid gems, the presents of the dawn; –

Thine all delights, and every muse is thine;

And more than all, the embrace and intertwine

Of all with all in gay and twinkling dance!

Mid gods of Greece and warriors of romance,

See! Boccace sits, unfolding on his knees

The new-found roll of old Mæonides;40

But from his mantle's fold, and near the heart,

Peers Ovid's holy book of Love's sweet smart!41

O all-enjoying and all-blending sage,

Fong be it mine to con thy mazy page,

Where, half conceal'd, the eye of fancy views

Fauns, nymphs, and winged saints, all gracious to thy muse!

 

Still in thy garden let me watch their pranks,

And see in Dian's vest between the ranks

Of the trim vines, some maid that half believes

The vestal fires, of which her lover grieves,

With that sly satyr peeping through the leaves!

[1828]

 

 

On a Cataract

From a Cavern Near the Summit of a Mountain Precipice

Strophe

 

Unperishing youth!

Thou leapest from forth

The cell of thy hidden nativity;

Never mortal saw

The cradle of the strong one;

Never mortal heard

The gathering of his voices;

The deep-murmured charm of the son of the rock,

That is lisp'd evermore at his slumberless fountain.

There's a cloud at the portal, a spray-woven veil

At the shrine of his ceaseless renewing;

It embosoms the roses of dawn,

It entangles the shafts of the noon,

And into the bed of its stillness

The moonshine sinks down as in slumber,

That the son of the rock, that the nursling of heaven

May be born in a holy twilight!

 

Antistrophe

 

The wild goat in awe

Looks up and beholds

Above thee the cliff inaccessible; –

Thou at once full-born

Madd'nest in thy joyance,

Whirlest, shatter'st, splitt'st,

Life invulnerable.

[1799?]

 

 

Love, Hope, and Patience in Education

O'er wayward childhood would'st thou hold firm rule

And sun thee in the light of happy faces;

Love, Hope, and Patience, these must be thy graces,

And in thine own heart let them first keep school.

For as old Atlas on his broad neck places

Heaven's starry globe, and there sustains it; – so

Do these upbear the little world below

Of education, – Patience, Love, and Hope.

Methinks, I see them group'd in seemly show,

The straiten'd arms uprais'd, the palms aslope,

And robes that touching as adown they flow,

Distinctly blend, like snow emboss'd in snow.

 

O part them never! If Hope prostrate lie,

Love too will sink and die.

But Love is subtle, and doth proof derive

From her own life that Hope is yet alive;

And bending o'er, with soul-transfusing eyes,

And the soft murmurs of the mother dove,

Woos back the fleeting spirit, and half supplies; –

Thus Love repays to Hope what Hope first gave to Love.

 

Yet haply there will come a weary day,

When overtask'd at length

Both Love and Hope beneath the load give way.

Then with a statue's smile, a statue's strength,

Stands the mute sister, Patience, nothing loth,

And both supporting does the work of both.

[1829]

 

 

Love's Apparition and Evanishment

An Allegoric Romance

Like a lone Arab, old and blind

Some caravan had left behind

Who sits beside a ruin'd well,

Where the shy sand-asps bask and swell;

And now he hangs his aged head aslant,

And listens for a human sound – in vain!

And now the aid, which Heaven alone can grant,

Upturns his eyeless face from Heaven to gain; –

Even thus, in vacant mood, one sultry hour,

Resting my eye upon a drooping plant,

With brow low bent, within my garden bower,

I sate upon the couch of camomile;

And – whether 'twas a transient sleep, perchance,

Flitted across the idle brain, the while

I watch'd the sickly calm with aimless scope,

In my own heart; or that, indeed a trance,

Turn'd my eye inward – thee, O genial Hope,

Love's elder sister! thee did I behold,

Drest as a bridesmaid, but all pale and cold,

With roseless cheek, all pale and cold and dim

Lie lifeless at my feet!

And then came Love, a sylph in bridal trim,

And stood beside my seat;

She bent, and kissed her sister's lips,

As she was wont to do; –

Alas! 'twas but a chilling breath

Woke just enough of life in death

To make Hope die anew.

[1824-33]

 

 

A Character

A bird, who for his other sins

Had liv'd amongst the Jacobins;

Tho' like a kitten amid rats,

Or callow tit in nest of bats,

He much abhorr'd all democrats;

Yet nathless stood in ill report

Of wishing ill to Church and Court,

Tho' he'd nor claw, nor tooth, nor sting,

And learnt to pipe God save the King;

Tho' each day did new feathers bring,

All swore he had a leathern wing;

Nor polish'd wing, nor feather'd tail,

Nor down-clad thigh would aught avail;

And tho' – his tongue devoid of gall –

He civilly assur'd them all: –

»A bird am I of Phœbus' breed,

And on the sunflower cling and feed;

My name, good Sirs, is Thomas Tit!«

The bats would hail him brother cit,

Or, at the furthest, cousin-german.

At length the matter to determine,

He publicly denounced the vermin;

He spared the mouse, he prais'd the owl;

But bats were neither flesh nor fowl.

Blood-sucker, vampire, harpy, goul,

Came in full clatter from his throat,

Till his old nest-mates chang'd their note

To hireling, traitor, and turncoat, –

A base apostate who had sold

His very teeth and claws for gold; –

And then his feathers! – sharp the jest –

No doubt he feather'd well his nest!

A Tit indeed! aye, tit for tat –

With place and title, brother Bat,

We soon shall see how well he'll play

Count Goldfinch, or Sir Joseph Jay!«

Alas, poor Bird! and ill-bestarred –

Or rather let us say, poor Bard!

And henceforth quit the allegoric

With metaphor and simile,

For simple facts and style historic: –

Alas, poor Bard! no gold had he.

Behind another's team he stept,

And plough'd and sow'd, while others reapt;

The work was his, but theirs the glory,

Sic vos non vobis, his whole story.

Besides, whate'er he wrote or said

Came from his heart as well as head;

And tho' he never left in lurch

His king, his country, or his church,

'Twas but to humour his own cynical

Contempt of doctrines Jacobinical;

To his own conscience only hearty,

'Twas but by chance he serv'd the party; –

The self-same things had said and writ,

Had Pitt been Fox, and Fox been Pitt;

Content his own applause to win,

Would never dash thro' thick and thin,

And he can make, so say the wise,

No claim who makes no sacrifice; –

And bard still less: – what claim had he,

Who swore it vex'd his soul to see

So grand a cause, so proud a realm

With Goose and Goody at the helm;

Who long ago had fall'n asunder

But for their rivals' baser blunder,

The coward whine and Frenchified

Slaver and slang of the other side? –

Thus, his own whim his only bribe,

Our bard pursued his old A. B. C.

Contented if he could subscribe

In fullest sense his name Esthse;

('Tis Punic Greek, ›for he hath stood!‹)

Whate'er the men, the cause was good;

And therefore with a right good will,

Poor fool, he fights their battles still.

Tush! squeak'd the Bats; – a mere bravado

To whitewash that base renegado;

'Tis plain unless you're blind or mad,

His conscience for the bays he barters; –

And true it is – as true as sad –

These circlets of green baize he had –

But then, alas! they were his garters!

Ah! silly Bard, unfed, untended,

His lamp but glimmer'd in its socket;

He liv'd unhonor'd and unfriended

With scarce a penny in his pocket; –

Nay – tho' he hid it from the many –

With scarce a pocket for his penny!

[1825]

 

 

The Reproof and Reply

»Fie, Mr. Coleridge! – and can this be you?

Break two commandments? and in church-time too!

Have you not heard, or have you heard in vain,

The birth and parentage-recording strain?

Confessions shrill, that out-shrill'd mack'rel drown –

Fresh from the drop, the youth not yet cut down.

Letter to sweet-heart – the last dying speech –

And didn't all this begin in Sabbath – breach?

You, that knew better! In broad open day.

Steal in, steal out, and steal our flowers away?

What could possess you? Ah! sweet youth, I fear

The chap with horns and tail was at your ear!«

 

Such sounds of late, accusing fancy brought

From fair [Chisholm] to the Poet's thought.

Now hear the meek Parnassian youth's reply: –

A bow, a pleading look, a downcast eye, –

And then: 

»Fair dame! a visionary wight,

Hard by your hill-side mansion sparkling white,

His thoughts all hovering round the Muses' home,

Long hath it been your poet's wont to roam,

And many a morn, on his becharmed sense

So rich a stream of music issued thence

He deem'd himself, as it flowed warbling on,

Beside the vocal fount of Helicon!

But when, as if to settle the concern,

A nymph too he beheld, in many a turn,

Guiding the sweet rill from its fontal urn, –

Say, can you blame? – No! none that saw and heard

Could blame a bard, that he thus inly stirr'd;

A muse beholding in each fervent trait,

Took Mary –– for Polly Hymnia!

Or haply as there stood beside the maid

One loftier form in sable stole array'd,

If with regretful thought he hail'd in thee

[Chisholm], his long-lost friend, Mol Pomene!

But most of you, soft warblings, I complain!

'Twas ye that from the bee-hive of my brain

Lured the wild fancies forth, a freakish rout,

And witch'd the air with dreams turn'd inside out.

Thus all conspir'd – each power of eye and ear,

And this gay month, th' enchantress of the year,

To cheat poor me (no conjurer, God wot!)

And [Chisholm's] self accomplice in the plot.

Can you then wonder if I went astray?

Not bards alone, nor lovers mad as they; –

All nature day-dreams in the month of May.

And if I pluck'd each flower that sweetest blows, –

Who walks in sleep, needs follow must his nose.

Thus, long accustom'd on the twy-fork'd hill,

To pluck both flower and floweret at my will;

The garden's maze, like No-man's-land, I tread,

Nor common law, nor statute in my head;

For my own proper smell, sight, fancy, feeling,

With autocratic hand at once repealing

Five Acts of Parliament 'gainst private stealing!

But yet from [Chisholm] who despairs of grace?

There's no spring-gun or man-trap in that face!

Let Moses then look black, and Aaron blue,

That look as if they had little else to do:

For [Chisholm] speaks, »Poor youth! he's but a waif!

The spoons all right? the hen and chickens safe?

Well, well, he shall not forfeit our regards –

The Eighth Commandment was not made for Bards!«

[1823]

 

 

Cholera Cured Before Hand

Or a premonition promulgated gratus for the use of the Useful Classes, specially those resident in St. Giles's, Saffron Hill, Bethnal Green, &c.; and likewise, inasmuch as the good man is merciful even to the beasts, for the benefit of the Bulls and Bears of the Stock Exchange.

 

Pains ventral, subventral,

In stomach or entrail,

Think no longer mere prefaces

For grins, groans, and wry faces;

But off to the doctor, fast as ye can crawl! –

Yet far better 'twould be not to have them at all.

 

Now to 'scape inward aches,

Eat no plums nor plum-cakes;

Cry avaunt! new potatoe –

And don't drink, like old Cato.

Ah! beware of Dispipsy,

And don't ye get tipsy!

For tho' gin and whiskey

May make you feel frisky,

They're but crimps to Dispipsy;

And nose to tail, with this gipsy

Comes, black as a porpus,

The diabolus ipse,

Call'd Cholery Morpus;

Who with horns, hoofs, and tail, croaks for carrion to feed him,

Tho' being a Devil, no one never has seed him!

 

Ah! then my dear honies,

There's no cure for you

For loves nor for monies: –

You'll find it too true.

Och! the hallabaloo!

Och! och! how you'll wail,

When the offal-fed vagrant

Shall turn you as blue

As the gas-light unfragrant,

That gushes in jets from beneath his own tail; –

'Till swift as the mail,

He at last brings the cramps on,

That will twist you like Samson.

 

So without further blethring,

Dear mudlarks! my brethren!

Of all scents and degrees,

(Yourselves and your shes)

Forswear all cabal, lads,

Wakes, onions, and rows,

Hot dreams, and cold salads

And don't pig in sties that would suffocate sows!

Quit Cobbett's, O' Connell's, and Beelzebub's banners,

And whitewash at once bowels, rooms, hands, and manners!

[1832]

 

 

Cologne

In Köln, a town of monks and bones,

And pavements fang'd with murderous stones,

And rags, and hags, and hideous wenches;

I counted two and seventy stenches,

All well defined, and several stinks!

Ye Nymphs that reign o'er sewers and sinks,

The river Rhine, it is well known,

Doth wash your city of Cologne;

But tell me, Nymphs! what power divine

Shall henceforth wash the river Rhine?

[1828]

 

 

On My Joyful Departure from the Same City

As I am rhymer,

And now at least a merry one,

Mr. Mum's Rudesheimer

And the church of St. Geryon

Are the two things alone

That deserve to be known

In the body and soul-stinking town of Cologne.

[1828]

 

 

Written in an Album

Parry seeks the polar ridge;

Rhymes seeks S. T. Coleridge,

Author of works, whereof – tho' not in Dutch –

The public little knows – the publisher too much.

 

To the Author of the Ancient Mariner

Your poem must eternal be,

Dear Sir! it cannot fail!

For 'tis incomprehensible,

And without head or tail.

[1800-1829]

 

 

Metrical Feet.

Lesson for a Boy

Trochee trips from long to short;

From long to long in solemn sort

Slow Spondee stalks; strong foot! yet ill able

Ever to come up with Dact¢l trisyllable.

Iambics march from short to long; –

With a leap and a bound the swift Anap?sts throng;

One syllable long, with one short at each side,

Amphibrach¢s hastes with a statel¢ stride; –

First and last being long, middle short, Amphimacer

Strikes his thundering hoofs like a proud high-bred Racer.

If Derwent be innocent, steady, and wise,

And delight in the things of earth, water, and skies;

Tender warmth at his heart, with these metres to show it,

With sound sense in his brains, may make Derwent a poet, –

May crown him with fame, and must win him the love

Of his father on earth and his Father above.

My dear, dear child!

Could you stand upon Skiddaw, you would not from its whole ridge

See a man who so loves you as your fond S. T. COLERIDGE.

[1806]

 

 

The Homeric Hexameter Described and Exemplified

Strongly it bears us along in swelling and limitless billows,

Nothing before and nothing behind but the sky and the Ocean.

[1799?]

 

 

The Ovidian Elegiac Metre Described and Exemplified

In the hexameter rises the fountain's silvery column;

In the pentameter aye falling in melody back.

[1799?]

 

 

To the Young Artist, Kayser of Kaserwerth

Kayser! to whom, as to a second self,

Nature, or Nature's next-of-kin, the Elf,

Hight Genius, hath dispens'd the happy skill

To cheer or soothe the parting friend's, alas!

Turning the blank scroll to a magic glass,

That makes the absent present at our will;

And to the shadowing of thy pencil gives

Such seeming substance, that it almost lives.

 

Well hast thou given the thoughtful Poet's face!

Yet hast thou on the tablet of his mind

A more delightful portrait left behind –

Ev'n thy own youthful beauty, and artless grace,

Thy natural gladness and eyes bright with glee!

Kayser! farewell!

Be wise! be happy! and forget not me.

1833

 

 

Job's Luck

Sly Beelzebub took all occasions

To try Job's constancy and patience;

He took his honours, took his health,

He took his children, took his wealth,

His camels, horses, asses, cows –

And the sly Devil did not take his spouse.

 

But Heaven that brings out good from evil,

And loves to disappoint the Devil,

Had predetermined to restore

Twofold all Job had before,

His children, camels, horses, cows –

Short-sighted Devil, not to take his spouse!

[1799]

 

 

On a Volunteer Singer

Swans sing before they die: 'twere no bad thing,

Should certain persons die before they sing.

[1800]

 

 

On an Insignificant

'Tis Cypher lies beneath this crust –

Whom Death created into dust.

[1799]

 

 

Profuse Kindness

Nhpioi, oyk isasin oso pleon hmisy pantos. –

Hesiod.

 

What a spring-tide of Love to dear friends in a shoal!

Half of it to one were worth double the whole!

 

Charity in Thought

To praise men as good, and to take them for such,

Is a grace, which no soul can mete out to a tittle; –

Of which he who has not a little too much,

Will by Charity's gage surely have much too little.

[1830?]

 

 

Humility the Mother of Charity

Frail creatures are we all! To be the best,

Is but the fewest faults to have: –

Look thou then to thyself, and leave the rest

To God, thy conscience, and the grave.

[1830?]

 

 

On an Infant

Which Died Before Baptism

»Be, rather than be called, a child of God,«

Death whispered! – with assenting nod,

Its head upon its mother's breast,

The Baby bowed, without demur –

Of the kingdom of the Blest

Possessor, not inheritor.

[1799]

 

 

 – E cœlo descendit gnoti seayton.. –

Juvenal.

 

Gnoti seayton! –

Say, canst thou make thyself? – Learn first that trade; –

Haply thou mayst know what thyself had made.

What hast thou, Man, that thou dar'st call thine own? –

What is there in thee, Man, that can be known? –

Dark fluxion, all unfixable by thought,

A phantom dim of past and future wrought,

Vain sister of the worm, – life, death, soul, clod –

Ignore thyself, and strive to know thy God!

[1832]

 

 

 Beareth all things.

2 Cor. xiii, 7.

 

Gently I took that which ungently came,

And without scorn forgave: – Do thou the same.

A wrong done to thee think a cat's eye spark

Thou wouldst not see, were not thine own heart dark.

Thine own keen sense of wrong that thirsts for sin,

Fear that – the spark self-kindled from within,

Which blown upon will blind thee with its glare,

Or smother'd stifle thee with noisome air.

Clap on the extinguisher, pull up the blinds,

And soon the ventilated spirit finds

Its natural daylight. If a foe have kenn'd,

Or worse than foe, an alienated friend,

A rib of dry rot in thy ship's stout side,

Think it God's message, and in humble pride

With heart of oak replace it; – thine the gains –

Give him the rotten timber for his pains!

[1832?]

 

 

My Baptismal Birth-Day

God's child in Christ adopted, – Christ my all, –

What that earth boasts were not lost cheaply, rather

Than forfeit that blest name, by which I call

The Holy One, the Almighty God, my Father? –

Father! in Christ we live, and Christ in Thee –

Eternal Thou, and everlasting we.

The heir of heaven, henceforth I fear not death:

In Christ I live! in Christ I draw the breath

Of the true life! – Let then earth, sea, and sky

Make war against me! On my front I show

Their mighty master's seal. In vain they try

To end my life, that can but end its woe. –

Is that a death-bed where a Christian lies? –

Yes! but not his – 'tis Death itself there dies.

[1833]

 

 

Epitaph

Stop, Christian Passer-by! – Stop, child of God,

And read with gentle breast. Beneath this sod

A poet lies, or that which once seem'd he. –

O, lift one thought in prayer for S. T. C.;

That he who many a year with toil of breath

Found death in life, may here find life in death!

Mercy for praise – to be forgiven for fame

He ask'd, and hoped, through Christ. Do thou the same!

9th November, 1833
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